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“Don’t expect anything of me.”

-Khali Raymond (savage writer)


Chapter 1 – A New Beginning

	August 15, 2012

Today is the day we’re moving.

I don’t have to explain how my father’s car broke down and he tried the Pythagorean Theorem to fix his rusty engine or my older brother Seth whose PlayStation 3 suffered yet another hardware failure.

How about my mother? She is overly obsessed with her looks. Every second you look up, she has a damn mirror in her hand to see where she puts on her makeup at.

Also, is it safe to say that my pitch in a baseball game is sloppier than an old man with arthritis trying to reach for his cigar?

You must have many questions. Why are we moving? Well, we’re moving because the government is razing our neighborhood. But…

Why would they do that? Oh, it’s simple.

To make way for industrialization. The state wanted more jobs in the area, so what does that mean? In a nutshell, we’re being evicted.

Flagha, Florida is where I’m from. To be honest, Flagha is probably the only welcoming neighborhood that my family and I will ever get to live in. There is no dog poop on the sidewalks.

It ain’t any garbage in the streets. Pollution is minimal. Also, the houses around here are fancier than the ones you see on those reality television shows. Best of all, you don’t have to witness an elderly person getting mugged for twenty-six bucks either.

Dad, Seth, and the storage movers finished loading our maxi-wrap cladded furniture onto the moving truck. Hell, I’m sure going to miss Flagha. It was like paradise on Earth, you know?

The part that still gets me is this: why would the state destroy an eco-friendly neighborhood to begin building a waste dump filled with huge machines, cranes, and artificial landfills just to give people jobs? Isn’t that illegal? Isn’t that against nature?

“That’s everything, right?” one of the storage movers asked.

Mom nodded. “Yes sir. That’s everything. Thank you for your help,” she said, delighted that the movers could handle such a job.

We all headed for the road to our new place of residence. It’ll take exactly one day to arrive there. To kill time, I decided to play my 3DS. I looked to my right and noticed that Seth was making miniature figures out of aluminum foil.

He has a storage bin full of these pieces of junk that he’s been making since the fourth grade. I just want to melt them with fire.

However, if I do, then it won’t end well. Either a severe fire or Seth’s fist down my throat is probably the most likely scenario to happen.

Anyway, I decided to kick back and get some sleep. Once I closed my eyes, I started to have a flashback. I was in the second grade. Me and my old pal, Steven, sipped iced teas on his front porch.

It was a hot, sunny day. The children were outside playing, the teenagers were playing basketball, and the adults were grilling up some burgers in the cul-de-sac.

Steven and I were trading Pokémon cards and playing with our Game Boys.

“Ah…where did you get the hologram Dragonite, bro? I’ll trade you for it! I have a hologram Mudkip!” Steven proposed, admiring my one-of-a-kind card.

“My brother found this for me, man. No way I’m giving it up,” I replied.

Steven rose from his position and winced east of where I was sitting. He looked toward the scrapyard where they dumped metal, imperishable garbage, and all kinds of junk that I couldn’t get my mind across.

“Hey, Sid! I have an idea!” he yelled.

I looked back at Steven with a straight face. “What?”

“Let’s go in the scrapyard and play there! It looks fun from where I’m standing!” I knew Steven was planning to do something that he wasn’t supposed to.

“I don’t know, man. I don’t think I should go over there. It looks dangerous,” I said worryingly, but Steven’s optimistic attitude didn’t change at all.

“Come on, Sidney! We must see what’s in there! I heard that some teenagers from the neighborhood were stashing bags of money there!”

I cut in. “Bags of money?”

“Yeah! Bags and bags of money! Enough to get us candy and Pokémon cards for days! We need to go!” Steven shouted excitingly with his voice blaring through the sizzling atmosphere.

I still had my doubts. “I don’t know, Steven. My parents said I cannot play in that yard at all.”

Steven sucked his teeth. “Bah, do you! I’m going over there to have the time of my life! See you on the other side, Sid!”

