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Those Haymakers


“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 going to Sylvandale home of the bears in the good old south side of San Jose. I was hanging with the cool kids in the neighborhood at lunch. We were sitting under the big old tree in the quad eating.  “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 Lawrence a tiny little Vietnamese kid with a heart of a lions Johnny and Lawrence were getting the whole group pumped up like a coach in the locker room with his football team. “Let’s dip out cuzz!” said Johnny.


We walked across campus under the hot sun which made us even more agitated. We approached the supposedly “Blood” with a big group. The “Blood’s” name was Anderson and he was about 5’3, 120 pounds (exactly like me). “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 and everything slowed down. I could see the sweat drop from Anderson’s face drop to the ground. It was due to the shock I had, because why me with a puzzled face. I brushed it off and the fight was scheduled after school.


I was kind of nervous after lunch while getting my mind prepared for the fight. Butterflies were in my stomach you can say. I was just worried that I might get knocked the f**k out and stomped on, so I made a plan how I’m going to come at him and the combinations I’m going to throw at him. “DING!” The final bell rang and I walked to the front of the school to meet up with one of my best friends. I saw him and shook his hand. “I bet that fool waiting for me in the back right now,” I said kind of jittery. Hieu who was in 8th grade but he looked like he was a 10th grader said, “Don’t trip bit**. You could take him and if anything happens, you know I got your back.” That kind of eased my mind.

We met in the back in the gym with a huge crowd that started to gather up. I’m surprised no teacher came out seeing such a huge crowd. Now we are back where we started. “Hit me bit**!” Anderson and I said back and forth. Anderson threw the first swing and it hit me right in the chin. If that punch was much harder and faster I would have probably been knocked out.  It was like a flash. Hooks, uppercuts, jabs and even knees were thrown. I gave everything I had and the plan I made was never followed. I was pumped out of anger that this bit** really hit me. “Boom!” one to his temple. “Boom!” another one to his chin. I felt like Muhammad Ali dancing around. I felt like Mike Tyson in his prime with each punch I threw. He tagged me a couple times as we danced behind the gym.  The fight stopped because I seemed to have made him bleed so bad he had to quit. I was victorious and f**cking proud of my self.


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. I could have been suspended and or charged with battery if he said he was only punching back in self-defense. Funny thing is that in the end I became best friends with Anderson through 8th grade. So the message is always be aware of your surroundings because you could get into some sh** if you in the wrong place or with the wrong people at the wrong time.

