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Introduction

 


Write what you know about has always been what any
inspiring writer is told to do. What any struggling playwright is
asked to do. What any songwriter should write about. Something in
your life that inspires you, the sunset over the lake, as two
lovers sit around a small fire huddled together talking about their
future. How many kids to have, what job they would like to do. What
college to attend. How big a wedding to plan? What they felt the
first time their eyes settled on each other from across the room
and your heart said “I am going to marry that girl. She doesn’t
know it yet, but we are going to fall in love and fireworks will
burst in the night air, and birds will sing a chorus of songs to
warm our hearts. And the songwriter in you writes a book of love
songs. The playwright writes a 3 act play of Love found on a
moonlit night. A novelist writes an epic tale of how the simple
farmer, marries a princess and lives happily ever after. The poet
writes a sonnet that immortalizes love found and lost.

Do I write about my relationship with my
parents, their relationship as man and wife? Do I write about my
siblings? Do I write about the town I lived in, the school I went
too? My closest friends, their families, their parents and how they
got along with each other. Did they live in paradise or hell? Was
their life’s perfect growing up. Where their father or mother
drunks, father a wife beater, or abused their children or cheat on
their spouse. Where they the perfect family you write a 3 act play
about how they were the perfect family. Do you write a tell all
novel about how many times your uncle was married, or an aunt was
married 3 times, twice to the same man? Do your write about your
oldest cousin, running away from home at age 16 to get away from
the abusive drunks for parents, and how all her younger siblings
founds ways to cope living under such conditions and youngest dying
at age 15 of a massive coronary related to fetal alcoholism and
medical neglect. Do you write about your dreams? Your failures in
life. So why not write about what you don’t know about. Make people
believe you know something or just write about fantasy. Play it
save make people believe in Fairies, and Goblins, or far away
planets and space pirates. Fictional characters, stories, plots,
locations, villains, bullies, heroes, love, all fictional.

This story is about four families in a
community where each have different family dynamics, each with
their own issues, and dysfunctions as a family. We have six teens
the story revolves around, orbiting their parents issues and
dysfunctions. Each family has a different economic background and
dynamics that many face today in the real world, such as divorce,
widowhood, professional commitments, re-entering the dating scene
and addictions. Whereas our teens have their own issues and
dynamics being teens age 13-17 dealing with peer pressure, puberty,
sexual Identity issues, grief, feeling abandoned, ignored,
misunderstood, marginalized, rejected teen love angst, and yes
pimples. Somewhere in the story we experience each families crisis,
angst, frustrations, anger, grief, authoritarianism, acting out by
both adults and children alike, and searching for a common ground
that unites the four families together. Life in suburbia.

 


 



Chapter 1

The Temples

 


 


“Randy, you are nearly 14 years old, and an Eight
grader, you are old enough to babysit your little sister and
brother. I don’t need to go over this with you each night. I have
to work; I need you to be the man of the house. Mrs. Benning from
next door will check in on you three from time to time, and I
expect you to behave yourself and don’t give her a reason to call
me at work. I can’t afford to lose this job, nor can I afford to
have human services get wind of the arrangement with having Mrs.
Benning just checking in on you occasionally. Just accept the fact
you have new responsibilities now that your father is out of the
picture and in prison. I don’t need any trouble with my bosses at
the hotel finding out about your father, or that I am leaving you
alone here with your siblings. And I can’t certainly afford to miss
any evening classes at Community college either. You should count
yourself lucky you don’t have to sit Teddy during my evening
classes as I have at the Community college day and night care
program for toddlers. I know he is a handful for the two nights you
do have to watch him on Fridays and Saturday nights, and your
sister keeps to her room with her dolls and play, or you would have
hands full with the two of them all time while I am at work or in
classes. Just get Teddy in bed by 7:30 no later and Sally by 8
o’clock. The rest of the evening is yours until 10 pm.” Randy’s
mother Delores explained. “And that mean no Billy Anderson over for
the night. I am sure his parents would like to see him home on a
Friday night once in a while.”

