
Chapter 2


Miles woke up from his awkward dream trying to figure out where he was.  He finally remembered about the field trip to Wakulla Springs that he got to take with his friends from school.  


“Yo, sleepyhead”, Miles lifted his body and sat, slouching in his seat, “He has risen from the dead, oooooooh.”  Chance said making fun of his long nap.   


Miles tiredly moans “are we there yet” raising his arms into the air looking at everyone else’s bus activities.  He adjusted his short sleeve shirt and jeans to there proper positions because the turning on his lonely bus seat twisted them in ways that were uncomfortable in the way that it shouldn’t.  


“Dude we live in Tallahassee, we’re never far from the Wakulla Springs.  I’m surprised that you can sleep like that, as soon as we were on you conked out.”  Their friend Trey from across the aisle said turning around to talk to his neighbor from lack of interest.


“Ok so we’re close” he said after which Chance nodded and Miles looked around.  He saw only three of his classmates from slouching in his seat and each one with their own secret label, given to them by Miles.  Trey the strong, he looks fat but its nothing but muscle, Eva the beautiful, and Kathleen the smartest girl he’s ever known and the only crush Chance has ever had since he didn’t look behind himself and Treys muscles blocked the others.


“How do you go to sleep so fast?  You never leave any time for waiting, you just lie down and your out.”  Chance said with curiosity.  


Miles always hated his questions about little abnormalities like this.  He quickly changed the subject, “Did you confess yet, to Kathleen” he looked at Chance watching his face turn red and disappointed.  “You didn’t do it did you?”


“No I didn’t, and I’m not gona do it on a bus either, I was planning on doing it on the glass bottom boat ride.”


“Yeah smart move, that way when you confess she will have no where to run except the alligator infested waters.  Great.”  Miles said sarcastically smiling and looking at his mad friend.  “Dude I was jesting.  Ok look man, here’s a tip from Miles the great, treat” he said trying to calm Chance down.  “Okay.” 


“That was from Psych.  Now here’s what I’m gona do.  First, I’m not gona do it your way. Second your not gona win that game of ours and third I’m not doing it your way!”  


“Don’t worry everything happens, okay.  You just have to make what you want, happen.”  He exclaimed pointing out Chance.  “And that’s a Miles original.”


Chance calmed down knowing that what he said did not come from any T.V. show or movie that they watched.  “Alright” Chance said calming down.  Why are you so good with words?”


“I don’t know, I’m just that good, I guess.”  He said shrugging his shoulders.


“Would you say it’s a gift and a curse?”  He said smiling.


“Monk.” He leered at his opponent.  “You’re going to have to do much better than that if you even want to have a chance.”  He said putting his hands behind his head and gently closing his eyes.  And just as fast as he had awakened, he was out.  

