14 Karate Kids on a Boat

· Chapter 1: The Floating Tent
“Have you ever set up a tent before?” asked Vanesa the Violator.
Samadhi looked up and frowned. “Have I ever set up a tent before?” he said. “Lady, I’m six years old. I’ve been setting up tents my whole life.” He chewed off the end of his cigar and spat it out into the water. 

“Hmm…”  Vanesa squinted at her partner and continued to unfold the tent poles. “Take the other end, buddy boy, and stick it in the uh, the…”

“Grommet,” said Samadhi. “The tent pole fits into the grommet. What am I, five years old, that I don’t know what a grommet is? What kind of moron doesn’t know what a grommet is?” 

Vanesa angrily pushed the pole toward Samadhi, but he deftly ducked, and it sailed over his head,  poking Amanda in the eye.

“Owww!” she yelped, “I’m blind!” 

Vanessa quickly pulled back on the pole, jabbing Ruby, who was standing right behind her, in the belly. “Ooof,” said Ruby. “Can’t breath.”
“Why don’t you Moraleseses gimme’ some room around here?” cried Vanesa. Why indeed? Because there was no room. There were 14 children at karate camp this year, and they were all stuck on one small, stinky inflatable boat. It was Sunday morning at karate camp. They had stayed up late on Saturday night, sitting around the campfire, roasting marshmallows, drinking hot chocolate, talking with friends. They would have stayed up all night, if Senpai Jeremy’s boring campfire story hadn’t put them to sleep. When they woke up, Senpai Jeremy made them run five miles to the water hole, and then put them all onto Cliff Moseley’s stinky little boat. 
Vanesa, holding a hammer in her right hand, and a tent stake in her left, was now preparing to secure the tent to the boat. 

“Whoa now! You silly, silly girl,” said Samadhi. “Before you hammer that stake into our boat, I think that maybe we should reread Senpai Jeremy’s instructions one more time. We need a leader, here. A “Super Senpai” if you will. Kyle? Can you read us the instructions? Will you be our fearless leader?”

· Chapter 2:  Senpai & The Chocolate Factory

Kyle squinted at this paper which Senpai Jeremy had given them prior to pushing the boat away from shore. He had instructed them to read these instructions, and to do exactly what it told them to do. The Hit Man slowly began to read: “B… bu…c… ca… cat?” Does this say ‘cat’? ‘Bat?’ Little help here, please.”
“Gimme’ that!” A tiny hand flashed out and grabbed the paper. “What,” said Gabriel, “am I the only one here who knows how to read? Senpai my butt!” 

Kyle, The Hit Man, cradled his head in his arms and began to sob: “Five year-olds can be so cruel!”

Gabriel smacked him upside the head with Senpai’s instructions, “Stop cryin’ yuh big, teenage baby, you. I’m going to read these here instructions, and I’m going to read them like a man.”  He chewed off the end of his cigar, and spit it into the water.
“Dear Suckers,” Gabriel read from Senpai Jeremy’s letter, “welcome to Kyokushinville, population 14. Kyokushinville is a smelly, little boat where 14 karate students get aboard, but only 1 gets off. That 1 special person will be rewarded handsomely. That student, who follows all the rules and makes it to the end of this little boat trip, will inherit my chocolate factory.” Gabriel paused to look up at his boat mates, who stared back at him with hushed excitement. A chocolate factory! 
“Read more,” said Ferocious Farhad. 

“Okay, simmer down,” continued Gabriel, “let’s see, Senpai says, uhm: Psyche. I don’t have a chocolate factory. I have a stinky little dojo with a bunch of stinky little students. So whoever wins this contest will inherit…” Gabriel paused once more and looked up like he was about to vomit, “… Eagle Rock Dojo.” 

· Chapter 3: Algebra
Donald was carefully contemplating the news. “I always thought that I’d inherit the dojo.”
“Oh quit your whining,” said Amanda, as she placed a black patch over her empty eye socket. “I look like a one-eyed pirate. Arr. ”
“Who’s whining,” countered the KO Kid. “This is the greatest day of my life. I’m free! Free I tells yuh.”

“My God!” cried Melisa. “It smells like somebody died on this boat!”

Tisag looked knowingly at Melisa and said: “Somebodies.”

