
Hero v1.5
Corey Lewis

Read Message
Reply
       Reply All          Forward          Delete         Previous        Next         Close

In-Box

From: "Meno Halkias" <sweetandsour69@hotmail.com> 
Save Address    Block Sender
To: kim_arakawa@hotmail.com

Subject: Why I haven't spoken to you in a while

Date: Mon, 01 May 2001 04:47:38  PST

Yo,

So much has happened since we last spoke. So much has changed. A phone call won’t suffice; there’s just too much to say.

Every night has been the same: I try to sleep, drown in contemplation, convince myself to stop thinking, think about not thinking, and then repeat the same pattern ad nausium. Tonight is no different. 

Attached are my compiled pseudo-journal entries on the events which transpired over the last few months. I started putting them together about two weeks ago. Going over my experiences has been quite painful, but reminiscing has proved beneficial in other ways.

Kim, I love you like a bro – believe me when I say that I’m not messing with ya.

I hope to see you soon.

Meno

~ Attachment One ~
“help_me_find_my_way.doc”
There was only so much I could do to occupy myself during a boring lecture, especially a history one. Why was the clock not going anywhere; who was that hot girl in the front row; why was that girl over there looking at me; was that guy staring at me; how many other guys were looking at this same girl; does the professor use Poli-dent or Poli-grip? These questions entertain for only so long. 


Regardless, I still love history as a subject. I still live for the seemingly insignificant details of an ancient society long obliterated by the colonizing forces of the West. Who’s to say critiquing the moronic military blunders that cost a proud nation a couple hundred troops and a bit of territory can’t be enjoyable? Yup, I still loved the subject.


I can’t say the same for my fellow classmates, though. No one (except the scattered bookworm and the diehard RISK player, who theorized how to translate the hard-hitting military tactics of Sun Tzu into die-throwing techniques), appreciated the many subtleties of this great subject. 


There was one thing that spoiled the nuances, the beauty and the ‘fun’ of history. That ‘thing’ stood in front of over 350 students, gesticulating like a madman who’s run out of options negotiating with the fuzz: professor Gutsell, and many professors just like him, tore the heart out of this once lively subject and left its rotting corpse by the side of the road. Their oh-so-drôle asides, their monotonous tone - bah! 


During our review lecture, Gutsell mentioned that it was ‘ironic’ that revolutionary France, in its attempt to oust a perceived tyrant, set the stage for an actual tyrant to take the formers place. My classmates responded with ‘oohs’ and ‘ahhs.’ I might have shared their sentiment too had I not already known that. At that point the urge to better acquaint myself with the desk was overwhelming.


“Meno!” Hanabi Minowa said, poking me underneath my ribcage with one of her long, thin fingers. Hanabi was some Asian trick with a nagging inability to shut up. I guess we’re friends. “Gutsell can see you!” 


“What difference does it make?” I whispered. “The entire other side of the lecture-hall is asleep.”


“Yeah, but you’re the only one on this side. He’ll point you out and you know that.”


She had a point. Gutsell (oblivious to the sound of his own voice), didn’t take too kindly to people nodding off during his lectures. I’d seen the prof dish out some pretty cold tell-offs. Students didn’t try to come back with anything. Either they were embarrassed or afraid that everybody would find out what urine does to white khakis.


Hanabi reached into her bag and ripped a sheet of paper from a binder hidden within. She placed the page on the desk and wrote, ‘What are you doing this weekend?’


I replied with, ‘Probably going to the Cock and Bull with the guys tonight… headin’ somewhere later maybe… tomorrow, not sure… you?’ 


‘Going to go see a band called Flashlight with a couple of friends tonite… nothin’ tomorrow… wanna study for the mid-term?’


Gutsell’s toupee was lopsided again.


‘Suuuuure! I like poop!’ I wrote.


Gutsell’s toupee was falling off. I wanted to point it out to Hanabi, but she was too busy staring cockeyed at the page to pay attention.


‘You like poop?’


‘Who doesn’t? Don’t you like poop?’


‘You’re an odd duck!’ she scribbled with a big smile on her face. ‘Let’s meet up. Anytime before four is okay with me. You?’ 


Gutsell began to wrap-up early (probably on account of the dead rat-fur falling off the side of his cue-ball). In order to expedite the conclusion, I opened and shut my binder quickly and repeatedly. I’ve noticed that, if done with precision, a chain reaction of binder snaps and paper shuffles can force an idling professor to speed up their “and finallys.” Hanabi followed suit by fiddling with the zipper on her bag. Gutsell, as predicted, ceased his chatter. Defeated, he yelled, “Never mind. Have a safe weekend. Good luck on the mid-term.”


Chair legs screeched against the ground. Amongst screeches were comments such as, “Holy Christmas!”, “I thought rat-head’d go on forever!” and “the guy beside me smelled like a pile o’ass!” 


I shoved my binder and pen into my bag and waved good-bye to Hanabi. Au revoir, French history. Hello, smelly dorm room. Upon arrival I was instantly assailed by a set of stale insults from Red-Rock (my roommate in case you’ve forgotten). Red-Rock loved to make light of the fact that I was one of the few first-year students to have a class on Friday. Asshat. 


I leapt onto my bed located in the corner of the room and grabbed my laptop. I hadn’t checked my e-mail in a good while. Now was as good a time as any, I supposed. It soon donned on me why I had avoided opening the latch on my virtual mailbox for so long. ‘48 new messages,’ the little bar in the centre of the screen read. I am starting to hate this cursed creation called e-mail. For every important message from a long lost relative, a family member worried about my acclimation to university life, or an old-flame giving me the heads up that she was in town (and dumped!), was an ‘are-you-horny-greasy-girlies-do-you-like-to-make-money?’ junk-mail filling up my mailbox. It didn’t matter how high you jacked up the filters; the crap kept piling up. I was ready to shut down the computer after the umpteenth ‘cum-guzzlers,’ when I happened across a non-bulk-mail, non T.A. course update (“I can’t help you, I’m too busy being on strike! Good luck and all that! Cheers!”). It was from Sean-Paul.


I’m not sure if you’ve spoken to or heard from Sean-Paul lately, but he’s not doing so hot. The lengthy, yet exquisitely composed letter detailed his latest battle with his acute case of perpetual awkwardness. I approach Sean-Paul’s letters with a certain degree of trepidation. They make me feel like badly rotting fruit inside. This particular letter was no different. 


Digesting Sean-Paul’s words for a couple of hours, the image I had tried so hard to excise from my brain two years ago burned its way back into my mind. “Fucking Sean,” I mumbled over and over whilst staring into the screen. My “fucking Sean’s” got louder and louder as the minutes passed.


“Yo, Meno…  are you-”


“What? Yeah. Sure, man, whatever.”


I glanced back at the liquid crystal display. Hmm – 9p.m. already?


“Red, you coming tonight?”


“Yeah, yeah. In an hour.” Red-Rock was playing with his phone card. That could only mean one thing.


“Which reminds me: how’s the married life, dude? Rachael worried about you staying out all night? You just let her know that I’ll have her man back in time for snuggle hour.” Pretending I’d already disappeared, Red-Rock dialed the long string of numbers to Rachael’s residence up in nowhere, northern Ontario. I showered, changed and bid adieu to Red.

You know, it’s weird – I had this… yearning, this throbbing anticipation of sitting back and having a drink; becoming reacquainted with all the people I hadn’t seen since our first semester was torn to pieces by the T.A. strike. All those feelings receded the moment I flashed my York University I.D. and license at the bouncer or bar-guardian, or whatever he wanted to be called to give him an inflated sense of self-worth for the evening. 


I keep forgetting that the Cock and Bull was packed on Fridays. The smell of sweaty gino, spilled ashtrays and cheap cologne attacked my nostrils. Instead of a professional DJ (like on Thursdays and Saturdays) the music-man tonight was some jackass with two skip-prone CD players, a load of CD-Rs, and a collection of tacky, thugged-out track-toasters like “BRAAAAP!”, (make the “r” roll), “BOW!”, and “WHEEL AND COME AGAIN!” coated in a just-off-the-farm-last-Wednesday, accent. I wonder if he takes joy in playing the same top-forty hits week after week. He sure sounded jovial over the microphone (in a ghetto farm-boy sorta way). Was weekly-distortion-fest-conductor his only occupation? Or was he not very good at something else during the day? 


The precipitous dip in lighting and increase of decibel level upon entering caught me off guard. During my temporary bewilderment I spotted Tyler (now referred to as ‘Ty Beats’), Bryan ‘Doctor Science’ Humphries (a buddy of mine who apparently held a Ph.D. in the sciences of love and ‘interstellar marine biology’), and ‘Chronic’ Joel, otherwise known as ‘CJ’ (this funny, drugged out, brown dude from one of my Poli-Sci courses). The boys sat to the immediate right of the entrance in a cramped cluster of tables. Their seats afforded them a perfect view of the television hanging from the wall, tuned to whichever Toronto sports team was losing that night.


“What’s going on?” I yelled. I extended my arm for the handshakes and daps from the crew.


 “What you saying Meno?” Doctor Science said. “Where were you last night?”


“Sleeping, catching up on assignments, sleeping again.”


“You look tired.” Doctor Science looked disappointed and understandably so. “I was kinda looking forward to chopping some girls tonight.” I think Doctor Science was the only white guy with blond hair and brown roots on campus legally allowed to use the term ‘chop girls.’


Picking up girls was done in a group on Thursday nights. Friday it was a two-man team effort. Saturday, it was every man for himself. We had strategies, schematics and everything; the game plan was always worked out ahead of time. 


“I’m not tired, just not in the mood.”


Science snickered and took a sip of his Amsterdam Blonde.


Ty Beats nodded in silence. (Ty routinely made bets with his classmates regarding his ability to stay in a given character for an extended period of time.) Today Ty was mute. The other day, Tyler was a coke addict who liked to douse himself in baking powder before going to class – because, that’s what coke addicts do: bring attention to themselves and their habit. Yep, Ty was still his weird-ass self. (By the way, on an unrelated note, Tyler has been harping about a tape you borrowed from him last summer. He would also like to say hi. Why he doesn’t call or email you himself is a mystery.)


CJ smiled as if to show off his perfect, pearly whites. “You’re not in the mood to chop girls tonight, huh? You know what you’re saying, right?” 


Two things that weren’t perfectly pearly white were CJ’s eyes. CJ had a saying: “On the hour, every hour.” Believe me, he stood by his words. This leads to problems. One such problem was his T.A.’s incessant badgering regarding the discoloration of his peepers. CJ’s response: “My girlfriend broke up with me this weekend. (For emphasis he threw in a sniff here and there.) I’m kinda choked up, so I’m gonna go sit in the corner and think of times spent holding hands and whispering sweet nothings.” CJ must have the worst luck with women as his girlfriend has broken up with him every consecutive weekend since September. 


“What the hell’s wrong with you? If you come out of the closet to me, I swear,” CJ joshed. He jokingly punched my arm. He made sure I knew he was joking.


“I don’t know,” I said, thinking about Sean. “I’m just not in the mood today. Not sure why.”


Time for a drink.


“Be back in a sec,” I said pushing away from the table.


It was only after I joined the huge line-up to the bar that I realized how bad an idea it was: waiting forever for some drink I could have easily snuck in; watching all those randy guys smack the bum of anything with breasts in the line-up; getting slapped by the girls who thought I was the culprit; watching people attempt to circumnavigate the line-up to reach the dance-floor, only to spill a few beers in the process – I love the design of this place. Five minutes later a plastic cup of Blue was all mine.


 “I’m hitting the dance-floor. You sure you don’t want to come?” Science yelled, sidling up to me from my rear after I took my first sip.


“Positive,” I shouted even though I wasn’t. Despite the fact that I wasn’t in the mood, I knew I’d go anyways. Science was damn good at making me do things I didn’t wanna do.


