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DEAD RECKONING 25:

The Rumble


So that brings us here.


That brings us to this exact moment in time.  Where the only light is coming from the flood lamps far away in the baseball park and the full moon that casts its light on me like a spotlight.  That brings us here where I'm standing alone in the middle of the park in the dark of night waiting for four of the toughest and most powerful people in school to beat the guts out of me.


How did I get here?  Why am I standing here thinking this is inevitable?  Like I'm facing my fate?  Why do I feel like I was brought here by some inexplicable force, like I'm stuck in the ground.  I should just walk away.  I should just turn around and get in my car and drive home.  Yeah, that's what I should do.


So, why am I not?


Come on, Caleb, it should be obvious to the even lowest person that no man is controlled by fate.  Just put one foot in front of the other and start walking.


God, now I'm thinking of myself in the third person.


All this standing around was boring.  I walked over to the nearest bench I could spot and took a seat.  God, this place was a wasteland, especially at night.  The sidewalks were cracked like eggshells.  Papers and used fast food cups waddled around from the wind, as far from the empty trash containers as they could get.  The thick brick buildings on the borders of the park blockaded it from the known world like a fort.  Like the one park that didn’t want anyone to come in and play.


The glare of headlights outlined my shadow before me on the cold wet ground.  They were here.  It was time to pay the piper.


I got up from the bench and turned around, staring directly into the headlights, trying to give my most intimidating, badass, mama-said-knock-you-out look I could.  There were two cars, I couldn't tell which ones they were because the headlights were blinding me.  One of them got out of his car and began waving at me…


Wait a minute…


Was that Sophia?


And Quentin and Jo?


What were they doing here?  I thought they weren't going to fight.


"Hi, Caleb," Jo said happily.


"Has anything happened yet?" Sophia said with concern.


"Yeah, we would have been here sooner, but Jo had to finish watching 'Simpsons'," Quentin said.


"It was a classic episode man, man.  You can't blame me."


They couldn't see it in the dark but I was grinning from ear to ear.  "I thought you weren't coming."


"I'm not one to miss a fight," Jo said.


"Yeah, besides, we're The Chosen.  We're here for you whether you like it or not.  I wouldn't miss this for the world."


I looked at Sophia, who hadn't said why she was here.  I asked her only with my look.  We locked eyes for a split-second.  Then she tilted her head to the ground.


That was all she needed to say.


She looked out from the tops of her eyes.  "If anyone asks, it's because I hate Krisi Sullivan."


I nodded once, then I turned to everybody with a grim expression.


"You know this is going to be a losing battle."


"Losing battle?  We haven't even yet begun to fight," Jo said.


"We can't take them," I said, "Not even all four of us.  And even if we did win, they'd destroy us with their power and influence.  So when they come, I'm going to call Victor out for a one-on-one.  We'll settle it like that."


"Even two of us together couldn't beat up Victor."


"I know.  Just do what I said.  Just follow my lead and stay back and don't do anything.  If you don't, this whole thing will be for nothing and we'll lose."


"How-"


"Ssh, they're here," Quentin said and pointed.


Two cars drove in a pair of parking spots.  One space divided their cars from ours.  Victor came out with his black and red letter jacket on, looking angry as hell.  Krisi came out of his passenger side wearing her cheerleading top and tight, tight jeans.  She probably didn't expect to do any fighting tonight, she was gonna let her boys take us out for her.  So that meant that in the other car was big Butch and Miriam.  The quartet, after sizing us up, approached us.


"So you greasers actually showed up."


"We're not greasers," Quentin said.


"We're The Chosen," Sophia said.


"Yeah," Jo said.


"What?" Victor said with a raised eyebrow.


"Look," I said, "How bout we change this to just you and me.  Leave them out of it."


"You're hedging?  Fine with me."  He looked all too eager to beat me up.  He took off his letter jacket and handed it to Krisi.  He had on a thin black t-shirt with no sleeves that showed all of his muscles, just like Jean-Claude Van Damme or Steven Seagal would do.  "Let's go, chump."  He put up his fists at the ready.  I did as well.


"C'mon, Caleb."


"Beat his lights out."


The three on my side and the three on their side began chattering like a crowd should.  


"You can do it!"


"Beat the shit out of him!"


