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Tommy knew from the beginning that this moment was going to be special, the kind that could change his life forever.

Because Tommy Rust had hit a two-run homer in the bottom of the third to tie the game, it was only fitting that he would be the one to step up to the plate with bases loaded in the bottom of the final inning. Because he had hit the ball into the woods—farther than anyone had ever seen in the history of Hawthorn Creek Park Little League—everyone knew he was capable of another. A grand slam home run would give his team the four runs it needed to win. And because Drew Franchok was the best pitcher in the league and could actually throw a curveball—even though his father had prohibited it because of his age—it was only fitting that the count was 3–2 when Tommy stepped out of the box, spit on his hands, and swung the bat without a blink in his icy stare.

Drew Franchok stared right back from atop the mound, and it was as if everyone at the park held his or her breath as Tommy scuffed the dust and stepped back into the box.

“Do it, Drew, do it!” Drew’s father cupped his hands around his mouth and leaned into the metal mesh of the backstop. “I am giving you permission! You hear me? Win this thing!”

Tommy was no dummy; he knew what that meant. But he also knew that unlike most twelve-year-olds, he could actually hit a curveball. So he wiggled his cleats down into the dirt, adjusting them for the incoming pitch.

Drew wound up and in it came. Tommy saw the spin—he could do that too, see it—exactly the curveball he expected. He swung.

CRACK.

Tommy didn’t even drop his bat, but let it swing alongside as he took a slow, tentative step down the first base line. The ball was gone, but was it fair?

It was close, and the umpire paused a moment, deciding what he had or hadn’t seen, before he shouted “Foul ball!” and pointed his finger toward the stands.

The deflated feeling of such a near-hit only increased the tension of the situation.

That’s when Tommy felt a strong hand grasp his shoulder.

He turned and blinked and stuttered when he saw his father. “Tommy, come on. We’re going.

“Now.”
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“Mr. Rust?” Tommy’s coach, Mr. Jordanson, walked toward the batter’s box wearing a red Cardinals cap like the kids on his team, carrying his clipboard, with a chewed pencil tucked behind his ear. “Hey, what’s up? Is everything okay? What are you doing?”

Tommy’s dad stood a bit over six feet tall. He had the walk and upright posture of a soldier. His crew cut had its first sprinkling of gray, but his jaw was rigid, his pale-green eyes alight, and the wrinkles around his mouth and eyes, Tommy knew, were from tension more than age. His father pointed at the coach.

“Stop. No.”

Coach Jordanson did as he was told, and that didn’t surprise Tommy. His father had a dark undercurrent of authority and Tommy wasn’t the only one who did what he said.

“Tommy. Now.”

“Yes, sir.” Tommy’s ears burned with embarrassment, not only because his father was out there in the middle of the ballpark, putting an end to the game, but because he—Tommy—was completely powerless to do anything about it. In his stomach, breakfast became a bucket of vomit. Only fear of his father kept him swallowing the burning brew back down as he was led by the arm with an iron grip to the edge of the backstop toward an opening in the fence.

Tommy veered toward the dugout. “Dad, my glove.”

He was just able to snag the glove from where he’d balanced it on the rail in front of the dugout. His father answered with a yank that left his shoulder numb, but Tommy knew better than to cry out.

“Mr. Rust, please! It’s the championship!” Coach Jordanson’s cry came from the spot they’d left him in, weak and pleading as it traveled over the roofs of parked cars.

Tommy’s dad said nothing until they reached his car and pointed. “In.”

Tommy got into the passenger seat and set his bat and glove down in the back before he realized the engine was already running. He barely had time to put his seat belt on before his father slammed the car into gear. They rocketed out of the parking lot and onto the road, the engine whining under the stress of a flattened gas pedal. In no time, the speedometer read sixty-five. A white speed-limit sign for thirty flashed past in a blur. Tommy braced himself instinctively against the dashboard, and it served him well when his father spun the wheel in a screech of rubber before mashing the pedal again to go even faster down a curvy side road leading out of town.

A long time passed heading east before they got out of Oklahoma, racing beneath a sign that welcomed them to Missouri. Every new mile of the road began to look exactly the same as the last: asphalt, power lines, and dirt farm fields sprouting new green beards. Tommy fell asleep for a while. When he woke they were in Ohio, and he needed to use the bathroom, but turned his mind to other things, knowing not to ask. He rested his head against the window and felt the steady beat of tires thumping seams in the road.