The only guy on the floor with skills was Science, thus explaining the huge group of attractive girls flanking him and the other group of scowling (white) male onlookers to his six. Perhaps I’m over-exaggerating a bit. There were other girls out there on the floor dancing with the other guys. It wasn’t like he had the monopoly on the women.  Not that night anyways. But the other guys were giving Science the eye. They weren’t feeling the Doctor Science styles.


A couple minutes on the floor turned into a few sweaty hours. It was midnight when I wiped my dripping brow and left the dancing horde. Time to decide whether I was enjoying myself or not. I got a few numbers that night, so that was a plus. I didn’t even spill my drinks with my stilted body movements. That was a major plus. Was I having fun? Not really. I stood to the side of the dance-floor cramped up against a row of pool tables – again, great design guys, just brilliant – watching Science continue to bust-a-move on the floor. CJ was outside on the patio desperately trying to get his lighter to ignite, while working on some fourth-year chick he’d fallen madly in love with… an hour earlier. Red was nowhere to be seen. I had no idea what Ty was up to (probably lighting banana peels on fire again). Thoughts of going to bed out-weighed the thoughts to remain. My cup was running dry. The pillow beckoned.


I sighed, took what should have been the last sip of my beer, and gazed at the cigarette floating around in my cup. I bit the corner of my lip. The jerk responsible was gonna get it. Just had to find him. My search came to a premature end when my eyes set upon the godly figure of Cheryl Watkins. Everything slowed. The music dimmed. Creepy little naked fat midgets with wings fluttered around her head shooting heart-tipped arrows at people around her. One girl jumped when an arrow hit her ass. Wait – no, that was a reaction to some dude pinching her bum. Nice ass. I gulped down the remnants of my cup before remembering that someone deigned not to use the actual ashtray outside.


Cheryl sat at the same table that the boys had occupied. Her masher of a boyfriend, Scott Esposito, stood over. As Esposito spoke his head violently bobbed back and forth, throwing his dirty jafakecan-dreads all over the place. The couple seemed to be arguing. He kept pointing at different people in the bar. Our eyes met.

Esposito and I were in the same political science class. Our opinions differed on world issues: he’d like to see an end to globalization; I’d like to see him trip and fall in a pool of his own vomit.



The guy struck me as sort of psycho. He had the most off-the-wall solutions for things. Take world-hunger, for instance: he suggested that all first-world nations starve themselves for a year and give all their food to the third-world. This way, the first-world would get a taste of its own medicine. He was adamant that this was the only way to solve famine. If you questioned him about his logic, he’d get extremely defensive and even start swearing at you. The T.A. actually had to calm him down. She was afraid he might get physical with other students in the tutorial.

To make matters worse he was one of those Anti-Everything Kids. Always out and about, protesting this and that. The allegiance of the Anti-Everything Kid wasn’t limited to any one cause; they were involved in every protest imaginable. Such worthy causes were, but not limited to, Anti-Americanism, Anti-Canadianism, Anti-Globalization, Anti-Deodorant-ism, Anti-Capitalism, Anti-Shaving, damn, even Anti-Showering by the looks of Espo. The list was endless. If there’s a protest, you can bet your last dollar that they’ll be there, waving their signs and smelling the place up. If only I had their tenacity.


I had no idea what Cheryl saw in him. I guess university is the time to make mistakes, right?

I wondered if it would be wise to interfere. I’ve done stupider things. Damn – those lips, those breasts, those milky white legs were begging me to play Mr. Mediator.


At that moment, one of my favorite songs of all time, the last great single from A Tribe Called Quest, blared through the speakers. The bass reverberated throughout my body.

Now you caught my heart for the evening

Kiss my cheek, moved in, you’ve confused things.

Should I just sit out or come harder

Help me find my way.

Something really strange happened next. In a scene ripped from the campiest made for TV movie (or one of my numerous fantasies), Esposito grabbed Cheryl’s wrist and furtively slapped her in the face. Well if that wasn’t a sign.


“Esposito! Didn’t you ever learn to play nice?” Yep, lifted straight from the pages of the Amazing Spider-Man. What d’ya expect? I was nervous.


“Fuck off, Meno!” Esposito grunted.


“You, um, gonna let go of her hand?” I asked as I latched onto his wrist. I started to twist slowly until I felt a snap. 


Esposito broke his hold on Cheryl and thrust his arms towards me, knocking me off balance. I purposely fell in hopes that it might work out in my favor. A crowd gathered. The attention of one of the bouncers was attained when I smacked into a table behind me, spilling beer and shattering glass. If this were the NHL there would have been a diving call. 


“Hey!” yelled the Lord-Protectorate of the bar. Guess it worked. “What the-”


“Please get rid of this guy! He’s been harassing me all night. He won’t leave me alone,” Cheryl blurted out. She shot a menacing look in Esposito’s direction. “He won’t take no for an answer.”


Using all of his deductive power, the burly bouncer made the wise decision to only throw out Esposito as opposed to hucking the both of us into the campus hallway. 


“Oh, this is fucking bull-shit!” he screamed as he got hauled out of the bar, kicking and screaming. I was tempted to yell “Protest that!” but I don’t think anyone would have gotten it. And I would have looked really stupid.


One of the male onlookers extended an arm, helped me to my feet and patted my shoulder. The crowd dispersed. Cheryl approached, eyes brimming with tears.


“Are you alright?” Goosebumps erupted all over my back. Girls tearing up always did that to me. “What was that all about?” I asked dusting myself off.


“No idea,” she sniffed. “Um, thanks… uh-”


“Meno.”


“Yeah thanks… Meno.” Her hazel eyes lit up when she heard my peculiar name. She smiled when she said it. “How do you know Esposito?”


“He’s in one my classes,” I replied, wiping away the remaining tears on her face.


“I should buy you a beer or something,” she said, “you know, to thank you.”


“No, no, no.”


“It’s the least I can do.”



“Forget about it. How ‘bout we get you out of here and go get a coffee?”


“You don’t have to, I-”


“No, no. I insist. After all you’ve been through,” I began, “at least let me try to calm your nerves.”


She laughed. Was it because the comment was smooth and the action suave, or because the comment so lame and action nervous and twitchy? I didn’t really care. She stopped crying after that.


An hour later the two of us were sipping some joe, laughing and talking like we’d known each other for years. All discussion of Esposito and his Anti-Everything Kid ways disappeared. I never thought it was possible, but there I was sharing a table with Cheryl at Timmy Hos.


The only thing that could ruin a night like that was the inevitable, “Wow it’s getting late.”


Damn, no phone number, no nothing. I should have said, “Let’s say I give you a call tomorrow?” Sure, it sounded stupid and was probably grammatically incorrect, but it might have worked. For some reason I couldn’t ask. Something held me back. Perhaps it was because there was something about Cheryl that I found special and I didn’t want to say or do anything that wasn’t equally as special, or made her laugh in a bad way. Or maybe it was because I was afraid she wouldn’t give it to me. That and asking seemed slightly inappropriate.


The only thing I could say was, “How ‘bout I walk you home?” She smiled and agreed. Figures her dorm was in the Bethune College – all the way on the other end of the campus. I didn’t wear a jacket that evening because I figured I wouldn’t be traipsing about in the tundra. I was kicking myself at the same time that I was jumping with joy. That probably looked really weird.


The walk was cold and torturous. Every two minutes Cheryl would offer me her jacket (she was wearing a sweater underneath), but I kept turning it down, each time muttering under my breath, “You jackass.” That probably sounded weird.


Twenty minutes later the front door was within view. I was relieved to say the least. And really cold, too. I also really had to pee but was too much of a pansy to ask to use her bathroom. I’d find a public one somewhere that’s open and clean… hopefully.

 
From behind I heard whispers accompanying deliberate footsteps. I whipped my head around then wished I hadn’t.


It was like a scene out of a movie (I think I said that already). The bad guy hadn’t learned his lesson. And now he’d brought friends, each one equally as dirty. In hindsight, you have to wonder how Esposito knew I was walking Cheryl home. And if he didn’t, what were the other three guys for? Were they there to help emphasize his numerous points regarding why she should take him back? 


The Anti-Everything Kid approached. You could smell the liquor (as well as other stuff), on his person. Maybe he wasn’t expecting me to show up. Maybe his friends were there to keep him from toppling over.


“Cheryl,” he burped, “look, I wanna say a few things…”


Cheryl obviously wasn’t having that. He tried to hug her. She pushed away. She pleaded. I pleaded. Esposito wouldn’t listen. So I approached the drunken fool, grabbing his shoulder. I received a nice elbow to the face. 


I staggered back to regain composure. I could hear his friends laughing as they circled me. I held my nose, looking down at the pavement. I was nervous, but the memories of our fake-fights back in high school took the edge off. Esposito started saying stuff. The average, “Oh you’re so dead,” or “You just don’t know when to quit,” garbage which telegraphed an impending attack. 


I slowly raised my head and folded my arms behind my back. I wondered if the moves we devised in your basement would work in real life.

Esposito continued to mumble imbecilic battle-taunts before lunging forwards with a punch. I heard shuffling behind me. I bowed my head and spun around behind Esposito. Bewildered he turned around – right in time for a fist to the head. He fell like a sack of taters.


Friend-one ran at me grunting. I dodged to the side, allowing him to run by me (which turned my attention away from the others). This time I elbowed the guy in the back, hoping (and simultaneously not hoping), to hit his spine. The shuffling of feet meant friend-two wanted a go. Esposito’s buddy caught me in a sort of bear-hug. I slipped out of his grasp, spun to face him and punched him in the stomach knocking the wind right out of him. Doubled over, he stumbled backwards gasping for air.


Friend-three threw both hands in the air. “Forget it man. Forget it,” he whimpered shaking his head. I wasn’t cold anymore. 

“Cheryl, you okay?”
Cheryl seemed transfixed by Esposito’s incapacitated body. “Yeah,” she answered twenty seconds after my question. “Yeah.”


We continued towards her dorm. It was only when she unlocked the door to her dormitory that I remembered how much I wanted to pee.


“Meno,” she smiled. I loved that smile, “I feel really bad.”


“Why?” 



“I didn’t get to thank you properly before, and now, well, now I’m really in debt.”


“Look, don’t worry, just link me up with your digits and-”


“Actually I was thinking of a different way to pay you back,” she said, like the porn star to the cable man.


Damn! ‘Foiled again,’ I thought in a foolish stupor. I want your phone number! I want you! I want to pee dammit! I want to pee! Cheryl interrupted my mental meanderings by planting on me the second-best kiss I’ve ever received in my entire life. I forgot I wanted to pee.

~ Attachment Two ~
“hi_life.doc”
I wasn’t expecting it. Not in the slightest. I was, however, accepting it. Everything about this girl and what just happened seemed completely fantastical. And yet here I was. The next morning I’d concluded that this wonderfully bizarre turn of events was a sign from above that this was the start of something special; that Cheryl was special.


Cheryl moaned, turning over in her thin bed. ‘How cute,’ I thought: the way her little nostrils flared every so often. I remember awakening that sunny morn, gazing at Cheryl for hours, captivated by her beauty. Tons of things flew through my mind as I stared at her elegant form. Welling with pride I replayed the events of the night before. I somehow saved my princess from the clutches of the… er, um, evil Anti-Everything Kid. Yeah – that sounds about right. I softly ran my fingers over her forehead down to her cheeks. I would have done it all day if the situation permitted. How beautiful Cheryl was. 


Cheryl began to stir at about 11:20a.m. Her eyes fluttered open and my heart jumped in anticipation of being the first thing they saw. 


“Hey y-”


“Ooooh, my god!” she blurted. Like a wayward missile, Cheryl launched out of the bed, crashing into her closet. She almost took me off the bed with her. 


“Cheryl,” I said trying to regain my balance and untangle myself from the web of bed-sheets, “what’s-”


“I’m so late!” she exclaimed squeezing into her work uniform. “My boss is gonna kill me.”


“Hey take it easy.” I tried to smooth the situation over with a soft tone ripe with faux understanding. I thought I was doing a good job until she threw my clothes in my face, all whilst barking the order “Get Dressed!” repeatedly. When I got my pants on she pushed me out of the room.