Steven jumped up and rushed over to the dangerous scrapyard. I watched him stroll off. That was the very last time I saw Steven. He never returned since.

Three hours later, Steven’s uncle came out of the house looking puzzled.

“Where’s that damn boy? You saw him?” he asked angrily, not beat for any games. I looked up at Steven’s uncle and shook my head.

“No… I-I-don’t know. He went into the scrapyard to go play but hasn’t returned. It’s been three hours,” I replied.

Steven’s uncle placed his hands over his face and shook his head.

“Dammit! I told that boy to stay from out of that yard,” he said. “I’m going to put the mittens to his backside when I see him! Come on. We’re going to find my nephew!”

I walked alongside Steven’s uncle to the scrapyard. As we were on our way there, he kept shouting vengeful words.

“I wish that sister of mine would come and contain this boy! It doesn’t make any sense how much of a wild stallion he is! When I find him, I’m going to beat his ass like a slave!”

We finally made our way into the scrapyard. There were machines the size of buildings. Bare metal stuck out of the corners like tree branches. Incinerators took all the garbage and burnt it up into the sky.

“You stay with me. I don’t want you getting hurt around here. If you see anything, notify me of it,” Steven’s uncle demanded.

We spent an hour looking for Steven. He still didn’t turn up.

“Dammit. I don’t know where that boy has gone. We need to call the police or something. Come on. Let’s go back to my house,” Steven’s uncle said, guiding me back to the neighborhood.

I eventually stumbled upon something. I tripped over it and fell to the ground. Dust landed into my eyes. It was difficult for me to see what I had tripped over.

I slowly opened my eyes and saw something extremely shocking. Steven lied there deader than a doorknob.

Shards of glass, aluminum, and steel were lunged into his body. His blood seeped from where I fell. I jumped up while being paralyzed with fear.

Steven’s uncle turned around and broke down automatically. I stood there, frozen like a piece of ice. I didn’t cry. I didn’t weep. I didn’t grab onto Steven’s clothing, shouting at him to come back.

I watched his uncle grab all over him instead. His tears formed a puddle around Steven’s dead corpse. That day, I learned a valuable lesson: don’t disobey your parents.

I woke up thirty minutes later.

I leaned back into my seat, wondering how this new place would turn out. I wondered if my friends would be there or not. I was also wondering if my long-time crush, Gracie, would be there as well.

Gracie was a girl that I had a crush on since the fifth grade. I always wanted to be with her. I’ve written poems, songs, and even short stories about Gracie. That sounds a little obsessive, but hey…

You must start from somewhere, right?

My love for her cuts deeply. Though Gracie has a cousin whose way more attractive from what I heard, still though, I want Gracie.


August 16, 2012

We rode into Pennsylvania about a day later. I’m assuming this is our new place of residence. We drove up a highway called Badland Highway which is connected to a city.

“Hey, Mom. What is this place like?” I asked her.

She turned to me and said: “Paradise, Sidney. It’s paradise.”

Paradise my ass because five minutes into this place, let me tell you. There were enormous skyscrapers defining the skyline with a thick grey smog covering the city as we approached it. The sunlight was blocked out as we headed into the grody streets of the central district.

“You lied, Mom. This ain’t no paradise. Why did we move here?” Seth asked.

“Because there were door sweeping deals on the housing which suits our yearly budget!” Dad eagerly replied.

“What? That doesn’t even make sense! You don’t make sense!” Seth fired.

Dad sighed. “Just go along with it, Seth.”

Windows on the buildings were terribly filthy as they were covered in dirt. Gang members walked the streets freely. Graffiti and vandalism were mainstays. Trash flooded the streets and sidewalks.

The storefronts were in disrepair. The cars were unclean too as their exhausts went into the air which seeped inside our truck and smelled worser than a stray dog farting after recovering from diarrhea.

Mom looked at Dad with a head shake. “Honey, the boys are right. This place is a mess! Maybe it’s the impoverished side of town or something.”