“That’s, not fair mother. Billy is my best
friend, and he is good with Teddy. Teddy listens to Billy more so
than he does me, he can get Teddy to behave and in bed on time.
Teddy always fights me when it comes to bedtime. Billy and I were
going to finish our school project tonight that is due Monday
morning. Billy can’t come over Saturday or Sunday as he has to go
visit his grandparents for an overnight visit. His parents are
involved in some social event. Tonight, is the only time we have to
finish our project. Haven’t you always told me how important good
educational habits are. We have been working on this project all
week in school and after school. Tonight, is the last night we can
work on it. I promise we will be in bed by 10 pm. That will give us
2 hours to finish the project after the two terrible horrors are in
bed.

“Okay, son, just make sure the two terrible
horrors are in bed on time, you and Billy get that project done and
in bed before I get home from the restaurant. This is my first
night as the Dining Room Manager and I don’t need to be late or
getting phone calls from Mrs. Benning either.”

“Mother, isn’t Dining Room Manager the same
as being the Hostess, something you been doing for the last year.”
Randy asked his mother.

“Yes it is son, but Dining Room Manager is 2
dollars more an hour, and more responsibilities. The Hotel is under
new ownership, and they are big on titles, and with titles come
more money and more responsibilities like bossing around the wait
staff. My Hotel, Restaurant and Hospitality classes at Community
College are paying off son and the new owners have taken notice. By
this time next year, I will have my Associate degree, and a promise
of more money and responsibilities. The new hotel chain has a
tuition program and that means I can get my bachelor’s degree, as
well. Which will mean I can hire a babysitter full time then, or do
you want to still be babysitting your siblings when you are 17
son?

“Please mother, I might not live that long
with the terrible horrors, or I will find a band of gypsy to steal
them.” Randy joked.

“Just make sure the gypsy leave a forwarding
address, just in case you change your mind and want them back. In
the meantime, you need to be the boss and not the bigger brother,
so they don’t walk all over you. Be firm, not mean, but firm, and
stop threatening them you are going to tell mother how rotten they
are. I know how rotten they are at times, and they know I know how
rotten they are. So, threats won’t work on them. If Billy is so
good with Teddy, you need to ask Billy how he does it son.”

“Mother, Billy is an only child, and he
always wanted a younger brother to idolize him.”

“Randy, I am sure Teddy idolizes you.”

“Oh please, don’t make me laugh. Billy is a
jock, good at sports, good grades, and has a good sense of humor.
He is a natural with Teddy. While I am stuck here babysitting, no
time for sports, and certainly not funny. If Billy wasn’t my friend
I would have no-one, or time to make new friends. Billy even has a
girlfriend, well someone he is interested in, they share a few
classes together, and she watches him play baseball with her
girlfriends while I have to come home and watch my terrible horrors
for siblings. At least when dad was here, you didn’t have to work
or go to classes. I could be out there with Billy playing baseball
and other sports like the rest of the 8th grade boys, maybe have a
girlfriend interested in me, instead of hearing about Billy’s
girlfriend.”

“Randy Temple, I am sorry your father is not
here. He is out of our lives. He chose a life of crime embezzling
my father’s company money ruined dads company after he passed on.
If not for this house I inherited with the mortgage paid off, we
would be worse off. I am sorry you have to be the man of the house
now. I have had to make sacrifices, sell Dad’s company to pay the
debts off so I could keep this house. There is money in the bank,
but that pays the bills, taxes, and my tuition. It won’t last
forever. I need an education, and a good paying job. I can’t do
that and be a stay-at-home mom without a second income to make sure
you and your sister and brother have a future. We all have to make
sacrifices for at least another two years to get by, so I don’t
have to drain that bank account from the pitiful profits I got from
the sale of your grandfathers company after all the debts and
obligations to pay off the money your father stole. End of
discussion Randy. Count want blessings you have, and that includes
Billy and your siblings. End of discussion or I will be late for
work. Remember bedtime by 10 pm for you and Billy and get the
Terrible horrors in bed on time. Make sure they get no sugar treats
after 6 pm or you will have a mad house and no sodas for them, no
caffeine, no TV programs that will give them nightmares not like
the last time or no Billy staying overnight for a month, you
understand son.” Randy mothers laid the law done.

“Yes, boss.” Randy said sharply.

