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  The License

  
  




Hano Jiro had turned sixteen yesterday, but the real gift wasn’t the cake or the candles—it was the stack of greasy bills folded in his pocket. Every dollar came from long shifts at the car wash, scrubbing dust and oil off strangers’ rides while dreaming about his own.


Hano’s been living with is parents since his birth, and he’s living the dream, he had everything he needed, clothes food, and a roof over his head. It was perfect until three years ago. When a little surprise came along and disturbed his life from head to toe.


“Mom, Alya’s in my room again!” said Hano, pushing his 3-year-old sister out.


“So what, she’s in your room?” said his mother, putting sandwiches into the lunch bags.


“She’s drooling on my piston!”


Hano’s hang out is a scrap yard, he fell in love with a piston he saw. He didn’t know why, but he had to buy that rusty piece of engine.


“She’s drooling on your what?” said his mother, having no clue how he got a piston in his room.


“My piston. I bought it for my car, and she’s going to drool on it,” said Hano, looking at his mother like it was obvious.


“What car, you don’t have a car!” asked his mother.


“The car I’m going to buy.”


“When?”


“Soon. I don’t want her in my room, that’s it.”


“She won’t break anything,” said his mother with zero sense of urgency.


“No, she’s going to drool all over the place.”


“Alya doesn’t drool anymore.”


“Alya, don’t drool,” said the little sister.


“She drools, Ma!”


“She’s three years old; she doesn’t drool anymore.”


“Ahh, whatever!” said Hano as he shut his bedroom door. A do not enter road sign hangs from his door. Hano grabbed his lunch bag and shoved it into his backpack.


“Are you working tonight?” asked his mother, trying to keep up with him.


“Yes.”


“Do you need a ride?”


“No ma, I have my scooter!” said Hano in a hurry as he grabbed his electric scooter. Hano didn’t like it when his mother kept asking questions.


“You’re going to see Shelly tonight?” said his mother, smiling.


Hano shrugs as he walks away.


“She’s grown into a beautiful young lady, huh?”


“Ma! I’m late. Gotta go!” said Hano.


The ride to school was only five minutes, but he felt free when driving his scooter—his first day of school as a sixteen-year-old. Every morning, Hano passed by the old lady’s house. He always took the longer path just to see his future car—the twenty-year-old, dusty Mazda RX-8.


The car is parked beside the house laying on the grass, waiting for nature to get him underground. Hano first saw  the car two years ago while driving with his father, and since that day he forgot about buying any other car, that’s the car he wants to drive and build for drifting.


Shelly was leaning on the bike rack, waiting for Hano like every day. Other kids said hi as they pass by. And then  Hano emerge in the horizon driving his electric scooter.


“Hey!” said Shelly with a big smile.


“Hey!” replied Hano while locking up his scooter.


Hano always played it cool in front of Shelly. He was a bit shy, even though he had known her since kindergarten.


“Did you see it?” asked Shelly.


Hano’s eyes light up like fireworks on a Saturday night as he’s about to talk about the car he wants so bad.


“Is it still there?” asked Shelly as she looked at him from head to toe and then said.


“Yeah, I saw it, you should of seen it. The way the morning sun it’s her is just put of this world. She’s so pretty, but she need some love.”said Hano as they walked toward the school.


“Are you… taller?”


“I know, right? I think I am. Sixteen years old—it’s something,” said Hano, puffing out his chest.


Just as Hano said that, big Jake appeared. He was one year older but in the same year as Hano. He squeezed Hano between himself and the lockers.


“Ah, watch it, man!” said Hano, the air knocked out of his lungs.


“Move over!” said Jake as he kept walking like nothing happened.


“Come back and my friend is going to kick your ass!” screamed Shelly.


“Stop—really, you want to get me killed or what?” said Hano as he picked his stuff up off the floor.


3h15…


The school bell rang and all the kids ran out. Hano walked to his electric scooter. Shelly walked by his side.


“So, at what time are you off?” said Shelly.


“I’m off at eight,” said Hano, looking everywhere.


“Are you okay?” asked Shelly as Hano unlocked his scooter.


“Yes, why do you ask?”


“You’re looking everywhere.”


“I don’t want to see Jake,” said Hano.


Shelly glanced around and kissed him on the cheek.


“For good luck,” said Shelly.


“Thanks,” said Hano.


Hano went full throttle on his scooter. He was always asking the guys what type of car he had missed that day. He worked at a car wash where owners of luxury cars came to get their rides shiny and spotless.


“One day, I’ll drive one of these exotic cars,” said Hano to a colleague as he returned the keys to the owner of an Italian sports car.


“Yeah, these are great cars, son. Follow your dreams,” said the man working next to him, who once had the same dream.


Hano helped the client climb into the car—it was so low. He felt the vibration from the exhaust system in his clothes.


“Bye!” said Hano as the car disappeared behind the horizon.


