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DEAD RECKONING 16:

Free Press

STUDENTS OPINIONS ON NEW BUDGET FOR SPORTS


Now maybe it's just me, maybe my memory is failing because I'm getting older, maybe I'm getting a cranial tumor and it's messing with my brain, maybe it's even a typo, but as far as I know, I do not remember ever saying "I'm totally against the over-funding for sports" to anyone.  I don't think that combination of English words has ever, in my lifetime, come out of my mouth and into sound waves audible to the human ear.  But there it was, clear as crystal, plain as day: "I'm totally against the over-funding for sports," Caleb Sanguis, senior, said.  "I believe the school should focus more on the arts like orchestra and band."  Right on the editorial page in the school newspaper, headline in the biggest font they had.  It took up half the page with the photos  and all.  The school newspaper happened to be edited by none other than Miriam Palmer, so I knew exactly who I would be talking to first.


"Quentin?" I said in an angry tone as he walked into Earth Science.  I felt like Ward Cleaver calling in The Beav to give him a talking-to about burning down the Dairy Queen.  "Did you read the paper yet?"


"Uh… no-yeah.  Yeah, I did."


"Did you read the opinion page?"


"Uh, yeah."


"Did you read my little quote in there?"


"Yeah, pretty cool, huh?  You got in the paper, huh?" he said weakly.


"No.  It's not cool.  It reeks of not cool.  I never fuckin' said this."


Quentin averted his eyes.  He didn't want to look at me.  I couldn't blame him.


"Did you know about this?" I said.


"Well, Miriam asked me about it.  She's like 'do you think Caleb'd care if I used him as a source?' and I'm like 'no, course he won't' cause I thought…"


"You thought wrong."


"Well, see, the deal was she wrote the article and she didn't have enough counter-opinions for it and she couldn't use herself as a source, and she didn't have enough quotes and it was something she wanted to put in…"


He kept making excuses and it wasn't helping him at all.


"Quentin, I never said this.  I would never say this.  I don't have any interest in the arts or sports.  I don't even know what's in the school budget!"


"Look, it's not a big deal.  No one cares.  It's an op/ed."


"Quentin, don't you think that the reason she couldn't get a counter-opinion is that no one has a counter-opinion?  Everyone in the county loves sports.  They'd rather have sports than regular school.  Do you know what'll happen if people think I'm anti-sports?  Do you know what people are going to do to me?"


"Dude, don't worry.  No one knows you anyway."


"My picture is right there!"  I held up the paper right in front of his face so he couldn't miss seeing my junior year school photo pasted next to my quote.


"There's no caption.  They might not think it's you."


"It's right fuckin' there!  Everyone who reads this is going to know it's me."


"I thought you were the one who said they just use it for paper fights on the bus."


"Yeah, after they read it," I countered my own argument.  "Quentin, I told you dating Miriam would be trouble.  She's just using you for whatever she can gain.  And right now she's using you to hurt me."


"Dude, that's not how it is at all.  You are making this way more than it's supposed to be."


"More than it's supposed to be?!  This is a fuckin' violation of the first amendment!  If she had any knowledge about real journalism she'd know that.  The only reason she did it is to get the shit kicked out of me!  They're all trying to get me!"


"Are you paranoid?"


"You need to break up with her!"


"Man, you have no sympathy for me at all.  Do you know what it's like to see everybody with their girlfriends making out in the halls?  To see you and Sophia kiss in front of me?"


"Sophia and I don't kiss in front of you," I said, reducing to a normal tone.  In fact, we rarely kiss at all, I thought to myself.  "I hate PDA's just as much as you.  That's why I don't do them.  I know what it's like as much as you, to see everyone enjoying themselves with their others and you not getting to have any of that."


"Really?"


"Oh yeah."  We were starting to settle down now.  "I haven't had a girlfriend since junior high."


"Junior high?  That's pretty young.  That's like not even real boyfriend-girlfriend ranking."


They have rankings?  "Exactly, so, I've been in that boat too.  But with Miriam, it's just like… imagine if you were going out with Jo."


"Eww."


"Yeah, she's like a female Jo.  I just don't think she really likes you.  It's just too weird, you know?"


"Yeah, I know it's weird, but… well, there's no real reason I should end it, huh?"


"No, I suppose not.  But you know they all don't like us very much.  Just be a little bit careful about stuff like that from now on.  Like, keep your eyes open, see where it's going."


"What are you?  My mom?"


"No, I've just… been there."


"Really?"


"Quentin," I put a hand on his shoulder.  "Let me tell you a little story about a girl named Sarah."