“You can cool that tone down Randy Temple, or
you will see what kind of Boss I can be.”

***

“Billy, I don’t know what I am going to do.
My mother is on the war path again, about how we all must make
sacrifices in life. It is just not fair Billy, that I have to make
sacrifices too. I am nearly 14, she says, that I am old enough to
babysit and to understand that is the sacrifice I must make of my
childhood to give up sports and the freedom to go out and be around
my buddies. She didn’t even want you here for an overnight, thought
your folks might want you home on a Friday night for change. I
convinced her we still had work to do on our science project. I
hate lying to her.” Randy burst out.

“Randy, you won’t be lying to her, if we
actually spend time going over our project to make sure we have
everything right the way we want it to appear. Better safe than
sorry. Can’t have a moon fall off or get the planets out of order.
Make sure our text is proofed. One misspelled word or term will
count against us. Shouldn’t take us long to go over everything and
still have time to play video games. By the way where is Terrible
two, shouldn’t he be out here running around like a superhero in
his cape pestering us.” Billy asked.

“Terrible two is with his sister terrible one
having a tea party. Sally convinced him that superhero’s always had
tea parties, good public relations, and Teddy can protect her dolls
from villains attacking the tea party. Sally promised Teddy he can
bring his action hero dolls to the tea party and they can set next
to her dolls as their personal guards. Now that I think about it.
They have been too quiet for those two. Maybe we should check up on
them.” Randy said. Before the two boys could reach Sally’s room.
There was a crash and screaming.

“Sally, you did that on purpose.” Teddy
screamed.

“Your Hulk was making google eyes at my
Wonder women. I told you to tell them they had to be gentlemen with
my girls.” Sally screamed back.

“Hulk was making google eyes at Wonder
women.” Teddy informed his sister.

“Yes, he was, just look at those bulging
eyes.” Sally pointed out.

“Sally, his eyes are always bulging out like
that, he can’t help it.” Teddy explained,

“That is not want Diana Prince told me. The
Hulk was puckering up to kiss her.”

“Give me a break, Sally, that is disgusting,
why would the Hulk want to kiss Wonder Woman.” Four-year-old Teddy
asked.

“He just wants to, Teddy. All superhero’s
want to kiss Wonder Woman.”

“I am a Superhero, and I don’t want to kiss
Wonder Woman.” Teddy snapped back.

“Okay you two, what is the fuss about now.”
Randy said as he and Billy walked into Sally’s bedroom.

“Sally, threw the Hulk across the room
because she thinks he was going to kiss Wonder Woman.” Teddy told
his older brother.

“Sally, what did I tell you about throwing
things in anger. You are 10 years old and should know better.”
Randy told his sister.

“I wasn’t angry, I was defending Wonder
Woman’s honor. The Hulk was getting too fresh with her.” Sally
stated.

“Sally, Wonder Woman doesn’t need you
defending her honor. She is a superhero and can defend her own
honor, and I am sure the Hulk was just being polite to her. Now you
go over there and get the Hulk and apologize to him. The Hulk and
Wonder Women are adults, they don’t need a child telling them want
they can do or not do. I am sure the Hulk wasn’t googling Wonder
Woman or trying to kiss her.” Randy explained. “And you Teddy, will
one day get older and will think kissing Wonder Women is a good
thing to do.”

“Never ever will I kiss Wonder Women that is
disgusting. Sally, give me the Hulk, I am going to my room to have
a talk with him about how disgusting it is to kiss girls, and no
more tea parties for you or me.” Teddy walked out of the room and
headed for his.

“Billy, you want to do me a favor and make
sure Teddy gets ready for bed. I’ll help Sally put her tea set away
and clean up.” Randy said.

“I am sorry Randy I didn’t mean to lose my
temper. I didn’t break the Hulk did I? Sally asked.

“Sally don’t you say that around Teddy, you
are old enough to understand the difference between fantasy, role
playing and what is real. Teddy does not. You would, get him upset
if you even suggest the Hulk can be broken. Let him have his
fantasy, and you have yours. In time Teddy will understand what
fantasy is and what is real. Until then let him be a superhero and
you can be the maiden in distress he wants to rescue. Just don’t
let your temper get the best of you or Teddy get your temper
flaring. Now let’s straighten up your room, and you get ready for
bed. I believe you still have a chapter to read in your book. Then
tomorrow you can tell me all about the latest adventure of Polly
the Penguin.”

