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“Let’s get ready to rumble!” “Ding!” “Ding!” Hands up and circling each other ready to swing. Tension in the air and each boy is zoning out the screams and yells of the crowd. Both boys look about 120 pounds, a bag of bones each of them. Both in 7th grade and really had no problems, but were bout to throw them “thangs” trying to take each others head off. Boom! A fist hit me on my chin and all hell broke loose.

Well I got to tell you how this all started. It was 7th grade and a couple of weeks into the school year. I was hanging with the cool kids in the neighborhood at lunch. “Aye you know that slob a** n****,” said Johnny Nguyen a big brute (slob is a derogatory for a blood gang member). “Yeah he all flamed up man, we ain’t going to tolerate that bulls***!” yelled Lawerence a tiny little Vietnamese kid with a heart of a lions. I didn’t say anything because I was listening to the getting the whole group to converse. “Let’s dip out cuzz!” said Johnny.

We approached the supposedly “Blood” with a big group. The “Blood’s” name was Anderson. “Aye you bang?” said Johnny. “Naw,” said Anderson with a puzzled face. “Stop lying and lets fight bit**!” said Johnny. “Naw,” said Anderson. “Why not bit**!” Okay you can pick who you want to square up with,” said Johnny. He moved his finger over to me. The fight was scheduled after school.

We met in the back in the gym with a huge crowd. I’m surprised no teacher came out when we started throwing fists. Now we are back where we started. It was like a flash. The fight stopped because I seemed to have made him bleed so bad he had to quit.


In the end I realized this was an unnecessary fight. It could have been avoided if I didn’t follow my friends. I could have gotten in a lot of trouble

