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DEAD RECKONING 14:

A Gift Horse


Earth Science is a class I have with QT.  I never knew I had it with him until I started hanging out with Sophia and everyone.  When the teacher let us make the seating chart after a month, we, of course, sat together, in a secluded spot in the back to the left, out of teacher range.


As I was taking out my books and things, getting ready for a long lecture, Quentin walked in.  He had the biggest grin on his face, which was very unusual.  Usually he came in rather slovenly, hunched over with his backpack weighing him down.  But now he was as happy as a clam.


"Hey," I greeted.


"I just had an M.I.T.," he said with ecstatic surprise.


"An M.I.T.?"


"Most Incredible Thing."


"Oh… what happened?"


"OK, I was in Home Ec last period-"


"You take Home Ec?"


"Yeah, well, just for the girls.  The only reason to take Home Ec, as anyone will tell you, is the girls.  Anyway, Miriam Palmer just asked me out."


Miriam Palmer… Miriam Palmer… god, that name sounded really familiar.  Why does that name sound so familiar?  "Wait – isn't she part of Blackwell's little clique?"


"She's kind of friends with him, I guess."


"She was at the theater when we got kicked out right?"


"Yeah, yeah, she was.  She was the one with the dark brown hair and glasses."


"Didn't seem like she liked you too much there."


"Hmm, didn't think about that.  See, there's kind of a back history between me and her.  Well, actually, there's a back history between all of us and all of them.  But the thing with me and her is, we've had every English class together all four years.  It's weird, I know, but we have.  And no matter what I do, people always choose her ideas.  Like on group projects and stuff.  I come up with good ideas all the time, better than her's.  But they always took her's.  Like on this project we were doing on Antarctica, about when these guys were trekking across it.  We were doing this project and no matter what I said, they always took her suggestions."


"Uh-huh.  And you want to date her?"


"Yeah, well, yeah.  I mean she is hot.  A student council geek, but hot."


I just looked at him.


"Well, in case you haven't noticed, you don't see the girls lining up around the hall and me calling out '#42!', do you?"


"That's what I'm worried about.  Why would she all of a sudden be interested in you?  It doesn't make sense."


"Look, man.  The place I'm at in life, I am not going to complain.  Beggars can't be choosers, ya know?"


"Oh, that's a good attitude for starting a relationship."


"Well, some of us don't have girls fall in our lap, right, Caleb?  Boyfriend of Sophia?  The lap-in-dropper?"


Lap-in-dropper?  What?  "Okay, you got a point."


"Hey, I'm happy.  We're going to the choir concert tomorrow night."


"The choir concert?  Quentin, you don't seem like-"


"Yeah, I know.  Choir concerts are not my thing.  And it's the symphonic choir, meaning they're going to have a really stuffy orchestra playing twenty-minute songs.  And this ain't gonna be no cool Trans-Siberian Orchestra.  But I can deal with it, it won't kill me.  Maybe a little culture will help me appreciate all the Master P and Busta Rhymes I listen to.  You know, sort of cleanse the palate.  Hey, it's a small price to pay."


"Yeah."  I could understand that.  Quentin's love life was pretty much stillborn.  I guess if he did find someone, I should be happy for him.  I know how much he wants a girlfriend, and seeing me and Sophia everyday, along with everybody else unattainable in school, must've been a personal hell I wasn't eager to help him continue.  But still, I didn't like this.  I didn't like this one bit for a thousand reasons.  Miriam was one of those preppie jerks.  They were not like us.  They were tops on the food chain of popularity, we were amoebas to them.  We were the other side of the tracks.  I hope this doesn't become like some Saturday Night Fever or Romeo & Juliet story.  That would be cheesy.
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