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DEAD RECKONING 24:

Despite All My Rage


"A rumble?" Quentin asked with wide eyes.


"All right, finally some blood," Jo said as he pounded his fists together eagerly.


"It's the only way we're ever going to get those assholes off our backs," I said.


"Wow, a rumble.  Just like in The Outsiders.  We had to read that book in seventh grade, remember Jo?"


"How'd they win?"


"They…fought better?"


"What do you mean they fought better?  There was no gay Disney wuss-out where they all found peace was better than war?"


"Nope, they actually fought."


"Damn."


"You've got to be fucking nuts," Sophia said to me.  "I can't fight.  Quentin can't fight.  We're not Karate experts."



"Yeah," QT agreed, "Those people are in football and take weight training.  It'd be like an ant trying to take on a steamroller.  Butch alone could throw me through a tree."


"And there's two girls in there," Jo said.  "You're not gonna beat up two girls?  Especially hot ones."


"They're going to clean our clocks."  Everyone started talking at once, giving the obvious reasons why this plan was doomed to failure.


"I know, I know," I shouted, "That's why we've got to have a plan.  We've got to use their overconfidence against them.  They're probably thinking the same thing we are, only the other way around."


"What, are you talking about some kind of strategy?" Jo said.


"Dude, I'm not any kind of strategist," Quentin said.


"Well, you're the smartest one among us," Sophia said, "You're the only one qualified." 


"Nobody's asking you to be a strategist," I said, "We're all gonna have to work together to pull this off."


Jo said, "I say we just go in with guns blazing.  Just- hey, wait a minute.  Yeah, we could use that stash back in the shed."


"No guns.  I already agreed that we were just gonna use our fists."


"Yeah, but what if they pull out some unexpected firepower.  You wanna have some sort of insurance just in case."


"We can't bring guns or else it'll just scare them and they'll get the police or something."


"Who says they're not gonna get the police in their corner anyway?" Sophia said.  "That's what I would do.  And you know they're gonna call 'em out as soon as one thing happens and they're gonna lock us up, not them."


"Then we're gonna have to let them take the first move."


"They're not stupid enough to do that."


"They want to end this just as much as we do.  They will do something if we don't."


"Wouldn't you just love to smash Blackwell in the face.  Wipe that pretty boy smile off of him," Jo said, again encouraging his 'kill 'em all and let God sort 'em out' battle plan.


"Then you can be the one to do that," Sophia said, "Because I'm sure as hell not going to take him on."


"The two guys probably won't hit a girl either," Jo said.


"Yeah, but there's two of them and one of me."


"Yeah, but Quentin's just about as a weak as a girl."


"Heh, heh.  Fuck you," Quentin said.


"What do you mean 'weak as a girl'?" Sophia asked.


"Oh, for Christ's sake, don't give me any of your feminine lesbo bullshit again.  You couldn't even lift a thirty pound bar."


"And you could?  I've never even seen you run unless it's from a cop."


"I play basketball every Wednesday at open gym."


"And you get your weight-lifting in when you pick up your sledgehammer to break windows for fun?"


"And I am stronger than Sophia," Quentin said, waiting for the right time to interject.  "I bet I could lift more than her."


"Who cares who can lift what?" Jo said.  "This isn't the Mr. Universe championship.  This is the Ultimate Fighting Championship.  And I'm saying that I'm a better fighter than you."


"And I say good, and you can enjoy getting your ass whipped because it's gonna be all of them against you because I'm sure as hell not fighting."


"Do you think I'm going in there alone?  I'll drag you from your house if I have to.  I'll use you as a human shield."


"Use Quentin as a human shield.  He's bigger."


"Hey, if she's not fighting, I'm not fighting," Quentin said.


"What, you don't want to beat the shit out of Miriam?  Didn't she rip your heart out?"


"Yeah, but I don't want to do that to her."


"Oh, I don't believe you people.  It's a wonder you even survived this far in life.  The only way to ever get someone to listen is action, action, action.  You have to jar 'em up to get them out of the stupor that they walk around in."


"I think you're the one in a stupor.  You want to take on the entire group all at once."


"Fine, I will take on the group all at once.  And I'll enjoy doing it too."


"Fine."



"Hold it," Quentin said.  "We may not all agree with this, but whatever we do we should all stick together.  Solidarity, you know, united we stand, divided we fall."


"I don't give a shit what you two brain-deads can do," Jo said, "But I'm going to be there at 8 p.m. sharp and out for blood."


"God, are you on any anti-psychotic medications?" Sophia said.


"Not as many as you're on, I guess."


"What?"


"What does that even mean?" Quentin said.


"You two want to walk around through life as pansies and shirk away from every conflict.  You don't want to face anything head-on full-charge."


"Yeah, because you know what happens when a helicopter tries to full-charge a speeding bullet train."


Jo sat back, "One motherfucker of an explosion."


"I'd like to forego that explosion if I could."


"Hey, he's dead, you're dead.  It's a happy medium."  


In the midst of their arguing I had walked over to the window and was staring out, resting my forehead on my arm.  They didn't even notice I was gone the whole time.


Jo looked at his watch.  "Well, I have to go.  My parents need the car back at five."


Quentin said, "And I need to go with you cause you brought me over."


"Thank you, Captain Obvious," Jo said dismmisedly.  "Come on."  The two got up and passed me as I kept staring out the window, resting my forehead on my arm.  "See you later, Caleb."


"See you guys," I mumbled.


I heard them open the door and shut it with a loud heavy slam.  My eyes, which were formerly fixed ahead in a steady unfocused gaze, caught the two figures tromping through my lawn off to Jo's black Monte Carlo.


Sophia unhurriedly adjusted her black pullover, like she was getting ready to go.  She walked up to say goodbye.


"Well, I guess I better get going too.  I've got some homework…"


"This isn't going to work."


"Huh?"


"We're all too divided for this to work.  We're all too stuck in our own mud to come together on anything.  We're gonna break one by one.  I never should have made that deal."


"Then just don't go," she said.


"No.  I will go.  I said I would.  I made a deal.  If I have to take on all four of them at once, I will.  Whether any of you are there or not."


"You'll get killed."


"I know.  But I don't want to live like this anymore.  I don't want to live in fear of what they're going to do to me and what we're going to do to them.  Maybe if they beat the crap out of me it'll end."


Sophia looked down dejectedly, wondering what she could do to stop this.  "You can't sacrifice yourself for something as petty as this.  This is high school, for Christ's sake.  This is only like fifteen percent of our life."


"I know.  But it's all I've ever known.  And it's the only thing I know right now."


I guess at that point she figured it would be pointless to continue arguing.  My mind was made up.  I was secretly hoping she could talk me out of it, but I guess my stubborn nature prevented her from penetrating the shell of my own self-righteousness.


She leaned up and kissed me on the lips.  "Bye."  She turned and went out the door quickly, almost bashful that she had kissed me, like a schoolgirl.  I don't think she realized how important that kiss was.  She didn't realize how important it was that I had someone in my life who cared even an ounce about what happened to me.  Someone who would bat an eye if I left tomorrow.  It made me realize that I couldn't let myself get treated like a punching bag, if nothing else then for Sophia.  I was going to have to think of some way to win this without anyone getting hurt.  Not me and not them.


Damn, I hate using my brain.

###