“So I’ll call-” I never, in a million years, thought someone could slam a door so fast and so hard, especially in my face. Guess I was wrong – and quite sore.


Back to my dorm I went, favoring my mouth and left hand (where the door hit me). My emotions at the time were a colorful combination of confusion and anger. Nary a word escaped my mouth on the trek to my room (to get workout clothes and to wash off the stench of defeat with a cold shower), to the gym and during my extensive workout. Friends, associates, a host of familiars, waved and shouted: “How’s it going?”, “What’s up?”, “What’s stinking?” Their calls begat nothing but groans. I was pissed dammit. Boy, did I ever beat that punching-bag.


The punching-bag’s sand tears indicated a much needed break. Water bottle in hand, I took this time to console myself with pathetic ‘maybes’ that might help explain Cheryl’s apparent schizophrenia: maybe she was real busy; maybe she was like that in the morning; maybe she just realized she made a big mistake (quite logical); maybe she’s not really perfect. Perhaps that’s what makes her so special. I should go find her later and see if everything is okay. 


Twenty minutes of excuse making was enough for one day.  I checked Mr. Watch to see how much time remained before my study session with Hanabi. Mr. Watch said I should get my ass in gear because time ran out a looong time ago. He also said I looked like sheer hell. Mr. Watch can be a jerk sometimes.


It only took five minutes to reach the Vanier college dorm from the gym. Don’t scoff; that’s an impressive feat.


“I said before four,” Hanabi said opening the dormitory door. “Not ten minutes before four. And,” she leaned in and sniffed me, “you look and smell awful.”


“Oops,” I mumbled with palpable pretend innocence in response to my lateness. In regards to the stink: “I was a bit preoccupied.”


“I bet,” she said. “You might as well come up for a few minutes. Just don’t touch anything, stinky.”


“Coo.” I entered the vestibule. “Hey,” Hanabi’s long black hair was no longer long – or black, “a cut and red dye, eh?”


“Yeah,” Hanabi replied as we stepped past the dormant sign-in desk and proceeded towards the elevator.


“Looks good.”


“Really?” She smiled, combing her lithe fingers through her hair.


“Nope, I lied. Looks terrible,” I laughed.


A knee to my groin was Hanabi’s response. She laughed as she did it. This led me to believe that her attack had nothing to do with my tardiness and all to do with her stupid hair-doo.


Something just occurred to me: that was the first time I’d ever stepped foot in Hanabi’s room. And, to tell you the truth, it was exactly as I expected. Well, at least her side of the room. Posters of bands, with obscure (and seemingly idiotic) names such as ‘Less than Jake,’ plastered the walls alongside drumsticks and T-Shirts emblazoned with retarded logos (the most notable of which was a blue T-Shirt with a demented orange symbol that was supposed to signify, if the T-shirt’s orientation was altered accordingly, the title of a band called ‘Facade’).


Atop Hanabi’s bedside table sat a stack of photos. Foolish, foolish girl.


“What are you do-” Hanabi, facing the opposite direction, packing a duffle bag at the foot of her bed, snapped around to the sound of shuffling photos. 


“Just checking stuff out. You don’t mind do you?” She attempted to wrench the pictures from my hands. Han smacked me onto her bed in the process. “And who’s this fellow?”


“Ack!” She looked mortified, as if I were rifling through her underwear drawer or something. “That’s my ex!”


“Homely fellow isn’t he – looks like he digs porridge-guns. Where was this? What’s porridge-guns’ name?”


Hanabi grabbed at my jacket to give her some leverage in her choke-hold. “His name’s Julian and this was his graduation party,” she said. “Fuc – don’t look at that one!” She shrieked, ceasing her attack on my pipes. “That’s not for you!”


“Shouldn’t have left them ou – wait a minute – who is this?”


“That,” she began, leaning over my shoulders, “is Tamara.”


The girl in the photo was drop-dead gorgeous with long blond locks, and a beautiful smile. Nice, but no Cheryl.


“Baby’s Vagynomite!” I exclaimed. “She an old friend from home or…?”


“Tamara is a friend of mine at an undisclosed location on campus, taking undisclosed courses and,” Hanabi ripped the pictures from my grasp before continuing, “wouldn’t be interested.”


“And why not?”


“You ask too many questions.” 


“Well you know me,” I said, patting my chest to every word. “Why’d you leave the photos out knowing I’d be up here? I’m very disappointed in you Hanabi. You should know me better.” Han pushed me onto the bed from behind. She banished the photos to the bottom drawer of her bedside table. “Still didn’t answer my question, Wasabi.”


“I told you not to call me that,” she playfully snapped.


Lying on my chest, I threw back, “And I told you I don’t give a rat’s ass. So, why wouldn’t she be interested? Am I too handsome and therefore too intimidating? Too dashing? Too mysterious? Would I scare her away?”


“She’s not interested in guys, Meno. She’s a lesbian.”


“She’s not interest in guys, Meno. She’s a lesbian,” I repeated sardonically. I tossed my head around like a valley-girl. “That wouldn’t stop me. My charm is irresistible. There is no barrier that I cannot penetrate – pun intended.” I substantiated my point by humping the bed, prompting Hanabi to her feet and several steps away.


“Aren’t you gonna ask me about the concert?” Hanabi asked, interrupting my magic moment with the mattress.


“Uh,” I jumped up, “yeah, how was…” I shook my head and inhaled heavily, shooting off in desperation “Floodlight?” It is still beyond me why I tried to remember the name of the band when I could have gotten off easy.


“It’s ‘Flashlight,’” Hanabi’s tone, still playful, showed faint signs of vexation.


“Okay, Flashlight – how was that?”


“It was great.” The vexation instantly vanished. Her eyes gleamed when she said “great.” She continued: “Not only did I get my CD cover signed-” she rushed to the large CD rack next to her bed and retrieved an indie-album from the collection, which she in turn shoved in my face, “but I also got,” she pointed to her wall, “one of the drummer’s sticks.”


“Wow!” I tried. Lordy, did I ever try to sound enthusiastic, excited, and otherwise interested. For the umpteenth time of the day I failed, my theatre aspirations gone in a puff of grey, acrid smoke.


Hanabi let out a heavy “humph.” Lo and behold, the irritation had returned. “I don’t even know why I bothered telling you this. It’s not like you care or anything. You didn’t even care enough to call me and tell me you were going to be late.”


“As I said earlier, I’m sorry.” I never said I was sorry but Hanabi didn’t seem to notice so, theoretically, I wasn’t really lying.


One thing I hadn’t expected about Hanabi’s abode was Hanabi herself, or rather, what she was wearing. She seemed dressed down today. She donned non-vintage sweats without the usual array of holes, band patches, pins and all that other stuff that looked like she’d been rummaging through the dumpster behind Goodwill. Her new look made her seem so… different. Paying so much attention to her attire rather than her, further added to her annoyance.


“Look, Hanabi, I’m free tomorrow. Let’s do it then.”


“Can’t.”


“Wha-wha-what? Why?”


Hanabi threw the duffle bag she was packing around her shoulders, picked up a set of keys and a pack of cancer-sticks from her desk. She then headed for the door. “I’m going home this weekend. Gotta visit the folks” she answered. She stepped out. “Um, if I leave, you have to as well. My roommate doesn’t like strangers in her room.”


Ugh.


Still sore, sweaty and tired from the workout (not the magic moment – the actual workout), I wheezed and coughed, chasing Hanabi down the hallways of the dormitory. She was walking fast on purpose.


“How ‘bout Monday?” I asked.


“Nope. Won’t be back ‘til Tuesday.”


“Well Tuesday then?”


She looked back at me and spat, “Couldn’t you have at least called?” 


Judging from the manner in which she pushed out her bee-stung lips, flared her button nose, and squinted those coal eyes of hers, I gathered Hanabi was due for a serious hissy-fit. Though I did everything possible to achieve atonement, internally I bubbled with rage. What a complete over-reaction to something so trivial. So I forgot to call – who cares? 


“The exam is on Thursday. We have to study. I’d much rather study with someone who knows the material and who I want to be around and can share a beer with. Wouldn’t you?”


She stopped dead in her tracks. “You promise?”


“I lost track of time today, that’s all. I promise. We’ll make it a date.”

Later that night I spent the majority of my time trying to forget another date.


“So who was she last night?” 


Chronic Joel took a hit from a joint. “Same as always,” he laughed, following up with a cough, “Blonde, big tits, tight ass.”


“How was she?” Brisco Bold, one of CJ’s buddies, asked in his gravely tone.


“I’m not one to kiss and tell,” he said, letting out another laugh as he relinquished the joint to Brisco Bold. CJ, as usual, sounded like he suffered a particularly stuffy nose. “I will say this, though; she was pawing at my nightstick before we even got to the room. I mean, who can blame her?”


Brisco took a hit and passed the joint in my direction. I waved it off. Two beers and a few hits; stick a fork in me, I was done.


“You sure?” Brisco asked.


“Yeah, man.”


“Pfft, more for me,” CJ sighed, relaxing in the driver’s seat.


I wished I had my own car like CJ. I wished my parents bought me a car so I could sit around in the Vanier college parking lot like CJ, smoking green to the sounds of Madlib.


“You been quiet all day,” Brisco said from the passenger seat. “Oh yeah, you never filled me in on last night. How’d that go?”


“It was great,” I lied, leaning my head against the fogged right backseat window.  


“No details?”


“Probably too tired from all that bang, bang, bang!” CJ chimed in. I was grateful for the save.


CJ’s cell phone went off. He grabbed at the phone, clipped to his waist. “Looks like girlie can’t get enough of me.” CJ spoke into his cell for a minute before turning to Brisco and I. “This conversation's private.” He unlocked the automatic doors.


“You want us, to get out?” Brisco asked. It’s freezing!”


“Using that first-year education already – I like that,” CJ smiled, tapping the side of his noggin. He made a shooing motion with his hands before returning to his conversation.


Brisco and I jumped out of the car, making sure to slam the doors. 


Tugging at his baby-blue jacket, and shades (yes, shades in the middle of night, in the middle of winter), Brisco Bold cussed and swore into the cold February air for two straight minutes. Honest. I remember checking my watch. At first he was angry because CJ was hogging the weed. Soon it transformed into a game to see how long he could curse without repeating himself. The contest took a turn for the silly when he started spitting words like “poop, poppy-cock and boom-shatty.” 


It was then that I noticed the eerie ambience of the night. The sky was so bright. Incredibly bright. Why hadn’t I noticed that before? I checked Mr. Watch – “Midnight, dawg!” – and again glanced at the sky. Did the sky turn a bright red during the hour spent in CJ’s Grand Am? Were the windows fogged to such an extent that they shielded me from the blinding rays from the unknown source? 


“Holy shit,” Brisco drawled.


“Said that already.”


“Oh yeah. Shazbot.”


The moon, hovering over a crimson backdrop, resembled the face of a screaming, forgotten soul attempting to escape the fiery pits of hell.


Brisco snapped his fingers. “Oh wait, I’ve heard of this,” he said. “Buddy from high school was talking about this once.” Brisco went on to cite a poorly worded, quasi-scientific explanation that neither helped fill me in on what exactly was going on, nor curb my strange and overwhelming fear; it’s not everyday that the sky bleeds.


Both Brisco and I stood in silence after the lackluster explanation. A silence interrupted by CJ banging on the passenger-side window. Naturally, this scared the daylights out of us. CJ laughed then coughed, this time violently, before continuing his cackle.


He lowered the window. “You guys can come in now. I’m done.”


“Took long enough, jerk-face” Brisco muttered.


“Yo CJ,” I said, waving him out of the car, preventing him from throwing his celly at Brisco. “You gotta check this out.”


“What… the…?” CJ said popping his head out the window.


The three of us spent the rest of the night leaning on CJ’s hood, staring up at the sky, dumbstruck and confused. Half an hour passed before CJ had the bright idea to:


“…make a wish on this man!”