“What are you thinking about?” The low, sad sound of his father’s voice startled him, and he looked at his father’s face trying to figure if it had been some kind of a daydream. Only the briefest flick of his father’s eyes confirmed that it hadn’t, and Tommy swore he’d been in just this place at just this moment sometime before in his life. Maybe it had been another life, he wasn’t sure.

“Just wondering if they finished the game.” Tommy was careful not to whine.

“What’s the difference, really?” his father asked.

Tommy knew how his father thought, and the question neither surprised nor disturbed Tommy. Tommy’s father wasn’t the same as other fathers, and neither was the life the two of them led together. He wasn’t complaining. Other boys admired his father in a way so that Tommy didn’t even have to brag about how smart or tough or rich he was. They trembled when Tommy’s father walked into a room without even knowing why.

“Do you know where we’re going?” Tommy tried to sound brave and he fought back the sudden urge to cry, knowing it would never do.

His father shrugged. Tommy wondered if that meant his father didn’t know or just that he wasn’t telling, and he thought about that for a long string of miles.

His father cleared his throat, and Tommy sat waiting; it took several more miles for him to continue. “I thought I’d let you pick your own name this time. You’re old enough, I guess.”

Tommy’s lips puckered as he fought back any emotion, wrestling his face back into the same kind of frozen mask his father wore, thankful that his father’s eyes hadn’t left the road. If he was old enough to pick his own name, certainly he was old enough not to cry. That’s what he told himself, even though what he really wanted to say was that he liked being Tommy Rust.

Tommy Rust had a best friend named Luke Logan and a secret fort in the woods constructed with pallets of wood taken from alongside the Dumpsters in back of the Home Depot. Tommy Rust had an A average in school and was recently asked to join the junior honor society. Tommy Rust had a .415 batting average and had just been awarded a spot on the all-star team after the season. Tommy Rust had a pet turtle named BoBo who he knew better than to ask about.

Tommy Rust even had a girl friend—not a girlfriend—but a friend who was a girl, Allie Bergman. She wore bright-colored sweaters that set off her long dark hair, which fell straight down past her shoulders. She liked reading and collecting fossils at the quarry and the California Angels, because of Albert Pujols. Everyone liked Allie, but Allie liked Tommy Rust most, which made some people mad. But Tommy didn’t care.

Tommy gasped at the thought of never seeing her again, and he had to cover it up with a cough and a question. “What’s our last name?”

“Nickerson.” The answer might have been made up on the spot, or planned out for months.

Tommy thought back to when he was eight—a time when people called him Dean Prescott. He had loved WWE, and one wrestler in particular captured his attention—Brock Lesnar.

“Brock?” Tommy said the name as a question because he knew from experience that his father had veto power over everything in his life.

“Brock.” His father stared at the road for a time. “Brock Nickerson. That works.”

Tommy ... no, not Tommy, Brock. Brock Nickerson let out a sigh, glad for that part of it to be over. As the power lines rose and fell in an unending sweep outside the window, Brock wondered two things. First, he wondered if something inside him might not have died. The steaming rage he felt at the injustice of it all—of being pulled out of the championship game!—was gone. It was as if, given no alternative, he had simply yanked the plug on some important machine in one corner of his mind. He had a sense that whatever it was, it had changed him in a permanent way. The scary thing was that he didn’t think this was a good thing.

The second thing he wondered was: Where on earth were they going now?
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Liverpool, that’s where. Not Liverpool, England. There was another Liverpool in upstate New York, a collection of suburban homes slapped down beside a slate gray lake that had been named after a tribe from the great Iroquois nation. The Indians were gone now and smokestacks puked thick white clouds from across the lake in the neighboring community of Solvay.

At the center of Liverpool was a hot dog stand, Heid’s Hotdogs. Brock and his father stopped. His father ordered the white ones with hot mustard, Coneys people called them. Brock ate the regular kind, red hots. He liked ketchup and a pickle to go with it. Cheese on his fries.

For three days they lived in the Motel 6 and ate a lot of hot dogs. It took Mr. Nickerson—Brock was getting used to the name quicker than he imagined—that long to find a small house to rent on a street of houses packed together like teeth with a thin green gum of grass between them and the lip of the street. The Nickersons’ house was on the inside corner of a T intersection where two loops came together like a small “m.”