Meanwhile, Gabriel was silently reading the rest of the instructions. “Let’s see,” he said. “It says here that we will have 7 tasks to complete. The first task is to set up the tent. Samadhi, Vanesa, is the tent up yet?”

The tent was currently floating in the water alongside the boat. “Lookin’ good,” said Vanesa, flashing thumbs up. “Samadhi and I are going to go inside and get Senpai’s inflatable bed ready.”

“Check,” replied Gabriel. “The second task belongs to Steven the Crusher and Melisa the Fumigator.”

Steven and Melisa stood up. “Yes sir, reporting for duty,” said Melisa. “Senpai wants all of us to run 1-mile today.”

“Easy,” said Steven.

“On the boat,” added Melisa. 

Steven scrunched up his face and glared. “What you talkin’bout, Melisa?”
“Yes,” she said eagerly. “Good Senpai Jeremy has requested that we run a mile on this boat. After some deep thinkin’, I have decided that we must run around the boat exactly one zillion times. Yeah, that’s the ticket. One zillion,” she grinned.  “I’m going to take algebra next year!” 

“Hmm, interesting,” said Steven, “but let us reconsider your statistics. This boat is approximately 20 feet in perimeter, and a mile is 5,280 feet. If we were to divide the total feet in a mile by the perimeter of the stinky Moseley boat, we would be left with the integer of, let’s see, 264. We must run around this grotesque boat 264 times, give or take several inches.” And with that, Steven stuck his cigar in his mouth and began to jog carefully around the perimeter of the boat like a miniature Groucho Marx. “One,” he said, running past Melisa, whose eyes followed her partner with hatred. “Two. What comes next, Fumigator? Can you count past two?”

Melisa growled: “Rrrr. I hate little kids.”

· Chapter 4: Burn Baby Burn

The third task belonged to the team of Ruby the Wrecking Crew and Maximum Meelad, who were in charge of cooking up lunch. They were given a barbecue, a bag of charcoal, and a pound of raw hamburger meat. 
Ruby stood over the grill. “Okay, little boy, go fetch me some charcoals.”

Meelad faithfully brought Ruby the charcoal.

“Little boy,  fetch me the hamburger meat.”

Meelad faithfully brought Ruby the meat. 

“Now make it cook. Go ahead. Cook.”

Meelad took the cigar out of his mouth and spoke very slowly. “Uhm, how do I explain this… uh, have you heard of science?” Ruby squinted and scratched her head. “Okay, in first grade, we had a science class. At schoooool. In science, they taught us that heat cooks meat. Fire provides heat. Thus, we require fire.”

“Mmm.” Ruby grunted. “Ruby want fire. Ruby want eat.”

“Okay,” said Meelad. “Have we any matches? Any matches? Anyone?”

No matches, said everyone. Ruby grunted again, picked up two black charcoals, and began to rapidly rub them together. “Fire,” she said. “Rrrr. Must have fire. Meat.” Meelad put his hand to his head and sighed. 

· Chapter 5: Punch, Punch, Kick

Most of the campers stared sadly as their raw, rotting meat spoiled on the boat, in the hot sun. Except for Samadhi & Vanesa, who were still working inside the tent, which was now slowly sinking, and Steven, who was still running laps around the boat. “75… 76…”

 Gabriel continued to read Senpai Jeremy’s directions: “After you have finished your yummy lunch, Joel and Tisag will lead bag work.”
Joltin’ Joel leapt to his feet. “All right then! Time to separate the kids from the boys. Now we’re going to show you how to kick it, Woodland Hills’ style. Tisag… hold them bags for me.”

TNT Tisag, rolling his eyes, lifted himself from his resting place on the boat, picked up two red punching mitts and lumbered over toward his aged senpai. Joel narrowed his eyes. “Say osu when I talk to you.”

“Osu,” Tisag yawned.