***

“Did you have any problems getting Teddy to
bed Billy?” Randy asked.

“No, except he kept telling the Hulk he
shouldn’t like girls or kiss them. It is disgusting. Then I asked
him does he kiss his mother goodnight. His answer was she is my
mother, not a girl. Kissing girls is disgusting he said.” Billy
told Randy.

“I am sure when we were that age, we too felt
kissing girls where disgusting and our Mother wasn’t a girl, so
kissing her was alright.” Randy said. “And speaking of girls, have
you gotten up the courage to ask Mary Thelon to the movies yet?

“No, and every time I do she is hanging out
with her girlfriends. I haven’t been able to catch her alone long
enough to ask.” Billy said.

“Come on Billy, it shouldn’t matter whether
she is alone or with others. You shouldn’t be embarrassed to ask
her in front of others. I have never known you to be so shy?” Randy
said.

“It has nothing to do about being shy Randy.
I just don’t want to ask her in front of the others and have her
turn me down. I couldn’t handle the rejection in public.” Billy
said.

“Billy I wouldn’t be so hung up on being
rejected. What if Mary rejects you, there are other girls in the
eighth grade who would be lucky to have you as a boyfriend. It is
not like there is only one girl in class and a dozen boys for fight
over her. You have noticed there are more girls than boys in
school. I guess nature planned it that way, so we have more choices
in selecting a girl to date.”

“Randy, not all the girls are Mary Thelon, or
the girl who actually talks to me in class or in the hallways. It
is like I am the only one who she notices. It is encouraging to say
the least.”

“Billy don’t take this the wrong way, but
Mary has always been a friendly girl, who talks with boys. I don’t
mean she is a flirt but has a personality that makes her
comfortable around boys. I am sure you have noticed the girls who
are the opposite of Mary in that respect. They look at a boy and
thinks we are disgusting creatures unfit to talk to, or beneath
them socially or intellectually. Shallow and vain. Then there are
the Tom boys, and then there are the girls you have to ask yourself
if they are you know, Butch. I am sure girls look at us asking the
same questions. We are at the age where we see girls not as
disgusting creatures, like Teddy does someone we don’t want to have
to kiss.”

“Randy, I want to kiss Mary. I dream of
kissing Mary. I want to sit next to her in the movie house and hold
her hands in the dark. It is all I can think about these days. It
is like a switched turned on and all I can think about is girls,
and one particular girl, Mary Thelon.”

“In my dreams Billy, I try to kiss a girl,
and I mess things up, ending up kissing her nose or ear. Then there
is the dream where I try to kiss a girl and she hauls off and slugs
me, or worse she kicks me between the legs Billy a real mood
killer. The problem with my dreams is they are just that Billy
dreams. How do I get to even meet a girl that isn’t during school
hours or get as chance to go to a movie with a girl, or out for an
ice cream cone when I am shut away here babysitting after school?
And I certainly don’t think inviting a girl over here with the
terrible horrors running around would put her or me in a mood for a
chance kiss. I mean we couldn’t even have a conversation about what
we like and don’t like. What our favorite foods are, what kind of
movies we like. All that leads up to knowing each other better,
which should eventually lead up to a kiss even if it is on her
nose. Billy at least you have as chance with Mary or any other
girl, you are not stuck at home like me. The girls in our class
properly think I am a weirdo, or worse, some kid with an abusive
father or mother who locks me up after school in chains. I can’t do
the things kids my age do, play in sports, hang out together and
socialize after school. I got to rush right home so my mother can
get to work or to her evening classes. If not for you spending time
with me here when you can, I would think I would go mad.”