“Like a shooting star?” Brisco piped in. “You’ve had enough.”


“Back off, man. This… this, sky, is a work of art.” CJ, meticulous to a fault, completed rolling the umpteenth joint of the night. “This is a, a, momentous occasion. We must cherish this glorious spectacle of which we bear witness to!”


“Your command of the English language brings a tear to my eye. However, I’ll bring a tear to your eye if you don’t shut up and light that!”


Brisco and CJ grappled for the joint, while I, still possessed by the awe-inspiring sight above, entertained CJ’s suggestion.


I gazed into the white face. It gazed back at me with one hundred times the intensity. I was entranced. The more I stared at the face, the more I recognized it. The more I stared, the more the red backdrop encroached on the face, stained the face, tainted the face. One of the moon’s craters, positioned in the lower half of the circle, a little off-center, bore a striking resemblance to a mouth. This revelation came once it began to speak. It asked me to help. “Please,” it begged, “do something.”


“I wanna make a difference,” I said interrupting CJ’s and Brisco’s argument over who was hogging what.


“Huh?” they grunted in unison.


“That’s my wish,” I continued. “I wanna change things – be an agent of change.”


“Thanks a lot, CJ.” Brisco, irate from the loss of the joint, fumed. “You see what you did? Now we gotta listen to this for the rest of the night. I want to save the whales; I want to help the poor. Blah, blah, blah. I don’t need this shit niggaz! I’m Briscooo, BOLD!”


None of them knew what I meant. I felt stupid for blurting out that ridiculous line (and even stupider for giving Brisco a chance to launch into his “Niggaz, I’m Briscooo Bold!” tirade).  I continued to gaze upwards hoping to lose myself and my thoughts in the familiar face hovering in the sky.

~ Attachment Three ~

“discovery.doc”

Not sure what it was: bad weed; beer before liquor; liquor before beer (how does that work anyways?). But straight up, the next morning I felt awful. Waking up in that stuffy dorm with my stomach all cramped up summoned a strong case of homesickness. This was odd because, quite frankly, I never got homesick. Never at camp when I was away from home for two months and Johnny Newman kept stealing my underwear, only to throw it in the river. Not even during my trip to Costa Rica when I came down with that new but unpronounceable exotic disease.


I thought back to the days when I would awaken from a horrific night of flu induced non-sleep. Mom was always there with a can of ginger ale, an acetaminophen tablet, a damp cloth and the assurance that it would be all better. The bed at home was infinitely warmer and more comfortable than the tattered piece of crap in my dorm. Posters (to cover up the lame wall-paper), the assorted junk lying on the floor – in short, the milieu of my old room – made me feel, I don’t know, safe? Perhaps I was making up for my nineteen homesick-less years with that one terrible bout.


Eyes clamped shut I rolled onto my side clutching my stomach. The once faint images of my old room swirling around in my noggin brightened and richened in color. So much so, that upon opening my eyes I almost didn’t realize that I had ended up there.


“Sweet . . . Fungle-Juck,” I murmured.


On my old bed I lay, posters of Biggie Smalls, Dr. Dre, Simon Belmont and Ken Masters ripped from the pages of Spin and Electronic Gaming Monthly, before me. The old bed, with its drab vertically black and brown striped comforter, all neatly made up, just the way mom liked it. The bedroom furniture dusted to perfection. Again, just the way mom liked.


Blinking didn’t help. Ostensibly, I was in Scarborough, not York.


The Neo-Geo on the floor, the Super-Gun next to it, the one photo of Caitlen I didn’t destroy, jutting out of an issue of Diehard Gamefan Magazine on the desk – whatever was going on was damned accurate. Internal radar now clocked my heart at ‘much too fast.’ Touching the items only made the ticker flick quicker. It’s only a dream, the immediate postulation. But what about the many un-dream-like aspects of this, for lack of a better word, situation: there were no blurred-out pointelism-esque images, all the colors seemed intact; try as I might, I couldn’t change my perspective.


My heart slowed, but only for a second. Footsteps, matching my own, grew louder and closer. Panic hit me. I collapsed to the ground behind my bed, curling into the fetal position once I snuggled up against the bedspread. The instantaneous reaction was no doubt born of the numerous years spent eluding my parents after breaking the vase/the turntable belt/the television/the neighbor’s cat. Years ago slipping under the bed was plausible. All I could do now was lie on the floor and hope for the best. I cursed myself when I realized that in my haste I had forgotten to lock the room door on the opposite side of the bed. 


“Stanley?” My step-father’s name, my mom’s voice. “I thought you were in the garage.”


The footsteps were really loud.

I ran the ‘this-is-just-an-extremely-realistic-dream’ argument through my head once more. If this was real, exactly what did I have to offer in terms of an explanation to mom apropos my being there, in Scarlem, hiding behind my bed, when I should be lying in a dormitory somewhere? My stomach still hurt. Eyes clenched, I imagined the warm, small and smelly bed back at Vanier. A prayer to God that I wasn’t losing my mind escaped my lips. The bed beside me shook a bit. I opened my eyes a smidge and screamed… as Red-Rock tripped and fell beside my bed. 


The rest of that day (Sunday), was spent in bed. Occasionally, I’d get up to check on Red-Rock while he puked his brains out (the result of a keg party the night before), turn things on (like the TV and Dreamcast), and grab things from my mini-fridge. I ate, read and played Street Fighter a lot; pretty much anything possible (save studying) to avoid thinking about, well, the ‘hallucination.’


Monday morning brought new pain. My eyes hurt so much that four hours wouldn’t pass without having to give in to the relentless urge to nap. Monday also signified the beginning of a terrible pattern of sleeping irregularity of which I’ve yet to overcome. Lack of sleep on Saturday followed by overcompensation on Sunday, equals dreadful Monday and every day after.


The phone’s chirping woke me. I knocked everything (including my laptop) off the top of my nightstand before the source of the cursed sound succumbed to my sleepy, cranky wrath.


“What?” I slurred into the receiver.


On the other end was an unusually jaunty Doctor Science. “What’s going on young blood? Did I wake you?”


Science and I had a philosophy exam the next morning at the ungodly hour of 8a.m. Science, the ever procrastinator, wanted to set up a crash study session. My notes were more concise, he’d slept through 75% of the course, and the 25% of his non-sleeping time he devoted to writing pickup lines and playful insults for the girlie two rows down.
“So what time, what place?” I asked.


“Ten minutes, your room? Oh, is Red there?”


“Naw, Red didn’t come home last night. Wait – did you say ten minutes?” Science lived off campus in Pickering (or as he, and other first-year Pickering natives called it, Pick-City.) “I thought you went home Friday to study?”


“I came back to have a couple of drinks, and… I’m still here.” Usually, when Science left such a blatant and awkward pause in the middle of a conversation, it meant that he wanted me to pry about something. I wasn’t biting.


“Ten minutes, right?” Science asked.


“Yeah man. See you then.”


Science showed up twenty minutes later, lined paper in hand, Ty Beats by his side. Ty had accompanied Science during his drunken hurrah and needed something to do while sobering up.


“I’m not taking the train or bus home in this state. People relish the opportunity to take advantage of the small and defenseless,” the six-foot idiot asserted on arrival. “Those train people, especially the elderly, wait until you’ve passed out. And that’s when they fondle you. Old folks… can’t turn your back for a second.”


Doctor Science spent an hour flipping through my notes, asking for course-related definitions and translations to my hieroglyphic handwriting. Ty, on the other hand, strolled about, ranting and raving about anything his eyes fell on, stealing anything edible.


“Ty! Dude! Eat the entire piece of bread for flipping sakes!” I yelled. Ty smiled, peeling a slice of white bread apart with his teeth.


“Why can’t there be a bread that’s just all crust?” Ty mumbled, throwing the non-crust piece of bread in the trash. Or what Ty believed was the trashcan. I told Red that he shouldn’t position the trashcan so close to his bed. But would he listen? “Now that would be something. I should invent that!”


The ‘hallucination’ should have been a distant memory by then. But I couldn’t, despite my best efforts, put the… whatever it was, out of my head. Science and Ty’s presence exacerbated my predicament. Science was copying my notes, so I assumed he wanted to accomplish his task sans interruption. Though he might have wanted to broach something other than philosophy, the topic he probably had in mind wasn’t something I wanted to discuss at that moment. A couple of rounds of Street Fighter III: Double Impact on my Dreamcast should have taken my mind away, but it didn’t work. So, against my better judgment, I said, “Yo Science?”



“Yeah man?”


“A question if you’re not too busy.”
Evinced by the speed of his response, it was clear that Science was looking for an excuse to take his eyes off the mess that was Kantian Ethics. “Shoot.”


“Have you ever had a dream so real that you could have sworn it actually happened?” First mistake in describing my ‘hallucination’: arbitrarily using the word ‘dream.’ At the time, I still wasn’t exactly sure what the experience was, but I knew that nobody would understand my problem if I paralleled it to a mere slumber thought-bubble.


“I’ve had that happen sometimes,” Science responded with palpable boredom, the nature of the question a slight disappointment. After a slight pause he perked up. “Usually it happens when I have a good-nights sleep. Then all this weird and nasty,” he emphasized ‘nasty,’ “stuff goes down. Morning comes and I’m all like, ‘did I really bang that piece of Sirloin steak?’”


“Naw, Science, I’m not playing. I mean, have you ever had a dream that was so real that while you were experiencing the dream, it was like you were really awake? Like a hallucination?”


“That’s happened to me once,” Tyler began, still pawing the loaf of bread. He went on to describe his infamous ‘Flavor-Flav’ dream. You know, the one where Tyler swears he spent an entire night running away from a deranged Flavor-Flav of Public Enemy, who repeatedly blared, “Let’s get this party started riiiight!” When Ty begged for mercy, Flavor-Flav yelled, “I can’t do nothing for you man!” and proceeded to mercilessly beat down Ty with his oversized, novelty clock necklace. 


“…and that’s why,” Ty concluded, “I will never wear a non-digital watch.”


“Really,” Science sighed. 


Losing interest in continuing the tired discourse with the drunken oaf and the cramming study monkey, I returned to my 13” Trinitron. Once again I tried to lose myself in the game. However, my immersion into the world of Street Fighter was constantly interrupted by Ty’s rants and Science’s innumerable questions. For example:


“Hey Meno?”


*Pause* 

“Yeah?”


“How does Descartes know that God is not a deceiver?”


“Premise 1: Deception equals imperfection. Premise 2: God as a perfect being cannot admit any imperfection. Conclusion: God is not a deceiver.”


“Did you study yet?”


*Unpause* 

“Nope.” Couldn’t forget this when the prof said it would for sure be on the test.


Then there’d be a crash somewhere.


“Ty! Dude! That’s Red’s stereo!” 


“Whoops!” 


“Aw damn! I’ll just say Red did it last night and didn’t realize.”


Ty then ranted about stereos. How they’re so shoddy now and how if they were made in North America like they used to be, they’d be able to withstand a good ol’ fashioned sitting on. 


Science asked another Descartes question, when Tyler, out of nowhere, bellowed, “DAMMIT!”


*pause* 

“Uh, Ty?”


“I hate this. I don’t care about Descartes!” Science took it upon himself to remind Ty that he didn’t take philo. Ty continued undaunted: “I hate essays. I hate this crap. I’m an artist. Why can’t I just paint? Why do I have to take ‘butt-fuck wars of the 18th century?’ To hell with this. To hell with York! I’m dropping out.”


Like the A-bomb on Hiroshima, it took a while for survivors to actually figure out what hit ‘em.


“Ty,” I thought it would be best if I fired the first question, “how much did you have to drink last night?”


“I’ve been thinking about this since the strike. I’ve talked it over with my mom. I think it’s best if I go to an art school like OCAD.”


“Well, whatever you do, I support your decision.” I said in response to the disappointing news.


“So, what are you going to do for the rest of the semester, Ty?” Science queried, attention finally lifted from the notebooks by something worthwhile.