It was home.
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School was a seventeen-minute walk, not quite a mile. It stood waiting at the very end of Bayberry Circle, the U-shaped main artery of Brock’s new neighborhood. He got his schedule at the office from a sharp-faced secretary and wandered a bit before he found his homeroom. The bell rang as he crossed the threshold and the students all stared at him like he was a prisoner shuffling toward the hangman.

Brock ignored the looks and took an empty desk closest to the door, where he sat without a word as the teacher called roll.

“Nickerson, Brock.”

Brock stared at the blackboard for a moment before giving himself a mental kick. “Here.”

The teacher gave him a funny look, but turned her attention to the doorway when a small kid wearing a black hoodie waltzed in.

“Mr. Nagel? Seriously?”

Nagel’s hazel eyes glared out at the teacher from beneath a thatch of dark hair and a pool of orange freckles. “Flat tire,” he said, shrugging.

“The bus?” The teacher wrinkled her brow.

“My sneaker.” Nagel grinned and mussed Brock’s hair as he sauntered down the aisle toward the back. “Hey, a new kid.”

Brock swatted Nagel’s hand away and turned to watch him. Two desks back sat a girl with dark brown braids and small round glasses. She was reading a book, until Nagel picked a pencil up off her desk and snapped it in two with a nasty laugh. The girl looked up, blinked, and frowned, but said nothing and returned to her reading, like she was used to the taunting. Nagel slumped down in the back corner desk and stuck a finger up his nose. He saw Brock looking at him and flipped the middle finger of his free hand.

Brock turned back to the front.

Homeroom ended and he went from class to class, listening to mostly review sessions in preparation for final exams. It was like repeating a slice of past life for Brock, because he’d been winding down the last few days of school in Oklahoma, but up north they were about three weeks behind. At lunch, Brock saw the girl with braids—she’d answered to the name Bella Peppe during roll—sitting by herself. She looked up at him and smiled, and he almost sat down with her, but instead bought a slice of cheese pizza and found an empty seat in the corner by the garbage cans.

After a quiet lunch, he went to gym class, where his new sneakers squeaked on the floor so that the teacher, Coach Hudgens, looked up from his attendance sheet to scowl. Brock stood a good four to six inches taller than the rest of his new classmates, so it surprised him to get suddenly shoved from behind.

He staggered off the line and out onto the gym floor—sneakers yipping like small puppies—and fell flat on his face. Laughter echoed up into the steel beams above and the horsehair ropes, bouncing wildly off the wooden floor and bleachers like ball bearings spilled into a bowl. Burning with shame, Brock sprang up off the polished wood and turned to face his tormentor.

He wasn’t surprised to see Ryan Nagel, the small boy with dark hair and freckles, chuckling. Brock now saw that he also had a gap between his front teeth to go with the chip on his shoulder. Nagel was obviously a seasoned bully. Brock hated bullies and that they seemed as much a part of any school as homework.

At that moment, everything about his life—his new life—came crashing down on him. Inspired by his wrestling namesake, and angry at the world, Brock turned and attacked the much smaller boy without hesitation. Nagel landed a quick jab to Brock’s nose on his way in. Brock saw stars. He heard a pop and tasted the warm flow of blood down the back of his throat.

Brock smiled, because something twisted up tight inside him burst free like an old-fashioned clock spring with a lovely twang, never to be rewound again. He wrestled Nagel to the hardwood floor with a clunk, and did his best to pummel the other boy’s face. The thunk of Nagel’s hard little fist against the side of his head meant nothing to Brock. He only wanted to give back as good as he got. As he pummeled Nagel’s face he found himself thinking of his father and how angry it made him to always be the new kid.

It seemed like forever before Coach Hudgens’s iron grip tore Brock free so that he dangled in the air above his foe. Nagel sprang up and went after Brock some more, but a stiff arm from the coach sent him reeling into the mats along the wall where he slumped down with a thud.

Coach gave Brock a shake and some sense filled his brain.

It was over.

But really, things had just begun.
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Coach Hudgens had to be north of sixty years old and he’d certainly let his gut go, so the strength in his arms surprised Brock. Brock supposed he should have known Coach Hudgens was no one to mess with just by the look on his face, worn down by age and angry about it. There was no surrender in Coach Hudgens’s dark-brown eyes, and the white hair around the edges of his reddish bald scalp was cut close. That look and the haircut reminded Brock of that same soldier quality his father possessed.