He could still see the rubber traces the tires left on the warm asphalt. That was his last car of the evening. His fingers were shriveled from soaking in cold water for three hours. His head full of dreams, he left on his scooter.


His stomach hurt a little; he didn’t know why, he went to Shelly’s dance class. He park his scooter near the class window, and went in to see her dance. It wasn’t the first time Hano went to see Shelly dance. As he’s hypnotized by Shelly’s graceful movement he feels the weight of eyes pushing down on him.


With a glance of the room he sees Jake, dancing and looking at him. Hano feels like barfing.


“I should of never came here!”said to himself in regrets.


“Okay class, that’s it for the night. See you all next week.”said the dance teacher as she stop the music.


Jake didn’t lose time and went straight to Hano before Shelly could see them.


“If you talk about that in school, you’re a dead man! Do I make my self clear?”said Jake putting his finger in Hano’s chest.


“Yeah, yes of course, my lips are sealed.”said Hano as he takes a step back.


Shelly’s ready with her bag.


“We can go!”


“Okay!”said Hano looking at Jake.


“Bye bye Jake!”


“Bye Shelly.”said Jake.


“Bye!”said Hano.


Jake stay there standing looking at them leaving on Hano’s scooter.


At Shelly’s house Hano’s almost wishing for a kiss good night.


“Bye bye my friend!”said Shelly walking to the front door.


Shelly’s bedroom is on the second floor. Hano stood there hoping to see her, and he does. She went in her bed room open the light and went to the window to shut the curtain. He saw her one last time before getting home, he felt better after.


The rays of the morning sun pushed their way onto Hano’s face, waking him up. Hano was the last one up in the house. With his latest paycheck, he had the money to buy the car—now all he needed was to convince his mother. She didn’t want him to buy that kind of car. She was afraid he would kill himself with it.


“Good morning. Today, I’m going to get my car,” said Hano with joy in his eyes.


“You have to get your license first,” said his mother.


“No biggie. It’s done,” said Hano, sure of himself.


The next day was the big day—the day Hano Jiro would become a man. His driver’s license test was after school. For Hano, it was the last time his father would drive him anywhere. As Hano unlocked his scooter, his dad arrived in the minivan. While Hano waved to his father, Jake slapped him behind the head, pushing his hair forward.


“Retard!” said Jake without slowing down.


“Ah! Come on, man!”


Once in the car, his father asked him some questions.


“Who was that?” asked his father.


“Nobody, just a friend,” replied Hano.


“A friend?”


“Yeah, a friend,” said Hano.


Once at the driver’s license office, Hano got out of the car.


“Good luck, son!”


“Thanks, Dad!”


And just like that, Hano was out of the van.


Thirty minutes later, Hano came back to the minivan. As he buckled his seat belt, his father asked,


“So?”


“What?” answered Hano casually.


“Did you get it?”


“Get what?”


“Your license!”


Hano looked at his father with a big smile.


“Yeah, I got it!” said Hano, so happy he had trouble hiding his joy.


“I can buy my car now!”


“Don’t get ahead of yourself; we’ll check with your mother first.”


At the dinner table, the sound of forks hitting plates and chewing filled the room until his mother broke the silence.


“Your savings are for school. Not buying a sports car!”


The forks and chewing stopped.


“It’s not just any sports car. It’s a Mazda RX-8, 2005 Shinka,” said Hano, putting down his fork and standing up.


“I’m going to buy the car, whether you like it or not!” shouted Hano.


He stormed out with his basketball.


“Where are you going like that?” asked his father.


“To the park!”


Hano and his family lived just across the street from the basketball court. It was dark outside, but at least one off the park lights were on. Hano always went out when he was angry—shooting the ball in the hoop helped him unwind. A strange shadow is coming his way.


A man emerged from the dark side of the sidewalk. He strolled toward Hano. Hano’s heartbeat went from 0 to 100 in 1.2 seconds. He was sixteen, but still afraid of strangers. Hano stopped playing, unsure if the man was really coming his way.


“Shoot the ball. Pretend the man isn’t there,” Hano muttered to himself.


He shot the ball like nothing scared him. He missed by far.


“You should focus and widen your feet,” said the man.


“Thanks,” said Hano.


“You’re the kid who got into a fight with the bigger guy at school?”


“Yeah, Jake—how do you know this?”


“I’m the school janitor. My name’s Robert.”


“Hi Robert, I’m Han—”


“Hano, I know. I’ve been watching you.”


“What?”


“You’re special,” said Robert.


“You don’t know me.”


“As a kid, I was exactly like you,” said Robert.


Hano looked at him in silence.


“You like cars?” asked Robert as he walked past Hano.


Robert lived nearby, but Hano had never noticed him.


“Yeah, how do you know that?”


“It was easy. All you talk about is that RX-8,” said Robert.


He had heard Hano mention the car every day.


“I have to go!” said Hano as he grabbed his ball and crossed the street to go inside.


The next day at school, Hano told Shelly the story about Robert. As Jake came up from behind with his hand raised to slap him again
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