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“Yo, Guerro! So are you down?” That phrase kept going through my head over and over. Rico had asked me that right before they left to rob the store down the street. I felt like a dumbass. They’re gonna think I’m a chickenshit. I had told Rico and his homies no because I felt like something bad was gonna happen. 
Then Rico told me, “C’mon Guerro, don’t be a lil’ bitch!” 
“Nah, bro. I’m gonna go home an’ check on my jefa.” I told him. Then I left and they started laughing, I knew they were laughing at me.

The next morning I found out that Rico and his little homies got caught. 
Even though everyone tells me that Rico isn’t the type of guy should chill with, I still do. There’s a reason behind it even though no body knows about it. He was there for me through a lot of shit, especially when my parent left me. He may not be the best person in the world but he is my best friend.
That Monday everyone had found out about Rico and his gang. Everyone asked me why they hadn’t caught me and I told them that I wasn’t with him. Everyone knew I wasn’t the type of person that would do that. 

That same morning we got a new teacher (our old teacher, Mr. Garbe, was caught selling pot to the students), Mrs. Michealson. Everyone had said that she was going to be a white lady.  Other student from other schools said that she was really mean and really strict. She was coming from Westpoint High School. Westpoint, to here, Jackson Lee? That’s going from high class to the straight up ghetto. She must have been forced to teach at this school.

Fifteen minutes later a young, almost blonde haired lady walked into class. Everyone stayed quiet; you could almost hear a pin drop. She looked at the class and said “Hi, My name is Susan Michealson,” as she set her things down, “I’m your new English teacher.” Everyone stared at her intensely, as if she was a goddess of some kind, amazed at how beautiful, and YOUNG she was.  
 At first the kids thought she was wack because she was, of course, a new teacher. A couple weeks passed and everyone really liked this new teacher because she actually made an effort to try to help the students.  In the first couple of weeks she was there she taught most of the students (the ones that actually wanted to learn) and me a lot of things, more than what I learned my whole freshman, sophomore, and junior years. It was like this woman knew exactly what to do to get our attention and to want to make us learn.
After she started getting to know everyone better and started to know their names, Rico finally came to class. He interrupted her and yelled as he walked into class, “I’m back baby!” 
Mrs. Michealson looked at him with a face of disappointment, and asked him, yet telling him with a tone, “You must be the famous Rico.” 
Rico answered back with an attitude, “Yea, and what?” 
Michealson turn around to write on the board, “I’ve heard a lot about you Rico.”
 Rico answered as if it were some kind of battle and said in a sarcastic tone, “Good or bad?” 
Michealson ignored his question and kept writing. 
As soon as Rico was gonna sit down she said, “Rico your seat is up here.” Rico looked at her as if saying, “Bitch please”, and told her, “I… we’ve never had assigned seats before.”
“Well now you do!” 

The whole class busted out laughing at Rico. Rico said under his voice, “Maestra estupida.”

“¿Mande?” asked Michealson. 
Rico looked at her surprised and said, “Nothin’ man.”
After class Rico whistled at me, “Wud up homes?” he asked while checking out some girl, “What’s gone down since I’ve been gone?” 

“Not much, man. Same shit different day.” I said as if he were really paying any attention to what I was saying. 

After school was over we went to the regular “chill spot,” the Taqueria La Esquina. We all got some tacos de carne asada and talked about a bunch of bullshit. Then Rico said something that would change his, and everyone around him, lives. He said, “I have a little game…tonight is the night we’ll see if you really a true homie. Tonight what’s gonna go down is, each of you is gonna have a compa to be wich you.  You guys are gonna have to jack a car, but…you have to jack one of your teachers cars. Freddy you’re gonna be wit  Cisco, Pepe you’re wit Migi. And Jose you’re with me.” Rico looked at me with a smirk on his face. I already knew what teacher he would pick, Mrs. Michelason. 

