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The 300 pm. bel ang and Scott was out of the lassroom in a flash.
1 the boy's own words it was“Way too hot for algebral” It never ceased
to.amaze Mark Bradford how aile the boy was. The id could mve his
stocky frame around like a deer jumping over falkn treesin the woods
To Scott, that was just what he was doing, weaving in and out of his
classmates in the hall, heading for the boys locker room. As he grew
closer his pace quickened, and Scott s his riend Fegger,a nickname
fora kid he had known since he was twelve years old. Without slowing
down, Scott slapped Fegger on the side of the head jokingly and coniin

ued down thehall,

“You goin homet” Fegger sked in a low voice.
“NopeyScott replied a he spun around and paused. “got pract
Scot continued towards the locker raom as if it were actually 3

goal post.

“Because one could never be oo early for footbllpracice not even
in cighty-fve-degree weather?” he thought to himsell He pushed the
eavy double doors to the boys gym area open and headed for his
Hocker. As he diled the combination o his padlock he spoke in # ow
tone to himself, “Sorry, Mr. Bradford, way 100 hat for algebra, yes! For
football,no!™

Maria Rodriguez had just finished putting dinner in the oven when
she heard her seventeen-year-old son pulling into the run down, shabby
apartment complex. Once the showcase of the town, afer two owners
and a bankruptcy it had become the ‘other side of the tracks. Maria
could tell it was her son coming home as he always filed to make the
third gear up-shift in the aging car. This would cause the engine to
whine loudly as it protested against David's misuse of the clutch. David
never really mastered the clutch; to him it was an on going baule
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between himself and the car. But o Maria it was a welcome sound, s it
‘announced that her son had returned home safely

David flung open the front door to the apartment and proceeded to
enter the kitchen. The tall, handsome boy threw his arms around his
mother and hugged her. Sweeping his black hae from his eyes he spoke,
“Hi Mom. What' for dinner?” The high school junior never minced
words when it came t0 food.

“Pim keeping burgers warm in the oven, You're a ltle late™

Maria did not pursue why her son was late, figuring he had a club
meeting or some other business on the third day of school. Although
the boy enjoyed playing soccer, he was more of the scholastic type.
Maria was happy with David’s performance in school. He seemed to be
growing up very wellfor a kid who never knew his father.

The two walked into the small kitchen and Maria put plates on
the table.

“So, how was your day?” Maria asked,

“It was okay. | saw Scottin the hall I waved but he just ignored me:

“Maybe he is just a little shy, honey. I think he will become more
friendly as time goes on.” Maria repled.

“Well I'm not losing any sleep over it” David shoved his third ham.
burger into his mout,

“Slow down before you chokel”

But perhaps Scott did not want to be riends with David. Scott, being
 high school jock, resented the fact that Maria was going to marry his
father, His mother was dead, and in his mind he did not need a replace
ment. The fact that David was of Puerto Rican decent did not help
cither. To Scott, his worst nightmare would soon come true. David
Rodriguez as a stepbrother!




