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JIGSAW 

 

“I‟m so full, I could explode.”  Martin said. 

Martin‟s casual comment sent his three friends lunging for beneath the table. 

Rachel took a moment to holler to her friend.  “Don‟t you dare explode!  She barely had a 

chance to duck before body parts went flying. 

The lunchroom turned into pandemonium as students, teachers and staff fled for the exits. 

“I hate when he pops,” Lex said from his corner beneath the table. 

One of the lunchroom ladies, stood at the door long enough to say to the kids under the 

table.  “He‟s your friend.  You stay and clean him up.”  Then she left. 

“We‟re going to be late for class, picking up body parts.” Rachel said.  “Again!” 

Lex jerked his head.  “Come on.”   

They poked their heads up from under the table.  The room was vacant except for the 

three of them and Martin‟s body parts.  The room filled with Martin‟s laughter from his mouth, 

lying on the floor far across the room. 

“I love doing that!” He said gleefully.  “It‟s like flying.”   

“It‟s disgusting!”  Jacqueline said, sniffling, as she walked across the room to retrieve her 

friend‟s mouth.   

At least it was not as messy as it could be.  Martin couldn‟t understand why people got so 

upset.  It wasn‟t as if anyone saw anything bad.  Each body part was self-contained.  They had a 

clean seal, skin covering any possible appearance of flesh or bone.  His friends had to only put 

his parts next to each other in order for Martin to pull himself together again.  They didn‟t have 

to look at the stuff inside of the body like bones and such. 

Rachel shifted the glasses up her nose as she set down Martin‟s right hand on the table 

with his head.  The hand thanked her by slapping its palm against the table top as applause.  She 

frowned, looking at it.  “When Vice Principal Wilson hears you‟ve exploding again without 

permission, you‟ll be suspended.  Remember?” 

Martin‟s face took on a worried tone.  “Oh yea...”  He grimaced.  “He thinks I‟m behind 

the pranks happening around school.  The stench in the chemistry vent is the worst yet.” 

“The slopsters!” Jacqueline murmured, wiping her nose with a tissue.  That was the 

nickname everyone was calling the mystery vandals who were leaving slop piles at strategic 

points around the school.  “Chemistry is so stinky–There was something extra in that last pile--I 

can‟t even go to class.  I wish those slopsters could feel what it‟s like to have allergies.  Wish we 

could catch em in the act.” 

“So do I,” Martin said, hoping to pacify his combustible friend.  She had a tendency to 

burst into flame if she got too mad. Why should the principal single him out anyway?  He was 

not the only one who had started getting strange new abilities at the beginning of the New Year.   

It was weird.  Only this year when the some ninth grader came back to school they had 

started displaying unusual powers.  Martin could break up his body and thus had earned the 

name Jig Saw.  His friend, Jacqueline could turn into flame.  Another kid had a fluorescent 



touch. 

But it was only certain 9th graders that had gotten some of these strange abilities.  Even 

the scientists who came from the University of Phoenix and who were staying in the four corners 

areas had not yet come up with an explanation. 

“Anyone see Jigsaw‟s left foot?” Lex asked. 

Most of Martin‟s head parts were now resting on one of the tables.  He tried to turn his 

gaze toward Lex but without a neck his head flopped to the side.  “Drats,” he murmured.  Martin 

was face down against the food stuffs spotting the table. His nose was stuck right in a pile of–“I 

hate peas.  Yo, Lex!  My foot is behind the trash can.” 

“It should be in the trash can!” His friend answered. 

Martin chuckled.  “Now, now,--Actually you guys should be getting used to this by 

now.”  

“Well I‟m not getting „used‟ to it!” Jacqueline murmured.  She sneezed.  She dropped 

Martin‟s arm on the table.  The fingers of the arm started scraping the table top in an attempt to 

move closer to Martin‟s head.  “Why do you keep doing it anyway?” She asked, “If you do it 

when we‟re not around, how do you expect to pull yourself together again?” 

In answer everyone heard two feet tapping at different points of the lunchroom.  It was 

Martin‟s feet.  “Many body parts are still capable of movement.”  He said.  “My feet and hands 

would take a lot longer to collect the rest of me, I admit.”  Again the laugh.  “Thanks buds, for 

helping out.” 

“You shouldn‟t eat so much.”  Rachel said, pulling her long hair back. 

“Hey it‟s cool.  This happens, only when I eat too many potatoes.  Everything else is 

fine.”  

Lex dropped one leg on the table.  “Then no more potatoes.” 

“But I love potatoes.  You should see what happens when I eat chips!” 

Martin heard Jacqueline sigh.  “We did.  You would have been a lot shorter hadn‟t we 

found your chest.” 

“Yea... well.”  That had been Martin‟s first explosion.  

The bell rang. 

Lex groaned.  “We‟re going to be late.” 

Martin was now mostly together.  He climbed off the table.  One leg was shorter then 

another as he was still missing a knee and a few smaller body parts.  Limping over to his 

remaining knee Martin stood next to it.  He nudged it with his foot.  With a „Zap‟ the missing 

knee rose from the floor, climbed up the inside of his pant leg and inserted itself into position. 

“Much better,” Martin murmured.  