“So, kind of like a slum?” Seth chimed in.

“Nope. This is the entire town I’m afraid,” Dad replied.

“Huh?” I asked. “This is where we’re going to be living?”

The sky was so dark that you couldn’t even make out what time of day it was. After looking at the worst environment that I have ever seen, we arrived at our new address: 521 Langston Hwy, Badlands, PA.

Soon as we stepped out the truck, the air smelled as if someone mixed oil and feces inside a pot for boiling. Mom became nauseated and puked into a nearby bush.

The movers met us there in a separate truck to help us settle in. They assisted us with bringing the boxes into the house and arranging all the furniture.

After we finished bringing in our furnishings, I had to help Mom inside because she was sickened by the putrid air quality. We began searching for the appropriate boxes that went into each room.

As everyone unpacked, I decided to tour the house. It wasn’t shabby for a Victorian style home. The medieval decal, newly renovated rooms, and vast amounts of space caught my attention.

The kitchen was freaking huge. It was about half the size of a football field damn near. Two sparkling chandeliers dangled above where the dinner table is going to be.

I decided to tour the foyer.

I must say, our new home provided lovely views of the grimy Badlands with a thruway connecting each corner of the city together.

There is so much furniture that it’ll take about a century for us to fully settle in. As I walked through the living room, Seth threw a piece of garbage at me for no apparent reason.

“Help us unpack! Quit being lazy,” Seth said arrogantly.

“You don’t have to say it like that. I would appreciate it if you asked nicely,” I replied.

I sat on the floor to help Dad and Seth unpack.

“Sidney, take this! It’ll make cutting open these boxes easier!” Dad shouted.

He tossed me a box cutter. I grabbed a box that had “MOM’S SAUTEE PANS” written on it. “I oughta’ slash Seth with this for tossing shit at me,” I said.

I brought the box into the kitchen to cut it open. Then, I proceeded to stock the pans inside the cabinet below the sink. Without warning, Dad tossed me a box that jabbed me in the head.

“That hurts, Dad!” I cried out. “What the hell am I now? Someone you guys could just throw stuff at?”

Dad started laughing. “Nah. Maybe you’ll be a better catch next time, Mr. Baseball Player!”

The box that hit me in the head had “SEASONINGS” marked over it. I proceeded to fill the cabinets with the various seasonings and spices that Mom uses to cook our meals with.

After I put the kitchenware up, Dad had two box carts with his algebra books, office supplies, and literature texts stacked onto them.

One thing I could say about my dad is that he’s extremely intelligent. You’ll never see him without a book. I returned to the foyer with a cart full of boxes that had “SIDNEY’S ROOM” etched onto them.

I picked up the lightest box which had all my posters inside. It took me an hour to put them all up. I began decorating my room. Once I finished, I placed my clothes into the drawers.

I hooked up my Xbox 360 and set my 56-inch flat screen television up that Mom had bought me as a moving present.

I set the computer up and decided to surf the internet for the remainder of the day being that the internet service was already up and running before we arrived here.

I looked at the time and it was 12:00am.

It was well about time for me to get shuteye. As I climbed into my bed, I stared out the huge window and saw the city. I fell asleep with my head wedged against the windowsill.


August 17, 2012

I am up bright and early after awakening from a rough ass slumber. I was covered in sleep marks and drool. Suddenly, I smelled breakfast.

I hopped out the bed and walked through the foyer. As I was doing so, I heard a series of gunshots break out. This made me run to my room. Shaking in fear, I dialed 911 from my cell phone.

“Badlands Police Department, how may I help you?” the dispatcher said.

“Yeah, I just heard gunshots and I’m scared! HELP!” I yelled. “HELP!”

The dispatcher cut me off. “Sir, sir, sir, SIR!”

“Yeah?”

“Did the gunshots damage anything?” the dispatcher asked.

I shook my head. “No. Not that I know of.”

“All right. Is anyone hurt?”

