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                In 

Ca·Stell·La ^ Life 

               Theory 

-A Thaddeus Coleman Story- 

~Rumor·A·Tale·Of·Two·Watches~ 

 

 Rumors can be very powerful forces. Especially in Castella High. They grow like mad, 

spread like wildfire, and never seem to live up to their expectations. 

 This one started on a whim… 

—7:46 a.m.— 

 Almost late for school, John Kelly hurriedly put on some clothes and began to dash out of 

his room when a sliver glimmer from the corner of his room stopped him. He turned towards the 

shine that was seeping out from under a pile of old sports magazines on a table to his left, and 

discovered an old watch as the source. “I didn’t know I still had this old thing,” he said plucking 

it from the pile and comparing it to the watch he had on, “Hm… wear’em both?” He played 

around with it in his hand as to examine it. “Yeah, why not,” John decided, putting the old silver 

watch on his free wrist and running out. 

—Before 1
st
 Period— 

 Two girls are talking by their lockers. 

 “So, it was this really fat bird like this,” one of the girls went on to the other while 

making a big circular shape with her hands. “It’s like when the old man at the park throws down 

bread crumbs, this bird just runs up and gobbles up all the food! But that can’t really be the case! 

It can’t keep that up. I mean it’s this fat!” she repeated the circle gesture for her friend. “So…, I 

don’t know how it got so fat…maybe it taxes the other birds.” 

 “Is it pulling rank?” The second girl chimed in. 

 The first girl smiled at the thought, “Hm, maybe—Boss Boss Bird.” She puffed up her 

checks and put on a stern face. 

 “Little Joon you’re too funny. It must be fun—” Just as she was about to finish her 

thought, John ran pass them trying to make it to class before the late bell. “Hey, Joon, didja see 

that boy just now? The one who just flew by?” 

 “Huh? What? Where? Sorry, I wasn’t looking. Who was he?” 
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 “I don’t know but he was weird, Little Joon. He had on two watches.” 

 “Really,” Joon extended out the word, “different… Hey! Maybe he’s like one of those 

mafia guys, like in the movies who delivers goods to all kinds of clientele around the world. ” 

 The two laughed, “Yeah, right!” 

—1
st
 Period— 

 “Ah, my good man John. Always late as usual,” John’s friend said to him as he just made 

it in on time. “Sit down I got to tell you something” 

 “Almost late,” he corrected while taking his seat. “That clock still had three seconds on it 

when I ran in. So, what’s up?” 

 “Terry was just here and said we must have a new student or something—might even be 

someone foreign. 

 “That would be something if half the school wasn’t Korean.” 

 John’s friend tensed up and pointing a father’s finger at him, saying, “Listen, exotic’s 

exotic,” before relaxing back down. “Anyway the student ran pass Terry a few minutes ago, 

almost knocking the guy over.” 

 “That was Terry!” John thought aloud remembering that a few minutes ago he had run 

into someone and never bothered to look back lest he be late.  

 “What? John, listen, he said he couldn’t see the face, but saw the track star wearing two 

watches—one on each wrist.” 

 “Umm… Th—” John stuttered. 

 “John, I need to figure out what culture values watches or time like that.” He thought for 

a second. “Damn, it’s hopeless! All I know is America!” He sighed, “I hope it’s a smoking hot 

chick!” 

 John wryly agreed, “Yeah, um, smoking hot foreign chick.” 

 “No, worries, man. Someone’s gonna spot her soon enough.” 

—After 1
st
 Period— 

 An unexpecting student closes his locker and is immediately greeted by, “Did you hear 

the rumor?” 

 He jumped. “Whoa! No, but I had a dream.” 
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 “Forget your dream,” the startler screamed! “Did you hear the rumor!?” 

 But before he could reply, again, he is suddenly spun around. A girl now stood in front of 

him, yelling the same thing at him, “Did you hear the rumor?” 

 “I was about to tell him.” The first intruder said. 

 “What’s going on and where have you taken my normal friends?”  

 “Well,” the male intruder started, “a new teacher just transferred in from a military 

academy and he’s apparently super strict on tardiness. It’s wild! He’s got two watches that he 

wears, and one is for the time where he’s standing and the other’s got the time for the entrance of 

his class. You’re late if either watch has says you are. Rumor has it that he does the calculations 

himself. Can you believe it?” 

