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I was Quinn’s friend like Guzzo was. For the longest time, I was just that weirdo Dwyer who was 

crazy-skinny and jumpy. Guzzo was a giant, an All-American giant who was best friends with 

the just as All-American Quinn. I wasn’t so All-American. I was just weird and skinny and jumpy. 

So I joined basketball. I was looking into track, Coach Dennis said I had a good build for track. 

But Guzzo and Quinn were all for basketball, and I saw them practicing with Guzzo’s brother 

Paul. I saw them as I walked home, making sure to duck my head as I passed. 

 I joined basketball because they did, and I learned to like it. I got into the whole 

scholarship idea, like really  into it. All I can ever think about is getting a scholarship. Go. Go. Go. 

It’s too late to turn back now.  Even when we all went by Jerry’s for beer last Friday, I was 

thinking about the scholarship. Even when Quinn ran up and yelled for us to make a run for it, 

and we jumped the fence, I was thinking about dunking a basketball. 

 Well, apparently Quinn wasn’t thinking about basketball that night. He was thinking 

about the whole, well...thing that led to us jumping the fence. I guess that’s understandable. I 

just can’t stand to think about that. Then today, Quinn paraded into school with that “I’m 

Marching” t-shirt, like all that stuff with Paul and Rashad should be the only  thing we’re thinking 

about. And this after that All-American cafeteria showdown on Tuesday? I just can’t stand it. I 

just can’t stand all the fighting. Quinn went too far, too fast. I guess Quinn really did practice 

dribbling with Paul a little too often for all this to blow over, but really, I just can’t deal with it. I 

needed to tell Quinn exactly that. I tried, just like I had done after the Tuesday showdown. 

 “Quinn, what are you doing, man? Why are trying so hard to mess everything up? Do 

you have any idea how bad this is?” 



 He looked at me just like everyone used to. At that moment, I was only a weirdo. I 

couldn’t be anything more. 

 At practice I blended in, which worked, like it always did. Then after practice I 

blended in, but it worked a little too well. As I was passing through the hallway outside the gym, 

I saw Guzzo and Quinn going at it yet again by the water fountain. Well, it was mostly Guzzo 

going at Quinn. This whole thing was quick, like two minutes, and I was there, watching. I stood 

and watched the fat tears sliding down one All-American’s face, and the other slumped against 

the wall, blood sliding down his face and onto his shirt. And yeah, I couldn’t deal with that. So I 

left. 

 I can’t deal with a lot of things. I guess I kinda knew Rashad. Kinda. But just like I did 

with basketball, I learned to like Guzzo’s brother Paul. But Guzzo and Quinn and Paul and 

Rashad have been swallowing me up and pulling me down. As I was backtracking down the 

hallway, I could still hear the smacks of Guzzo’s fists in my head, over and over again. Now his 

fists were hitting me over and over again, and I couldn’t get far enough away from him. I zipped 

up my green hoodie, pulled up the hood, and shoved the door to the parking lot open, the bright 

light and chill shocking me back to reality. 

 I hurried through the parking lot. Gotta get home. Gotta do homework. Gotta go to sleep. 

Gotta go to school. Gotta play ...wait. If I was going to play basketball tomorrow, I would have to 

come back here. There was a march, but I wasn’t thinking about the march. I was thinking about 

Quinn’s t-shirt and how now, out of my friends, I’m not really the weirdo. 

 I was almost out of the lot, about to duck under the yellow bar at the front, about to 

leave. Suddenly, the footsteps of a giant were pounding in my ears, but I wasn’t imagining 

anything this time. I felt a giant-sized hand push into my shoulder. I stumbled and spun around. 



 “Dude, you going to that protest? You gonna stab me in the back too?” Guzzo said, 

sweat beading on his forhead, in spite of the cold. 

 “What? No. I mean, whatever. Why would I even do that?’ 

 Guzzo sighed, and his shoulders sagged. “I don’t, man...I don’t even know. Sorry. 

Everything’s just so insane right now.” 

 “Yeah, man.” 

 Guzzo slammed his hand into my shoulder, nodded at me, and walked ahead, leaving 

the parking lot and disappearing around the corner. I stuck my hands into the pockets of my 

hoodie, balling them into tight fists. Everything was  so insane. The only totally sane thing was 

my own room. So I ran. I sprinted three blocks and jumped onto the bus, having to jam my card 

into the little slot three times just to make it work. I sat down as the driver revved the engine and 

the bus started down the street. After a few minutes, we turned and I got a glimpse of the green 

rectangular sign marking 4th street. And then there was Jerry’s. It looked like it always did, with 

the yellow awning and red lettering, stickers plastering the windows warning that This property 

may be subject to video surveillance. 