Coach had Brock by the scruff of the neck, Nagel too, one in each hand. He steered the two of them over to the doorway into the second gym.

“Miss Finks!” Coach Hudgens shouted. “Can you watch my class and yours? I’ve got to take these two yahoos to the office.”

Miss Finks blinked at the three of them, then nodded her head, blew a whistle, and herded her girls into the boys’ gym. Coach Hudgens kept the forced march going, out the gym and through the maze of hallways. The smell of mouthwash strong enough to be medicine wafted down from behind Brock and he turned to sniff at the coach’s breath.

“Turn around, you. In the old days, I’d have given the two of you the gloves and let you punch each other’s lights out, like men,” Coach Hudgens grumbled to himself.

“Fine with me.” Nagel seemed undisturbed by the sequence of events and Brock supposed he’d been there before.

Not Brock. This was new ground, so he snarled. “Me too.”

Coach Hudgens gave them both a little shake for good measure and Brock heard the stitches in his collar tear. “Tough guys. You have no idea.”

The coach shoved them directly into to Ms. Snyder’s office. “Fighting.”

The principal looked up from some papers and removed her glasses. “Mr. Nagel? Honestly?”

The principal got a better look and her face showed disgust. “Coach Hudgens, did you not notice the blood?”

Coach cranked both Brock and Nagel his way and he studied their faces back and forth. “They should be fine.”

“Coach, the new boy is bleeding on my rug. Would you please take them to the nurse and I’ll deal with them from there?”

Coach reversed them out of there and shoved them into the nurse’s office not far from the principal’s. A girl wearing all black with thick eye makeup lay on the cot looking pale as a wet worm. The nurse looked up from her papers and also blinked. “Who do we have here, Coach?”

“Nagel.”

“Him I know.”

“New kid. Brock Nickerson. Fighting.”

“I see that.” The nurse stood up and went to her cabinet, snapping on rubber gloves and removing cotton balls and a bottle of some liquid. “And our tempers have cooled?”

Coach cranked them both around again, peering into their faces before he gave a curt nod. “They’re fine. Ms. Snyder asked to get them seen. She’ll be in.”

Coach unleashed them and disappeared.

The nurse put them on the two remaining cots, separating them by a white curtain. She attended to Brock first, wiping his face and filling a plastic bag with bloody cotton balls. She asked him if anything else hurt besides his nose.

“I’m fine.” Brock folded his arms across his chest.

“You don’t look fine. You’ll be lucky if you can see out of that right eye tomorrow.”

“You better check on him,” he said gruffly. Brock liked the way his voice sounded, like something someone would say on a TV show.

The nurse told him to sit there and disappeared around the curtain. The nurse muttered quietly, talking to Nagel while she worked. Brock ached to hear some kind of whimpering from Nagel, but he got nothing. When the nurse returned to her desk, Brock lay back on the plastic cot and closed his eyes. Air whistled through the swollen tissue inside his nose and his steady breathing sounded hollow and wounded.

When someone touched his cheek, Brock’s heart leaped and his eyes flew open. Nagel stood looking down on him with a wicked grin.



6

Nagel pressed a finger to his own lips. “Shhh.”

Brock sat up with fists tight, but Nagel sat down beside him like they were best buddies. “Nice moves.”

“Moves?” Brock wrinkled his brow and tried not to wince because it hurt.

“That wrestling thing you did. You a wrestler? You should be.”

Brock relaxed his fists and shook his head.

“Yeah, that was a good one. She thinks I might have a concussion.”

Alarm filled Brock. “Really?”

“Ah, don’t worry about that. I had plenty. My old man gives me one every other frickin’ week.” Nagel let that idea sink in, then he laughed. “I had to see if you were a wimp or not. I’m glad you’re not. There’s too many babies in this school already, and there’s nothing worse than a big wimp.”

Brock stared at him and noticed a light in his yellow-brown eyes that wasn’t quite right. “You fight everybody?”

Nagel shrugged. “Nah, only the guys worth fighting. Most people can’t even look at me.”

“And that’s a good thing?” Brock wondered aloud.

“Sure.” Nagel grinned, and Brock could see that two of his lower teeth were broken. “It’s a jungle.”

“What’s a jungle, Mr. Nagel?” The principal whisked the curtain aside and scowled at the two of them.

They both jumped to their feet.

“The world is, Ms. Snyder. My dad says.” Nagel shrugged at her.

