
Sttip III: Big Wheeling To Victory

By Endre Branstad

“What do you mean it’s gone?  You can’t be serious!”  Chris Said.  “No, it can’t be gone… oh why God?!?” Chris stomped around for a while and went into his bedroom.  Pete heard muffled crying noises from where he sat in the living room.  Pete didn’t understand what the big deal was anyway.  After a minute or two, Chris returned steaming mad and started smashing everything he could.  “Look,” Said Pete.  “It was just a piece of pizza.”


“Just a piece of piz… NO!”  Chris screamed.  “It was the LAST piece of pizza!”  Chris sat down and instinctively started sucking his thumb.  He crossed his arms and sat grumpy and red faced for about an hour, saying nothing.


“Want to order another one?”  Asked Pete, after an hour or so.


“OK,” Replied Chris.

*
*
*


Hi, I’m Chris Sttip.  I am a freshman in high school and I am kind of a nerd.  A few days ago, I had a little adventure.  It is a story ridden with violence and sex and… OK, it’s not exactly fraught with peril or violence or anything.  It would be better to say that it’s not quite R rated, but more like in the G range.  Oh well, here is my story.


The day was Tuesday.  I woke up at 5:30 A.M. to my Barney© alarm clock and rolled out of bed.  Right onto my English binder.  I started to cry.  With my daily cry out of the way, I went and had some Super-Bran Flakes©.  I got dressed and hopped on my Playskool Bigwheels©.  I rode to school and everybody seemed to love my bike.  They were laughing with jealousy.


“Hey nerd, nice wheels!”  Some guy said.


“Thanks man, right on!”  I replied, bursting with pride.


I got to my first class, Advanced Calculus II, and sat down.


“So I called Tommy and he didn’t answer because he was watching Southpark.  What’s wrong with him..”  I overheard Cindy, the super-neato-est girl in school, say.  I decided to casually slip into the conversation like an… um… slippy... thing.  All I needed to do was work with that one sentence.  I had to make it a good one.


“My mommy doesn’t let me watch Southpark.”  The room went silent.  I mentally smacked myself on the forehead.  I trudged on in the conversation without even thinking about it.


“But my baby-sitter Pete sometimes lets me watch when my mommy is gone.”  There were a few snickers.  It was not looking good for yours truly.


“Do you mean Pete Johnson?”  Cindy asked.  A church choir started singing in my head.  She talked to me!  I could hardly contain myself.


“Yes.”  I said with so many squeaks in my voice that it sounded like I was talking through a door hinge.  We were having a conversation!


“He’s cool.”  She said as she turned to talk to her friends. And I cried. Yes, they were tears of joy, but with me its kind of hard to tell the difference between joy and sadness as far as crying goes.  I stuck it out the rest of the day, with continuous streams of “Did you watch Southpark last night?  Oh wait, youre mommy wont let you.”  I got home and did my homework in 5.34 seconds.  My mommy came into the room right after I finished.


“Sweetie, I am going to the store.”  She said.  “Go get Pete to take care of you while I am gone.”


I put on my jacket and headed out.  On my way I heard a scream come out of the car speeding by.  I looked over and saw who was screaming.  It was Cindy!  I was horrified.  Someone had to save her.  This was a job for Chris Stt…. I looked at my soaked pant leg.  This was a job for someone else.  I started to run home.  As I was running, I thought to myself, I can’t just let Cindy be kidnapped.  I have to do something.  I got home and continued to think.  Well, it’s all up to you now.  I went to my garage.


George Thorogood's, Bad To The Bone was playing in my head.  I put on my super-stud McDonalds© shades.  I saddled onto my wheels, nay, my Big Wheels© and flipped the pedal around a couple of times.  Man, if this wasn’t cool, then I wouldn’t know what is.  I smiled to myself and floored it.  I hit the closed garage door, fell on my side and started crying.

*
*
*


With the rush of the open road at 2 miles per hour drying my tears, I went in search of the mystery car.  There was only on problem.  I want allowed to cross the street.  I circled the block fifty-odd times before stopping to think.  This wasn’t helping.  Oh sure, my bike was badass, but this job called for some real wheels.  I rode to Pete’s house.  If anyone could help, it was him.  Pete had a car and was in college so could help a lot.


Once at Pete's house, I got off my bike and walked to the doorstep.  I looked through the window and saw Pete’s face growing steadily closer to Cindy’s.  His mouth was slightly open, as if to drink through a straw.  First I thought that Pete had saved her instead of me and was getting a kiss as a reward. After all, Pete’s car and the mystery car were exactly the same so it probably wasn’t hard to find.  Then I realized how stupid I was.  It was so obvious.


Pete was an alien hell-bent on sucking human faces clean off and eating people, and he had abducted Cindy in his ship that was cleverly disguised as a 1992 red Honda Civic that only looked like a spaceship after you had been abducted and it was too late to tell anyone.  (Hold on, let me catch my breath… that’s better).  I had to save her.


With tears streaming down my face, I burst through the door and ran into the living room. Oh no, he had already started.  I ran over and started hitting him on his back.


After a while he noticed that I was giving him the beating of a lifetime.  He pushed me back and yelled.


“What the hell are you doing!?!”  He yelled.


“Don’t eat her, alien scum.  Die!”  I screamed as I lunged toward him.  He stuck out his arm and I ran into it at full speed.  When I woke up, I was in the hospital.  My mommy was watching me as I woke up.


“Are you OK honey?”  She asked.


“Where is Pete?  Did he eat Cindy?  Is she dead?”  I asked.  My mom explained that Cindy was fine and that Pete wasn't going to eat anyone and then she started talking about birds and bees or something.  I went home confident in the fact that Pete was an alien and that I had saved Cindy’s life.  Pete never baby-sat for us again.  Cindy has never gotten around to thanking me yet.  Oh well.  Thus concludes my adventure.  I hope you enjoyed it.