“No? I mean, we just moved here—so… I don’t know much about this place anyway,” I confusingly said to the dispatcher.

“An officer has been dispatched your way to take a look at the situation,” the dispatcher replied.

“Okay, thank you very much. Have a wonderful morning,” I replied.

“You too sir, be safe out there.”

After I called the police about the random gunshots, I went downstairs for food. Mom decorated the kitchen to meet five-star standards. She imitated Rachel Ray and not in an effective way either.

I sat at the far right of the table waiting on the food that Mom is cooking up. Seth nods his head at me. I returned the gesture.

Dad is solving math problems on cereal boxes and reading the morning newspaper like he always did back in Flagha.

“You know, Victor. I’m thinking of getting this kitchen redone. I’m going to get a brick oven put in, chopping blocks and a whole lot of other adjustments,” Mom stated. “I could make better meals that way.”

Dad sips his mug of coffee as he continues reading the newspaper. “Vera, how much is all that going to cost anyway? We’ve only been here a day now and you already want to blow our savings.”

“Oh. I have the bill right here, babe.” Mom walked over to Dad and handed him the bill.

He looked over it while biting the end of his pen. “I want to see that one more time,” Dad whispered to himself. He observed the statement again and nearly choked on his coffee.

“YIKES! Are you freaking kidding me? $32,000??? Just for readjustments to a kitchen? If I deduct that from our yearly budget and estimate it… or if I rounded it off… HOLY COW!

“That’s like a million-dollar gap in our budget for the new year! Do you begin to know how bad this is? Ughhhh,” Dad exclaimed.

You should know how my dad is when it comes to money. He’s tremendously frugal.

“Let me get this straight. If I heard you correctly, you’re telling me that we’re going to lose a million dollars from our family budget?

“How in the hell are you going to say we’re losing money we don’t even have? A million dollars? Really? You make me so friggin’ sick acting like a stingy prick, Victor!” Mom angrily shouted.

After their small dispute, the breakfast was finished just in time.

“Hey! Instead of arguing, can you feed us please?” Seth shouted from across the table.

“Oh, yes! I’m so sorry, you guys! Eat up!” I looked at all the breakfast and couldn’t believe it.

There were stacks of pancakes, plates of fried eggs, containers of bacon and golden corn muffins. It was like a breakfast the Lord served up himself straight from the heavens above.

All of us went to go fix our plates, gathering as one happy family. I took a bite out of my muffin. Suddenly, the doorbell rang.

Mom got up and opened the door. There was a police officer standing in the doorway. She eyed him down ferociously.

The officer was firmly built with a plucked moustache on his face. He twirled his nightstick as his badge gleamed.

Mom scowled at the officer. “Um, excuse me? Why are you here? I don’t recall calling the police for anything, sir.”

The officer cracked his knuckles and spat into the bushes. “Ma’am, I was dispatched here cause someone from this address made a call.”

Mom placed her hands around her hips. “Are you sure? Because I didn’t call any cops.”

“For starters, I’d like you to quit prank calling the police because it isn’t funny. It’s a criminal offense that could get you arrested,” the officer said harshly.

The officer was about to leave, but Mom kindly grabbed his arm, pulling him back.

“Hey, hey, hey. Where do you think you’re going? I need some answers first,” Mom said as she was tugging the officer’s arm with force.

He wasn’t having it. The officer swiped his arm away. “Ma’am, you do realize that you just assaulted a police officer, right?”

“As if I give a shit,” Mom fired. She turned to us with a malevolent glare. “Who, and I mean WHO called the police in here!?!?!?! Well? No one wants to talk?”

There was dire silence for a few seconds until I stepped up.

“It was me,” I said. “I called because I heard gunshots from my room. It really scared me…”

The officer looked down at his feet and scratched his head. “Son… this is a call I receive almost every day. Something about a crazy fool firing off rounds into the air.

“It’s the norm to be real with you all. You might be new to the neighborhood. How long have you been in Badlands?” the officer asked.