“Randy, I never realized just how much it
affects you having to take care of the terrible horrors, and what
you are missing out on. I would give anything to have a brother or
sister to take care of even if they were terrible siblings. And
yours are not that terrible Randy. Just young and I am sure they
are affected by the situation regarding your father not being in
the home anymore. I assure you I admire your mother trying to keep
her family together, to hold a good job and get an education. Not
all mothers in your mothers situation would do as well as your
mother. Things could be worse, your mother could be a drunk, a drug
addict. Abusive and neglectful. You might have the freedom to be
out there to socialize and hang out, because it would be a safer
place then at home.”

So many different scenarios in the family
dynamics as my father would put it. He deals with them every day as
a licensed clinical social worker. He doesn’t share names, or
personal information, but he tells me in general case history of
what he deals with daily. It can be very educational to learn what
those family dynamics are like, there are horror stories, like the
family, where both parents were drunks, takes every dollar they
have and drink it away. Where the older girls in the family are
sold for sexual favors so they can have a steady supply of booze on
hand. Even food strangers bring into the house to make sure the
younger children are fed is sold for booze. Their oldest daughter
ran away from home at age 16 and never returned. The youngest out
of seven children dies at age 15 of a massive heart attack related
to fetal alcohol syndrome when she was born. One of the oldest
girls is murdered in one of those terrible triangle killings where
the ex-husband kills his ex-wife and her current boyfriend. The one
oldest girl who ran away from home, had a good life, married had
children, a good husband. Her six younger siblings were victims of
their parents alcoholism and dysfunctional home environment.”

“Randy, I know your father was convicted of a
white-collar crime, and he will spend many years in prisons. That
can’t be a walk in the park for him, or your mother having to deal
with being a divorced women and single mother now. It could be
worse for you, Teddy, and Sally. But it isn’t, as long as you do
your best to make sure your mothers sacrifice pays off. Like a coin
it has two sides to it. Her side and your side, but it is still a
coin. It’s a family trying to make the best of things when life
hands them a wooden nickel. You have a roof over your head, you
have clean clothes, a personal laptop, a private bedroom with bath,
3 meals a day and a good friend to stand by your side Randy. There
are those in this community who have less or worse. You have a
mother who cares, works hard, and wants a better life for her
family and herself.”

“Billy, your right, I guess I have been
selfish, and I do appreciate you sticking with me. I lost a few
friends after the news broke about my father, I guess the sins of
the father means the son is also a sinner, and not a fit companion
for their son’s. Yet, you have stuck with me, and you are not
afraid to tell me when I am being an asshole about my mother. I am
ashamed to admit it isn’t as bad as I make it out to be. I just
want my mother to realize how it is affecting me. It could be worse
I wouldn’t be the babysitter and but the one being babysitted at
age 14 and by some 17-year-old girl. Worse yet, some old granny
with a bottle of castor oil she insist we take every night, and she
smells of pee or booze or both.”

“Back up there Randy, I like the ideal of a
17-year-old girl babysitting you and I am constantly over here
drooling along with you.”

“Hey, you can’t share my fantasy Billy, you
get the old granny. Be more like a cold shower for you.”

“More like a nightmare Randy, a very terrible
nightmare. Really castor oil, pee and booze. I can just see granny
hiding a bottle of gin in her support stockings, gin in one
stocking, and the castor oil in the other stocking, so tipsy she
drinks the castor oil and gives the gin to the kids.”

“It could be a castor oil gin fizzy, now that
would be a mouth full to swallow Billy. Down one moment and up the
next, spewing all over the place.”

“Please don’t mentioned spewing all over the
place. Randy, can I tell you something, you promise not to tell
anyone.”

“Sounds serious Billy.”

“It is Randy. I think my mother is a
drunk?”

“Are you serious Billy?” Randy asks.