 “No. That’s stupid.” 

 “Yeah I know right,” the girl agreed. “He’s Russian not a military sergeant or whatever 

and his watches are normal. He just uses the second one to chuck at students who are late.” 

 “That’s just as stupid,” the normal one retorted. 

 “Yeah, but who’s story is less—”Just as the startler was about to finish his statement, 

John strolled past them and went around the corner. The three stared and watched until he was 

completely out of sight. 

 “Did you see that!?” 

 “Was that—that was him.” 

 “That didn’t look like a teacher.” 

 “Sssh. We have to follow him.” 

 The three immediately chase after him but as soon as they get around the corner, all they 

can see is an empty hallway. Closed doors, no signs of movement, no lingering footsteps, he had 

simply spirited away. The three were left totally flooded by this! 

 “Oh my God—” she started. 

 “He’s a—” the normal one continued. 

 “Ghost!” she exclaimed. 

 “A demon!” the startler cried. 
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 “What!? A demon! Why’d you’d go and say that, huh? You know it’s going to be the 

worst of the two!” 

—2
nd

 Period— 

A gaggle of girls chatted loudly in the center of class, as it was just about to start up. 

“Definitely, you should be a singer with a voice like that!” one of the girls said to 

another, the other having just finished singing a short song. 

 “Yeah, honestly, I’ll buy your single, honey.” 

 “But I wouldn’t be able to perform live.” The singer countered. 

 “Stop it!” another girl shouted, “You’re far from shy, girl.” 

 “It’s not that,” the singer pleaded, “The words, I’d forget. I know I would.” 

 “That’s why you’d practice. I know you’ve be a natural.” 

 “But what if I forget the words?” the singer stressed again, trying her friend patience. 

 Her friend then angrily suggested, “Then just write your songs.” 

 “But what if I forget the WORDS!?” 

 “Impossible!” the poor girl cried, giving up. She took solace in that fact that she could at 

least shoot imaginary dagger from eyes at her. And just as she had shot the fifteenth imaginary 

dagger, another girl came up with an excited smile on her face. 

“Hey, girls, have any one of you been listening to the buzz around scho—” 

“Hi, Charlotte,” one cuts her off. 

“Missed you at work the other day, Miss Charlo.” 

The singer looked up and smiled before greeting her and saying, very quickly, “Are you 

talking about the rumor of the ‘two watches’? Where one says it’s a teacher from one of those 

foreign countries like Russia or Zimbabwe or that he’s a strict military man from Manchester. 

Ow, or the one where it’s a demonic ghost with silver bands on its arms. Then there was one I 

heard that said he was some sort of international spy or criminal. Something like that and oh, and 

yeah there were some boring ones, too, that it is just a hot guy, or even lamer is the one where 

it’s just a ordinary new student. Is that what you where talking about?” 

All the girls paused and gawked at her. The girl who had just come in could only manage 

to mutter, “…um, I see you have heard…,” after that. 
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“Why don’t you just pretend your songs are rumors? You’ll never forget’em…” 

—Lunch and Study Hall— 

 The lunchroom. Table 3C. Paul’s table… 

 “Okay, today I’m gonna do it! I’m going to talk to her! Really, talk her,” Paul said as he 

got up from his table. “Wish me luck.” 

 “Luck,” one of his friends wished. 

 Paul walked away. 

 “I give him one awkward hello and one awkward goodbye.” 

 At table 2A. 

 Paul walked up to the table and clumsily said, “…Um, er...Hey, Joon. Um, hi, Alice.” 

 “Hey, Paul, how are you?” Joon said with a cheery burst of energy. “Oh!” she suddenly 

exclaimed. “Did you hear the rumor about the guy with the two watches? Apparently, they’re not 

watches but silver bangles and he’s not human, but a being from another dimension! He watches 

over Earth! Now, I wish I would have seen him this morning. Alice saw him. He walked right by 

us and she saw him, but I didn’t. I can’t believe it!” 

 Not knowing what to say he asked, “Um, the rumor?” 

 “No, that I missed him!” 

