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The Thompson Series 

-- The Lost Chapter -- 

 

It’s a truth universally acknowledged that the smart kids kill themselves studying 

for the first three years of high school so senior year can be a complete blow-off. I was 

no exception. I had studied like a mad dog in search of a ribeye steak my freshman, 

sophomore, and junior years. As such I had an enviable schedule for my last year: 

organic chemistry, AP European history, two study halls, lunch, gym, and basic life skills 

which was a joke of a class that was supposed to teach us how to write checks and 

change a tire. Plus, I got early senior release. Life was sweet. 

Senior year was basically the shiznit except for my lack of a girlfriend. Even 

though BLS was a joke, I did have a little spring in my step every time I walked to 

seventh period. Our teacher was hella cute. Ms. Turner was a young brunette, and 

THTBAT: too hot to be a teacher. I mean really what were they thinking letting her come 

into a high school? She smiled at me when I walked in and I tipped my head at her. I 

made sure to remove my Michael Jordan hat as I sat down. 

I took my seat in the back and pulled out a notebook. I started doodling and 

wondered what stupid lesson was on the syllabus today. How to tie our shoes maybe? 

Blow our noses? Pour a bowl of Fruit Loops without spilling? 

Ms. Turner took attendance and said, “I have exciting news for everyone. You’re 

all going to be working on a special project.” 

My stomach turned at the word “project.” 

“Every one of you in here is going to be assigned community service. Isn’t that 

wonderful?” 
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No, there was nothing wonderful about that, Ms. Turner. 

“Since you guys are seniors and going out into the world after this, we thought 

you should make the most of your time here.” She started going down the list of names 

and told kids what they’d be doing. 

“Justin Keiko, Honolulu Hospital.” Justin groaned and sank back in his seat. 

“Mike Thomas, Honolulu Landfill.”  

Poor bastard. 

“Rachel Greenburg, Kolakoi Beach.” 

WTF, beach was an option? Kolakoi was an option?! It was the beach preferred by 

me and T-Money. The number one beach on the island. I hoped I’d be lucky enough to 

get a beach, too. I could just sit on my butt all day and work on my tan. 

She rattled off some more names and eventually got to the M’s. 

“Ronnie Medina,” she said. I leaned out of my chair. “Palm Shores Retirement 

Home.” 

Oh Jesus, old people. 

It couldn’t have been worse. 

 

*** 

 

“You know this is really great,” Thompson said. “I bet whoever you meet there 

will have tons of awesome stories to tell!” 

I rolled my eyes. T-dawg was a silver linings kind of guy all the way, all the time. 

Well, most of the time. He’d been to Palm Shores last summer with Johnny. I 
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remembered then that he’d told me it was awful. It smelled like bodily functions and 

must. 

I took off my sneakers and we set off for the sand. It was our go-to downtime 

activity. We hardly ever swam. We just chilled out on the shore. 

“Meeting old dudes isn’t exactly high on my priority list, T-dubs. I’m trying to get 

me a girlfriend.” 

“Well for starters you need to start speaking proper English, Ronald.” 

I glared at him. “Don’t call me that. Ronald is a dirty word. Especially when my 

most famous namesake wears floppy red shoes.” 

“Um,” he said. “I think Ronald Regan was more famous. But seriously you need 

to make the most of this. When else are you going to be able to learn from wise 

individuals?” 

“I think I’m good without it, really.” I told him to hand me the bag of Cheetos 

next to his pale-ass leg. He was always bringing us snacks from his gig at Kmart which I 

appreciated. He got fifty percent off. “Why don’t you stop worrying about old people and 

start worrying about how to find me a girlfriend? Doesn’t Greta have any pals who are 

smokin’ hot?” 

T-dubs shrugged. “I don’t know. I can ask. But I figure if she had any they would 

have come up by now.” 

“Figures. You got all kinds of women falling into your lap and I got none.” 

He tossed a rock in the ocean. “Well the first one wasn’t exactly a winner.” 

“True.” Thompson’s first girl was a cheating liar. The worst person on earth. 

“Anyway, let’s forget about this. Let’s rent some standup paddle boards, shall we?” I 

shoved a few Cheetos into my mouth and wiped the orange dust on my shorts. We made 
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our way to the rental hut behind the Hilton. Usually we liked to go to Kolakoi—the beach 

Rachel was lucky enough to volunteer at—but we liked to change it up occasionally. I 

paid for the boards since it was my turn and we hauled them toward the shoreline.  

My phone rang as I set my board into the water. I reached for it in my pocket and 

pulled it out, but I didn’t get a good grip and my heart tha-thumped as I watched it slip 

out of my fingers and tumble into the ocean. 

“Was that?” T asked. 

Yes, yes it was. I fumed silently. 

Senior year was going to be terrible. 

 