“I am not sure Randy. I hear enough about
fathers work to notice a few things around the house. Of late she
is sneaky, always hiding something when I come into house. I catch
her at the corner of me eye. At first I think nothing of it. Just a
trick of the light or something. The other day, I was sure she was
hiding something. I came back into the room moments later and
looked behind the curtain. The only thing I saw is a wet ring of
stains on the windowsill where a glass stood a moment ago. I even
touched the wet spot and tasted it. I can’t be sure, but I think it
is booze of some sort. My parents are not teetotalers. They have a
wet bar in the house, but everything is locked up tight as a drum,
a few social gatherings a year, Christmas holiday and New Year’s
eve party. Nothing that is overindulging. Of late my mother has
stopped her charity work or going to her reading club. Spends more
time in her bedroom, and don’t be shocked, dad has his own bedroom.
Been like that for years. We have a housekeeper that comes in
daily, cleans and cooks for us. Mother of late is always
complaining about migraines, dad is at the clinic late most nights
and early in the mornings before I even get up for school. This
morning I had a glimpse of my mother and she had bags under eyes
and was staggering to her room. I asked her if she was feeling any
better. She spoke to me through her bedroom door, and said it was
her migraines. I asked father before I came over if mother was
sick, was she okay. He looked out me as if he didn’t even
know.”

“Then his phone rang that special ring from
the clinic and had to race off on an emergency call. He has been so
busy of late at the clinic after he opened up the residential wing.
I barely see my parents together anymore. When he is leaving,
mother is arriving or the other way around. Now mother keeps to her
room. You know the layout my room is way at the far end of the
house all to myself. I wouldn’t even know if my parents where home
or having a fight. If dad knows something is going on he isn’t
telling me. If he hasn’t noticed anything wrong, then how can I
tell him if he is never home when I am awake. Friday nights I am
over here most of the time, because it has always been the night my
parents would go out. That has changed now. I am at a loss at what
to do Randy. I don’t think it is migraines that are bothering my
mother. I found the liquor cabinet unlocked yesterday, and I am
sure father had a restocked a month ago after a social at the house
for a clinic relate event. The cabinet is nearly empty Randy, and
it is not the housekeeper. She is a teetotaler, doesn’t even cook
with cooking sherry. And don’t look at me, I got the lecture from
my Father the last time he left the liquor cabinet unlocked and I
was snooping around. Really, I was looking for a soda, I thought he
kept some in there. There was soda alright, but it was soda water
for mixing drinks. He even let me taste some. Differently not a
cola or Root Beer I would like. He has kept the liquor cabinet
locked tight since. Says I don’t need temptation as a teen, and I
better not even try thinking about what, liquor taste like in the
cabinet. Mother and dad are the only ones who have a key to the
cabinet. Trust me its hidden well, I know I tried finding it just
to see if I could. Dad rarely has a drink even at socials, and
mother, well she is partial to a good wine. The wine is locked up
in the cellar too. It is what is not in the liquor cabinet that
worries me Randy. Dad isn’t planning another social until Christmas
and that is 3 months away. He won’t even notice anything missing
until then.”

“Billy, you need to tell your dad what you
know before he finds that cabinet empty. He might blame you for
getting into it. He is the professional mental health worker he
needs to know what is going on before it is too late.”

“Your right Randy, I am not sure if it is my
mother drinking or maybe my dad removed the liquor for some other
reason and forgot to locked the cabinet back up. All I have is my
suspicion and no hard facts yet. Until I see a shot glass in her
hands, or she is passed out with one in her hands. I could be just
imagining things. Maybe she does have migraines, or worse, my
parents are not telling me it is something worse.”

“Now settle down Billy, you getting all
railed up for nothing. I am sure your parents would tell you if it
was a serious medical problem. If your mother is drinking she can’t
keep it a secret for long. One of your mothers charity colleagues,
or one of the women from her reading club will start coming around
asking for your mother, get suspicious, talk to your dad at the
clinic. Better it comes from an adult then a young teen. Just keep
an eye out, maybe rig the liquor cabinet to not open. Do whatever
you can to run interference to her supply. She might just reveal
her problem in a way your dad will notice. Also, I might suggest
you hide her car keys, so she can’t drive to a store to buy booze.
And she shouldn’t be driving anyways if she is drinking.”

“I have you covered on that Randy. I have her
car keys with me, and I made sure the car was disabled just in case
she has a spare set. I disconnected the battery cables. I also
discovered the liquor cabinet key on her key ring. Never thought to
look for them there when I was looking for them before. Randy, I
want you to hang on to the liquor key for me. I got to have the car
keys with me when I am home just in case mother is looking for them
or dad needs them to check out why mothers car isn’t working.
Together we can make sure mother keeps to the house as much as
possible when I am at school and she not out driving.”

