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The Dam Situation
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Prologue

“Dude, you gotta try this.”
“Try what?”
“It’s the latest craze; everyone’s trying it.”
“Let’s get something straight. I do not fall victim to peer pressure, and I have no burning
desire to follow some acrimonious conglomerate of intellectual constipation into the ‘latest
craze.’ I am very capable of thinking on my own.”
“Wait. What the hell was that? You always change the conversation into some painful
lecture. I don’t even know what the hell language you were speaking. I’m just offering you a tasty
drank.”
“Tasty ‘drank’? You mean tasty beverage, and even still, taste is all relative.”
“Your name should be Hoover, because you suck the fun out of everything. You do
realize we’re just practicing our pitch, right?”
“Look, Skunk. ‘Tasty drank’ is not a term.”
“Dude. If you sound like an obnoxious prick, you will lose the audience. And, yes, now
it’s a term, because I said it—”
“That doesn’t make it a—”
“And what are you doing, anyway? We’re supposed to be working on this science project
together, not doing extra projects.”
“I have decided that the world does not need another beverage. I have lost interest in
Richard’s Vitamin-Extract Juice. Instead, I want to contribute to a more meaningful science
project worthy of a Nobel Prize. I will change the world.”
“Dude, you’re in high school!”
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“I will not use the type of institution of learning as a reason to produce substandard
work.”
“Dude, stop talking like that!”
“I have decided to work with the most important of the four fundamental forces of
physics, the one that keeps the universe together. Go ahead, ask me what it is.”
“How about, I don’t give a flying—”
“Glad you asked! The ultrasecret project is the physical manifestation of the
electromagnetic force.”
“What?”
“Magnets.”
“Nobody cares about magnets.”
“Well, I’d like to hear you repeat that after the earth’s magnetosphere has collapsed and
four to five coronal mass ejections are barreling toward us at ultrasonic speed.”
“Please tell me that wasn’t a joke. News flash—nobody thinks you’re funny. You know, I
gotta be real with you, bro. I only took you on as a lab partner because (a) I want to make
some…er, I really need a good grade, (b) nobody wanted you as a partner, with good reason, and
(c) ’cause I really could use the A.”
“Technically, with your limited brain power, you should be appreciative that I accepted
you as a partner. My lowest grade is a 100 percent.”
“Just what magnet project are you going to come up with in the two-week deadline?
Before you answer, just know I’m keeping the drank recipe we created. I’ll finish the formula
myself, and I will change the name, ’cause, let’s be honest, Richard’s Vitamin-Extract Juice—
uncleverly named after you—sounds as exciting as a prostate exam by Big Hands Magee.”
“Using the word drank improperly does not make you sound quote unquote cool.”
“Aaagh! I can’t work like this anymore. I’m going to give you one more chance. Are you
sure you want nothing to do with this formula we created together?”
“I am sure, Skunk. I shall relinquish all rights to this science project to you. And you’re
welcome, because we both know that I created the formula, and you sat around babbling the
entire time. The mere thought of you completing the formula is laughable.”
“Laughable? How about, I’m the glue that keeps this train moving.”
“That doesn’t make sense.”
“Well, I’m the visionary, the motivation, the ideas guy. I’m Steve, and you’re Wozniak.”
“Um, you’re talking about a fictional movie?”
“What? Of course I’m talking about a movie. Nobody makes that kind of dough for real.”
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“Well, in the movie, they’re both named Steve.”
“Dude, you’re getting off track again. That’s not the point.”
“Well, Woz is the smart guy, who doesn’t really need Steve.”
“You’re crazy, man! They’re both smart. Woz just has the…um…what’s that word?”
“Technical expertise.”
“Exactly, and he’d still be tinkering in his parents’ garage if it wasn’t for Steve. Your
garage is this high school lab. I can sell this idea to the people, brotha, and get you outta here.”
“Well, I’m the upgraded Woz, and for the sake of this real-life movie, you can call me by
my real name, which is Richard. And Richard doesn’t need Eugene—or the pretend Steve.”
“Dude! I told you—don’t call me that!”
“Then leave, Eugene, and take your drank prototype with you.”
“So, it’s like that?”
“Yeah, it’s like that.”
“I’ll show you, and you will gets none of the credit, and all of the bennies will come to
this sexy skunk, you prick!”
“Oh my God, I do not know where to begin with that sentence.”
Feeling very unappreciated, the skunk stares at the prick; the skunk’s eyes narrow. He
starts to breathe heavily. Snatching the formula book and a few samples, he storms out of the
laboratory. Richard returns to working on his magnet project as if unfazed by the skunk’s
dramatics.
Three minutes later, Richard looks up as the skunk marches back in, trying to keep the
same level of anger.
The skunk says, “Another thing. You should change your name from Richard to Prick.
Everyone calls you that anyway!” He grabs as many samples as his stubby arms can possibly
carry and carefully shuffles out again, dropping a few cans on the way.
Six minutes later, Richard looks up as the skunk storms in, grabs his pencil, blueprints,
papers, and several beakers, and displays a balancing act as he slowly moves out of the room.
Fifteen minutes later, the skunk reenters the room. Swinging the door shut, he stands
there tapping his foot with his arms folded. Richard looks up from his work.
“What?”
The skunk’s head tilts to the side without looking at him directly. He says, “I need a ride
home…please!”
Richard laughs, holding his hands up as if they were quotation marks. “‘Dude,’ why
would you want a ride from a prick?” Richard clears his throat. “You need a real job.”
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Skunk gives a quick response. “I don’t do jobs, man! ‘Job’ stands for just about broke. I
have an entrepreneurial spirit in me—like all skunks.”
“You do know that about starts with an a, right?”
“Yeah, so?”
Richard raises his eyebrows.
“Okay, then! Never mind, no JAB for you. Let me finish connecting this to that and—”
“Why are you pointing a gun at me?”
“Calm down, Skunk. This is a modification of the .45 Tesla hybrid magnet with a gunshape exterior for easy trigger. I call it the .22 Tesla. If I point it at you like so—”
“Hey, don’t point that at me. Stop! You can have the formula. Please don’t! They said
you would go crazy one day. Have pity on me; I’m just a lowly skunk!”
Prick turns his left eyebrow up, closes his right eye, and then squeezes the trigger.

