CONFRONTATION STATION by Grant Jones

You may have heard of the movie “Fight Club” in which men meet at hidden spots to satisfy their need for violence by beating the crap out of each other. It was a popular and controversial film at the time, and it left a big impression on me. One day, as I was thinking about the film, an idea popped into my head from out of nowhere. What if I were to start a club in which men would meet at hidden spots to satisfy their need for violence by beating the crap out of each other? But, and here’s the twist, what is we placed bets on the outcomes of those fights?


I proposed the idea to Jonathon, my accountant. His reply was, “They already have that. It’s called boxing.” I fired Jonathon on the spot and went in search of a more imaginative accountant. I found my man in former Enron employee, Kyle Foushee, whom, in order protect his anonymity, I will hereafter refer to by his code name, Southpaw. Southpaw suggested a way we could double our profits by acting as bookies and also by pick pocketing club members as they watched the fights. This was my kind of accountant. 

We needed a discreet place to host the fights and ultimately decided on my bathtub as it would make cleaning up after fights much easier. The only problem with this is that I still live at home. I already suspected my parents were plotting ways to evict me and I didn’t want to give them excuses, so we would have to do this discreetly. But before we could bother with that, we needed members. I made flyers and took out ads in the local newspaper, making sure to avoid police suspicion by writing in codes like “Fite Club 2nite” and “Fgiht Culb Tonight.” Southpaw was weary of a lawsuit so we eventually changed our name to Confrontation Station, which I think would have been a better name for the movie anyway.


On the night of our first club meeting, eight men gathered on my lawn. I tried to sneak them upstairs without my parents noticing, but to my embarrassment my mother caught me going up the stairs. 


“Who are all these men, Grant?” she asked.

“These are my friends from college, mom. We’re working on a project for geometry.” My mother suspiciously eyes the group.

“Okay,” she said finally, “just don’t stay up too late.” Southpaw was right, his story worked. I huddled the men into the bathroom and stuffed a towel under the door. Southpaw set to work explaining the rules.

“The first rule of Confrontation Station is: Don’t tell Grant’s mom about Confrontation Station.” Kyle was interrupted by the sound of a body hitting the floor. “The second rule of Confrontation Station is, and I am speaking to you there in the green: Don’t start until we say so!” Inside the club we were to remain anonymous to each other, except for Michael who foolishly wore his work shirt. We referred to each other by fighting names like  The Bruiser, Dr. Hurt, Big Fisto, Whale Face, and me,  The Gringo Bastard.
Southpaw booked the bets while I stepped into the tub and asked for the first ever Confrontation Station challenger. Everyman raised his hand. These boys were anxious to get started. “I appreciate your enthusiasm boys,” I said, “but I’m not going to embarrass you by taking you all at once. You there, Kid Geronimo, how’s about it?” I asked pointing to the smallest man in the room. Kid Geronimo was a bit of a pretty boy with his Gucci shoes and his translucent silver shirt. He had more gel in his hair than there was blood in his body. Southpaw rang the bell and the first ever Confrontation Station fight began. The Kid and I circled each other several times, a process I found to be quite difficult in a bathtub. The Kid swung first, missing badly and caroming his hand into the showerhead. I leapt forward and took a long swing and landed a solid blow—on the soap dish. He swung back, glancing me and crashing into the shower space-saver that hung form the water pipe. Shampoo went everywhere.

The Kid stared into my eyes with rage; I glared into his with disdain. He was smaller but he was smart. I lunged forward with right hook but he ducked underneath and came up on my weak spot, latching hold of my nipple and twisting it 240 degrees. I screamed like a kitten in an oven and slapped him. A cloud of hair pulling, scratching, and biting erupted that would leave only one man standing. I scratched and bit like an honest man but The Kid played dirty. He grabbed my nose. “I just pulled your nose off,” he said. I didn’t believe him until he pulled his fist back revealing my nose tucked securely between his index and middle fingers. My jaw nearly hit the floor. I started screaming bloody murder, which must have tipped off my mom because within minutes the police and ambulances were bursting through the door. The Kid was dancing around with my nose in his hand when the police broke though.

“Grab that man,” I shouted, “He stole my nose!” The officers looked at me like I was an idiot. I looked back at The Kid and with a cackle of laughter he opened his fist. The nose in question was nothing more than his thumb, which he tucked between his fingers to make it look like a nose. I felt my face for my nose and there it was. A dirty, dirty trick.

The night ended with the ten of us sitting on my lawn in handcuffs. When our trial came before the judge my lawyer pointed out that although bets had been placed, they had yet to be collected when the police burst in. Southpaw and I were therefore innocent of all charges. This defense failed miserably but the basket of fruit and cash we sent the Honorable Judge did the trick. Confrontation Station has since resumed, although to where I am not at liberty to say. If you are interested in jut come down to my basement. We’ve got plenty of room!