 


 



Chapter 2

The Mackery’s

 


 


“Listen Mark, you were supposed to meet us here two
hours ago.” Butch Hill told Mark as he reached the top of the
Harpers Hill overlooking the town below.

“Hey, I called didn’t I. I told you I
couldn’t get out of the house until my parents left for their
social. I brought you a surprise. It is not much, but half a joint
each will make you all feel glad I did come. I said I had
connections, so let us light up and get a buzz on before I take
this secret initiation of yours. Mark said as he passed around his
surprise. None of the six teens refused any and where soon buzzed
sitting on Harpers Hill as the moon rose. An hour later, Butch
explained about the gangs secret initiation but not what it
was.

“You are either in or your out. We can’t
stand around all night waiting for you to decide if you are going
to join us in a little bit of fun here. You talk so big about
wanting to hang out with us wanting a piece of the action.. Well
tonight is the night we initiate new members.” Butch said, the
leader of the Harper Hill Marauders.

“It is not that I don’t want to join the
gang. I just want to know what you were planning that’s all.” Mark
Markey said.

“If I tell you, and you back out, how do we
know you won’t go to the authorities and rat on us. It’s a secret
initiation Mark. Once, you commit to being initiated you can’t back
out and run.” Butch reminded him.

“Hey, I am no rat or a coward. Nor am I dumb
either. How do I know you guys ain’t going to set me up for a fall
after I say yes and let you put that hood over my head?. I know
your reputation as troublemakers, barely one step ahead of the
local cops and no witnesses to your pranks and high jinks. I may be
new in town, but I am not going to be a part of your pranks if it
means I am going to be made a stooge here facing a cop and you guys
nowhere in sight. I want to know what you are getting me into with
my eyes open. I can handle myself and just as eager to show you I
am a tough guy and capable of handling any challenge you give me.
Let me prove myself to you without some silly initiation Butch. And
don’t worry, I won’t back down nor will I squeal on you. Mark
Markey is no squealer. If you want me to keep supplying you with
that weed you been smoking tonight. You better think twice about
where you are going to get your next bag of the stuff fellows. The
supply is limited and will not always be free.” Mark told the
pseudo-Harper Hill gang members. A group of 15- and 16-year-old
wannabe gang members who highest achievement was egging the Major’s
house, Toilet papering the Major tree’s and stealing Halloween
candy from kids tricker treating. A bunch of suburban teens, who
would pee their pants at the sound of a police siren. All talk and
bravado with no real sense of what it means to be a real gang out
to defy authority.

Mark age 17 knew all about defying authority.
The son of a strict authoritarian. His father the newest
Undersheriff in the Harper County sheriff force and his mother the
new county assistant prosecutor. The family recently moving from
the Capital to take their new positions. Mark, who in the very
first month in his new school built up his rep as a tough teen from
the city with gang affiliations while keeping his parents
profession a secret. The county seat was 20 miles away and his
parents had chosen Harper Hill community as a good place to lead a
normal life without the professional drawbacks being members of the
law community. It also got their son and daughter out of the bigger
city and away from the influences of the city gangs in the capital
city and from being a target because of his parents profession.
Mark Markey was never a gang member. He just wanted his new peers
to think he was, nor did he want his parents profession to be
common knowledge as that would ruin his new persona as a tough guy,
as he kept hidden his real persona.

“Mackery, how do we know you can got more of
this weed?” Asked Jimmy.

“You don’t Jimmy, I have enough since moving
here that would last me months at the rate I get into it. I am not
a pot head like some who are constantly stoned. I am willing to
share what I got, and when it is gone, its gone, unless I find a
way to get back to the city for more. And I am not a dealer either,
so don’t expect me to have a handy market for you or others. Say
one word of my stash and I cut you all off. It is not for sale, a
private supply for my friends as long as it lasts. The key word
here is friends I can trust who are not going to go blabbing all
over Harper Hill that Mark Mackery has connections. I don’t
anymore, not since I moved here. So, get that straight fellows. The
worst thing you can do is start showing up for classes stoned or
coming home after a night out stoned. Your mood changes, behavior
changes, and your parents start noticing, or teachers. Before you
know it, one of you are going to spill the beans and we are all in
trouble. Low key fellows, very low key. Don’t expect more than a
half joint each maybe more once a week. Like tonight when we are
out for some innocent mischief. We partake early in the evening and
have the rest of the evening to walk it off before we go home.”