 “Oh, right, yeah. Um, that’s a bummer…yeah.” 

 “Bummer?” Alice spoke out, a little disappointed. “Don’t you want to say something 

more to Little Joon?” 

 “Um, no, I’m fine, I, ah, I–I guess I’ll get back to my table. Bye.” He hung his head low 

and walked back to his table. 

 “Bye, Paul,” Joon said blissfully unaware of what actually was going on. 

 “Seeya, Paul.” 

 Back at table 3C, Paul’s table. 

 “I swear you’re as smooth as the Rocky Mountains, guy. Well, at least you’re getting 

experience. Maybe tomorrow, buddy? Maybe tomorrow.” Paul’s friend said trying to comfort 

him. 
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 Meanwhile at table 2D, Greg’s table… 

 Jason looked around the table and asked, “Hey, guys, you’ve heard that rumor, right?” 

 “The one that’s been permeating through the school like wildfire,” Greg said, which 

caused the smile on Jason’s face to grow bigger. This made Greg’s face sour. “You started it 

didn’t you.” 

 “Nope, just helping it along.” 

 “You’re corrupting the moral fabric of this school.” 

 “I know, dude! Isn’t it great!” Jason yelled out. “This is going to be the greatest rumor in 

the school’s history! I told this one kid that the guy was a messiah and he bought it! And, And I 

told some others that he had power over fire and ice and—” 

 Jason continued to go on and on in the background. The rest pretended to keep interest. 

 “I thought it was spreading too fast and becoming too wild. That’s Jason for you,” 

another guy at the table said. 

 Greg signed. “Yep, that is Jason.”  

 “Hey, Greg, what’s up?” a voice to the side of him said. 

 Greg started to speak as he turned to face the voice. “Jason’s corruption of the school’s 

mental—It’s you!” Standing in front of him is John Kelly. He pulled him off to the side so they 

could talk quasi-privately. 

 “Huh?” 

 “The watches,” Greg pointed to one of John’s watches, “it’s you.” 

 “Oh, yeah! Man, you’re the first one to notice that it’s me. Smart.” 

 “I like perceptive. So, have you been showing and hiding those watches from people to 

keep the rumor going?” 

 “No, I just happened to put on this second one this morning after I found it lying in a pile 

of old magazines,” John told him, “And I’ve been walking around the school like normal. People 

have been noticing the watches but not me. Man, I swear, I’m starting to feel a little unloved, 

here.” He shrugged and continued, “But since it got this far, don’t tell anyone, alright. I want to 

see if anyone else will notice and kind of to see how far this rumor will go.” 
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 “With Jason’s ad-libbing who knows.” They both glanced over at Jason who is still going 

on about his various additions to the rumor. 

 

 Outside, two students smoke by the side of the school near a tree not under… 

 “I hate your girlfriend.” The squatting student said to the standing one. 

 And without showing any care for the matter, the standing one replied, “She hates you 

too, man. She said she hates your guts.” 

 The squatting one looked up at the other and said, “She doesn’t even know my guts.” 

 “Yeah, but she knows you and just assumed your guts were assholes, too,” The standing 

one said as he blew smoke from his mouth and watched as it swirled in the air. “By the way, did 

you hear that crazy ass rumor that started this morning? Pretty insane, man.” 

 “Nope.” 

 “Apparently, there’s a wizard walking around the school. He can control time, allegedly.” 

 “This school is retarded,” the squatter said whilst putting his cigarette out on the wall of 

the school and then flinging it somewhere to his side. The other guy took out a pack and handed 

him another new cigarette. The transaction was smooth, perfect, routine. 

 “I was kind of hoping it was true.” 

 “Then you’re retarded, too.” 

 “I can live with that,” he said “But if it turns out to be true then I’m telling him to send 

me three years into the future…I think that’ll be enough time for you to have finished writing.” 

 “Whatever.” 

 

 And then, in study hall… 

 “…..OH—MY—GOD!! The rumor’s been updated again!” A girl shouted after reading a 

text. 

 “What rumor?” 

 “What rumor!?” the girl asked in shock. “The one I told you about—from this 

morning…” The other girl just stared blankly at her. “Ah, Lindsay, you’re such a total spaz! 