“For starters, put an end to this ‘Ty Beats’ nonsense. Why the hell do you guys call me that anyways?”



“‘Ty,’” I began, “is for Tyler shortened, and ‘Beats’ cuz your last name’s Beattie. Plus, you know good beats.”


“You’re messed up,” Ty helpfully reminded. “I’ve got something better. Something that commands attention, respect, pussy! Tyler – wait for it – ‘Super-Sex-God-Superion.’” He echoed ‘superion.’

Exchanging glances, Science and I stated in blunt unison, “There’s no way in hell I’m calling you that.”


“In fact,” Science added, “I’d rather call myself that. It’s not too far from the truth.”

Ty (er, um, Tyler) and Science left around 2p.m. Though not in the mood at all, I figured I might as well study for the philo exam. What happened to the good old days of cramming? Students were running around campus like chickens with their heads cut off, rambling on about study sheets a full two weeks before the examination period. I’m no genius, but studying six hours a day, way before exam time and becoming more agitated than Kosmo Kramer with a colony of ants living in his pants, seems more of a hindrance then a plus. Who needs that? Sure, the strike slashed our semester to bits, greatly adding to the collective anxiety of the student population, but the last thing I needed was all those worry-warts ruining my studying flow, of which I had grown accustomed to over the years. 


Tuesday, 7:50a.m – let the worrying begin! University tip number one: never speak to anyone about an exam directly before the exam. Science learned this the hard way.


“What’s a ‘prima facie’ duty?” he panicked.


“I thought you knew that?” I said while making the arduous decision of what pen to use for the exam. 

 
“I thought I did, but Crazy gave me some whacked out definition I’ve never even heard before.”


“Science, you’ve made two mistakes here. Not only did you speak to someone before the exam, but of all the people, why Crazy?”


Oh that Crazy. He was quite the character. As a matter of fact, Crazy was the first person I met on campus. I started the conversation with, “Yo, what do you think about this Professor?” And he finished it with, “Have you ever listened to Radiohead while cleaning up your own vomit? Some weeeeird stuff, man.”


Science wasn’t a worry-wart. Not like others I’ve seen. He wasn’t like the guy/girl who went around complaining about how he/she was going to fail, get kicked out of school, and blah, blah, then go on to get the highest mark in the class. He also wasn’t the guy/girl who went around asking people for definitions, making them second-guess their own definitions. With Science, I’d say it was just the stress of the semester that did him in.


The exam went exactly as expected. The loud and obnoxious worry-wart got the A. I thought I did pretty well (I ended up with an A). Science thought he did pretty well. Crazy ate his toe-nails after completing the exam. All was well in the world.


I only had two out-of-class mid-terms for first semester with philo being the harder of the two. Time to celebrate! The question now was how to celebrate: should I go for a walk?  Play some pool in Vanier with Chronic? Play in the ankle-high snow… aw crap – Hanabi!


Off I went, curious if Hanabi was still annoyed with me. I hadn’t set a meeting time with her, more out of fear that I might fail to show up on time and have to face her rage again. 


Internally, I went over what I’d say if Hanabi was still miffed with me. I’d never seen her like this before. I wondered if there was some other reason behind her vexation. One of my conclusions at the time was that she might have been angry about something back home. She was leaving as I showed up. Perhaps she called her parents and they got in an argument before I showed up. Maybe it had something to do with her horrific taste in clothes. Who knew?


I was so caught up in my internal dialogue that I accidentally bumped into someone. 


“Hey, watch – oh, how’s it going?”


“S’all good, yo!” It was Hawaiian-Splash, a short, portly fellow whose claim to campus fame was his peculiar propensity for Hawaiian Shirts. He was in a rush for an exam he was late for, so our exchanged pleasantries were quick. 


Four steps later, my internal dialogue was again interrupted, this time by a ruckus to my rear. Sounds, which started out as mumbling, transformed into blood-curdling screams. 

A panther-like beast, befitting of a Todd-McFarlane comic-book, grunted and growled at an understandably terrified Hawaiian-Splash. I kid you not – the gruesome creature, skin stripped from the skull and chest, teeth – no, wait – fangs like razors, eyes, a glowing crimson-red, stood before Hawaiian and I. The monster was about chest high, but could have been a giant given its thunderous roar.


I didn’t know what to say, what to think, what to feel. This too, unreal, like a dream, but happening. Did I write that exam? Seemed much too easy in hindsight. Everything was a blur. Pinching, like blinking, didn’t work.


Apparently the beast wanted me, not Hawaiian. Those red eyes were focused on my frame. Hawaiian was merely an annoyance, a fly if you will. And like a fly, he was dealt with, with a quick swat, or swipe, rather. A nearby wall became the canvas for the disturbing artwork painted with Hawaiian’s insides. 


The beast exhaled heavily.

In the sky beasts of various shapes and sizes invaded our space. They emerged from a sort of rift; a red slice of light that would appear in random places. I was in the middle of an invasion, the invaders straight from the pits of hell.


The beasts were perverted versions of known animals and creatures. Their physical perversions varied. Some, such as the panther beast, busy mauling another fellow classmate of mine behind me while I was busy trying to understand this bizarre turn of events, were missing parts of its anatomy; in the panther’s case, an ear. Others oozed liquids of an unknown nature: the deformed eagle circling above, waiting to descend on a buddy of mine from my classical texts course, for example.  


They all had one thing in common, though: they all seemed pretty dead – or undead if you wanted to get all politically correct. Flies and gnats swarmed them. Their limbs looked as though they were about to fall off. The beasts’ eyes (if they were actually eyes) were glowing bulbous balls of various colors floating inside pitch-black caverns. The reanimated carcasses in motion, a vomit-inducing sight if there ever was one.


Having finished off another classmate, the panther-beast snarled, its brows furrowed, the red orbs beneath focused on me. I ran like the wind in the opposite direction. The more I ran, the more the futility of the action dawned on me. The beasts were everywhere, attacking every living soul on the campus. The cacophony of shrieks and screams of students accompanied wails and growls of the things. None of those (human) screams were mine. I was much too frightened to say anything. 


The beast gained. The faster I ran the more energy it pumped out. It wanted me bad. I hadn’t experienced a chase like this since grade six when I accidentally let the Davison’s dog loose. As I ran, I could only make out the pitter-patter of the animal’s paws over my breath and my Nikes hitting the pavement. The pitter-patter grew nearer. I couldn’t outrun him. I knew I couldn’t. This was how I was going to die; without explanation, without cause, without anything. 


So I stopped and let him have me. 


The feeling that followed will never leave me: ripping flesh, oxygen mixing with my blood, different parts of my body breaking down simultaneously, the tears of pain running down my cheek, the cold embrace of the impending darkness.


I couldn’t measure the time, but maybe, I dunno, seconds later my heart, beyond reason rejuvenated. The palpitations could only be felt at first. Soon they were heard. I awakened to the cold hard pavement, drenched in a sea of blood which I was undoubtedly the source.


I rose to my feet (ignoring lessons learned earlier by pinching myself the whole way up), examined my body (which, unlike my clothes, showed no signs, of abuse), and marveled at my recovery – but not for long. The beast, though farther away than before, was still in the vicinity. Upon discovering that it hadn’t killed me dead, the monster resolved to finish the job, making a start in my direction. I strafed to the side but the beast still caught my left arm with its claws. My arm, lacerated to the bone, miraculously began to repair itself right before my eyes. All the proof needed to confirm my dream suspicion existed in my now healed arm. With my invulnerability confirmed, my anger seething and adrenaline pumping, I launched an offensive on the beast. To my surprise I actually did some damage, enough to eventually wear the beast down and punch a hole right through the monster’s skin. The beast wailed in anguish, writhing on the floor. I withdrew my fist from its chest, a smirk on my face. It whimpered as if to say, “I take everything back.” A façade, I thought. Oh my god… what about Façade?


Just like that dream, I found myself magically transported to the destination on my mind: Hanabi’s room. This time I didn’t question it. Hanabi and an attractive blond whom I didn’t recognize cowered together in a corner of the room. A brutish bear-thing on its hind-legs stood before them, its roar frighteningly loud and ferocious. It was more disgusting than the panther. Its snout was rotting away and the skin on its back intermittently gave way to puss and maggot filled craters. Before I could say or utter a word, the monster slashed the blond.  Its frothy teeth soon made a home inside Hanabi – approximately two seconds after Hanabi acknowledged my presence. 


Flush with anger I jumped the un-dead bear. The bear fought back, but I fought harder, muttering something about it being a bastard. It slashed at my face, my chest, but I ignored the pain. A quick, concentrated punch to the stomach sent the bear, like the panther-beast, to the ground whimpering.


Hanabi was still breathing, I think. Blood flowed from her stomach, drenching her white Emerica sweater. In her ear I whispered her name. Pfft, she couldn’t hear me. Still I whispered her name once more. 


I returned to the wounded beast. I latched onto its head. “You little bitch,” I muttered. Off its head went; its ephemeral squeal of anguish sharp. The head felt eerily light. The spine bits dangled in the air, the blood bespeckled the carpet.


Back towards Hanabi’s body I crept. Hanabi’s hair was black again. Must have dyed it at home for some reason. Her black locks hid one of her closed eyes. Was she still breathing? How bad was the wound? I decided to check both. But brushing my fingers against her previously white sweater triggered an inexplicable explosion of white light reminiscent of a star gone nova. Startled, I fell backwards. The sweater’s hue intensified, soon to retina damaging levels. It didn’t take long for the light to push me to the brink of blindness. I fell on my back, rolling around moaning in agony, awaiting the end of the nightmare.


Suddenly, some sonorous voice, simultaneously here and everywhere boomed, “Meno… I knew you when you were in the womb. You are capable of so much more.” 

~ Attachment Four ~

“fresh.doc”

Awakening to a cold sea of white nothingness I sullenly contemplated my fate. So this is death? Am I even dead? Maybe this is limbo? Purgatory? A frosty bizarro hell?


“… Meno? Meno !?! Dude, are you okay?”


Save the melodramatics for another time. I’d taken a nap in a snow-bank.


“Uh… yeah,” I muttered to whoever it was attending to me. It turned out to be Hawaiian Splash. “Why am I in the snow?” I asked, turning over onto my back.


“You passed out,” said a concerned Splash. He extended his arm to help me up. “One minute you’re saying hello, the next you’re making snow-angels.”


“How long was I out for?” I queried.


“A minute, I think. You sure you’re okay? Study too much?”


Hawaiian Splash was extending his work ethic to me. Mr. Party Animal was, at heart, a study monkey. His ‘I’m a wild-one who gets drunk, hits on your little sister and pees on your hamster’ act was only skin deep. I bet, while urinating on pent-in pets and bedding underage girls, he secretly pondered how long he’d have to study so he could impress the professor with super insightful comments next class.


“Nah – think it was something I had a couple of nights ago,” I mumbled, Joel’s stash of ‘crazy, ill bud he’s never seen before’ in mind.


“So, you’ll be okay?” Now Splash was getting on my nerves.


“Seriously, dude, I’ll be cool. You just go on your merry way and ace whatever the hell it is you gotta ace.”


He nodded. We parted ways. 


For some reason my mind clicked on Hanabi. I cursed, remembering my promise, and went to her dorm room – without walking there. Reality struck hard when I knocked on the door. I wondered if anybody had seen me. I swallowed forcefully – something was stuck in my throat. Whether it was anxiety or fear to this day remains unclear. 


I knocked on the door. An irate Hanabi tore the door open to chew me out for not calling, not showing up earlier, and for existing in general. Hanabi’s face wasn’t covered in tears. Her white sweater retained its true hue. She was okay. 


“Meno, what’s wrong with you? You look like you were playing in the snow. Oh, come on,” she rolled her eyes, kissed her teeth then sighed, “are you high?”


“No, I’m alright. I, er, you… bah!?!”


From inside her room came another voice: “Perhaps I should go?”