“It is overindulging that gets you in
trouble, you start making mistakes, taking risks, and before you
know it, you’re in cuffs dragged off to juvey, locked up for the
night. Has anyone of you been to juvey, well it’s not a picnic, you
get stripped, and have a body cavity search. You want some juvey
cop probing your arsehole to see if you hiding some contraband. It
is not a doctor checking you for a hernia for your school sports
examine. Then you are locked in a cell and when that door is
slammed shut, and that key is turned your heart starts pumping
fasters, and your mind kicks in telling you, you are never going to
get out ever again. Never going to see your parents again, or
grandparents, or that little brother who idolizes you. You are
never going to see that girlfriend again or have the freedom to
walk out anytime you want.”

“It is having a responsible attitude about
how often, when and where, you have recreational pot. Being minor’s
in possession of pot is against the law, just as minor drinking
alcohol, or worse hooked on meth and other drugs. Not my way of
having fun boys being stoned and drunk all the time. If we are
going to egg a house, or tip over a trash bin on the curb lawn fine
with me. If you expect me to destroy some lawn gnomes or uproot
some flowers, I have done worse and I have not got caught because I
had a level head about me. Ask me to do a B & E to prove
myself, I am out of here and so is my Pot boys. I don’t need to
prove myself to you, I know who I am. So, what is it going to be
boys that I need to prove to you I am a man? Do I need to show you
my tough guy union card, and beat the hell out of each one of you?
Please, I haven’t had a good scrap since I left the city. I didn’t
get these muscle or six pack by watching an ant cross the street.
You boys need to prove to me you got what it takes to be tough guys
and none of those halloweenie pranks you brag about. I say we
before the moon chases the Sun out of hiding and we go down to the
town square, and spray paint that statue of Harper Hills first
citizen. I have got 3 cans of spray paint here, Blue, Red, and
Green. We make a coordinated raid on the old man, 3 guys with the
paint and 4 guys on lookout. I got rubber gloves to wear, we don’t
want to leave any fingerprints behind. Who is in for some real fun?
Mark challenged them.

Butch was the first to back down. “That old
man is, or was my great, great grandfather. You can count me out, I
will watch from the hill.”

“You can count me out too. I don’t think my
dad who is the major would like it if he found out I spray painted
the town’s founder Blue.” Jimmy said.

One by one the other four teens backed out
leaving Mark holding the bag of paint cans. “Fine, I will do it,
just to show you how a city teen can leave his mark behind and not
get caught. I suggest you all go home now, so no-one will know you
were involved. Just remember any snitching and it will be the last
weed you get from me. I will make sure to leave your calling card
behind so the folks will know the Harper Hill Marauders struck
again.” Before, Butch and the others could stop Mark, he headed off
down the hill into town at a run and was out of sight. Butch, Jimmy
and others took off back to their homes. The Harper Hill Marauders
where a nuisance, there calling card a bit of graffiti stencil a
stylized HHM initials left behind. None of the locals knew who were
the Harper Hill Marauders. There pranks were legend, but in most
part, harmless fun. The calling card was the only serious defacing
of property by a water based latex spray paint sprayed over a
stencil no bigger than a sheet of typing paper. Easily washed off
with soap and a brush and graffiti appearing about four times a
year in the last year.

Mark Markey had an oil-based spray paint and
no stencil. At this time of the night after midnight a lone teen in
the town square park would go unnoticed just long enough to deface
the statue of the towns founder, Harper Hill in Blue, Red, and
Green paint and leaving behind the Harper Hill Marauders calling
card would put the teens on the radar of the county sheriff. On the
way home, Butch, Jimmy and the others made a pack that this would
be the last time the Harper Hill Marauders would ever pull another
prank. So far no one knew who they were, and all Marks talk about a
level head and not taking risks was about to find himself the one
and only member of HHM and he can have full credit for his
actions.
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