I cleared my throat. “We moved here yesterday, sir.”

The officer nodded. “Ah. Proves my point, but… crime rates are dramatically high in this city. To be honest, there is little we could do about the craziness here. We’ve tried our best to maintain it for the past twenty years.

“As the city grew, crime grew along with it. All we are able do is pray that the city gets better over time while we as officers do the best that we can in keeping the public safe, but eh—don’t freak out over the whole gunshot thing,” the officer explained.

Mom was pissed at the officer. “Wait a minute. YOU WAIT JUST A MINUTE, MISTER! You really have the nerve to say that? It’s your JOB to protect the citizens!

“Let me guess, you’re afraid of the people, eh? Look at you though! I smell alcohol on your breath. Isn’t it against the rules to be intoxicated while on duty?

“See in Florida, you’d be discharged immediately for something like that! Who graduated YOU from the police academy? Don’t “try” to reduce crime, just DO IT! Oh yeah, and the air quality—”

The officer cut in. “MA’AM! Please! I’m not going to argue with you and I’m certainly not going to take the disrespect you’re giving me. I am an officer of the law.”

Mom cut in. “Respect? Hmph. Maybe I’d respect you if there was more authenticity in your obligations.”

The officer sighed. “Like always, I have a duty to fulfill. I know we aren’t reducing crime at our absolute best, but may I remind you we’re trying nonstop to make Badlands a safer place. The state gives us barely any funding.

“I’m still glad the schools are open to be honest. We don’t get anything because the government thinks that all we’re going to do is invest it into nightclubs and contraband smuggling.”

“If the feds are that lukewarm in wanting to hand out cash, then it’s because city officials must have committed such acts before,” Mom pointed out.

“Anyway. I’m sorry for the inconvenience. If you seek further info, then I suggest you go to City Hall and bash someone in charge instead of a person who is putting their life on the line to protect yours.

“I have no patience to tolerate your arrogance, but I do feel where you’re coming from. You have every right to be displeased, ma’am.”

Mom rolled her eyes at the officer. “Are you finished?”

The officer nods. “Have a nice day now.” He stepped off the porch, hopped into his cruiser and pulled off.

Mom slammed the door behind her. She made her way back into the kitchen where we sat to finish eating breakfast.

She beamed with rage as she stuck her fork into her pancake. “Can you BELIEVE that guy? I mean, you should’ve seen him. Intoxicated while on duty, acting like a straight bastard.

“Fuck! He reminded me of a kid playing dress up with his faux ass moustache. Looks like he took a dry erase marker and drew that shit straight on his lip. I swear… if that guy wasn’t a cop, I would’ve punched him in the jaw.”

Later that evening, I sat in the corner of the kitchen to think. Dad walked in on me and pulled up a seat. “What’s up, Sid? Something on your mind?” he asked.

“Well… I dunno,” I replied. “What about school? My friends? I may never get to see them again now that we’re here in Badlands or whatever this place is.”

“I know how it feels, son. School is starting soon, and I must get you enrolled into an institution here. I went to the city’s website and printed out a map of the Badlands Shopping District so you could get a feel of the stores that Badlands has to offer. You’re gonna need some supplies and apparel. We’ll leave tomorrow. I’ll wake you up,” Dad whispered.

He gave me a pat on the back afterward.

The hours flew by. Dinner was well about ready. Dad and Seth came storming down the steps like a pack of wild cheetahs trying to catch its prey.

I was already down there before them. Mom prepared fried chicken, lasagna, collard greens, and a large pot of yellow rice.

I looked down at my plate and shoved it to the side. “Sid, what’s wrong? You’re not hungry?” Mom asked me.

“Not really,” I said to everyone’s dismay.

“Give me your plate then, man!” Seth shouted.

“No, Seth. You have your own food. Just wrap mine’s up for later. I’m in no mood to eat. Excuse me please,” I said, getting up from the chair and leaving the kitchen.