Listen, I just got a text from Janie who heard from Brenda who was told by Stephanie that 
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Sharon told her she saw the guy with two watches and he was a totally super hot new teacher and 

she would totally do him!” 

 “But isn’t Sharon kind of, um, a floozy?” 

 “You’re right! We can’t trust her judgment. We should go find him and judge for 

ourselves—let’s go!” she got up and took Lindsay by the hand but before she forgot, said, “Oh, 

FYI, Janie also said that he might be a demonic demon who, like, totally wants to send the souls 

of the student body to hell, but he might be hot! 

  

 Elsewhere, in the hallway… 

 The sounds of guitar strings echoed down the hallway as a small group of student walk 

by. This freaked out one of the girls in the group, “Eeeek! It’s the demon! I heard that it lures 

victims with its song.” 

 “Is it a siren?” one of the guys asked. 

 Another inquired, “Should we go the opposite way?” 

 “I’m fat and I’m black; me following that sound ends one way. You guys can follow.” 

 “You guys are morons,” said the tomboyish girl. “We are all going that way.”  

 Against their wills, she forced them to go in the direction of the sound. They soon came 

to a stop at the stairs leading to the third floor where they found the source of the guitar sounds: 

A girl, on the stairs, strumming away on a big, bright, yellow guitar. The girl stopped playing 

when she saw them. 

 “I thought it was supposed to be a guy.”  

 “Woohoo! A demon chick! I am ready to be eaten!” The rotund boy cheered. 

 The tomboyish girl turned to the group yelled, “Idiots. It’s just Clare. Let’s go.”  

 The group started to leave but was stopped when Clare strums a single hard cord on her 

guitar as if to say, “Pfff, I don’t care.” Clare then took her leave, up the stairs. 

—5
th

 Period— 

 Fifth period was in a clamor as the students went on about the different versions of the 

rumor. 

 One student hollered, “I heard if you stare into the silver marks on his wrist for five 

whole seconds long, your family gets blessed.” 
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 “They say it’s a new student and he’s like the lead in an overseas band and the watches 

thing is like the band’s symbol.” Another said. 

 “That’s can’t be right. My sources say it’s a new teacher who fights crime at night—the 

two bracelets deflect bullets.” 

 “Excuse me...,” the teacher called out. 

 “Is he Superman or Wonderman?” a student commented on the last rumor. 

 “Hey, guys!”  The teacher tried again. 

 “It’s a demon that uses the glow of the silver bracelets to lure people into the woods!” 

 “Hey!!” the class turned toward the teacher’s scream. “You guys realize we’re in the 

middle of class, right?” 

 “But the rumor—” 

 “Yes, the rumor. I’ve heard. I got it tattooed on my arm. I believe the wonderful people in 

Belgium know it by now,” the teacher exaggerated to make his point. “Anyway, settle down,” he 

went on, “it’s just a rumor. I can already tell you that it’s not a new teacher. We would have been 

informed. And you can relax if it’s a demon,” he paused for dramatic effect, “I just so happen to 

be an amateur demon hunter,” he boasted, then in a normal tone said, “It could be a new student 

but I would give my hopes up of him being some international superstar. This is Castella—all we 

have here are us and wackos, so…all we have are wackos.” 

 “You’re saying we’re weird?” 

 “Well, the biggest news story in weeks is a story about some guy wearing two watches 

that somehow evolved into a story about an international demonic messiah transfer student. So,” 

the teacher said extending the sound of the word, “I’mma have to say: Yes. But don’t worry, at 

least you guys have an excuse to why you’re crazy—you guys were born here. I, on the other 

hand, passed through one day with my wife and decided to move here. Against her judgment, I 

might add,” he said pointing and shaking a finger at nothing. “Why am I wacko? At any rate, 

open your books to chapter 6 and let’s pretend, for once, that we’re normal.” 

—After 5
th

 Period— 

 “Simon, Simon, Simon, Simon, Simon. I thought we had an agreement,” said a very 

charismatic upperclassman to a crowding Simon, “You do my homework and I don’t put you in 

trash can.” The upperclassman got uncomfortable close to Simon’s face and asked, “Am I 

wrong? ‘Course not,” he answered as he quickly moved out of the kissable zone. Simon showed 

a little relief at that. “Now, Simon, before I get angry—hand it over,” the bully said in a very 

playful tone before switching to a chilling one. “Cause I know you did it.” 