"Waste the fucker!"  


Victor and I just stood there staring at each other, waiting for the other to do something, trying to keep as light on our feet as possible.


"Turn him into dog meat!"


"Fuck him up!"


"Waste him!"


"Take him down!"


"Beat him like a kirk!"


"Cream him!"


"Fuck his shit up!"


I dropped to the ground on my knees and bowed my head.


The chatter stopped.  Victor put his arms down, confused as hell.  He stepped back just to make sure I wouldn't sucker punch him in the balls.


"I'm not gonna fight you," I said.


"What?!" he exclaimed.  "Get up and fight, you little pussy."


"No.  This isn't going to help anything."


"If you don't get up in the next three seconds, you little bitch, I'm just gonna start kicking you where you are."


"No."


"Caleb, get the fuck up, you dumb bastard," Sophia shouted.


"You got wax in your ears?  Listen to her," Jo shouted.


"I don't know what your deal is," Blackwell said, "But you're as good as dead."


"Not before you!"  Sophia rushed out at him, but I caught her in time.


Blackwell laughed.  "Good job, let her do your fighting for you."


"I'd rather bet on her than your girlfriend," I said.


"You'd be surprised how toned you get from cheerleading."


"Miriam isn't a cheerleader."


"Huh?"


"I thought you were going out with Miriam now."


"Huh?  No… I'm not."


"Oh, that was just one time.  Never mind."


"…What're you talk-"


"Wait a minute!  What does he mean that one time?" Krisi demanded.


"Baby… he's lying.  He's obviously lying."


"That was her shade of lipstick, wasn't it?  I knew it," she whapped him with her purse.


"I thought you said you were going to take care of that!" Miriam screamed.


"Shut up!" Victor yelled.


"I knew it.  You cheating son-of-a-bitch!" she kept whipping him weakly him with each syllable.  "How could you?"


"Babe-"


Visibly upset and angry, she said, "Well as long as we're being honest here, I blow-jobbed Butch in the kitchen before we came here."


"WHAT?!" he looked at Butch furiously.  


He held up his hands in weak defense and grinned sheepishly.  "Hey, I-"


"Yeah," Krisi said, "I blew him so he would protect me before anyone else in the fight."


"I'm gonna kill you, Butch!"  He leapt at Butch.  Miriam held him back.


"Don't blame me!  She's the one who blew me," Butch said.


"Yeah, he can't help it if she's a slut," Miriam said with conviction.


"Did you just call me a slut?" Krisi said incredulously.


"You heard me."


"You're the one who slept with my boyfriend!"


"Because you're just a cheap-ass skanky ho."


"Because no one would sleep with you, you ugly bitch!"


"I'm gonna tear you a new one!" Victor yelled out.


"I didn't do nothing!  It was her fault."


"You couldn't keep your dick in your pants!"


"And you were?  You slept with her!" he pointed to Miriam.


"At least I didn't shit myself from running the mile," Miriam said.


"How the hell did you know that?"


"Guess whose picture is going to be in the yearbook."


They all started cussing and fighting and arguing with each other.  Now they were completely oblivious to our presence and, as much as I'd like to watch them tear each other apart, I got up off my knees and walked back over to my friends.


"Was that your plan?" Quentin asked.


"Yeah, pretty much."


"How did you know it would work?" Jo asked.


"I didn't."


"You didn't?  You mean you didn't know that Victor was cheating with Miriam," Soph asked.



"No.  Not really.  I mean I had suspicions.  But no concrete proof."


"So you did that even though it was a lie," Sophia said.



"Hey, it still might be."


"But it worked."


"Damn, Caleb.  Only you could have gotten us out of that without getting beat up," Jo said.


"Yeah, we're gonna start calling you the smart one from now on," Quentin said.


I shrugged.  "Let's get out of here.  Y'all wanna go eat?"


"Yeah, good thinking.  Let's stop at Dairy Queen," Quentin said.


"All right."


We made our way clear outside the scuffle those four were still enmeshed in, and went out to get some good fast food.  Together.

"Remember, no man is a failure who has friends."

-Clarence, It's a Wonderful Life
"There is no I in 'team', but there's an I in 'win' and a U in 'suck'."

-Eric J. Juneau
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