I went to my room and locked the door. To be honest, I wanted to sit in silence for the whole night. None of this seems real to me.

I am feeling the homesickness already. Badlands isn’t the place for me. I want to go back to Flagha because that is where I truly belong.

A few minutes done went by and I heard someone knocking at my door. “Sidney? Are you okay in there?” Mom asked me. “Open the door please, I would like to have a word with you.”

I rose from my bed to unlock the door for my mother. She came in and sat on the bed. “What’s bothering you, Sidney? I prepared your favorite meal and you fled from the table? Talk to me.”

I nodded and began to talk. “I’m worried about how I’ll be able to adjust to this place. It isn’t the same as Flagha, Mom.”

Mom sighed loudly. She laid her soft hand onto my shoulder. “Listen here, Sidney. I know it’s tough being in a new place you’re not familiar with, trust me. When I was your age, I was a defenseless girl in Florida.

“I was forced to relocate to Detroit with my dad because my mother was extremely sick, and they had her in intensive care.

“I didn’t know anyone over there. I would always get beat up every day after school. The homeless men who slept in front of there were always making lewd comments.

“One thing they’d always say is this: “Just wait until you’re eighteen, the things I will do to you.” I found that statement to be disgusting. It gave me the fucking shivers, Sidney.

“After my sophomore year of high school though, I moved to Florida again and encountered your dad once more.

“At that point, I haven’t seen him since childhood. So, don’t be down about that. You will adjust in time. Do you still want to eat?”

“Yeah. Sure,” I replied. “Thanks, Mom. You’re the best.”

I got up and we both hugged each other. Mom went downstairs to bring me my dinner plate. I devoured it in a leap. After I finished up, I washed my plate off and returned to my room for a good night’s rest.


Chapter 2 – Preparation

	August 18, 2012

After I woke up, I looked out the window and saw something unusual. It’s freaking snowing in August. I thought I was going crazy when I saw snow.

Seth comes bursting into my room like an idiot. “Yo, bro! Do you see? It’s snowing! In August!” he shouted.

I nodded and rolled my eyes. “Yes, Seth. I know.”

Meanwhile downstairs, Mom is in the kitchen cooking up breakfast whilst Dad was in the living room watching the news.

“Hey, Vera?” Dad called out.

Mom walked into the living room. “Yeah, Victor?”

Dad proceeded to clear his throat. “Do you mind taking the boys school shopping today? I can’t do it.”

Mom always gives Dad “the look” upon hearing something stupid or annoying from him. “What good of a reason do you have that you cannot?”

“I have to take care of business,” Dad replied.

“Business… funny. Victor, for the last time… I cannot go anywhere because they’re coming to do the kitchen! Besides, what “business” do you have that is more important than taking your children school shopping, eh?” Mom shouted.

Dad became irate. “Maybe putting food on the table and keeping the bills paid? Vera, I’m going to look for a job. Honestly, I don’t like how you’ve been acting lately.

“All the hell you care about is having a spotless kitchen and looking like a supermodel! Don’t you realize that we have expenses to cover?” Dad pointed out.

Mom was not having Dad’s part of the argument. “Oh my fucking god! Here you go with this money thing again… what? I took a small portion from the budget to redo the kitchen?

“It isn’t like I shelled out and bought the foot on the Statue of Liberty or one of Michelangelo’s paintings! Jesus Christ, Victor! You make me so sick with your bullshit!” Mom fired back.

Dad stood up. “Please! I’m not the one blowing our savings on tons of makeup products and all those damn housewares!”

“As if your side of the ship isn’t sinking either!” Mom angrily shoved Dad. “All you do is buy those dumb literature books that no one is interested in! If you put more effort into being a better husband and father rather than a scholar, then we’d be all right!”

Suddenly, Seth walks into the living room. He was not pleased. “Oh my god, will you guys please SHUT UP! Dammit, all I hear is “you’re spending too much money” or “you’re acting too smart,” God, man! You are all embarrassing,” Seth exclaimed.