“That’s right. Now everyone come closer, so you can see a man kick.” Melisa edged up behind Joel to get a closer look. Joel lifted his hands violently into a fighting stance, pulled back, and knocked The Fumigator right off the boat. He took one step forward, leaped into the air, spinning once, twice, and then up, up, and over Tisag’s head and straight into the jogging figure of Steven the Crusher, who went flying off the boat in the company of Joltin’ Joel. Tisag put the bags down, walked calmly to the side of the boat where Joel & Steven had fallen, looked over into the water, and clapped his hands three times. 
“Braaa-vo,” said Tisag. He turned around, lay down, and returned to his original resting place. “Anybody have a cigar?” he yelled. 
· Chapter 6: The Kohai Mutiny
“Okay, senpai means boss in Japanese, see, and kohai means slave. Senpai Jeremy taught me that, and he’s obviously Japanese. I’m the senpai, see, which means you’re all the kohais, right, and kohais must listen to the wise advice of the senpai, and that’s me,” explained Kyle. “A senpai is a very important person. Like a president, or a king. And I’m a senpai. A kohai must bow down to the senpai. You’re all the kohais, see?” Kyle paused to look at the other students on the boat. They stared back. “Yup,” said Kyle, “the kohais should all bow down to the senpai.”
Ninja Paul raised his hand in the air. 

“Yes,” said Kyle, “question from the little kohai slave in the orange belt.”

“Uh, what is it that we’re supposed to be doing here? What was the task Senpai Jeremy assigned us?”

“Uh, sparring,” said Kyle. “Kumite. Senpai Jeremy assigned you and me the task of teaching these lowly kohais how to fight. He chose me to demonstrate, obviously, because I am the oldest, wisest and handsomest senpai at camp, if not in all of Southern California. See, I’m a senpai, and you’re all kohais, and that means…”

“Excuse me, oh wise senpai,” Paul interrupted.

“What, you again? Whatta’ you want now?”

Paul took the cigar out of his mouth and pointed behind Kyle. “What’s that?”

“What?”

“Behind you.”

“Where”

“In the water.”

“What water?”

“That water.”

Kyle turned and looked over the edge of the boat. “I don’t see anything?”
“Do you feel anything?”

“Feel anything?” Kyle growled. “Like what?”

“Like my kohai foot in your senpai butt!” and Paul kicked his senpai squarely in the rump, sending him head first into the water. Turning toward the remaining students, Paul smiled and bowed, “Osu.” The kohais clapped politely. The Senpais looked to be a wee bit nervous.

· Chapter 7: How to Swim Without Getting Wet

Ruby, Meelad, Tisag, Gabriel, Paul, and one-eyed Amanda glared at Donald the KO Kid & Ferocious Farhad with envy. Boy, were they lucky. Senpai Jeremy assigned them the so-called task of being in charge of swimming. It was free time, and they were going to get to swim. Donald and Farhad stood at the edge of the boat, anxiously waiting for Gabriel to finish reading Senpai Jeremy’s directions. “Okay,” read Gabriel, “rule #1 is that you cannot get your gi wet.”
Farhad smiled at Donald, whose eyes widened with excitement. “All right then,” said Donald, as he began to peel off his gi. “TIME TO GET NATURAL!” All the girls turned away and screamed in horror. 

Gabriel shouted: “Hold on there, nudey. Let me finish…” Donald and Farhad reluctantly pressed the pause button on their self-imposed strip search. “… Rule #2 says that you have to leave your gi on when you swim.”

Donald & Farhad shrugged at each other, and then began to redress. “Suit yourself,” said Donald, as he prepared to dive into the water fully clothed. 

“I don’t suppose there’s a rule #3?” asked Farhad.

“There is,” said Gabriel. “Rule #3 says look at rule #1.”

“What’s rule # 1 again?” asked Donald. 

“You can’t wear your gi,” said Farhad

Donald once again began to strip, and all the girls once again screamed and turned away. 

Farhad put his hands on his hips, his cigar in his mouth, and addressed Gabriel. “And rule #4?”

Gabriel shrugged. “Look at rule #2.”

Donald, with no more than a pair of underwear and a dirty sock separating him from nature, turned and frowned. “Wait a minute… what’s rule #2?”
“Gotta’ wear your gi,” everybody answered. “Please.”
“Awww, bull hockey,” said Donald, waving his hand in disgust. “I quit.” And he dived into the water. Ferocious Farhad, meanwhile, lay belly down on the boat, placed his hands on his chest, and then pushed them out above his head. He repeated the process over and over again.

“Uh, what’s he doing?” asked Ruby.

