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Spray Paint


“Tshhh!” “Clank!” “Clank!” “Tshhh!” Checking if there’s any paint left in the can. Sylvandale Jr. High’s quad glistening of fresh glossy paint. It was quite a master piece, in my eyes that is. If only if I knew that 20 to 15 minutes of pure adrenaline and art would wind much as so much trouble.


My master plan was to paint the school in graffiti and maybe vandalize the school. We met on a Saturday at noon. The skies were grey and since it was March the ground was dry but had little puddles. We gather up at Solari Park in the heart of Seven Trees. By we I mean 2 other people besides me. This will bring the grand total to 3 little stupid kids, one of my friends brought a backpack full of fresh can of spray paint. We looked at each other and said, “Let’s move out men!”


Sylvandale wasn’t that for from the park. A couple blocks down, through the apartments, cross the street and down two more blocks. Then you are there in from of the “Home of the Bears (Sylvandale Jr. High mascot)!”  We went through the back where the gym, track and basket courts are at. The actual classrooms and rooms are fenced in, while the P.E. areas except the locker rooms are free for people to use. Since this was when my body was petit, I fit through the cracks of the fence door that was chained up. We all came through excited almost breathless that were actually going to go through with this. I felt like I was in slow motion opening the backpack for the paint. I could count my heartbeats that steadily rose and sounded like a drum roll.

We took the whole school storm like Vikings coming and pillaging the school and raping it. Sets and hoods were thrown up on walls. Tag names written along side with a game of tic-tac-toe we finished it off with a disgusting portrait of Dr. Campbell our “lovely” principal. Wait! were not done yet. The door of a room was open. I didn’t know what was it called but all the internet connections were there alongside with some trophies and a metal pipe. We unplugged all the wires, destroyed the trophies and end such an amazing adventure tossed one of the pipes through the window of Mrs. Amaro our social studies teacher I think. We made our exit through the back of the school to the main road.


Strolling down the block back to the heart of our neighborhood, we giggled like immature school girls. “Aye man that was such a rush,” said my friend. “Yeah dam, I hope it’s going be there when we get back,” said me. “YEAH THAT WAS SOME GANGSTA ASS SHIT WE PULLED BACK THERE!” yelled loudly by my friend in the back. We split our ways around 7 or 8 p.m.


Back to school the next day, the next day and there it was. My, I mean our Masterpiece. The school was in a buzz. The principal cried supposedly. School was in a buzz. The principal cried supposedly. People were called up left and right for questioning. 

A week passed and I thought I was clear and they would give up on the hunt for the Michael Angelos of graffiti. I started to get bored in class and doodled my usual drawings. Each time a bell rang I would throw everything in my backpack; because I would be so happy that one period was over. That was my mistake and was also my friends downfalls. The local “snitch” recognized the tagging on the piece of paper of my friends and he and I got sent to the office.


By the time I got to the office, they searched me and found my tagging. They also told me how everything went down and knew all in the ins and outs of what happened. I gave myself up and all 3 of us got expelled. The funny thing is I was the only one who got put on probation. 


In the end I learned to be careful and don’t be thinking your safe until your whole body is out of the danger zone. It taught me to be more cautious. And yup that’s all.

