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DEAD RECKONING 18:

Original Prankster


I had to go blow off steam.  And there's only one person to turn to when you need to blow off steam – Jo.


"I'll tell you who I'd like to get.  That asshole Butch Warrick.  That fat fuck used to fucking sit on me in first grade on the playground.  I hate that fucking asshole and then he, arrgh, I just hate him.  We have to get him first.  Let's ritual him."


"Why ritual him when we can screw with his mind first."  I grinned, even though he couldn't see me over the phone.  "You can't fuck with them when they're dead."


"Oh I get it.  Like smash his car with a crowbar or something.  Yeah, yeah."


I rolled my eyes.  Maybe it was better he couldn't see me.  "The team has a game tonight.  Both Victor Blackwell and Warrick are playing."


"Oooh, I like where this is going."


"What do they love more than anything?  Football.  So let's hit them where it hurts."


"I like, I like.  And I think I've got the fodder for the cannon.  I like the way you think, Caleb."


I agreed to meet Jo in the school parking lot.  Not our school.  The game was at Craig Wilson High.  Unfamiliar territory, not that the sports fields of my school were any more familiar.


Anyway, Jo told me to meet him here at 7.  It was now 7:30, first quarter of the game was getting over.  I figure he was either lost or typically being Jo.  He was the type of person who cannot put the necessary letters together to make the word 'punctuality' and keep it in his brain cells for three seconds.


Ah, well.  It was a warm night.  A good night to be outside, leaning against your pick-up in the middle of the lot.  You could see a few specks of dust slowly floating down as they crossed the beams of the floodlights.  They looked like really slow tiny fireflies.  If I smoked this would be a perfect time for a cigarette.


Of course, Sophia would gladly take that opportunity.


God, I still couldn't get it out of my head that she smoked.  It's just, yeah, I know it's legal and everything, but that doesn't make it a good idea.  I guess all those pictures in Health class of the lungs dripping with oily black goo really did have an effect on me.  It's interesting cause it's gross without really being gross.  Usually, you equate grossness with a guy's intestines splurged out or an eyeball floating in your soup or something.  Something wet and sticky.  Smoke isn't wet and sticky.  So why was I so repulsed by it?  Maybe I was fixated on the fact Sophia was killing herself slowly.  And by the time she was fifty, she'd be an immobile wrinkled raspy-voiced woman lying on a hospital bed hooked up to an iron lung with one of those ugly breathing tubes across her face, sucking valuable healthcare money from the government, just because she smoked.  Not that I know if Sophia and I are going to be together that long.  I read once that two-thirds of the people in hospitals are there because of alcohol or smoking-related diseases.  But I really didn't want to think about any of this now.


Fortunately, Jo drove up in his Monte Carlo then.  Finally.  He pulled up next to my car and got out eagerly, holding a plastic bucket.


"I got the shit right here, man.  This is the shit," he said grinning ear to ear.  He also had a newly started cigarette in his mouth and he was talking through it.  I already knew he smoked.


I grimaced at the cryptic statement.  He happily skipped around his car over to my side.


"This is the shit.  Check this out."  He tipped the bucket towards me to show what he was so excited about.


Speaking of gross, I guess there was something else in the world not wet and sticky.


Bugs, about an inch's depth of them squirmed and crept in a mesh in the bucket.  There were centipedes, June bugs, beetles, ants, worms, maggots, crawling around and over each other in the bucket.  It gave me the shivers.


"Pretty wicked, man.  Huh?" he asked me.


"This is disgusting."


"I know, man," he grinned.


"What are we gonna do with them."


"We're gonna put 'em in the team's helmets.  Then we'll see how manly they really are."


Hmm, the plan was kind of immature.  Seemed like Dennis the Menace meets Beetlejuice.  But I could live with it.  The indignity they would suffer would be well worth it.


"Where did you get all them?"


"Been saving them.  Just for when an occasion like this would come up."


A large, gray spider skittered quickly out of the mass, crawled out, and fell on the ground.


"AAAH, JESUS!"  I immediately squashed it.  


"Dude, it was just a spider.  Don't seizure."


"Sorry, I don't know where that came from."  That was weird.  That was like pure instinct when I saw that spider, gray with splotches of poisoned purple.  Like some deep-rooted thing…


"C'mon, let's get over there."


We stepped over the low bar separating gravel from grass and walked toward the football stadium.


"It should be getting to be about halftime soon," I said.


"Already?"


"We'll go in then.  Just act like student equipment managers or something.  Just make sure Blackwell and Warrick don't see us."


"Why?"


"Cause they'll recognize us," I angrily replied.


"Oh, yeah."


The stadium had a small gap where the corner of the lot was, separating one set of bleachers from another.  We stood in the shadow of the bleachers, watching the clock tick down.  We were ahead by seven, not that I cared, just something I noticed.  Jo was pacing back and forth anxiously waiting for the clock to run out.  I just kept it cool, leaned back against the wall, and waited.