10 
 

 Frantically backing into the locker, Simon wished he could phases right through them. He 

muttered, “N-no, I-I err, I won’t—I mean I didn’t do it.” 

 Very displeased by the poor kid’s response, the upperclassman asked, rhetorically, “Is 

that right? Terrible,” he screamed! “Just terrible, Simon! Does your mother know you’re nothing 

but a dirty, filthy, fleabag liar?” He punched the locker next to Simon’s face, “And on top of 

that,” he said softly, “you know how much lying just,” then loudly, “it just pisses me off, 

Simon!” He then walked a little bit away, saying, “You’re a respectable guy, I know it.” Then 

turned around and closed in again, “I can feel it deep in my gut,” he pleaded to Simon, pressing 

his fingers to his chest and giving Simon an almost genuine look of pain, “so just give me the 

homework, Simon. Just hand it over, alright.” 

 Simon, panicked; he talked crazy, “H-He gonna—He has to—He’s coming for you!! 

He’s coming to save us!!” 

 Confused, the bully cooked his head to the side and asked, “Huh, who? The principal? 

Not a cha—” 

 “He’s coming!” Simon screamed, cutting the bully off, opening his eyes insanely wide, 

and truly believing the words he spoke. “Coming to pu-pu-punish you and the rest of your kind! 

For your sins!” 

 “Whoa, take it easy, there, Simon.” The towering student said to Simon with his hand at 

his shoulders, “What are you saying?” 

  “He will defend us weak!” Some nerd yelled from somewhere behind them. 

 “He’s coming for you!” Another new student strolled in, pointing, accusingly at the bully. 

 A little freaked the upperclassman, started, “Where did you—” but was stopped when he 

soon found himself surrounded by nerds and underclassmen. 

  One of the new arrivals crawled up to the bully’s foot and grabbed hold of his legs. “He 

who has silver watches…one counts down the time to your judgment and our liberation and the 

other…the other tells the current time! Your end hath cometh!” 

 They chanted, “He’s coming!!! He’s coming!!!” over and over again. 

 “ ” 

 “No! No! No! No! No! NOOOOOO!!” Michael dramatically screamed, “Y—You’re all 

nutso! You hear me! Crazy! Now, cool it!” he demanded! 

 “Not so cool?” 
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 “Where’s your head? Messiah’s gonna take it.” 

 “Quiet!” Michael yelled, quickly turning to his right and his left, then back around. “I’ll 

take you all on and beat, I’ll—I’ll beat your Messiah up!” he laughed, “No I can’t, ‘cause he 

don’t exist. You hear? Huh, huh? Doesn’t exist!” he fully enunciated. “It can’t be real!” 

 As Michael was breaking down, John walked in on the obscure scene. 

 “Our Messiah!” 

 “Salvation!” 

  “Time’s up,” said Simon. 

 “Noooooooooo!!!!” The bully screamed as he fell to his knees placing his hands on his 

head. “No…” 

—6
th

 Period— 

 In the last period of the day, in one of the classes, a loud, redheaded girl had just stood 

and declared, to a class in uproar, that, “I call dibs! I just want everyone to know that I called 

dibs on this Rumor Guy.” The class got quiet for a second as they all looked up at Calla who was 

standing on top of her desk. She went on. “He’s super sexy and I call him!” She turned around 

and pointed directly at a disinterested girl behind her. “Got it, Stacey?” 

 “Oh, I don’t care.” Stacey replied, rolling her eyes and getting back to not caring. 

 Calla then looked to her left and pointed out another girl. “Anita!” she yelled. “Mine!” 

 Next she gave the class a once over before calling out another name. “…And Todd.” 

 The boy, Todd, in an annoyed tone, remarked “What?” 

 “Dibs.” 

 “…I’m not gay.” 

 “Todd…” He ignored her. “Todd…” He held his ground. “Todd…” Nevertheless, her 

tone was too annoying, her gaze too piercing to ignore for long. 

 “WHAT!?” he screamed, probably as loud as he could. 