It was that other girl Hanabi was with when she got gored in my… whatever. But get this: remember that really beautiful girl Tamara from the pictures? Well that was her. I guess I didn’t recognize her before, as her face was too badly beaten and bloodied. 


Tamara stepped past Hanabi into the hallway. “If you guys have to study then I might as well jet. Oh,” she breathed glancing at my figure, “I’m Tamara.”


I extended my arm and turned my frown upside down. “I’m Meno. Usually I try to think of witty things to say when I introduce myself, but I’ve recently come to the conclusion that I need no introduction.” Given the weird experience I just suffered, I’m extremely impressed I was able to shoot that one off.


Hanabi groaned. Tamara smiled and said, “I’ve heard a lot about you.” If you ignore the fact that Tamara gleaned all her information pertaining to me from Hanabi, that statement was pretty promising. “Anyways, I’ll leave you two to study. Later Hanabi. Nice meeting you.”


“Nice meeting you,” I mumbled, watching her behind, and the body attached to it, depart.


Hanabi dragged me into her room before I finished my ogle-fest. 


“Did you bring your books?” she asked with a touch of frost.


I scanned the room for something of interest. Failing at that, I blurted out, “Do you have any more pictures?”


“Meno you are such a-”


“We’ll use yours. Let’s get started.”


“Nope.”


“Why not?”


“I gotta pee.” She smiled and rushed to the door. “Don’t touch anything. I’m warning you.”


“Pfft, scout’s honor.”


She departed for the bathroom and left me to my thoughts. I paced around her side of the room, mind ablaze with confusion. It’s very likely that this was still a dream. I had awoken twice from weird situations. What makes this any different? I mean, how could I have possibly known that Tamara was in Hanabi’s room without my mind having something to do with it? Experience has exposed the inefficacy of traditional means of self-wakening so, I guessed, I’d have to wait this out. Until then, I resolved to avoid concentrating too hard on the images of different places and try to act normal. Acting normal, of course, meant snooping around Hanabi’s room, specifically the bottom drawer of her bedside table. But Hanabi, quick and wily, sidled back into her room, her presence declared with a shrill, “Meno! You Bastard!”


She ran towards the offending drawer, slamming it shut. With her back turned, I grabbed her by the waist and suplexed her onto the bed, initiating a match of pretend-wrestling. 


“You are a sick asshole you know that,” she muttered, pinning me to the mattress.


“Dude, I was just looking for pictures. Pictures!” 


“Fuck you, I don’t believe you.”


“Fuck you ugly.”

-*-

The Student’s Centre was the main hub for the most eastern part of the campus, the nexus of the mini-mall, cafeteria, main library and Vari Hall. After my Wednesday 11a.m. poli-sci lecture, I’d meet up with Chronic Joel and Doc Sci at the cafeteria for an indulgence of the soul, body and eyes. The cafeteria's elevated position offered us a vantage point to gaze at the institution's legendary women as they went about their business. Doc Sci called this the ‘Hit Parade.’


“Fifty bucks says you don’t get her number.”


“I feel bad about taking your money, Science.”


Two weeks had passed since the strange dreams. Exams were long over and second semester was in full swing. I wasn’t getting any rest but I was sleeping and actually waking. Everything seemed copasetic.


As I picked at my cold Kentucky Fried Chicken fries Joel and Science argued over their respective sweet-talking abilities. 


“Fifty dollars, right here. What do you have to say about that?”


Joel smirked. Science flashed a crisp bill in his face. 


“Ah, I see your welfare check arrived early. Watch and learn young-blood.”


Joel capered down the small set of stairs leading to the lower level, and then ran to intercept the girlie in question. After initial formalities, Joel busted out one of his ‘balls o’ steel’ lines:
“You’re the prettiest girl I’ve seen all day. Wanna come play pool with me at Vanier?”


Girlie smiled, revealed her snaggled set of chompers, copied down her digits and handed them to Joel, who quickly threw them in the nearest waste bin upon her exit from the immediate area.


“I did it, now give it,” Joel announced. He snatched the cash from Science’s hands.


“Dude I was kidding about the fifty dollars.”


The more fries I ate the worse they tasted. Never buy anything from KFC, the lesson learned from the greasy box. Gross food, gorgeous but ultimately forgettable girls, and arguments over something retarded – would have been a typical Wednesday if weren’t for Cheryl strolling by. Hadn’t seen the girl in weeks and all of a sudden she just walks back into my life.


“Look, when someone makes a bet of fifty dollars they rarely ever mean it.”


“That may be true. But usually, when someone makes a bet like that, and they’re just kidding, they don’t flash a fifty in your face.”


“Hey,” I interrupted, “fifty dollars says I get her number.”


“I bet you fifty dollars you don’t,” Joel said.


“You can’t make bets with my money!”


I left the fools to their argument. Cheryl was on the brain. After shouldering through the crowd I pulled within tapping distance. 


“Hey beautiful – I think there’s something of yours I need.”


Cheryl spun around so fast you’d swear I just stole tampons from her purse.


“Omigod Meno!” She exploded into a fit of giggles and threw her soft arms around me. God, did she ever smell good – like cocoa butter. “I’m so sorry about last time. Where have you been?”


“I’ve been busy. But, enough about me. More about you, your number and what you’re doing this Friday.” I looked down sheepishly. “Um, are you doing better?”


Cheryl pulled out a pen and notepad from her purse and scribbled down her digits.


“I am doing much better, thank you,” she replied. “I’m usually not that pissy in the morning. I’m so, so sorry. I’ve been looking for you too.” She looked sincere, but even if she wasn’t, it’s doubtful I would have cared. “I work till seven on Friday, but I’m free after that.”


“I think I can overlook your patent rudeness, but only if you’ll have dinner with me. Tell you what – I’ll cook.” She frowned. “No, no – I can really cook!” When Cheryl finished laughing I added, “We can talk then.”


“We should talk.” She glanced at her watch. “Oh, crap – I gotta get going.”


“I’ll call you tonight.”


“Alright. See you later.”


I returned to my entourage, victory in the form of a scrap of paper in hand.


“Well here you go,” Joel said, handing over the fifty dollars. “Never thought you had it in ya, kid.”


“I repeat: that is my mutha-funking money,” Science bitched.


Things were beginning to look up again.

-*-

Friday night, nine o’clock, no sign of Cheryl. The more I waited, the more I feared getting stood up. Sure, I reasoned, she could be at home getting dressed. She could be running late and forgot to call. It has been proven that, for whatever reason, it takes women an unbelievably long time to get ready. Maybe she couldn’t find the place (highly unlikely). Or got side-tracked. Or what if she’s been attacked by stray campus wolves (they’re a menace, you know). What if-


There was a knock at the door. Before opening the door to make sure it was who I hoped it was, I scrambled for the light switch and lit all the candles on the rickety table I set up in the middle of the room. (Very stupid order to do those things in by the way.) I straightened my collar, popped a breath mint and pulled the door open.


“Hey Ch-Hanabi?”


“I need the notes for today’s lecture,” Hanabi grunted. She barged in, elbowing me out of the way. “What’s with the candles? Someone die?”


“No.” I hit the light switch. “Where were you today? I hardly ever see you in class anymore.”


She pointed at her nose and the silver loop inside it.


“So you don’t attend lectures because of a new nose ring?”


“The nose ring I got today,” she said rifling through the notebook on my bed. “The last two weeks I’ve been so caught up in my group film project that I’ve had to miss some lectures or show up late to the ones I do attend.” After finding the required notes she headed for the refrigerator. “You don’t see me because I usually sit way, way, in the back, and you sit way, way, in the front.”


“Oh.”


Hanabi lifted two beers from my fridge after semi-asking, “You don’t mind do you? Wow, you’re all spiffed out.” Sniff, sniff went the punctured nose. “Cologne and all. Who’s the girl?”
For the first time in many years I didn’t have a comeback. Not even a deflecting sound effect. I let Hanabi walk all over me like a sissy little old millionaire lets his nubile model girlfriend.


Hanabi elbowed me again. It’s not like I was partial to the air she knocked out of my lungs. “Is it Cheryl, your princess? Your sun-goddess? Your-”


When you’re in the process of living out an almost surreal, movie-like portion of your life, where the bizarre and real seem to mesh freely and seamlessly, everything seems to happen at exactly the right/wrong moment with frighteningly superb timing. 


“Hello?” said a cautious and familiar feminine voice from the door. Yes, it was Cheryl. And yes, it was extremely embarrassing.


“Oh hey Cheryl,” I smiled.


 Cheryl crept into my dorm room with marked hesitation. She was still wearing her uniform from the Falafel hut.

“Hi Cheryl, this is Hanabi,” I said as I glanced in Hanabi’s direction, while jerking my neck towards the door, “and she was just leaving.”


“I know when I’m not wanted, lover boy. Nice meeting you.” Hanabi, in a guy-like fashion, made a phone out of her hands and held it to her head before she left. 


“Sorry,” Cheryl said, her eyes on the floor, “but I didn’t have time to change. I had to cover the end of someone else’s shift. If I went home to change I would have fallen asleep.”


“Don’t you even dare apologize. The fact that you’re here is all that matters. You must be hungry-”


“Uh, that’s another thing I have to apologize for. I already ate.”


Ick.


“Oh… kay.” Contingency plan, contingency plan. “Well, you’re tired, and I’m quite sure you need to relax. It just so happens that I’m an excellent massage-type-thingy…guy.”


“Really,” she smiled coyly.


“Oh yes.” I grabbed the bottle of wine and two glasses off the table. “Um, in fact, it’s proven that my brand of massages are guaranteed to make you feel all better within minutes. I’ve got graphs and charts to prove it.”


“I think I’d like one.”


“A chart?”

Twenty minutes later I was working away at her bare oiled back as she lay on my bed. She complimented my ‘angelic’ hands dancing across her swollen muscles.



“Can you do something for me?” she asked.


“Anything.”


Covering her chest with a sheet, she flipped over. “Not that you’re doing a bad job or anything, but I’m still just a tad bit tense.”


“Really.”


“However, I know something that allows me to unwind. If you do me a favor, I’ll reciprocate that favor.” The word ‘reciprocate’ was temporarily lost on me until Cheryl pointed at her crotch.


I dove under the sheets and after what seemed like an eternity of hilted sighing, Cheryl emitted a ferocious “ugh!” Fireworks were going off over the bed. 


Trying to be all romantic, I slowly rose up her body, kissing at two-second intervals. “How was that?” (Keep in mind that despite the fact that it is a post-modern era lovemaking taboo to ask that question, when in the middle of such activities, the average male, without the faintest idea of how to determine the quality of the performance otherwise, and with an ego to maintain, has little to no choice in avoiding the query.) “Did you like that?” I continued. “Felt good huh?” Kiss. “Loved that huh?” Kiss.


I exited the cotton caverns, “Cheryl, my little princess…” Kiss?


At first, because she had a smile on face, I assumed she had just closed her eyes out of euphoria. Then she turned on her side and rested her head on her hands, snoring away.


Guess that answered my previous series of questions.
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Kim, you’ve made acquaintances with Mr. Insomnia and Mr. Hallucination, but you’ve yet to meet my friend Mr. Nightmare. 


Mr. Nightmare, say hello to the nice people.


 (Ominous voice): “For the wages of sin is deaaaaath!”


He sure is chipper.


Mr. Nightmare and I started hanging out on a regular basis the night Cheryl succumbed to my spectacular lovemaking. Yep, Nightmare came a knockin’ after Mr. Insomnia called it a night; Nightmare wanted to know if he could crash at my pad. I really had no choice in the matter, but the fact that he asked was a nice gesture. 


Every time Mr. Nightmare swings by he totes along an impressive array of movies. (He collects fine horror flicks.) The first movie to be consumed that night was quite interesting: it depicted Cheryl biting my head off before devouring me whole. Lovely!  


