Sweet tooth

I always knew I would die for a rice-crispy treat. And here I was, with death bearing down on me, like an angry psychopath with a vengeance. Actually, it was an angry psychopath with a vengeance bearing down on me. As I dashed out of the woodshop at Goleta Valley Junior High, I wondered how I had gotten myself into this mess. Then I remembered. It was for a rice-crispy treat.

It was on a Thursday. At lunch. As usual, my friend Jeffrey
 had brought a rice-crispy treat as part of his lunch, and as usual, I was willing to do just about anything to get my mouth around it. It began with me pitching various non-suicidal ideas out there, but they were all rejected. Finally, a verdict was reached by my peers. I was to steal
 a baseball from Bruce’s
 backpack, which was with Bruce in the tech lab. Normally, I would have rejected the proposal on the spot, but there was a rice-crispy treat on the line. I agreed.

I began my top-secret-top-priority reconnaissance mission by walking down to the woodshop. This was the easy part. Bruce did not know anything about my plot, so I had nothing to fear as I walked into the lab. The fear would come while walking out. As soon as I crossed the threshold, I saw two things that were making my job easier. One was that Bruce was using some piece of machinery, so he was oblivious to most actions in the room. The other was that Bruce was not carrying his backpack! It was sitting on the floor, about five yards behind him! However, I did notice one big obstacle that would make the task I had harder. Parker was in the room, and he was watching me.

So I casually walk into the lab, wondering how to get Parker off my tail. I came to the conclusion that if I could get Parker distracted by the project that Bruce was working on, then I could sneak out without being noticed by either of them. I began by walking up to Parker and engaging in casual conversation. During the conversation, I began slowly migrating toward Bruce and his heavy machinery. As the distance closed from fifteen feet to ten feet to five, I could feel Parker’s attention shifting from me to Bruce. Once we neared the critical distance of three feet, I ended the conversation and began walking away. Just as planned, Parker naturally gravitated toward Bruce. Success! I grabbed the baseball and dashed out of the room, unnoticed.

With the agility of an explosion, I quickly dashed back up to the lunch area to show off my booty. Everyone was amazed that I was able to pull off such a stunt without losing an arm, a leg, or my sanity! I was given the rice-crispy with admiration and respect, and I accepted it with pride. Feasting was then inevitable.

After my episode of indulging, a question was presented to me by my rational mind. How should I return the baseball to Bruce? Keeping it was not an option, as he would eventually discover its absence and blame one of my friends. Three options presented themselves to me:

1. Tell Bruce that I had the baseball, and then give it to him.

2. Put it back in his backpack. He’d never know it was gone.

3. Wait until sixth period, which I had with him, and discreetly give it back so he wouldn’t know it was me.

At the time of the question, I didn’t know which one to choose, so I decided to head back down to the tech lab as an innocent person, just to scope out the scene. Big mistake.

As I walked around the tech lab towards the doors, I felt a sense of… foreboding. I ignored it, just going to show that I was an idiot. I walked in the doors, expecting more casual conversations. What I got was more surprising than if National Explosion Day had been declared in my honor. “GIVE ME BACK MY BASEBALL!”  Bruce shouted, in his usual caps-lock voice. “GIVE IT BACK!” he yelled again. I split, and I heard Parker call, “Run, Andrew, run!”

And there you have me, being chased out of the tech lab by an angry psychopath with a vengeance. But not all hope was lost, as it had rained yesterday.

I was about halfway down the side of the building when Bruce came barreling out of the doors. He began to turn the corner when a glorious thing happened. Bruce slipped in the puddle that was made yesterday. It was a sight to be seen, Bruce’s legs going out from under him as he rolled over in midair with the inertia of the turn. If I had stopped to laugh, he would have gotten up and charged after me again, so I kept running, and indulged in some chuckles.

I ran all the way to the cafeteria, straight across school. I still had the baseball, and now Bruce knew about it. I screeched to a halt in front of the cafeteria, for my fifth period was PE. I now needed to get the baseball back to Bruce discreetly enough to avoid being mortally wounded. All through PE I discussed the topic with my friends. I got lots of varied responses, from, “I don’t think he’d really kill you” to “Give me twenty dollars or I’ll tell Bruce where you live!”

By the end of fifth period, I had a plan. It was a crude plan, and it involved a bunch of variables outside my control, but it was a plan. As soon as the dress bell rang, I dashed into the locker room and dressed out at the speed of sound. Reunited with my regular clothes, I sprinted across the school, all the way to room 316, my sixth period. My plan absolutely depended on getting to class before Bruce, which wasn’t easy because he has fifth period in the tech lab, just a cakewalk away from 316.

I got there just as the bell rang, with no Bruce. Good, uncontrollable variable number one had been conquered. The next two things I needed were that Mrs. Peeples would stay in the classroom, and that Bruce would sit in his usual spot. I fought my way up the current of students attempting to escape the room. I quickly set the stage for what could be my final act.

Bruce busted the door down, letting his anger explode into the room. If not for the last glimmer of hope I had, I might have combusted on the spot. It appeared that Bruce had left caps-lock on yet again as he hollered, “ANDREW! GIVE ME MY BASEBALL!” Luckily, uncontrollable variable number two was in my favor, as Ms. Peeples was indeed present. Storming through the room, Bruce, in his full infamous rage, stood in front of my desk. A less brave man would have fainted on the spot. “WHERE’S MY BASEBALL?” Bruce bellowed in my face. I quietly and calmly explained that his baseball had moved on to a better life. Bruce raised a fist to pummel me into the mantle, but was stopped by a strict reprimanding from Ms. Peeples. Unable to scatter my body parts throughout the seven seas, Bruce settled for kicking my backpack across the room. As he boiled down into his regular seat, I said, “Actually, when I said it had found a better life, I was referring to the fact that you would be sitting on it shortly.” Wildly looking around in a state of confusion, he found that I had spoken the truth. His baseball was under his desk. Furiously ramming the baseball into his backpack, he screamed, “*CENSORED* YOU, ANDREW!”

Well, the day hadn’t gone exactly how I had planned, but it was close enough. At least I got the rice-crispy.
� If you don’t know him, you don’t need to know him


� Not really stealing, as it was planned that he would get it back shortly


� Another friend. See footnote 1





