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Washington, the Evergreen State: The most northwestern part of the continental United States. My house in Everett: Boring as hell. It was a Thursday, the 25th of October, if I remember right. I was home recovering from influenza (or maybe I was just faking it, but it’s all the same), watching the essential
 The Price is Right reruns. 

I suppose that, before I get in too far, I should say who I was. I was Adam Daniel Trite, a junior at Cascade High School. The rest of your questions about me, I’ll let you answer them.

Some overly-giddy middle-aged woman had just guessed the price of a furniture set, and I was wondering what about the show kept me so entertained. Was it Bob Barker, with that thin little microphone and smiling old face? That so-very-catchy theme song?

The sound of a doorbell ringing brought my mind away from the question that plagued all of the nation’s ill. Being possibly-sick-maybe, I went to answer the door as slowly and deliberately as I could, being careful not to spill my instant ramen as I stood. “Who is it?” I asked, trying to sound as frail and weak as possible.
“Open the damn door, boah!” This was followed by a trail of expletives so long and so terrible I’d feel unclean repeating it. This could mean only one thing: Gangsters.
Setting down my noodles-from-a-cup, I quietly slipped into the kitchen and pulled our sharpest cleaver from its drawer. I had never killed anyone before, and didn’t plan on it, but I know I’d be intimidated if I knocked on some dude’s door and he answered with a freakin’ knife.
Then again, if it was a gangster on my doorstep, he would probably have some huge shiv that he made in prison. My poor little sushi-cutting friend would wet its tang if it ran into one of those. On the other hand, this is Everett, gangsters don’t exist here. Although, it is better to be safe than sorry… 
I argue with myself too much. I need to be quicker, more decisive. Another bang on my door led me to realize this. Well, I thought, let’s just hope he doesn’t bust a cap in my ass. I nervously opened the door a crack and peeked through.
My eye was flooded with light from the overcast sky, blinding me.
 Squinting, I examined the man on my doorstep. He was a little short, maybe around five-foot-three, with brown hair that reached his mid-back. His figure looked a little womanly, maybe he was on the ‘roids, which meant trouble for me… His arms were folded, and he stared off at something above with bright blue eyes, and…

“I hate you sometimes, you know that?” I said quietly to her. Yes, that’s right, her. This wasn’t a dude on my doorstep.
“I brought the stuff you missed today, since you were sick,” she replied slightly bitterly, punctuating the word ‘sick’ with two fingers that strikingly resembled quotation marks.

“Ah, yes, come in, Smithers, we must speak.” I hissed, channeling Mr. Burns.

“… Shut up.”

This girl that was coming into my house was Dana Smithers (yes, I had a legitimate reason for the Simpsons joke). We had been friends since elementary school, and before you ask, I have never harbored any secret feelings for her. Ever. I see that smirk, that knowing look, and I know exactly what you’re thinking, and it’s wrong. So stop. I didn’t like her like that, and that’s the end of it.

She threw her backpack down on my coffee table, nearly hitting my delicious noodles, and slumped in my spot on the couch. She wasn’t a high-maintenance girl (a hoochie, as she liked to call them), and it was reflected through her wardrobe: This day, she wore black Converse shoes, a denim miniskirt (frayed at the hem), and some t-shirt she probably found on one of those “clever” shirt design websites. Unlike most, this one didn’t appear to have a joke involved, just some strange pattern. An unused headphone dangled down to her chest and rested there, rising with her breath… Blasting Ramstein, or some other eastern European metal band, as usual. “Is it really that time of day already?” I asked.

“Yeah, check your clock sometimes. I brought back everything you missed, except for one thing.”

“And that is?”

“Lunch. You missed lasagna.” She made a face at this.

“How was it?”

“It was… Robust, to say the least. Made Ricky throw up. Anyway, we have homework in just about everything.”


I hobbled over as she started to open her backpack. She pulled out loose papers and large books, quickly covering my table.

“You’re in my seat,” I said to her.

“Yes?” She leaned back, reading a paper she had pulled out.

“This is your only warning.”

She rolled her eyes. “I ain’t movin’.”

I flopped down over her, my back across her lap. We always acted a little… Flirtatious like this when we would hang out. It was just our thing.

My landing was met with a small grunt.  “Get off me, fatty,” she groaned, with more than just a tinge of menace.
“Shouldn’t have sat there.” This was met with a hard shove to the floor. “What’s with you?” I asked, letting a little indignation creep into my voice.

“Pulling a C-minus in trig,” She said, dropping the paper on my face. Pulling it away, I saw that it was a progress report. “My parents are going to send me to the goddamned firing squad…” She slumped lower, folded her arms, and crossed her legs.

“Seventy-point-six percent isn’t so bad.”

“Maybe by your standards… My fail is your average.” I knew where this was going, and it wasn’t good. She was about to start ranting about how I should try harder in school, because I’m so much better than that, and what college would take me with grades like they are? Well, George Lucas had worse grades than mine, and he still became a highly successful guy, even if he is kind of a loser… I mean, he had D’s in school, but he still came up with Indiana Jones.
“Indiana Jones is a badass,” I blurted out before I could remember the context of the conversation outside my head.
� Everyone knows that you have to watch The Price is Right when you’re sick. It’s the unwritten law of illness.


� I never really understood why it seems brighter to look at an overcast sky than a clear one… I hate overcast skies. Clouds are the enemy.


� Good thing, too, considering my new position on the floor below her.





