Rob Oostendorp

Story #4

616.772.1250

Rob@Oostendorp.net
7 March 2001

Dr. Trembley

English 154

Jake


Vroom! Vroom! 


“Get in James,” Jeff Insisted. “Hurry up! I can’t be tardy again or I’ll get detention.”


I opened the door and moved my seat forward. James slid through the small crack of a space between the front and back seat. 


“Hey guys,” James squeaked.  


“Just get in,” Jeff commanded.  “Everyone got their seatbelts on? No? Good.”


Vroom! Jeff squealed out of James’ driveway. 


“You guys race anyone yet this morning?” James asked. 


“Nope,” I said. 

“Thunder!” AC/DC roared from Jeff 1992 Eagle Talon’s radio. “Thunder!”

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

Whap. 

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

“What?” James interrupted from the back seat.

“The rules, James!” Jeff scream. “You know the rules don’t ya James.”

“Yeah, I like these tunes too!” James noted. 

“Huh?” Jeff and I said simultaneously. I looked back at James with a face of confusion.

“Shut the Hell, James.” I shook my head back and forth.