Mr. Nightmare’s appearances were sporadic at first. Though, so fond of my company was he that his visits gradually became a daily affair. I don’t mind. I like Mr. Nightmare a hell of a lot more than Mr. Insomnia. In fact, I’m actually glad to see Mr. Insomnia leave some nights. I just wished Mr. Nightmare wouldn’t loiter around the whole night. He’s cool to chill with, don’t get me wrong, but sometimes he gets a little too comfortable, loses track of time, playing his interesting films at undesirably high volumes until dawn. He also has this annoying habit of coming and going at odd times in the night. But hey – he’s not all bad… once you get to know him.

-*-

During first semester, as a corollary of the teacher’s assistants’ strike and a pathetic attempt to straighten up and fly right, I promised myself that in all subsequent semesters I would set aside ample time to complete assignments. No, I’m dead serious, and I wasn’t drunk when I made the resolution either. Sure, procrastinating is fun, and I’ve had a lot of success with it. But there will come a time in my life, maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but someday, when I least expect it, and when it’s least appreciated, that I’ll procrastinate too much, fail an assignment, be forced to drop out of school and have to sell my body for beer and pudding. I can’t let my life (and spectacular bod) go to waste like that.


The very instant my Canadian history professor passed out our essay assignment for the term, I marched straight to the library, which, ostensibly, is not a good way to make a positive first impression on a professor. Apparently, professors are none too pleased to have their lectures interrupted by students who shoot out of their chairs in the middle of their class, and in the middle of their sentences, shouting in a nasal tone, “TO THE BOOK DEPOSITORY!” before charging out of the lecture-hall.

So, there it was, second semester, my first dedicated work day. All I’d done since Cheryl left that morning was stare at my research materials through bloodshot peepers. Okay, it’s arguable that I had good reason not to begin my essay that day. The night before was crap, capped off with a truly horrendous nightmare. Plus, I had to mourn the loss of the Dreamcast, Sega’s greatest, most powerful videogame machine, which a day earlier was officially discontinued one year after its release to an unworthy market. That would take up at least, ooh, four hours.


Whatever.

“For a supposed normal person, you’re taking this Dreamstation thing way too personally,” Red-Rock said combing through his closet. “Full closet, nothing to wear.”


Red-Rock was in the process of determining which of the numerous parties on campus that night he’d grace with his presence. He whittled down his choices to two jams: one hosted by some trick named Maureen, an associate from one of his management classes; another hosted by no one of particular importance, occurring in some house on campus. The people residing in the house pulled out all the stops: big name DJs who played music nobody enjoyed but grinded to anyways as the bass was heavy enough to mute the uninspired and repetitive lyrics coming from the mids; annoying blinking lights of all shapes and colors that everyone hated but yearned for in their absence; weed and alcohol as plentiful as confused geriatrics stumbling around a Florida voting station. Maureen’s party, on the other hand, would be sedate in comparison. It offered, however, something the other party lacked: Maureen.


Ignoring the obvious (Red-Rock’s relationship, his bad taste in clothing, and the “I like it in this end” sign I furtively placed on his back), I allowed Red to ruminate about his dilemma. Frankly, I didn’t care which party Red went to. The sooner he jet the sooner I could crank the sick tunes of Street Fighter III, while wishing a heartfelt goodbye to a privately loved, but publicly under-appreciated friend. (In hindsight, perhaps I did take that Dreamcast thing a bit too far.)


Red eventually decided to divide his time between both parties. He left at eight o’clock donning the most hideous ensemble I have ever seen. (Puke green GAP sweater, yellow collared undershirt, and a pair of faded blue jeans – you could just feel the ugly.) I initially felt bad about placing the poop-chute sign on Red’s back. But, judging by his offensive ‘No heterosexual sex for me, thanks’ costume, I figured I was doing him a favor: at least he’d get laid in some form or another.


Once he departed I returned to my mourning. And when you mourn, you need a lot of booze. You need to dilute your tears with rivers of gin. Or so says my grandpa. And if such is the case, there is nothing better when you’re tired, lonely and sad than to get filthy stinking drunk. Unfortunately, the body of Meno wasn’t having that. For some inextricable reason intoxication was impossible. Was it because I was drinking in moderate amounts (meaning, not so much that I’d go blind)? Throwing caution to the wind, I tested the theory, shot-gunning a 24 of Blue in a couple of hours. To my bemusement and horror there were no visible after-effects to speak of. Had my body skipped the ‘tipsy’ and ‘drunk’ stages of alcohol abuse, running instead to ‘alcohol poisoning’? 


It didn’t really matter much, as my ponderings were cut short by a rat-a-tat-tat at my door.


“Hey bitch. What are you doing?” asked a plucky Hanabi dressed in an outfit from her collection of crappy vintage of clothes.


“Playing video-games until my eyes bleed. What brings you to this neck of the woods?”


“Get ready,” she began, inviting herself in, “we’re going for a walk.”


“Uh, I’m slightly busy.” 


“Well,” she paused to glance at my Dreamcast, “save whatever it is you’re doing and get dressed.”


I took it upon myself to inform Hanabi that you can’t save during a fighting game. She in turn took it upon herself to unplug my Dreamcast from the wall. I hate her.

-*-

On nights like that one (where both of us haven’t any plans beyond expressing our mutual antipathy), Hanabi and I roam the sub-tunnels, watching for campus security while clandestinely smoking a joint. Weed wasn’t part of the equation for me that night, though.


“How come?” Hanabi asked mid-hit.


“Not today – bad experience.”


Though available to the entire school, the sub-tunnels were a great escape from the general population. Were it not for the newly installed cameras, you could probably get away with anything in here. Hell, some actually did. Not me though. I preferred to get freaky in bedrooms. Publicity’s not my thing.


Hanabi wasted the majority of our time there prattling on about her daily observations.


I’d periodically interject to give her the impression that I was actually paying attention: “So, how’s the project going? Please tell me more. I’m oh so interested.”


Hanabi’s smart, but when she’s high…


She went on about how it’s a pain, it’s hard to do, but they got a pretty good group and she’s enjoying it, so it’s all good. I seem to recall her informing me of the nature of the assignment, but I’ve pretty much forgotten. All I know is that the project is due at the end of the semester, and that it’s going to take almost twice as long to get it done. Oh yeah, I also know that Brisco is crazy. Or – sorry – my friend, Brisco is crazy.


“He’s not my friend. He’s CJ’s.”


“Whatever.” She exhaled releasing billowy clouds of smoke, free to contaminate someone else’s lungs. “Something’s wrong with him.”


Hanabi delineated Brisco’s numerous unsuccessful attempts to land Tamara. Each rejection begat the question “It’s cuz I’m black right?” And before Tamara had a chance to explain, Brisco would jump on the table (literally), announcing, “I don’t need this shit Niggaz! I’m Briscooo Bold!” This never went over well in the cafeteria.


Then there was the other guy in the group. A ‘cutie’ named Anwar, an exchange student from the Middle-East. Golden brown skin, beautiful black eyes, chiseled bod etc., etc. He was, as she described, the cutest guy she had ever seen from an as-yet unknown country, ever. She actually did say that in case you were wondering.


Whoops – my turn to speak: “Anwar sure is a cool name. But it’s nothing like what I’ll name my kid.”


“And that’ll be?”


“Canadian.” 


We had stopped minutes earlier to sit on the dirty floor (the filth was of little concern; I was wearing an old jump-suit, Hanabi what she normally wore) to gaze at some 60s era graffiti (a picture of a door adorned with the word ‘opportunity’) on the tunnel’s walls. To underscore my point about the name, I jumped to my feet, chest proudly puffed out, fists situated at my sides.


“Why would you torture your kid with such a stupid name?”



“STUPID!?!”


“Canada? A name for a boy?”


“When I have this kid, Canada will be a proud, strong nation. A super-power if you will. The world’s leading producer of… inter-stellar bling-blongs. Anyway, when he travels the world, people will ask, ‘Strong, intelligent, proud, sexy boy, what is your name?’ He’ll reply ‘Why, I’m Canadian. Canadian Halkias.’ The locals will cower in fear. They’ll proclaim, ‘What an elegant but masculine name.’”


“Stupid name…”


“What do you have?”



“Gabrielle.”


“Gabrielle?” I repeated with a short ‘a.’


“No, long ‘a,’” she corrected, “Gabrielle.”


“Wow. In a couple of decades the name Canadian will be world renowned as strong, and beautiful, replacing Anwar for cool name supremacy. The name Gabrielle, however, will forever be synonymous with wuss, regardless of the century.”


Ramble, ramble, prattle, prattle. Silly me. I had for a second mistakenly inferred from Hanabi’s five minutes of silence that she’d concluded her daily observations. Little did I know she’d only referred to the first half of her day. What a fool I was. 


Hanabi continued. Boredom hit, engendering insightful internal questions like, ‘I wonder what the person who drew/painted the graffiti door on the wall was thinking when they did it? What were they trying to say? Was it political? Was it narcotic oriented?’ Who cares? I stopped looking at the door. Then it opened, at which point I started to look again. Curiously, Hanabi was oblivious to it all. Nope, she didn’t even budge when the rickety old cartoonish door creaked open, revealing a scrawny red-skinned, bony beckoning hand. I’m still dreaming right? So, I went in… I think. 


Next thing I know I’m laying on a cold floor in the middle of a dark uncertainty. No doubt I’d passed out in the tunnels and Hanabi had just left me there, because she’s evil. I panicked. What if they’ve turned out the lights in here, trapping me with God knows what (or who) in these tattooed catacombs? To a halt came these thoughts when I banged my hand against a metal railing. I winced in pain. Now I knew where I was. The metal railing was the frame for a bed. I was in Hanabi’s room. The clock on the small bedside table glowed an angry “4:00 a.m.” Where does the time go? 


I assumed her roommate was there, otherwise, why would I be on the floor? But then again, Hanabi’s evil, remember? At least she gave me some sheets and a pillow. I just somehow managed to wiggle away from them in my sleep. Oh well. 


Fully aware of my surroundings now, I decided to return to sleep. But, unsurprisingly, this wasn’t as easy as I’d hoped. From an extremely strong moonshine came a piercing ray of light which found its way through the Venetian blinds. The ray of light ran along the ground and up the wall beside me. It sorta looked like a cute little white door. More doors, hooray! This door was different though. I had a personal history with doors of this kind.


My family vacationed in Jamaica for the holidays back when I was twelve. For New Years we celebrated on the streets of Lucea. The streets were packed with sweaty salaciously dressed island dwellers scandalizing their dance partners to the DJ stylings of Stone Love. I was pumped – all this action AND my dad snuck me my first beer ever. Fatigued, we slumbered in some small motel nearby instead of our actual hotel in Montego Bay. I couldn’t sleep that night. To pass the time I amused myself with the ‘light-door’ on the motel room wall. I started to imagine all sorts of groovy things going on in this door. People were coming and going, and I wanted to know where the party was at. Finally I summoned enough courage to get out of bed and venture into the unknown. When I entered the door I ended up in my hotel bed again; it was all a dream.


Fooling around with the light-door presently before me proved an interesting diversion from insomnia and Hanabi’s mosquito-esqe snoring. I stared at the white portal freeing my imagination. 


While playing out sundry sordid adventures to the light-door backdrop, I spied what I could have sworn a miniature silhouette of a person in slow motion ambling in front of the ray of light, or, into the door. Lying perfectly still I futilely blinked repeatedly. The creepy silhouette remained. Figuring the silhouette to be the faint remains of the light in my eyes, I dove under my sheets, turning away in an earnest effort to fall asleep.  


From the area around the light-door came a voice – probably the voice of one of Hanabi’s floor-mates leaking through the walls, I supposed. But why was it specifically asking me to “come in”? This was so in my head. Had to be. Only I could hear it, right? 


Hanabi stirred in her bed. “Meno, please, shut-up,” she moaned.


The voice continued: “You’re avoiding me? Step in. You’ll get your answers.”


Hanabi tossed and turned. “Meno, I don’t have time to play around with you. I gotta go to my parents tomorrow morning. And (muffled speech) I… (frustrated groan).


Again with the voice: “Just think about coming inside. It’s not hard. You’ll get your wish.”