5:44…


5:43…


5:42…


"Man, why does football always have to be so fuckin' slow?"


"Just be patient."


"If it says five minutes till the end, it should be five minutes, not half an hour."


We waited.


2:13…


2:12…


1:37…


0:42…


0:29…


0:13…


0:05…


0:02…


0:00.


"Finally."  Jo started off.  I held up my arm, blocking him before he went anywhere.


"We still have to wait."


"For what?"


"Well, the team has to get in the locker room."


He sighed gruffly.  "Fine."


We waited about five minutes.  Five minutes by my watch anyway.  Jo would have you believe it was an hour.  Finally, I said, "Let's go."


"All right."


The throngs of people crowding around the concession stand and the bathroom helped us make our way to the field undetected.


In the dugout there was one student fiddling around with the Gatorade dispenser.  We played it confident and walked past him into the locker room hallway like we were supposed to be there.


"Jo," I whispered once inside.  "Keep the bucket so no one can see it."


"What am I gonna do?  Hide it under my shirt?"


"Just hold it so you can't see inside it."


"How the hell am I supposed to do that?"


"I don't know, just do it!" I hissed as we approached the locker room.


The room was roughly divided in two by an island of lockers in the center.  All the team was facing us, taking a knee or sitting cross-legged.  Their eyes were glued on the coach who was diagramming plays on a wheelable white board, yelling at them in a gruff voice.


We couldn't waste any time, else they'd see us.  Fortunately, the white board gave us coverage, it almost took up the length of the wall.  I led Jo behind it and to the second half of the room.  Luckily, I don't think they saw us.  


Jo whispered, "Do you know which helmet's Warrick's and Blackwell's is?"


"No, do you?"


"Fuuuuck," he whispered.


I wondered what we could do.  "Well, guess we'll have to fill them all."


A slow demonic smile grew and grew over Jo's face.  "You are a genius."


I don't know what 'genius' this was.  I just came up with it out of necessity.  Nevertheless, it was time to do some damage.


Jo took care of the bucket, scooping handfuls of bugs into the helmets as I held them up.  Methodically, we filled each one with creepy crawlies while the coach's voice droned on monotonously.


"And then Hattara goes to the outside and makes the first down.  You all saw what happened out there in that last play to Blackwell.  I don't ever want to see you guys thinking you're gonna score.  You don't score until you score, period.  We need to go back out there with a lot more resolve and resolution than the first half.  We're all here to win, and we really wanna win, because we wanna win."


One had to wonder who had more education here.


Anyway, we finished filling up the last helmet and went to hide behind a door that led under the stadium, just as the coach was finishing up his pseudo-motivational speech.


"So do you wanna win?"


"Yeah, we wanna win!"


"Do you wanna win?"


"We wanna win!"


"Then let me hear you say 'fight'!"


"FIGHT!"


"Let me hear you say 'kill'!"


"KILL!"


"Then let's go out there and rip them apart."


"Rip 'em apart!"


"Let's tear 'em a new one."


"Yeah, tear 'em a new one."


"Let me hear you say 'team'!"


"T-E-A-M-We're-the-ones-who're-gonna-win."


That doesn't even rhyme.


"Let's go!"


"Yeaaaaaah."


The team erupted and jumped up, whooping and hollering, slamming against each other.  This was it.


Yelling and shouting, the team flooded into the baited half of the room.  Jo and I grinned in anticipation as the sveltely built Victor Blackwell and the not-so-sveltely built Butch Warrick came in as well.  We were dying to see how this would turn out.


"YEAH!  Let's do this!" Butch cried.  He picked up the #68 helmet and crammed it onto his chubby head.  Half a black millipede dangled in his eyes, trapped between his forehead and helmet.


"EEEEYYY!" he screamed in a high-pitched voice.


I switched my eyes to Blackwell who was just putting on his helmet.  Black spiders and insects came down on his head in a sort of satanic rain.


"Aah, Christ Jesus!" he exclaimed.  Now everyone in the room had changed their yells and hollers to shrieks and screams.  It was weird to hear men screeching like little girls.  Butch was the worst.  He threw his helmet away and frantically brushed the bugs off his head, shuffling his feet like he was a six-year-old who couldn't hold it in.  He was stamping on the floor like he was tap-dancing, trying to kill the squirmy little bugs.  And tears were actually streaming down his cheeks.  That killed me.  He couldn't even handle simple bugs.  I wished I had brought a camera.


The locker room was in a screaming girlish frenzy, and thank god it was so loud no one could hear us laughing our asses off.  As it died down, I knew it was time to escape.  I tapped Jo and we booked it.  Out of view, we ran like hell as we heard someone yell out "over there!"  But we were long gone and they had to get out there to play.  Needless to say, with their morale shot to shit, they lost the game.


Chalk one up for the Chosen.

###

