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The Red Jacket

 


Jeremy Michael Myers moved to Wylie about
three years ago. I met him in the third grade, Mrs. Fowler's class.
We used to kid him about his name, since Michael Myers was the
famous monster from a Horror movie. Jeremy took it in his stride,
and only smiled. He was shy, very quiet and very smart.

Most of the girls liked Jeremy despite the
fact that he wasn't exactly cute. I mean if you looked on the
outside, he had teeth that stood out when he talked, hair that
moped his face, freckles that had no direction and he wore glasses
that slipped down his nose. But the girls liked him because he was
a brain.

Jeremy was a sharp dresser too. He wore those
non wrinkle kind of pants, and usually a white or blue shirt.
Ironed and all, they were the kind of clothes that brainy kids
wear. He always looked so neat as though he'd just stepped away
from a party or something. He reminded me of a little old man in
kid clothes.

The first day of school, three years ago, I'd
lost my sissors. I frantically searched my entire backpack for
them. Mrs. Fowler gets upset when someone doesn't bring their
supplies and I was beginning to panic. But Jeremy saved my day. He
loaned me his. From that day forward, we were friends.

Sometime later I found out Jeremy lived a
couple of blocks from me, we were practically neighbors. So we
walked home together. We'd stop at the railroad tracks and wait for
the daily train.

Jeremy couldn't play after school, even
though he had the most tremendous playard in his backyard. I didn't
understand it, because I never saw him playing there, or anyone
else for that matter. It seemed such a waste.

I'd have been out there everyday if it had
been mine.

Despite all this, I still liked Jeremy, and
we became best friends.

About a week after school started, this year,
Jeremy had his first run in at school. I had expected something to
happen, just because of how Jeremy was, but I didn't expect him to
act this way.

Jason Robbins began taking his lunch away
from Jeremy. It wasn’t that strange to see one kid take a lunch
from another kid, no, what was strange was that Jeremy never put up
a fight, never made a scene, he just handed over his lunch to him,
as though Jason had every right to ask him for it. Everybody knew
what was happening, no one said a word about it, though.

It made me mad to see someone take advantage
of my new friend, but I also wanted to belt Jeremy for not taking
up for himself.

What was wrong with him, why didn't he do
something?

Being kind of a nerd, I knew Jeremy didn't
know much about self defense. Maybe he was smart enough to know he
would get beat. Anyway, I even tried to show him some karate moves
I had learned from my big brother, but Jeremy wasn't very good at
it. He just didn't have any interest in fighting.



It became, like a ritual. Every day when the
lunch bell rang, Jason would meet him in the hall, demand his
lunch, and Jeremy would hand it over. Just like that.

Now Jason Robbins wasn't really a bully type.
No, he was a tall, skinny kid with a nose like a light bulb,
because he had a cold all the time. His hair was black and looked
greasy and uncombed. The word Cooties came to mind. His clothes
were in worse shape than his hair. He had a tough look about him.
No one messed with Jason, and yet, no one seemed afraid of him
either, except maybe Jeremy. Although fear never registered on
Jeremy's face.

In fact, he didn't even act as though he
minded.

There were a lot of things I didn't
understand about Jeremy then.

Jason wasn't well liked, but most everyone
managed to stay out of his way, if you know what I mean. He wasn't
very bright, rarely turned in his homework, and was always going to
the bathroom.

"I'll have that lunch now Jeremy," he said in
a tone that no one would argue with, one day as I strolled by.

"Sure Jason, help yourself," Jeremy said and
handed over his lunch sack without batting an eye.

I usually ended up sharing my lunch with
Jeremy, but Jeremy wouldn't eat much, claiming he really wasn't
very hungry.

At first Jason was surprised that Jeremy
didn't put up a fight. Then as the days passed he just simply ask
him for his lunch and Jeremy would give it to him.

I couldn't believe Jeremy was such a sap, and
that Jason would keep asking him for the lunch sack. Why was he
giving in to this kid? I was about to totally ignore my new friend
when George Taylor walked by. Now George on the otherhand, was the
biggest, meanest kid in school. He was a redhead with a known
temper. And everyone was afraid of him He outweighed both Jeremy
and Jason, and was known to pick his fights. And I could see his
interest in the lunch sack was growing every day. This was right up
his ally.

And Jeremy was in even bigger trouble!

Obviously George wanted in on the action
too.

He suddenly stopped in front of them.

"Well now, lookie here. Jeremy's giving up
his lunch to Jason. What a weiner. Okay, Jason, hand it over."
George challenged moving between Jason and Jeremy.

Jason eyed George indifferently, "Says
who?"

"Says me, now hand it over," George insisted,
his voice growing meaner by the minute.

I knew this was trouble from the start. But
how was I going to do anything, George was the meanest kid in
school. And even though I knew karate, or a little, even I wasn't
that good.

"Says me," George boasted and reached for the
lunch sack.

Jason looked at Jeremy, then the lunch sack.
His face was contorted as he stared at the brown bag.

And just for a split second I kinda felt
sorry for Jason.

Then Jeremy came between them, before I knew
what had happened, Jeremy was raising a fist and punched George
square in the eye.

My mouth fell open. I couldn't believe what I
saw.

George shrieked in shock, and fell back a
little. His face turned nine kinds of red,

And he stood there shaking for a minute. I
think the school clock must have froze because no one moved for a
full minute. The school hallway was hushed.

Jeremy watched him closely, but didn't back
down.

I couldn't believe it. Jeremy had given up
that lunch to Jason without a problem and now was prepared to
defend Jason for it. I didn't understand. What's more, I couldn’t
believe that Jeremy had decked George!

"Okay Jason, you can have it today," George
quickly relented.

Jeremy shook his head, "No, he can have it
every day."

George frowned, but Jeremy's fist was still
in the air and George shook his head and walked off. Over his
shoulder he called, "Every day!"

What I witnessed was Jeremy standing up for
himself. But still, he was so willing for Jason to have his
lunch.

This puzzled me. Later after school as Jeremy
and I walked home together I had to ask him.

"So why did you give your lunch to Jason and
deck George when he tried to take it away from him, Jeremy?"

Jeremy smiled kinda funny like. "Well Gee,
Sam, George didn't need my lunch."

I still didn't get it. It made little sense
to me. "So…"

Jeremy stopped dead in his tracks and faced
me. He put his hand on my shoulder like my father would do when he
was trying to teach me something. "It's simple. Jason is poor. He
probably doesn't eat much. He always has a cold. I guess no one
takes care of him, very good. He's very skinny you know. I felt
sorry for Jason. Jason wanted my lunch because he was hungry. That
I understood. But George was just being mean. I couldn't let him
get away with that…could I?"

I had never thought about Jason being poor or
hungry. I just thought he didn't dress well, and didn't care.
Jeremy had figured it all out, by himself. Like I said, he was a
smart kid.
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