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    To You, I Say . . .

      

    


Mick Conner wasn’t having a good time. In fact, he thought his life was ruined ever since Sierra Adams had transferred from Altonia, her old private school, to Sajax High, a public school. Andrew Madison, his best friend, was enjoying the fact that the one person who Mick thought drove him up the wall was now attending the same school as him.

A few weeks had already gone by. And summer Mick was hoping would come rather sooner than later. They shared no classes together, which for him was a very good thing. But she was in school clubs, and soon to be in one that he was a part of, the Trivia Club.

And if he was trying to avoid her, his best friend thought he was doing a bad job at it. He wasn’t aware, but maybe he was and denying it, but he was absent-mindedly following her. Like a moth to a bright light, he always seemed to end up if not in the same room then in the same area where she was. He had to point out her flaws. He had to see what grades she was getting, mainly to see if her grades were better than his.

He never called her by her name and only referred to her as Her when Andrew mentioned her, for he never mentioned or talked about her first. Andrew thought he was being silly, but he was used to his friend being that way, even if Mick thought he wasn’t.

It was another Friday and another weekend arrived. Some students and teachers exited the school as if they were being released from prison. For those who drove, they rushed out of the school’s yard, as if trying to escape from a poison trap. Those who caught the bus wished that the driver would step on it and skedaddled. For some who walked, their feet were attached to speed as they moved through the slow walkers who were in no rush.

After they were done talking with some of their friends, Mick and Andrew were walking towards Mick’s car. Getting in, Mick’s inner DJ awakened after starting the car. The song I Want It That Way by the Backstreet Boys was just ending.

“Thank goodness,” Mick said. “I never liked that song.”

“Is there any song you like,” Andrew stated, not as a question but as a fact, as he was putting on his seatbelt.

“Whatever.”

And the search through the music stations for a song he liked began. After finding none, he turned it off.

“I was listening to that,” Andrew said, sounding not disappointed.

“Were you really listening?”

“No, since you were just flipping through.”

“Whatever.”

“So, what do you think about our new principal, Mr. Peter Jakes?” Andrew asked.

“I don’t find him annoying,” Mick said, pulling out of the school’s yard.

“I haven’t had any run-ins with him, so I don’t know if he’s annoying or not. But you on the other hand have–”

“Not now, Andrew.”

“I mean on his first day here you went into his office and gave him your list of how to make this school better,” he said, throwing up his hands in disbelief.

“Yeah, and he tried to give me detention, or something similar,” he said, turning a corner. “But don’t you want to see this school be better and get some still needed renovations.”

“Sure.”

“That was why I did what I did. Mr. Jakes need to step on it.”

“Dude, the guy just got here.”

“Whatever. I want to graduate in a school that’s not falling apart.”

“Then why don’t you fix it up.”

“Why don’t you? See, we’re both being ridiculous,” he said, nearing the house.

“Going to the Back To The 80’s School dance?”

“Have I ever went to any school dance?” he asked, pulling into his friend’s driveway.

“No, but I was hoping–”

“You’re home.”

“Sierra is –”

“Get out.”

“Dude, you know you still have problems.”

“Whatever,” he said, watching him exit the car.

“I’ll call you later.”

“Okay,” he said, pulling out of the driveway.

The dance was going to act as a fundraiser to help the school with actually trying to fix up the school’s library. Not only were the books in there old, with a small number of up-to-date books, but the library itself was very old. And books were important to Mick.

And he wasn’t lying when he said that he never went to the school dances. He was on the committee since ninth grade. He helped to plan them but never went to any. And now his time in eleventh grade was winding down, he had every intention of keeping that streak going into twelfth grade.

But for now he was up in his room doing his homework, with a portion of his thinking brain going over his badminton competition that would be taking place the next day.

Tenth grader Clarissa Lopez was just shutting down her laptop after chatting with Tia. Even though that wasn’t her aunt’s name, she called her that out of her love for her and her respect for her Spanish heritage. Tia lived in Spain, and it was almost like a tradition to chat with her every Friday after school.

With that being done, the fifteen-year-old headed downstairs and into the kitchen to make herself something to eat. If there was any homework, she always left it for Sunday night when she and her twin brother, Mark Lopez, would return home.

It was another weekend, meaning it was another time to spend at their father’s house. After eighteen years of marriage, their parents had decided to divorce.

She knew Mark wouldn’t be home yet. His normal routine was to hang out with his friends before coming home to be picked up by their father.

Mick had done his homework, watched a movie, and had dinner with his parents before heading over to Andrew’s house to play video games. That was the plan until Andrew’s younger sister irked him beyond measure. To him, she was like an annoying mosquito that just went on irritating. He thought she wouldn’t have been home. According to her brother, she was supposed to be at a recital or something. But it got canceled.

Both wanted to play video games, so Mick suggested that they go back to his house. On the way back, the flipping through the music stations began.

“Just tell me the songs you like and I can put together a playlist for you,” Andrew told him.

“That sounds like a very bad idea.”

“Whatever.”

Nearing his house, the street that led to it was blocked off by a police car.

“What’s going on?” he asked, pulling on the side of the street. A police officer was directing drivers to go in another direction. “I’m calling my mom,” he said, reaching for his phone. After a four minute conversation, he ended the call.

“What did she say?” he asked.

“Do you know Mark Lopez?”

“Captain of the volleyball team at our school?”

“Yeah.” 

“Doesn’t he live six houses from you?”

“Yeah.”

“What about him?”

“His body was found not too long ago in his bedroom. Aparrently he committed suicide.”

Clarissa never realized that her brother didn’t do his normal routine that day. He didn’t
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