After Seth leapt into the mix and shut the argument down, a wave of silence shrouded the entire room. Everyone went about their business afterward.

Three hours went by and now Mom is taking us school shopping. Dad is on his MacBook looking for a job whilst she is looking at the map of the shopping center located in the Downtown district.

Mom walks up to her car and unlocks it. Seth and I entered in shortly after.

“Man, I miss Flagha,” Seth said.

“I know, I do too. We all miss it,” Mom replied.

Mom turned the radio on as we headed to our destination. All that I could see were run-down buildings looking like they have been set on fire, snow falling to the ground, and young men standing on the corners smoking.

54% of the sky was visible and so was the smog.

“Wow. This place is a dump. Why would Dad make us live in a shithole like this? Come on, he can’t be that much of a cheapskate,” Seth said.

Mom slammed on the brakes and turned around to glare at Seth. “Shut up! All you do is complain about every little thing. You’re just like your father, ya’ know that?”

“At least I don’t abuse Botox,” Seth mumbled underneath his breath.

“What did you say, young man?”

“Nothing,” Seth replied. “Nothing.”

Mom shook her head and continued driving. We’ve been cruising around the central district for ten minutes now.

Finally, the car came to a stop. It arrived at FlashURStyle, a clothing store that I frequently visited back in Flagha. I didn’t know they had one here in Badlands.

“Okay boys, this is your favorite clothing store. We’re picking up your threads first, just to make that clear. You have a $150 spending limit. Make use of it.”

Seth and I exited the car. We walked into the store afterward. Homesickness gutted me with a hook to the liver because it felt like Flagha again with the atmosphere.

Seth cleared his throat. “Get what you need fast, and I’ll do the same.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “How come? What’s the rush?”

“I was in the middle of playing Halo you know,” Seth pointed out. I decided not to engage with him any further. I nodded as the two of us split up to look for threads.

I carefully picked out the clothes I wanted to buy whilst Seth yanked anything he saw off the rack. Ten minutes later, we regrouped at the register.

I began walking towards the clerk, but Seth brushed my legs with his feet which made me roll to the back behind three other customers.

Seth clumsily threw all his merchandise on the counter, leaving the helpless clerk to sort it out. After the clerk scanned everything and bagged it up, Seth took his money and chucked it at the clerk.

He grabbed his bags and bolted out of the store. After another ten minutes of waiting, I finally arrived at the register and let the clerk scan my stuff.

We made small talk.

“That guy who rushed out of here, you know him?” the clerk asked me.

“Do I know him? Tch. He’s my brother,” I replied.

The clerk clenched his teeth. “Yikes. That guy is sloppy as hell.”

“Tell me something I don’t know.” I paid for my clothes and left the store. I made my way to the car and hopped in.

Mom gave me “the look” after I entered the car and continued to look at me that same way as I strapped in my seatbelt.

“What the heck took you so long? It’s not Christmastime,” Mom said.

“The line was just long… that’s all,” I said, wincing distastefully at Seth.

“Ugh, whatever. We’re out.” Ten minutes later, we arrived at Sneakeropolis. There weren’t any more spaces left in the lot, so we had to park a block away from the store.

“Aaah… since sneakers are expensive these days, I will give the both of you $300. Spend it wisely and please… do not buy anything that is ugly,” Mom said.

Seth and I walked a block to get to the store. As we entered, two police officers were chasing after a dope fiend running off with a pair of boots.

“Hey! Come back here with those!” one officer shouted.

“Hell no! These my boots now!” the fiend rebutted. “Shoulda’ left em’ in the box, fool!”

“Put the boots back!” the other officer demanded but the fiend was not going to let up so easily.

“I’m selling these bitches for some dope!” he yelled. The two officers continued to chase the fiend inside the parking lot but to no avail. They couldn’t get him.

Seth and I kept going about our business. We decided to split up once again. I went to the upper level to pick up some Asteroid Foamposites and Lebron 11’s they had on sale for $100.

