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Jake

“Please don’t die on me, Jake,” Jeff pleaded with his ‘92 Turbo Eagle Talon.

Clunk. Clunk. Clunk. 

“Damnit.” Jeff stared at me. 

“Dude! Your going to make me late for school! I can’t be tardy again or I’ll get a detention. If I get another detention my parents are going to kill me!” I was ready to hit Jeff in the head. He couldn’t get a normal car like any other person. He had to get a car that breaks down everyday. And when I say every day… I mean once a month. “You know what? You car sucks.”

“Whatever. My car can kick your car’s ass. Oh, wait. You don’t have a car. Ha. I bet my car could even beat the rest of the cars at our school.” Jeff tried to shut me up by ranting about his car. “Come on. Come on!” Clunk. Clunk. The engine tried it’s hardest to start. Clunk. Clunk.

“Jeff! Remember Julia, your last car? It never did this.” I noted this sarcastically trying to make him feel dumb for getting the car. “Remember Jamie, your first car? She wouldn’t have done this either. Ha. Ha. Ha,” I laughed at him. Julia and Jamie were both lemons. They broke down literally every day. Jeff had this strange superstition that if he named his car after a guy it wouldn’t turn into a lemon like his other two female named cars. 

“At least I’m not the one going to be getting the detention, ass,” Jeff barked back at me. He turned the key. Clunk. Clunk. The engine rolled over again. “Plus Jamie and Julia were cars from the eighties, they were ready to die when I bought them. That’s why I sold them.”

“Try again. Try again. Come on. We have to get to school.” I put my hands on the dash and pretended to push Jake. 

“Yeah, and I’ve also had Jake for a year and that’s why I’ve decided to sell him.”

“What?” I asked, “What are you going to get? Where are you going to get that kind of money?” 

“A ‘93 Eagle Talon. That is if my parents will cover $500 of it.” 

Jeff’s eyes seemed so determined I didn’t want to destroy his dreams of getting a brand new 12 year old car today. But I had to ask one question, “But don’t you still owe them $500 from this car?”

“Yeah, but the way I figure it I’ll be able to pay it all off once I get out of high school and I can get a good job.” 

“Yeah, no kidding.” I made sure he couldn’t see me as I rolled my eyes. 

Click. Vroom! Vroom! 

“Yes!” Jeff patted the dash of his car. “Jake saves us again! This car is awesome.”

“Yeah. It’s pretty cool.” I added hesitantly.

The radio kicked in, “Thunder!” AC/DC roared from Jake’s over powering radio. “Thunder!”

“Damn, Jeff. Turn that down, would ya?” I asked. I moved my hand over toward Jeff’s radio. 

Whap. 

“Hands off, Man.” Jeff stared me in the eye. “Don’t touch it. You know the rules…”

“Yeah. Yeah,” I interrupted.

We were nearing school, only one more stoplight to get through, “Speed up, Jeff. We can make the green!”

The green then turned to yellow.

Jeff decided to stop at the stoplight. I would have gone through. But I was also the one who couldn’t be late. 

This intersection was always very difficult. On our side, there were two lanes. But about one hundred yards after passing the stoplight, the right lane merges into the left lane.

 “Hey! Who’s that?” I asked and pointed across Jeff’s chest. Jeff turned his head to the left and saw a BMW. 

“Oh. It’s on. I hate that guy already.” Jeff’s eye became very big as he revved his engine. He began to mock the man in the BMW to his left, “Hey everyone! Look at me! I drive a BMW! Yeah, A BMW!”

I noticed the BMW driver out of the corner of my eye watching Jeff. He could read every word Jeff was saying. 

“Vroom! Vroom!” The BMW was almost twice as loud as Jake. 

My stomach became very uneasy as I felt the tension between Jeff and the other driver. 

“Forget about it Jeff. We have to get to school. Forget about it.” I pleaded. 

“Hell no.” Jeff revved his car again playing with the BMW driver. 

I looked up at the light. Green!

Both the BMW and Jeff pealed out leaving a pile of smoke behind them. We passed the first ten yards and we were neck and neck with the BMW. Then we passed the twenty-yard mark and we were still neck and neck. 

My stomach was still uneasy. But the adrenaline was going and I began to think that we could actually pass the BMW. At the fifty yard mark the BMW was a couple of feet in front of us and I had lost hope. 

“Jeff. Slow down and merge, man.” I suggested. 

“Not this time. Not this time.” I turned my head to look at Jeff. His eyes were as wide as I had ever seen them. We passed the seventy-yard mark. Had he gone mad!? “I can take him.”

“Dude. No you can’t! Marge!” I yelled back. We were closing into where we had to merge. Either Jeff needed to slow down or speed up. I didn’t care which, but he had to choose… Now!

Jeff hit the breaks and got ready to sweep behind the BMW. Then, the break lights of the BMW came on. The BMW was slowing down. He was slowing down! 

I threw my hands on the dash and braced my arms. 

There was nowhere to go. It was either the BMW or the curb. Jeff chose the dignity of the curb. Needless to say, I ended up staying after school fulfilling my detention.