He watched as his friends rushed from of the lunch room.  The second shift of students 

were lining up in the hall for their turn at lunch. 

“Hey! Wait up,” he hollered running after. 

Martin noticed the class bully, Scott Bocott standing in the front of the new line with his 

two buddies.  “Look at jigsaw run,” He heard Scott sneer, as Martin chased after his friends. 

 

***** 

 

Martin paced the hallway outside of Vice Principal Wilson‟s office.  The knot in his gut 

began as soon as the class loud speaker told him to report to Mr. Wilson.  Martin scratched the 

left side of his head.  His left ear was still in the lunchroom.  The area of skin where the ear 



normally rested itched.  It would be good to get it back. 

He heard someone‟s voice from the lunchroom. “Patti Gonzales is so fat; I‟m surprised 

she doesn‟t break her chair.  She eats like a hog.” 

Martin couldn‟t understand why Mr. Wilson was so upset.  People should be getting used 

to his and the other Evental's abilities by now. 

Someone else‟s voice from the lunchroom interrupted his thoughts. "Marc says she‟s a 

dumb as a door nail.” 

Martin continued to pace.  Great here he was waiting at Mr. Wilson’s office and he was 

overhearing someone slamming Patti Gonzales.  How could they think Patti was dumb? Didn’t 

she just win the chess tournament last month?  The voice sounded familiar but he couldn‟t quite 

tell who--. 

Mr. Wilson‟s door opened letting a student out.  The girl‟s face was white, and tears 

brimmed her eyes. 

My turn, Martin thought. 

“Her friend Mona Watts is hot though.”  Martin recognized that last voice.  It was Scott 

Bocott.  Looked like his ear was near Scott‟s table with his buddies.  Great. 

Mr. Wilson was a short, stout man, with a bald head and thick glasses.  The vice principle 

thrust a finger at the chair sitting before his desk.  Martin sat down.  He started in, as soon as 

Martin entered his office.   

“Do you remember what I said would happen if I caught you exploding again? 

Martin shifted in his seat.  “Yes sir.” 

“What did I tell you about disrupting school?” 

“You said–“ 

”Where in hades‟ name is your left ear?” 

“Told Mona a good joke last week,” Scott Bocott said.  “She didn‟t get it.” 

Scott‟s friends laughed as they continued their lunch. 

Martin forced a smile.  “Oh, it‟s still in the lunchroom.” 

“Get your ear, and clear out your locker.  You‟re on detention for a week.”  Mr. Wilson 

folded his arms glaring down at him.  “We‟ll see if you see this as so funny after you spent a 

week in the dungeon.” 

Martin‟s eyes studied the floor.  The dungeon was the worse way of detention.  Spending 

a week in a room in the basement with no windows.  Your only companion was a list of, on your 

own, homework assignments to be completed before you could come back to school again and a 

camera in the corner of the room for the secretary to keep an eye on you.  Usually it only took 

one visit to the dungeon to stop any misbehavior.  “Yes, sir.” He murmured.   

The Vice President was a weird cookie.  He seemed irritated by all the things happening 

around school because certain students had abilities.  But at the same time he was determine to 

keep the situation at the school secret.  Others were told only on a need-to-know basis. 

He looked up.  “Mr. Wilson, I‟m not behind those pranks with the slop buckets.  Honest.”  

He forced himself on: “My body might break up but I‟m an honest body” 

“We‟ll see if there‟s any pranks while you‟re gone, won‟t we?”  He returned to the other 

side of the desk.  “Get your things.” 

Martin got up, walked slowly to the door.  Then he stopped.  He stood, staring out the 

door window into the hall. 

“We‟ll do our next little adventure on our way to PE,” Scott said.  His friends laughed. 

What were Scott Bocott and his cronies planning?  It had been hard listening to Mr. 



Wilson‟s tirade with them chattering in the background.  Now, Martin heard the conversation 

more clearly. 

He paused at the door, hand raised, but not quite touching the handle. 

“I‟ve got a slop bucket ready behind the bushes near Mr. Clint‟s office.”  Scott laughed.  

Got a collect of rotting onions along for the ride.” 

What were they up to?  It only took him hearing the word „slop‟ to realize... 

Martin pivoted and faced Mr. Wilson‟s whose glare only intensified.  He already doesn’t 

believe anything I say, Martin realized.  The slop is really stinking up the school, worse for 

people with allergies like Jacqueline. 

He’ll call me a liar unless– 

“Is there a problem?” Mr. Wilson demanded. 

“Mr. Wilson, I mentioned I had my ear was in the lunchroom.” 

“So?” 

Martin shifted in his stance.  “I‟m overhearing a conversation which might interest you.”  

Abruptly Martin tugged at his right ear until with a slurp, it came off.  He handed the appendage 

to Mr. Wilson.  

“Listen,” Martin prompted. 

The principle stared down at the hand with a look of revulsion.  Then tentatively he lifted 

the ear to his own.  It only took a moment before his eyes widened in surprise. 

“It‟s Scott Bocott and his--.  They‟re–“  

Mr. Wilson yanked the ear away, shoving it back to Martin.  “Stay here!”  He abruptly he 

left his office. 

Martin sat back down in the execution chair. 

 