I made it to the main level to pay for my stuff. As I left the store, a security guard gave me ten pairs of socks as a complementary bonus.

I entered the car and waited on Seth for the next twenty minutes. He came rushing into the car nearly out of breath.

“What’s your deal? Which drug have you been abusing? It’s been nearly a half-hour! I was about to leave you here!” Mom yelled.

“Some guy was firing a gun in the store! He shot one of the security guards!” Seth replied.

Seconds later, all you heard were shots. “Hit the gas!” Seth shouted whilst Mom slammed on the gas pedal.

The car peeled off at full speed. We ended up on the highway on our way home. Once we arrived, Mom stopped in front of the house.

“Mom, why are you making us get out and you aren’t?” I asked.

“Look… I only have $500 left and whoever that crazy idiot was firing a gun in that store, I don’t want them hurting you guys.

“It would be best if I left you here. I’m going to get you some book bags, pencils, pens, notebooks, errr… all the other necessities you’ll need,” Mom explained.

“Sure. Whatever,” Seth said. We walked to the door with snow falling on our heads. Dad was in the living room watching us from the window. He came to open the door for us.

“What’s up, my favorite sons?” Dad said.

Seth sucked his teeth and walked upstairs.

I sat on the sofa to relax. What better way to do that than watching television? Dad paced around the living room. He was filled with joy.

“All right. I’ve found a school for you, Sid. It’s called Badlands High School. It was constructed a couple of months ago. Or was it renovated?

“Okay, I heard that it was renovated, but whatever. There’s an open house on the 25th. You and I will go there together,” Dad said.

“Okay… so what does this “open house” have to offer exactly? A douchebag in a suit talking about how great of a school year it’ll be when that’s far from the truth,” I snapped sarcastically.

Dad patted me on the back.

“Good question. We’ll find out, but I do have a brief overview though. I heard how there will be new policies to keep the school safer. At the open house, they’ll carefully explain it all. I’m sure.”

“How sure are you, really?” I questioned again. “I’m not going.”

Dad refused to give up on this offer. “Sidney, look. This is going to be wonderful for you. I know, I know… you miss Flagha.

“We all do. But Sidney… that chapter of our lives is over now. It’s time we embrace a new one. Give this one a chance, come on. Please, Sidney.”

I shook my head. “Okay… fine. I’ll go to the open house.”

“My man,” Dad gleefully replied. He stuck his hand out for a high five, but I did not return the gesture.

“No offense or anything but I just think it’s corny the way you said that,” I pointed out.

From that point on, I decided to spend the rest of the day in my bedroom with my computer and Xbox 360 to keep me company.


Chapter 3 – Open House

	August 25, 2012 (one week later)

Today is Badlands High School’s open house.

As I lie in bed asleep, Dad barged into my room. “Hey! Open house starts at 1! Come on, get up!” he shouted like a madman.

“But it’s seven o’ clock in the morning,” I replied dully. “That is ways off.”

“Well, be glad I woke you up. I don’t know. Freshen up or something,” Dad prompted.

I got out of the bed and hopped into the shower. I brushed my teeth afterward. I slipped on a pair of pajamas and headed downstairs for breakfast.

Mom was cooking up a hurricane of food whilst Dad washed a few dishes. Seth drooled at the sight of sizzling pancakes like a teething toddler. He snapped out of his fantasy and spoke to me.

“What’s up, Siddy-boy?” Seth said.

I always loathed the name “Siddy-boy.” I did not like it when people called me that. It was my childhood nickname. I hated “Siddy-boy” then and I certainly hate it now.

I had an urge to punch Seth in the mouth. Instead, I nodded my head at him and took a seat to wait patiently for breakfast.

Dad took a break from washing dishes. He sifted through the mail so he could catch up on all the bills. He was about to throw a plate against the wall.

“What the hell? This is outrageous! No way I used up this much electricity! Let me guess, someone has been ordering MAC I see?” Dad yelled
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