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“What I Learned”
	He destroyed the clear glass.
	My sister is scary when behind the wheel.  She learned to drive in an underpowered Ford in a church parking lot with my brother; a year later she crashed his new truck.  She has been graduated for a year, or nearly, and saw her friends more than her own family.  Though, our mom still made her pick me up from school. 
	Justin, my sister’s best friend/ex-boyfriend, is a shady character.  He’s been in and out of the foster care system, and, to my knowledge, he’s been arrested at least ones.   He’s quite strong considering the farm and military school he’s been at.  He looks like a gorilla in comparison to me.  He’s not the greatest influence on us, but I hope we’re a good influence on him.  
	I was walking down to a church with my friend, Jaycie Hopes, from school, Kennedy Jr. at the time.  We would talk about the most random subjects.  If people recorded us, they might win something for the funniest video ever.  
	“What do you think about the musical casting?” Jaycie asked, she was upset about not getting the part she hoped for.  I didn’t understand, at least she was the understudy.
	“I’m kind of confused with it. I mean Danielle will make a great Tallulah, but Flor as Blousey?! She has to hit a high ‘F,’ and she’s an alto.”  I protested that casting every moment I could get.
	“She can’t even sing that high.” She agreed.  Bugsy Malone had to be the most stupid choice for a junior high musical ever.  Its plot was confusing, even to the cast, and the style took us back to the 1920s.  “If it makes a difference, you’ll make a great opera singer. I’m just ensemble.”
	“The Opera Singer?” I laughed.  “What kind of a part is that?!  I sing a line, and I get rejected. Not exactly a star role.”
	“True.”
	The conversation morphed into me talking about my sister and her “boy toys.”  The church grew closer, and our conversation got stranger.  Eventually I saw Justin jogging up the street.  
	“Your sister told me to pick you up.” I could see what was coming next.  He took my bag and me too. A fireman’s carry isn’t the most comfortable position to be in, but it’s fun.  Jaycie was giggling almost as loud as I was.  
 	“I swear, Jaycie, if you take a picture of me I’ll laugh as I dig your grave.”  I could tell what her intentions were.  She immediately put her phone back in her pocket.  
	We got to the church and he put me down.  I heard the mechanical revving of an engine.  I turned to see my mom’s white Suzuki speeding toward us.  Jaycie and I moved quickly out of the way, but Justin stood firm.  The game had begun.  The car couldn’t stop in time, due to failing brakes.  Justin jumped at the last moment and slid onto the hood. 
	The windshield spider-webbed from the moment his back touched the glass.  The car rolled to a stop.  Justin rolled off the hood.  A moment of silence was shared, then chaos.  Doors opened and violent curses soared through the air.  My initial thought was, “shoot,” but that soon changed. 
	My mom kept calm when she heard what happened, though she did make my sister pay for it.  My dad, however, was furious.  He wanted Justin to pay for it, but I made it a point that my sister didn’t stop in time.  She was angry with me, but it was the truth.  I wasn’t punished, but I learned the importance of safety.  Though no one was hurt, someone could have been.  I also learned that stupid stunts with your friends hurt the things and people around you, and your wallet.  To my knowledge she hasn’t don’t it again, so I think she learned her lesson too.
