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DEAD RECKONING 1:

The Comfy Chair


I turned the corner into the abandoned furniture store and saw Quentin sitting on one of the couches.  He had the stereo tuned to Foo Fighters and was doing homework on the couch while eating Ritz crackers.   


Quentin looked up, his mouth full of crackers and a few crumbs were on his lips.  "Hey, Caleb," he said muffled.


"Hey," I walked in, my long black coat waving like wind behind me.  "Doing homework?"


"Yeah, math."


"Fun," I said with quiet sarcasm.


"I know, I don't even know why.  I don't know what I'm doing.  Only reason I'm studying it is there's a big exam coming up tomorrow."


"Gonna fail it?" I asked.


"Hell, yeah," he replied happily as he shut his book.  "It's like, you either get it or you don't.  You can just look at a problem and you know how to solve it or not."


"Yeah, exactly."  I sat down on the large armchair patterned with flowers of varying shades of brown.  "You know, this is probably the ugliest chair I've ever seen.  It's got brown flowers on it, and it's peeling in the back, there's stains and burn marks…"


"But it's damn comfy," Quentin finished.


"Yeah, it is.  Funny, I didn't even know it was comfy when I dragged it down here.  I just sort of… took it.  It looked like a comfy chair, you know," I rested my head back into it.  "I guess looks aren't that important to me."


"Oh, I could have told you that, man.  You and Sophia…" Quentin said.


I looked ahead, and glowered evilly at Quentin, "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"


"Uh, just, um, nothing, I mean…" Quentin always seemed to know how to say the wrong thing.  "I mean that…"


"Sophia isn't attractive."


"Well, you know…"


"No, it's all right.  I know that."


Quentin mentally sighed, he'd gotten out of that one by the skin of his teeth.


"She's not the most beautiful woman in the school," I continued, "There's a ton of chicks that are finer than her.  I know it, and you know it."


"Yeah, there's definitely a lot of hotties at our school."


"But those aren't the ones I want.  I want Sophia.  It's like every time I hang around guys they always talk about who's a good fuck, or blow jobs or something.  And I try to play along, but it's hard cause I don't think like that, I can't."


"Yeah, locker-room talk has never come easy to me either."


"I just want to yell at them and say 'hey, shut the fuck up, bastard.  You have no right to talk about them like that.'  But then my rep would be screwed.  Get labeled a pussy or faggot or something," he sighed.  "Just can't be one of the guys."


"Yeah, and you can't be one of the girls, cause you were born with the stem and not the apple."


I wondered about this obscure reference for a moment and let it go.  Quentin was famous for his obscure metaphors.


Quentin continued. "Have you ever heard the way girls talk?  It's amazing, they can talk for hours about absolutely nothing.  They talk about hair color, and lipstick, and tampons, and all kinds of shit, and never say a real word."


"Yeah," I sighed, "You wanna toss me a 'Dew'?"


Quentin opened the 3 x 3 fridge next to him, grabbed a green can of cold Mountain Dew, and lobbed it at me.  I caught it accurately and opened it with a metallic pop, accompanied by a fizz.


"Did you come here to be alone?" Quentin queried.


"Yeah, but it ain't no big deal."  I took a gulp.


"Sophia problems?" Quentin prodded.


"Nah, not really, I don't think so, I don't know.  That's why I came here in the first place, try and figure out why I feel like shit." 


"School?"


"Yeah, school.  My whole life revolves around two things: school and Sophia.  My family's non-existent and you and Jo are my closest friends."


"That ain't saying much with Jo,"


"Yeah," I laughed.  "I don't know.  I thought the day was going good.  I did good on my Calc test.  Better than I thought I was gonna.  Thought things were good.  And then I get to Writing Lab and I have to rewrite a paper that I thought I did really good on."  I took another drink.  "First paper I had to do I didn't mind rewriting.  It was getting used to a new teacher, new standards.  I thought this time I had it figured what she wanted to see.  I thought I had it perfect.  Then I fuckin' find out I have to do a rewrite again.  Pissed me off so much."


"Don't you have Writing Lab with Sophia?"


"Yeah."


"What did she get?"


"An A."


"Whoa shit." Quentin exclaimed.  "She doesn't have to do anything."


"Nope, and she got a B on the last paper.  Didn't have to rewrite that one either."

"Shit dude, she's smokin' you in that class."


I, once again, glowered at Quentin.


"Oh, sorry dude, is that why you're pissed?"


"I don't think so.  I don't mind she's getting a better grade than me."


"You sure you don't care about that?"


"I mean, that's just the way our relationship is going, at least on my side.  I don't care if she's better than me in some things.  I'm better in other things."  I tapped my half-full can against the chair.  "Think I'm just pissed that I have to rewrite the paper again.  I shouldn't have to do that.  If she got an A, I shouldn't be needing to fuckin' redo it.  Cause if you redo it, that means you failed it.  I didn't improve, and she got an A."


"Oh, you're comparing yourself to her.  I knew she had something to do with it."


"Yeah, so what if I am?"


"Nothing, doesn't mean nothing.  I was just seeing how it fits together."


"I mean, shouldn't I be doing at least as good as her?  Shouldn't I have not failed this thing?  I did all the editing the teacher told me to do, I went through every sentence backwards, and I still did the stupid mistakes she talked about in class.  She went over them until I wanted to shoot myself in the head.  And I still did it wrong.  And now I have to redo the damn thing.  Along with all the other midterms and papers and studying I have to do."  I took a cleansing breath.


"Well, you just gotta do it, man.  I mean, take a little rest first, because you look stressed as hell."


"I feel stressed as hell."


"Then just rewrite it and turn it in."


"I only got a C on my last rewrite.  Other people got a B, I only got it up to a C.  What the hell is wrong with me."


"I don't know what to tell you, man, just redo it, best you can.  Next paper, try and be more careful, do more drafts, take out anything even remotely wrong.  You gotta practice it."


"Yeah, guess so.  Wish there was some easy way out of this."



"That's the point of school, to make you work.  They try to make you like it," he smiled.


"I am the incarnate of slacking.  No force on earth is gonna take that away from me."  He stood up with his can of pop in hand.  "I think I'm gonna go back home, nap or do homework or something."

"And I will continue the battle of the quadratic theorem."


"Fight the good fight," I said as he saluted.  "See ya."

"See ya."  Quentin said.  I left the charred furniture store and Quentin returned to his crackers.
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