 Her lips calmly spoke “Dibs.” After that, you could just see the blood rush to his face, but 

before anything came of it, the teacher intervened. “Alright, alright, Calla, enough. Stop picking 

on poor Todd and get down from there.” She demanded. Calla jumped down and sat in her seat 

like an actual civilized girl. 
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 Another student then quickly added, “Besides, we all know, it’s butch girls he likes.” The 

students roared with laughter from this comment. 

 “You know what!” Todd screamed, instantly silencing the class. 

 “What?” Calla replied in a sly tone. 

 “I heard a rumor that he was really a super hot and amazing girl and I call dibs.” 

 Calla shook her head. “There was never a rumor about that person being a woman. He 

was always male. Just admit—” Before Calla could finish her harsh accusation, John Kelly ran 

into the classroom and slammed the door behind him. He’s late. “Man, you guys won’t believe 

what just happened out there! This school is completely crazy!” He said this while putting his 

back against the door and stretching his arms across the threshold as if trying to hold back some 

pursuing hunter.  

 “Wait a minute! I—It’s you!” one of the students yelled out having noticed John’s 

watches. “You’re the one with the two watches!?” 

 Another student chimed in, “Are you serious?” He looked over at John and put his hands 

our his face, yelling, “Nooo, it is him!” 

 Calla jumped up from her seat, again, and screamed, “What!? Unappectable, Jonathan!” 

She gave John a piercing stare. “I—I wanted my amazing hot hunk not you John…” She lost 

interest in John, turned to Todd and said, “humph, all yours,” then took her seat again and 

pouted, arms crossed. 

 “Um, yeah, okay. Thanks. What?” John said confused. 

 Todd stared at Calla and asked, “What’s stronger than hate?” 

 A fellow classmate, suggested, “Loathe?” 

 Todd thought for a second and then said, “Still too weak for what I feel towards her.” 

 “It’s gay.” Calla explained, “You fell gay toward me—because you like boys.” 

 Todd slammed his hands on his desk and stood up, declaring, “You need to die!” 

 “Calla!” the teacher bellowed, “One more word out of your mouth and I’m sending you 

straight to the principal’s office! And Todd, please calm down and just ignore her.” 

 John even more confused, asked, “What is going on here?” 

 “That’s what we want to know?” a student said to John. “What with the two watches, 

huh, huh, huh? 
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 “Yeah, you owe us an explanation mister!” a second student commanded.  

 Then a third one said this: “Yeah, what about the cool crime fighting teacher!? Why, 

John, why?” 

 “John, dude, man, why!” A forth one, with no grasp of the English language, said, “I was 

so gonna have an epic clash with the demon lord on the roof of the school! It was going to be 

very,” he assured with a head nod, “awesome, but it’s just you. I was so excited I actually stayed 

awake in math! Dude!” he extended the word. 

 “I can vouch. He did that.” The fourth’s one friend said while half way raising a hand and 

pointing at his friend with the other. 

 “S-sorry, guys.” John started to apologize. “I’m sorry I’m not a super awesome exchange 

student from Germany or something. Or a demon lord or an international criminal or some secret 

agent or anything like that. I just, sort of, kind of decided to put on this watch today.” He held up 

the arm with the old watch on it. “Sorry I can’t live up to the hype, man, but hey,” he smiled at 

the class, “it was pretty fun, wasn’t it?” 

 “This sucks. You suck.” 

 “Sorry, well, at least you’re taking it better than the guys outside.” 

 

 Meanwhile in another 6
th

 period class… 

 Michael just walked in with a devilish smile on his face. He walked quietly to his desk 

and took his seat. Finally, he looked up at the teacher and said, “29.” 

 The teacher not happy with that explanation said, “Michael, if that’s your explanation as 

to why you are late, I’m going to need a little more than that.” 

 “Well, because you asked.” Michael said, as his smile grew wider. “I just gave 29 

deserving nerds and freshmen my patented Atomic Butt-Crunch Wedgie Mk. 2. I would’ve been 

here sooner but one got away from me, but don’t you worry, Mr. Brook, no one escapes Michael, 

not even a Messiah.” Hahahahaha, you’re next…Mess Child! Ohohoho, you’re so next! 

Hahahahahaha!!! 