Ms. Snyder squeezed her lips so tight they lost all color. “This is a school, young man. I don’t know what the two of you think you’re up to, but I want to know what this is about.”

“We were fighting over a girl,” Nagel said. “But we’re good now. Just a misunderstanding. We’re friends.”

Brock sucked in a breath, but had no idea what to say to that.

“You’re too young to be fighting over that, boys.” Ms. Snyder shook her head. “I’ve called your parents and they’re on their way here to get you. Mr. Nagel, I’m suspending you for a week. Mr. Nickerson, this is your first time, so it’s a day. But I’m warning you right now, Mr. Nagel is not the kind of person you want to hitch your wagon to if you’re hoping to make a good impression on the staff at this school. You stay here and think about that.”

The principal hooked her finger at Nagel. “Mr. Nagel, you’ll come with me.”

They left, and after a few minutes, Brock lay back down. He hadn’t thought about what might happen next. He was in uncharted waters. He’d never given his father cause to knock him silly, so he had no idea if he was capable of what Nagel’s father apparently was. Alone and worried, the pain began to intensify.

When he heard his father cough in the doorway to the nurse’s office, Brock jumped right up off the cot. His father made some kind of growling noise, asking the nurse where his son was.

Blood pounded behind Brock’s swollen face, squeezing tears from his eyes.
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“You think this is how we do things?” Brock’s father bled anger all over the front seat of their new car. “Look at your shirt.”

Brock fingered the frayed collar of his shirt and stared at the strangers in the minivan in front of them—a mom and her kid. Brock wondered what kind of a life the kid in the car seat would have; certainly not one like his. He didn’t even have a mom, but that was another issue. He needed to focus.

“I thought you’d be glad I stood up for myself. You wouldn’t let someone just push you around.” Brock took a quick look to see his father’s reaction. Nothing but anger.

“I’ve told you over and over,” his father said. “A real man doesn’t have to fight. It should never get that far.”

“Well, maybe no one’s afraid of me because I don’t carry a gun.” The words escaped Brock before he could stop them.

His father turned a dark look on him. “What are you talking about?”

“I’ve seen it.” Brock raised his chin. “You keep it in the back of your pants.”

“That’s not something people see. I avoid confrontation because I stand strong. There’s nothing anyone can say that affects me because I know who I am. If you don’t react, people leave you alone.”

“But I don’t know who I am, do I?” Brock yelled. He remembered jumping off a rock ledge into a quarry lake last summer, and that’s how he felt now, weightless, plummeting.

His father gripped the wheel so tight, the skin bulging from his hands turned white. “We don’t stand out. And when we do, we leave. That’s why we had to leave Oklahoma.”

“Because I was ready to hit a home run to win the championship?” Brock couldn’t believe it.

“No. Not that. I was ...” His father’s voice dropped even further. “Someone saw me who shouldn’t have.”

Brock stared at him. “Am I ever gonna know? Am I ever gonna understand why we keep doing this?”

His father stopped at a light, waited, then moved on. “You have to trust me.”

“I do.” Brock dug his fingers into the edge of the leather seat. “Why don’t you trust me?”

“It’s got nothing to do with that, Son.” His father pulled the car up alongside a curb in front of a five-story building in downtown Syracuse and pointed toward the glass doors. “The library is in there. I’ll be back at five and find you. Go to the young adult section, get a book, and stay there.”

“Look what I look like.” Brock pointed to his puffy eye.

“If anyone asks, say you got hit by a baseball,” his father said.

“Why can’t I ... go home?” Brock pounded his hand on the dashboard, startling them both. “Why can’t I go back to Oklahoma?”

Gently, his father reached out and put a hand on Brock’s neck. Slowly, the grip tightened. It didn’t hurt much, but Brock began to feel dizzy. He imagined his face was turning colors when his father finally spoke.

“You do as I say, and you don’t ask why.”

Brock jiggled his head in an attempt to nod.

His father let go, and Brock did as he was told.
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When Brock awoke the next morning, he lay there for a few moments trying to remember who he was, where he was, and if yesterday was a dream. The ache in his neck and his nose told him it was real. He got up to use the bathroom, winced at the purple egg staring back at him from the mirror, then slipped quietly downstairs. His father sat at the little kitchen table with the newspaper and a mug of coffee kicking off enough steam for Brock to smell. Cereal, milk, and bananas had been laid out on the table for Brock.

