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“It is with regret that I cannot get you down from off the bathroom door,” Andrew told his best friend, who was tied up and stapled to a stall in the bathroom at Sajax High School.

“Seriously,” the sixteen-year-old doing a crazy life-sized caterpillar like dance said as he tried to free himself.

“It took you like what . . . seven minutes to get on the wrong side of the school’s new bully. What did you tell him anyway?”

“I told him that no one is smarter than me, and I’m not afraid of anyone. Now get me down,” he demanded, as he tried to lift his legs above his head.

“What are you doing?”

“Trying to get myself down because you seem too busy to help me.”

“I would not do that if I were you,” Andrew said, trying to steady his friend.

“You’re not me, thank gooooodness,” he said, as the plan to lift his leg over his head failed.

“Now what?”

“Try to untie the knots.”

“They are too tight”

“Unstaple me, then,” he told him as his friend started to laugh. “What’s so funny?”

“Unstaple me,” he said, pointing at his friend’s shirt sleeves that were stapled to the door. “How did he get you up there and tied you up anyway?”

“Long story.”

“And stapled”

“Andrew?”

“Yeah.”

“If you want to still be my best friend, get me down from here.”

That sent him scrambling as he tried to find something, anything to help his friend. The only thing he could think of was a pen that was lying on the bathroom floor. Picking it up, he worked at undoing the knots in the rope that were expertly tied around his friend’s shoulders and all the way around the bathroom stall. Just the way he was tied up with his arms stretched out made him look like he was Jesus on the cross. But Michael Theophilus Conner, or Mick for short, was no saint. He didn’t have the humility for it.

Sixteen minutes and four seconds later, Mick timed it, he was freed by Andrew. When his feet finally touched the ground again, he stepped on something and immediately put it in his pants pocket. He didn’t know what it was. The final bell for school to over was bellowing like a top ten song on a music chart. He was happy to hear it.

He wasted no time in leaving the bathroom and began heading towards the exit. That was when he saw the bully, along with others who hung out with him, standing in the hallway, as if it was their territory. Mick changed his mind about the exit and turned to head in their direction.

Andrew noticed and motioned for some of Mick’s other friends to come over. They carried him out as his feet scrambled in the air, as if he was doing a bad job at running on a cloud.

“Put me down,” he told them. “I can take him.”

They took him out and into the parking lot and all the way to his car. Finally putting him down, he just stared at them with those eyes of his that always seemed to be collecting data. He said nothing. Opening his car door, he got in and just sat.

“Are you okay?” Andrew asked.

“Yeah, what’s going on? Dude, do you have a death wish or something?” asked Tom, another one of his friends.

“No, none of that. But I just hate–”

“Are you still taking me home?” Andrew asked.

“Get in. Later,” he said to his other friends as Andrew got in. Closing the door and starting the car, he drove off. “Going to badminton tonight?”

“Test tomorrow. Have to study.”

“When do you study?”

“True. Well I have to pretend to study. Are you going?”

“Of course.”

“How did you get tie up like that anyway?”

“Don’t want to talk about it.”

“But–”

“Trivia club is having a competition on Friday. Wanna come?”

“Is Cleo going to be there?” Andrew asked, stirring in his seat.

“You mean the girl who’s way out of your league?” Mick asked, switching through music stations as if trying to find the perfect song. “Come on, I can be a better DJ than these guys.”

“Well is she?”

“What? Um, yeah.”

“Then I will be there,” he said, as a slight smirk showed up on his face.

“You know you talk like my grandma,” he said, pulling up to Andrew’s house.

“Whatever,” he said, as he exited. “Later.”

“Later.”

After switching through five music stations, he finally found a song that he could sort of listen to. Benson Boone’s Beautiful Things was playing as he turned the curve near his house. There was a police car in the driveway. After stopping his car, he exited and ran towards the door.

“Mick, is that you?” his mom asked as he entered.

“Why is there a police car in–”

“Mick Conner, I need you to come with me, please,” a police officer said, walking towards him.

“What’s going on?” he asked as the officer spun him around and led him out.

“I called your dad. He’s heading to the station,” his mom told him.

He was put into the backseat of the police car and was driven to the police station. He was pulled from the back and led into a room. No questions were being asked, not until his parents came.

As he sat there, he felt a wave of emotions like a bad tsunami rushing around in his mind. But he didn’t show it. He just lifted his chin in the air and folded his arms. He looked like an annoyed aristocrat as his eyes motioned to the door that was opening. In stepped his parents along with the officer who brought him there.

“Do you know why you’re here?” the officer asked.

“No,” he said, slowly unfolding his arms.

“Did you used the bathroom after school?”

“No, I was tied up.”

His mom asked, “What do you mean by that?”

“Please, I’ll ask the questions,” the officer said, giving her a stern look, as if she was a student being reprimanded.

“No, I was literally tied up by the school’s bully. Andrew helped me down.”

“Who’s Andrew?”

“My best friend.”

“Mr. Conner, were you aware that there was a dead body in a stall in the bathroom?”

“What?” his mom asked. She would have asked another question, but the daggers making their way out of the officer’s eyes put a stop to that.

“A young man, about your age, was found strangled to death in a stall in the bathroom. There was a note on his chest that said, “Murder Says Hi.”

“I didn’t kill anyone, and I certainly didn’t write a note,” Mick said.

“What’s the name of the guy who tied you up?”

“You guys think he did it?”

“No, we thought you did.”

The police had no reason to keep him, so they let him go. His parents left with a slight disgust that the police would have even thought that their son could be capable of doing anything like that. Mick left with the thought of trying to solve the case himself, seeing, in his opinion, that the police were too incompetent to do it.

He still went to badminton that night and enjoyed the side-glances and the oh-my-gosh stares, like a celebrity that accomplished a great feat. They knew he was taken to the police station and why. Even some of the girls who thought he was annoying gave him a smile. Usually they would have been rolling their eyes while asking him, “What’s your problem?”

He was already one of the best players on the team, but he played like he had something to prove. But the fact was, he was all fired up to go to the school after badminton was over. He had already sold Andrew on the idea of going to the school and checking out the bathroom where the body was found.

That was where both of them were at 7:43 p.m. His friend came out the house with a backpack, which led Mick to ask him what was it for.

“Things that we may need,” he said, as he silently closed the car door.

“Why are you being so secretive?” Mick asked, pulling out of the drive way.

“Because we are going on a secret mission,” he said, winking his eye.

“Is something wrong with your eye?”

“Huh? No.”

“Forget it. I think they’ll be talking to Curtis next.”

“Why did you have to pick a fight with that bully anyway?”

“I don’t pick fights, I point out the obvious.”

“And he did not like your obvious.”

“Whatever. Did you bring the flashlights?”

“I couldn’t find any flashlights. I brought some candles instead.”
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