13.

Um…so uh, yeah, we’h’are

all ‘ere. Plenty of booze, this small lil

dinky cabin like ours, me n Steve n

daryl n n…shit oh yeah Nate too.

Drunk already been drunk fer bout

maybe nhour, ‘sbout ten at night

and there’s plenny of pre’ee girls ‘round

‘ere and I can’t help meself. (Dear god

cant think gotta sit down or something

fore I fall down man) so I collapse

ona couch or what seems like a plump

couch oh shit it’sa girl I fell on ‘stead.

“My bad.” Waving off apol’gies she’s

titterin’ an’ nobodie’s bitter;

Nate and Steve and the girls have run

off again I’m on my own my own man

now, nobody get in my way; I’ma 

power player! (dont want yer sympathy

jes wanna nother drink)

I observe that Stan ain’t got lights like us

In our cabin, but it’s kewl, ‘cause he’s still

got babes, and they make up fer it.

Think I’m in the center of the main room

In the main nerve or vortex Hunter woulda

said. I think. Or maybe that was Docta Gonzo.

Uh oh. Who said what n how n where?

N whose hand’s on my head? Kin feel it through

the shaven hairs. My buddy Stan householder

cabinrenter n conman like me slaps me onna

shoulder and laughs. “Dude yer twisted man.”

“Sca-rew you man!” I retort. Retort? Or did I

counter? Uh oh. Not again.

“Whatja dowit my beer man?” can’t find it, 

spin ahround on the couch still can’t see it,

n Stan’s chucklin’: “Dude, you jes drank it.

All of it.”

“What!” hard to believe, but he’s right.

Jesus, master of courage and light, get me

out of ‘ere. Must find shelter. I manage ta

press to my feet n stagger through the cabin,

passin by tons and tons of faces I knew

from school all of ‘em grinnin’ like me

brothers n brothers n babes n hotties

like a neverendin’ sequel ta Dazed N Confused.

Finally locate Nate, he’s with Rachel, both

sitting with a few others on the second floor,

n I’m amazed I kin even climb the stairs without

falling over. “You alive dude?” Nate greets me,

the prick, like I’m a pathetic bum with no control.

Rachel’s laughin’ but I ain’t. “Sca-rew you man!”

“You seen Daryl yet?” Nate asks me.

“Who? Oh yeah!” forget about my lil sidekick

for a moment. “Naw haven’t yet. ‘ave you?”

“Wouldn’t have asked ya if I have.” Nate shrugs.

We’re inna bedroom, n somethin’ tells me I’m 

intrudin’, though I am slightly shocked to be frank,

‘cause my boy daryl has loved this girl wrappin’

herself around daryl’s bro; whatta twist in the

tale man. N before I even excuse meself from

the room a Clutch song’s stuck in my ‘ead n

I can’t get rid of it, hummin’ it instead to

meself over and over again the chorus:

“Womaaaaaan…pleeeaaase,

Letta poor man be.”

Continue on pushin’ meluck out in the open,

patrollin’ the cabin, stick my head in the bathroom,

see a poor kid stuck in a helpless rut of heavin’,

leave him to his fate. 

See Stevie boy sitting by himself ina corner lookin’

pleased with himself so I pop on over.

“What’reya doin’ man? Ya know the real party’s

Downstairs right?”

“Yeah,” he responds slowly, struggling through a slur,

his hands gripping a bottle of Jose Cuervo – heavy shit

for a lightweight like my comrade in arms.

“Dude – dude ya know ya shouldn’t drink stuff like that,”

Try to snatch the bottle away, but he’s faster, n I almost

fall n hit the wall instead, staggerin’ backwards slightly,

n now we’re both laughing our asses off, him giggling 

in a high cacklin’ like a hyena, n me gruntin’ like a dyin’

hog. Not that I even know what a dyin’ hog sounds like,

but I ‘magine they’re pretty hilarious-soundin’ eitherway.