 Just as fast as I saw Jerry’s, it was out of sight. Those stickers, trying to fend off 

shoplifters or whatever, were there last Friday, when all the insanity began. For days, everyone 

around me watched that video taken from the street, talking and arguing and walking through 

school with that shocked look. But the whole thing didn’t really start outside the store, did it? 

Everything happened because Paul Galluzzo thought Rashad was shoplifting. That was it, 

though, he thought  Rashad was shoplifting. All the news and the tension and all of it with Quinn 

getting punched in the hallway, it started when one tiny thought was formed in one tiny part of 

Paul’s brain. Rashad didn’t just start this by looking  like he kinda might  have been  shoplifting. 

Paul Galluzzo, yeah, Guzzo’s brother, started this too. 



 This whole time, again and again, I kept thinking that I couldn’t deal with the fighting and 

this whole aftermath of the beating, but really it’s all about those fists. Paul’s fists and Guzzo’s 

fists pushing everything down, but really just making more insanity pop up in another place. It’s 

not really about the aftermath, I’m getting all crazy-skinny weirdo-Dwyer about the beating itself. 

That is something that I can’t stand. No, it’s something that I can’t stand for. 

 The bus pulled up to my stop, and I hopped off, jogging the two blocks to my house. 

Maybe I wouldn’t just do my homework, go to sleep, go to school and go to basketball practice. I 

opened the door to my room, plopped my backpack on the floor, and sat at my desk. I opened 

the bottom drawer, pulling out old yearbooks and throwing them aside. Under the yearbooks, I 

found a pile of bent-up paper, and sat it on my desk. Ok. I’m not gonna say this in a text. This 

will...this will work.  I was ready. I picked a pen up off the floor and started writing, writing all the 

stuff I should have been able to tell a friend. I wrote it for Quinn, even if I would never show it to 

him. I wrote, even as my shaky hand made the ink smudge and splotches stained the page. 

Then, it just one sentence, I had written it all. 

I am marching. 

 I stared at the paper. I stared while I read my math textbook, while I told my mom what I 

wanted for dinner. I stared while I decided that I really couldn’t wait for dinner, making myself a 

turkey sandwich and eating it at my desk. The paper didn’t change, didn’t do anything, and I still 

did everything I would do any day. I did everything normally but whenever I looked down to do 

homework or eat or send a text, I saw that paper. I didn’t know what to do with it, so it just sat 

there. Hours passed, I ate my actual dinner, and came back my to room. I got ready for bed 

early, but even in bed I could still see the paper, the corner hanging off my desk. I was on my 

back, about to close my eyes when my phone buzzed on the sidetable beside my bed. 

Thursday, 10:06 PM from Guzzo 



THE TEAM’S GONE, DUDE. MOST ARE SKIPPING TO GO PROTEST. ANY IDEA WHO? 

DUDE, SRSLY. 

 In that moment, my mind sped up, and sped up again and again until I could barely 

think. The only thing I could really think about was Guzzo sitting down to make a list of all the 

traitors. Was I going to put my name that list? I couldn’t. I couldn’t give my name to Guzzo, I 

couldn’t be that weirdo again. I got up, went to my desk, and drew over that tiny line of writing 

on the paper in thick black marker, probably just like the one Quinn used to make his t-shirt. 

 That wasn’t enough. I crumpled up the paper, tearing it again and again until little strips 

of paper were scattered across my floor. I kicked them further under my desk, picking up any big 

pieces and throwing them in the trash. Then I was back in bed, covers up, now looking at my 

phone. There. Everything’s fine now. 

Thursday, 10:11 PM to Guzzo 

NO, SORRY MAN. IT’S CRAZY, UR RIGHT. I GOT YOUR BACK. 

Send. 

Now I was staring at the sent text message, thinking about all the insanity I had just saved 

myself from. At least I had tomorrow figured out. My mind was too tired to think about anything 

else, the day had been so exhausting. Right before I fell asleep, I did know one thing. I was 

marching. Just not tomorrow. 

  

  

  

  

 