Meelad grimaced. “Looks like he’s swimming.

· Chapter 8: The Campfire Story

The sun had set over the mountains, and the forest was eerily dark. It was Sunday night, and only half of the children remained on the boat. Steven, Melisa, Kyle, Joel, and Donald were either floating somewhere out in the lake, or sinking. Samadhi and Vanesa had floated by on Senpai’s inflatable bed about 30 minutes ago, loudly complaining that it was even smellier than the Mosley boat. Meanwhile, Ruby, Tisag, Gabriel, Meelad, and Paul sat huddled in a circle around one-eyed Amanda, as she struggled to complete the final task of the day: read a campfire story. It would have been hard enough reading with only one eye, but she didn’t even have a flashlight. She’d given up on trying to read the story Senpai had given her, and was now attempting to make one up herself. 
“Okay,” she stammered, “there was once a beautiful, one-eyed girl named, uh, Amanda…la. Amandala, yeah. And she was reading this, uh, campfire story to a bunch of stupid, smelly little kids, okay? And she was hating her mom, because her mom took her to this stupid karate camp, right, where’s there this mean, evil Senpai ogre who put her and the stupid, smelly kids on this even smellier boat, okay, and the evil step-mom, yeah that’s right, step-mom, was having a party with all the other evil parents and the Senpai ogre, and they were all evil, and, and…” she buried her head in her hands and sobbed. “Wahhhhhh. Why mommy? Why hast thou forsaken me?”
“Does anybody have another tent pole,” asked Ruby, “so we can stab her in the other eye?”

Amanda “Boom-Boom” Morales exploded forward and rammed into her sister, The Wrecking Crew, and they both tumbled off the boat, shouting curses and threats like a couple of drunk sailors, as they sunk to the bottom of the swimming hole. 

Tisag lowered his head and sighed. “There, by the grace of God, go the Moraleseseses.” He looked around the boat at his remaining classmates in their orange and white belts. “Good-bye Senpais!” He turned and looked out into the blackness of the water. The sound of paddling could be heard in nearby, getting progressively louder. 
“Is it him?” asked Meelad. “Is he back?”

The outline of a hooded figure could be seen silhouetted against the moon. Closer… closer… shrill, evil laughter approaching… nearer… and nearer…

“Who is it?” cried Paul.

“It is me,” said the horrible voice. “I mean, it is I… Kiyoshi… Special K. I have come for the winner. Who has surviiiiiived?”

Tisag, Meelad, Paul, and Gabriel stepped forward to greet Kiyoshi as he paddled up in his canoe.

“There can be only one,” snarled Kiyoshi. “Who has followed Senpai Jeremy’s instructions?” His eyes wandered to the form of Farhad, who was still paddling upon the surface of the stinky boat. “What are you doing, boy.”

“Swimming,” said Farhad. “In my dry gi.”

“Ah,” said Kiyoshi. “You have listened to Senpai’s instructions. You, Ferocious Farhad, will inherit Eagle Rock Dojo!”

“Keep it,” said Farhad.

“What?”

“Keep it,” he repeated. “I don’t want it.”

“But… but… I don’t understand. Why are you swimming on this dry, stinky boat if you don’t want to win the contest?”

“Because I want you to look at me,” said Farhad, “while Samadhi sneaks up behind you on the inflatable boat and whacks you upside the head with a tent pole.”

“Okay,” said Kiyoshi

THWACK! Kiyoshi fell into the water like a dead log.

“Where have you been?” Meelad asked Samadhi. “Did you have trouble getting rid of Senpai Vanessa?”

“Nah,” said Samadhi. “She fell off the boat about an hour ago. I snuck back to camp afterward to get some matches, and to kill Senpai Jeremy.”

“Cool,” said Paul. “Did you get the matches?”

“You bet, dude. You all still got your cigars?”

They all took out their cigars and lit up. 

“Freedom is sweet,” said Gabriel. 

Farhad shook his head and said: “Amen brother. Whew! I was afraid we were gonna’ have to listen to Boom-Boom’s story all night long.”

“Oh, I dunno’,” said Tisag. “I kinda’ liked the story.”

They all looked at Tisag like he was crazy.

“What?” he said. “It was a lot better than Senpai’s campfire story.”

“AMEN!”