Don’t even ‘member what I was gonna tell him too late now

oh no I ‘member now. “Yeah dude,” I jerk my thumb back

towards the bedroom. “Nate’s in there with Rachel man.”

Steve’s eyesbrow shoot up and his mouth forms a large O

as in the cantbelieveyousaidthatyoulyingbastard kinda

way. “What!” he stands up shakily, and we both lurch to

the door, n now he’s poundin’ on it. “Hey!” he shouts

hoarsely, though I don’t know if he’s getting’ through to

anyone. “Room fer one more?”

“Get out of here man!” Nate’s voice comes through strong:

“Man clearly he didn’t have much at all,” I conclude aloud.

“Cmon,” Steve pulls me away from the door n we’re headed

back down the steps. “Let’s go do some bodyshots offa

girl or two.”

 “How’s ‘bout I get another beer first?” I’m feelin’ the

emptiness in my hands, that fragile substance, shape 

of air that demands its void be filled. 

“Suit yerself man but I’ma go do it neways,” he

pushes on ahead through to the main nerve,

n I manage to get back to the kitchen area, where

somebody’s making some jungle juice. Least I

think it is, or they’re jes fags. I prefer my beer

though man so I reach inside the fridge, grab a

new can, don’t bother reading the label ‘cause

it’s beer n that’s good nuff for the moment.

Take ‘nother moment nfact, survey the scene,

n enjoy it while it lasts. After all, six days o’

this n then ‘sall gone again, n back ta school

we go. (No good, no good, dont thinkabout

that man) don’t wanna. Would rather reflect

on the whereabouts o’ my sidekick, n where

he’s been all this time. 

Even as I ponder this though the door swings

Open, the front door man, n there he is, my

mate, friend, sidekick, Robin, whatever,

‘e’s here finally.

“DUDE!” I lunge towards him, knocking over

a bitch in the process, but no dirty girl that

any dude ‘ere will lament over.

daryl blinks in astonishment but grins slowly

as I pound ‘is back and search around frantically

for a free beer to insert into his empty palms.

“Where’ve ya been man? We’ve been waitin’ on ya.”

“What? I’ve just been walkin’ around.”

“Tellin’ ya man ya gotta stop doin’ that so much man,” I’m

trying to get through to him but I’m failin’; either that or

he’s bailin’ but either way I’m still wonderin’ what’s ‘is 

problem or hell if the case’s that I have the prob, or shit

wait who’s gotta problem again? I gotta stop this crap man

fuctionin’ like this gets me nowhere. Drunker every seconder

n I’m still unsure where my inner ramblins are goin’ n

still wonderin’ where Steve’s at n what daryl is up ta.

“You wanna drink bro?” I drag him along through to the kitchen

where the beer is. Find him a cold one, bottla somethin’ don’t

know if he’s a fan or not but he’s getting’ it anyway.

“Dude, we needa talk dog,” I try to sit him down but he’s strugglin’

starin’ at me like I’m insane. N maybe I am, n maybe I’m not but

either way I’m still ‘ere n still drunker every second so I guess it

don’t matter much. “we needa talk,” I try him again.

“About what? What’s up with you man? Why are you pulling me

around? Let go!” he jerks his arm away, lookin’ annoyed.

“This isa ‘portant matter man, I kid ye not,” He’s still

not gettin’ it but I attempt neways. “Don’t want ye gettin’

all upset man but uh…Nate n rashel are fuckin’ upstairs man.”

Eyes stop n he’s starin’ at me witha long hard look. Don’t

know if he’s pissed er not. Impossible to read that blank face.

A scattered collection of phases proceed:

1: he blinks twice

2: he looks away, seeming to take in the sights

3: he shrugs

“So? You act like you didn’t see that coming.” He 

says. (What)

Shock, awe, surprise, wonder, amazement,

what is this strange gibberish coming from my sidekick’s

mouth? This sudden outburst is too much, too much fer

m’feeble, drunken mind. Must find rest. Er a seat at 

th’least. Find a chair in the kitchen, straddle it like

I’m fuckin’. Level a look at my boy n ponder ‘is statement.

