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The Li l' Ki ng 

" I 'm gu 'na tel l ! "  
"Oh no ya' not!" 
"Yes I am!" Bobby's face reddened sl ightly, wh ich,  strangely 

enough, made his freckles more promi nent. 
"Ya' do and I ' l l  pound ya' face in ! "  J immy's l ips stayed tight 

and his fists snapped up  to back up  the threat. 
"You hit  me and my dad' l l  knock you r b lock off!" Bobby's 

voice wavered and h is  face went pale. He took a step backward 
trying not to let it show in h is  face. 

"I ai n 't ascared of ya' dad. Anywayz, I'd beat ya' up worserthe 
next time. So th ink 'bout that. " J immy f i l led i n  the space between 
them, standing so close to h im that Bobby cou ld  smel l  h is  bad 
breath and see his yellow teeth. J i m my's two canines stuck out 
longer than the rest and spittle hung from their sharp tips to h is  
bottom l i p  when he tal ked. 

Bobby backed up more ti l l  he pressed against the playground 
fence. "We did som'd in  wrong. We gotta tel l  before it get worse." 
Even Bobby's hands were wh ite now, and h is  freshly cleaned and 
brushed blonde hair made a sun- l it  c irc le around h is head. 

J im my reached into his pocket and whipped out his "kn ife;" 
a fork with the center teeth m issing and the t ips sidewalk­
sharpened into jagged poi nts. He f l ipped it in his hand once and 
thrust it toward Bobby's face. Bobby gasped and trembled. Water 
began to well up in h is eyes and his arms shot out, c l inging to the 
fence on either side of h im .  J immy's pointed tongue fl ickered i n  
a n d  out of h i s  smi l ing face. He twirled the "kn ife" s lowly between 
h is thu m b  and f ingers, making the two blades blaze in the sun l ight 
ti l l  a passing cloud p lunged the two boys into shadow. 

" I  said ya' a in 't say'n no'tin and I men' it." J immy's voice 
tightened into a h iss that sent the tears racing down Bobby's cheeks. 
Bobby's mouth went d ry and h is  stomach twisted so tight that he 
had to f ight back his u rge to cry. 

Brrrrrrinnnnnng! 
The recess bel l  startled Jimmy and he froze for a second 

before leaping for the sandbox. His legs kicked and his arms 
flai led as he tried to dig his way u nder the sand. Beneath the bright, 
hot sand there lay a cool, dark layer that was J immy's favorite 
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hid ing place. He cou ld lay there unti l it was clear and then "hop the 
fence" and spend the rest of the day doing whatever he wanted. 

Bobby stood frozen also, h is  hands sti l l  spread wide c l ing ing 
to the fence. Slowly he hung h is  head and qu ietly cried. He let 
loose of the fence, and wip ing the tears from his face, he joi ned the 
other ch i ldren in the rel uctant march to class. Even the idea of 
fingerpainting couldn't cheer h im up this time. He just walked 
heavily back to the room. 

As soon as he was out of the gate, Bobby raced for home. He 
knew that J immy had hopped the fence and would be waiting for 
h im somewhere. Bobby left a l l  h is  books in h is  desk so he wou ldn 't 
have to carry them. He ran as hard as he cou ld .  Half way home he 
got a side-ache, but he just grabbed h is  side as tight as he cou ld  
and ran faster. He had to tel l  h is  Mom. I t  was just too important not 
to. 

"Ha ha ha haaa!" 
Bobby stopped dead in h is  tracks. There was no m istaking 

that laugh. Frantical ly he looked for its source, but cou ld  see no 
one. 

"Ha ha ha haaaa!" 
Bobby looked up and there he was hanging u pside down by 

his knees from a branch of an oak tree. 
"Ha ha ha haaaa!" 
Bobby turned and bolted for home. Home was only a block 

away, but he sti l l  wasn't sure he could beat J im my there. Bobby 
rou nded the corner and cou ld  see, just a few houses down,  the 
brass porch l ight next to his front door. He ran harder, wondering 
whether it was Jimmy or only the echo of his own feet that chased 
h im across the driveway and up the porch. He dare not look back. 
To look back would mean certa in doom. 

Without the rel ief he expected, Bobby burst through the door 
and slammed it shut behind  h im .  

"Hey, what d id I tel l  you about slamming the  door, h u h?" H is  
mother's voice rang out  from the  kitchen. 

Bobby stood by the door l isten ing for J immy's footsteps, but 
al l  he cou ld  hear was the dishwater runn ing .  Satisfied that it was 
only h is  own footsteps he heard chasing h im ,  he locked the door 
and headed for the kitchen. 

"Mom?" 
"Yes, dear?" 
"Honesty's the best pol icy, r ight? I mean, you're always sus­

pos'd to tell the truth no matter what, r ight?" 
"Of course you are, why?" The fork she was rinsing g l immered 

in the sun l ight that came through the window. 
Bobby's stomach made a fami l iar twist, and he wrung the 
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front of h is  shirt nervously.  "Jus' wanted to get it stra ight i n  my 
head. Than ks, Mom." 

"You're welcome, sweety." 
Bobby turned and walked to h is  room where he sat qu ietly t i l l  

it was t ime for d inner, which he ate i n  s i lence. 
Outside, J immy danced and whistled in the empty lot n ear 

the school. He waved h is  mighty "knife," slic ing  i t  through the a i r. 
As it g rew darker, h is  dance became more frantic. He leapt into the 
air, kickin g  u p  great p lumes of  dust. He spun around and around 
until the  world spun ,  twisted, and teetered a l l  by  itself. Then J immy 
ran down into a pit in  the center of  the field and waited for darkness. 
In th is  place he ruled supreme. He always won. No kid was safe if 
they dared step into h is  domain. 

J immy stood at the bottom of the p i t, opened his mouth wide, 
and with his greatest effort he laughed. He laughed because it was 
dark. He laughed because sooner or later he always won. He 
laughed because he was king.  

"Ha ha ha haaaa!" 
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