He was halfway through eating when the paper rustled and his father’s face appeared. “You can stay here, today. You won’t leave the house.”

“Yes, sir.”

“That’s a nice shiner. Kid must have a decent jab.”

“He said he wanted to see if I was a wimp or not. He’s half my size.”

“You won’t be suspended from school again.”

“No, sir.”

“Good.” His father rustled the paper and retreated behind it.

Brock tipped the bowl to his lips, draining the milk. Suddenly, his father stood up, folded the paper, and laid it on the table before he reached into the waistband of his pants, removed a dull black pistol, and let it clatter down on the kitchen table. “You asked about this?”

Brock wanted to look away, but he was hypnotized by the ridged hand grip, the smooth curve of the trigger, and the evil dark hole in the end of the rectangular barrel. He’d never really seen the gun like this before, only a glimpse of the handle or a slight bulge in the back of his father’s pants. It was like a polished hunk of death. He was too scared to speak.

“You think it’d be smart to bring a knife to a gunfight?”

Brock shook his head.

“That’s right. You fight fire with fire.” His father took the gun and it was gone. “I love you. I’d hate to ever use this, but I’ll do whatever I have to, to protect you. That’s why we can’t always stay in one place as long as we’d like.”

Brock wanted so badly to ask if that’s what happened to his mom, if his mom had been killed with a gun, but nothing scared him more than that question. He didn’t know which would be worse, his father’s reaction or the answer to the question, so he stayed quiet.

His father took a deep breath and let it out slow. “I hit a game–winning home run in a championship game once, in college.”

“You played in college?” Brock searched his father’s face. It was like a door had opened into a room he never knew existed, but just as quickly, it closed.

“I wanted you to hit that home run. Trust me. But I never want you to have a gun in your face. Nothing is worth that. Behave yourself today. I want that garage cleaned out so I can eat off the floor. Put the junk in trash bags and pile them in the corner. I don’t want you going outside.”

Like a shadow, his father slipped from the room. The only noise he made was the sound of the garage door opener and the rumble of the car’s engine as he pulled out and away. Brock sighed, cleaned up the dishes, and got to work.

The job wasn’t as bad as it looked. Most of it was just dumping old rags and aerosol cans of paint, bug spray, and cleaning compounds into trash bags and tying them shut, purging their space of the junk the previous renters had left behind. There were several jobs like this around the house. Brock could spot them by now, jobs his father left for him to do as a punishment. His father saved them up the way some parents saved up lollipops as a treat.

When the doorbell rang, Brock heard it, even in the garage. He froze and waited. It rang again. Ding dong. When it rang a third time, Brock felt sweat break out on his palms. Who rang the bell three times in the middle of the day? Still, he didn’t move.

Dingdongdingdongdingdongdingdongdingdongdingdongdingdong!

That was too crazy. Brock eased back into the house and crept through the kitchen, the dining room, and the living room where he could pull the curtain aside and peek out at the front step. When he did, no one was there and that let him breathe a sigh of relief. He returned, through the different rooms to the garage where he bent over the workbench and began scooping up stray nails and screws.

His heart had just began to slow when someone suddenly grabbed the back of his neck.

Brock spun and screamed.
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“Are you out of your mind?” Brock shrieked.

Ryan Nagel laughed so hard his freckles seemed to jump off his face. His small upturned nose wrinkled and quivered and his lips laid bare his broken bottom teeth. Nagel howled and hooted. “You should see your face! You better check your pants too.”

Nagel sniffed the air. “Oh, yeah. I think you did. I think you pooped your pants.”

That sent him into another fit of laughter that put a crimp in his side, doubling him over.

“What are you doing?” Brock stamped his foot on the concrete floor. “How did you get in here?”

“Oh.” Nagel reached in his pants pocket and produced a small plastic card. “My older brother’s expired driver’s license. You just slip this sucker between the door frame and the door. No one ever bothers putting a bolt lock on their side garage door. Heh-heh. So, you up for some fun?”

Brock waved his arm around the garage. “Does this look like fun? My dad wants to eat off this floor.”

“Disgusting.” Nagel laughed some more.

“You shove me and bust my nose and now you show up at my house?”

“Yeah, look at that eye.” Nagel peered up at him. “Pretty awesome. All I got are these bruises. Bruises like this a girl could get falling down the stairs. What you got has ‘fight’ written all over it. Cool.”

Brock gingerly touched the swollen eye. “Not cool looking out of a slit for
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