He says nothin’ n we jes sit there. Me drunk, n him lookin’ like

he needs it jes as muches I do. Sits there with a beer,

runnin’ loose in ‘is hand, lookin’ not lost mebe but mebe

he’s jes thinkin’ deep ‘bout her. Denies it all he wants, but

he’s upset though mebe he won’t admit it. 

“’sok man. Plenny a fish ‘ere to fuck,” try to pat him

on th’shoulder but he ignores it.

“It’s not that big a deal,” he tries to protest.

“Agreed!”

He drinks, a toast,

and I have a drink myself. It’s jes th’two ‘f

us here; Jack n ‘is sidekick daryl wonderboy

n we ain’t got nothin’ else ta do besides

ta drink n njoy the night we’ve got’in front

‘f us. The pe’ple nfront ‘f us’re drinkin’

th’jungle juice brewed up, poisonous treachery,

n me n my boy jes sit there, time’s goin’ well on a

marathon cruise, nobody ta bother us n life is good,

n though it could get better we’re fine right now,

so let’s blow it outta the sky. (Blow what exactly

sitn here skinda boring init or what n why n the 

hell m I thinkin about Danzig right now nobody

knows ‘ere we go gettin worse with evry minute

n I dont know where ill fall. Mebe id better go find

a couch to sit on fer a while. Mebe id recover then)

But I don’t. Sit there, feelin’ like I need to say

somethin’ important here, to my sidekick. He needs

it. Insperation. “Keep yer chin up dude. Ya know,

ya only gotta servive a lil’ longer n then you’ll 

make it through. Hell, you could even head out ta

Old Dominion er Radford er somewhere like that.

God knows ya got the grades dude. Yer a good 

guy ya know that?”

Not pretty but I feel like I got th’job done. daryl’s 

not smilin’ but he’s noddin’ ‘is head.

(Oh jezus time ta go) Stumble away from th’table,

stagger back towards the living room, ‘es followin’

close behind, eyein’ me real good. 

Thinks he’s takin’ care of me, but he’s wrong.

“Where ya goin’?” I ask him, he still says nothin’

followin’ me. We run inta a thick wall a people

n it occurs that mebe the party’s in full swang.

N I’m too drunk fer this shit.

I’m gonna fall over soon, n daryl knows this well.

“Shit, this is embarassin’,” I confess to him as he

nsures I don’t fall on my face flatout.

“Happens to everybody,” he says.

Ain’t thata true statement.

Life’s gonna drag me down unda, n there ain’a

thing I kin do ‘bout it now. Find the first empty

chair n slam into it. Beer bottles only half empty.

Finish it. Look about, find a gal, galpal, n mebe

have some fun if timell lemme. Ain’t that th’point

‘fter hall? Fuck n drink n smile n laugh n live?

What else is there ta do? What else could God

ask a us? 

Even now a gal walks by n I’m thinkin’ of her

wondrin’ what she’s wearin’ unnerneath those

shorts n ‘f mebe ‘ll get a sneekpeek.

daryl sits ‘side me, checkin’ me out. “You gonna

be all right?” he asks.

“Of course, motherfucker!” he jes don’t geddit.

 I’m indizstructable, unbeatable, like a 

rollin’ mastermind no plan I can’t counter

n no fool I can’t outeat outdrink outfuck outfight

n outrun n outdo en’vry possable way baby.

Lights running dim er mebe I’m jes that drunk

n ‘sonly time fer me to find a conkubyne fer

th’night. Er mebe I should find somebo’ with’a

joint n join’em for a bit. Too many options not

enough time ta think it out.

No sooner ‘m’I sittin’ ‘m standin’ back upagain

n now we got us a plan ‘ere, see,

n the ladies ‘re plenteeful, smilin’ back at me,

mebe I should uh um…(shit fergot whatIwasgonnasay)

Mebe I should…jes uhhhh   uhhhhhh

..

..

…..

(thinkineednotherdrink.)