Then the roommate: “Dude, shut up!”


So, what’s a guy to do? Well, the guy goes through the door, that’s what.

~ Attachment Six~

“who.doc”

Another hallucination? 
Directly behind me the light-door glowed intensely. Somehow I’d wound up in what appeared to be the living room of some swanky apartment, the décor of which surprisingly realistic: a worn black leather couch set; a rectangular glass coffee table in front and parallel the main couch; a huge jet black entertainment center before them all. Beautiful oil paintings of robe and sandal clad Caucasians traipsing through bustling ancient cities adorned the peach colored walls.


Four feet before me stood a shimmering, all white, faceless biped, its arms folded.


“Hello Meno,” boomed the being. “I hope you don’t mind the minor disruptions over the past few weeks.” Befuddled, I shook my head. “I heard your wish. I’m aware of its impetus – quite honorable. To facilitate your goals I’ve deigned to help you. Adjusting to the implemented physical augmentations is arduous, but necessary to achieve full acclimation.”


“Uh…. full acclimation? To what?”


With grace akin to a ballerina, the biped crept closer. “As indicated by your experiences a few weeks ago and, in fact, two minutes ago, the only prerequisite of travel: a mere thought. You are more powerful than ever before. Your milieu can, if you wish it, become your mask. Toxins and wound only slow you down.”

My mourning period in mind I assumed that by ‘toxins’ he meant alcohol.

“And I have you to thank for this?”


“Indeed.”


“Who are you?”


“I am a being beyond your scope, of infinite power and wisdom.”


“Humble. Are you God?”


“You already know the answer to that.”


“Then confirm my answer.”


“In due time, Meno.”


Whatever he was, he was getting on my nerves. Highly doubting this creature a divinity of any denomination and more the manifestation of my inordinately active imagination, I backed away. I hoped to quit this grating hallucination through the light-door. Unfortunately this trip into the unknown was one-way only. I was stuck. 

The biped took the opportunity to ramble further. “1999, October 3rd: a morning so warm you couldn’t believe winter was around the corner. Rain fell sometime during the night. Wondering if it’d rain again later that day you debated wearing a jacket or not. But Ellen-” I stopped fiddling, “convinced you to ‘ditch’ the jacket. She said, ‘What does it matter if it rains? If you get caught in the rain, it’ll be like a steamy shower outside. How often does that happen in October?’ You and Ellen left at 8a.m. en route to rendezvous with Sean-Paul at his place. Ellen walked at a brisk pace, you trailed behind. She was itching to see Sean-Paul. Something about the amount of time they spent together made you wonder how healthy their relationship was.


“You collected Sean-Paul and continued to school. Upon arrival your entourage gravitated towards your companions awaiting the bell outside the high school’s technical-wing. Tyler was smoking. His affinity for tobacco foreign to you at the time, you smacked the cigarette out of his hand. Annoyed, he planned to shut you out of his life for the next few weeks. He reached down for his cigarette. You looked down at him, smarmily remarking ‘I did that for your own good.’ Someone new approached the group while you joshed Tyler. The unknown individual stood silently on the periphery of your little semi-circle for a few moments. You finally looked up to get a better look at him, only to see the gun in his hand, pointed at Ellen. You saw the gun… probably… ten seconds before anyone else.”


The being stopped talking for a few moments. I turned away from the door to see why. With his right hand emulating a handgun and his left supporting the imaginary firearm, the glowing being shouted “BANG!” I jumped. 


He continued: “Ellen lay on the sidewalk, choking on blood, shivering. The essence of life flowed from her body.”


“You are a dream recollecting my thoughts,” I weakly mumbled.


“Your augmentations are to help you make up for your past mistakes.”


“Who-”


“You already know the answer to that!” he shouted, cutting me off. “Regarding these abilities, I have a set of tasks for you to do. They will help settle your soul. You do them – and whatever else you want to ease the pain – and we’ll call it even.”


“What are these tasks?”


“In due time, Meno. I’ll leave you. You probably have enough on your plate without me bothering you.” By the perk in his voice, it sounded as though he took great joy in this. “I still sense skepticism,” it sighed. “So, give it a try. Think about a place. Concentrate hard enough and you’ll go there. First, try to go back to Hanabi’s room.”

Back turned to the biped, I faced the all-white door. I clenched my eyes, both to shield them from the door’s bright rays and to shield the world from my tears.


“Well, come on – do it.”


I thought of Hanabi’s room, the cold floor, the metal railing. In a flash I returned. Right in time to hear the terrible buzz of Hanabi’s alarm clock awakening us to the ripe hour of 8a.m.


I was covered in sweat. For a moment I feared I suffered a temporary bout of incontinence during the night. My heart fluttered and my breath was shallow as if I just ran a marathon.


Hanabi shot out of bed. “Get up, bitch!” she ordered. Though I didn’t pay much attention to it then, it seems as though Hanabi was lying with her head at the foot of the bed.

I refused to get up. Not until I got myself straightened out. Hanabi would understand, right?


“Han, I…”


“Gotta get out of the room,” she huffed, throwing on a black lacy bra. “I have to sign you out. Plus, I gotta meet my folks by ten. We’re going fishing.”


“Han… ”


“Oh yeah, I’m never sleeping in the same room as you again. I’m surprised at how much noise you make. You sounded like a diseased cat, getting mauled to death by a gigantic blender.” I’ve no idea where she got that one from.


After she finished dressing (in really nice clothes this time – all identifiable name-brand gear), she pushed me off the sheets, shoving them underneath her bed. Hanabi grabbed her stuff and left the room. She hustled me out of the room and building.


“Han…?”


“Later,” she waved. She ran off in the direction of the parking lot and never looked back. I’ve never felt so cold and alone in my life.


I slowly stumbled towards my dorm mumbling assorted expletives under my breath (all directed at Hanabi, I might add). Quite frankly, I’m surprised I made it home. So many times was I tempted to close my eyes ‘just for a sec.’ Remember when we went to Montreal and I kept veering off the road when it was my turn to drive? One minute you’re awake, the next you’re eating ditch salad. (Which reminds me: I’m really, REALLY, sorry about that.)


I staggered about the dorm halls, fumbling around in my pocket in search of the ever elusive dorm room key. “Don’t tell me I lost them?” I mouthed approaching the drab, brown door with the peeling sticker that said, ‘Meno and Antonio’s room.’ It took a while but I finally found them. I wearily opened the door and collapsed to the ground – which happened to be covered in clothes.


Stinky, sweaty clothes.


I pushed myself off the mess of garments on the ground, wiped the eye-nasties from my sight-ovals and sluggishly peered towards Red-Rock’s bed. Yep, Red’s drunk again. A measure of his drunkenness is how many articles of clothing he retains at the end of the night. His sweaty hirsute ass hanging out of the sheets was a good indication of what two parties in one night can do to one man. 


“Ah, Red,” I chuckled as I returned my view to the clump of clothing at my feet. I continued to chuckle until I detected red, satin panties among the mess. Again I wiped my eyes. Did I steal those from Hanabi and forget? Nah, couldn’t be. (For one thing, Hanabi’s panties don’t look quite so nice.) So whose could they be?

The answer to this question came in the form of a sexy sigh emanating from Red’s bed. I put two and two together and was all, “oh.” Then when it dawned on me what really transpired I was all, “oh!?!”


Another bare behind had escaped the sheets, this one small and hairless. Unless Red got really drunk, passed out, and was taken for dead by some demented med-student bent on perfecting the human form to his own bizarre specifications, Red’s got a little lady in there. Too bad it’s the wrong the lady. 


Man, did I feel terrible – damn Red for cheating on his girl like that. Had I not spoken to and met Rachael, I probably wouldn’t have cared. But Rachael was a good girl. She was so understanding, so innocent, but also unbelievably naïve. 

Red and I went to visit her once. Right before leaving, Red decided to depart on Friday instead of Thursday as originally planned. This way he’d avoid hanging out with Rachael and her friends (the “gaggle of ghoulies” is what he called them). Thursday night we went to the ‘pimps and hos’ party Splash was throwing. He called Rachael from a cell in Splash’s bathroom. Rachael ate Red’s lies about his car breaking down like blueberry pie. She even offered to help pay for the car repair.


Angry with Red, Hanabi and… him, I retreated to my bed. After what seemed like two minutes after my head hit the pillow, I was brought back into the horrible world of consciousness by a big bucket of cold water.


“Jesus fucking Christ!!!” I got up with a start flailing wildly. Losing balance, I collapsed out of my bed, landing on the carpet. “What the fuckity- fuck-fuck!?!”


“That’s a new one,” Hanabi smiled. A grey bucket dangled from her small hands. 


“What are you doing in here!?! What the hell did you do that for?” I shouted, clutching my chest for fear my heart was on the verge of handing in a letter of resignation due to unfair working conditions.


Apparently, I fell asleep and didn’t budge for about two days. This of course spooked Red-Rock as it would any responsible roommate. A corpse in your room means an investigation, and investigations tend to uncover gigantic stashes of weed. I can understand Red-Rock’s concern.


“You didn’t show up for class. I wondered where you were.” Hanabi said.


“Thus the bucket?” I asked.


“I’ll field this one, Hanabi,” Red-Rock said from his corner of the room. He took a sip of – what appeared to be – champagne before beginning his explanation. “See, when we tried to wake you up by pushing you, and you didn’t even blink in response, we just thought you were passed out or something – maybe even drugged. Something to that effect. It was after I hit you in the crotch a couple of times causing not even a stir… well that’s when we got scared and had to bring in the big guns.”


“Well, my genitals do feel a little sore,” I said.


“You’re awake now and that’s all that matters,” Hanabi breathed.


“No thanks to you! J’accuse!” 


“What did I do?”


This is the part where I think I began to lose my mind (and, trust me, the exclamation marks are warranted): “You shoved me out in the cold! I was alone and scared!!! I couldn’t find my way home! People were looking! I got mugged! Twice!!! I fell in a ditch and dogs started laughing at me!!! DOGS DON’T LAUGH!!! What does that say?!? All I needed was two more hours of sleep! TWO!!!” I shoved two fingers in a completely nonplussed Hanabi’s face. The finger poking played a minute but critical role in Hanabi’s rapidly deteriorating mood. “Your parents could have waited two more hours. Two!”


A shocked Hanabi could only respond with, “You didn’t have to stay over.”


“I don’t think I had a choice in the matter! Kidnappees don’t get to negotiate the terms of their kidnapping!”


“Kutabare!” she spat. She left in a huff. 
  


With Hanabi gone I focused my vitriol in Red’s direction. “What the hell are you smiling for!?! And why are you drinking champagne at – what time is it?”


“5:27.”


“Five-thirty in the afternoon?!?”


“I’m in a celebratory mood.”


“What are you celebrating?”


“Life,” he smiled.

-*-

I thought about trying to get some sleep again. But sleep was beginning to betray me. Thus, I retreated to someone who wouldn’t.


“Aren’t you afraid you’ll get sick?” Cheryl asked through a stuffed nose.


“Nah. I’ve probably had everything in the book already. Wait… figure of speech, baby, figure of speech.”


She laughed a bit before giving in to a torrent of coughs.


The two of us lying in her bed: this was nice. Were it not for the box of tissues in the bed with us, it’d be perfect. As an added perk, Cheryl would every so often verbally rip Esposito a new one.


“You know we met during frosh week,” she began. “I’ve heard that pretty much every hookup during Frosh week is destined for disaster.” Perhaps then wasn’t the right time to tell her that that week was the moment I’d first laid eyes on her. “That night he looked so hot in a rugged sort of way. Charming – sniff – and he literally swept me off my feet. The night was surreal; lights everywhere, great music. I was meeting all these new people. In his arms I realized that everything was going to be okay. University will be fine. I don’t have to be scared anymore.”


For a second I wondered whether she was talking about a Frosh week jam or the ball at Prince Charming’s castle. I blamed her ramblings on the Nyquil and wisely decided to keep my thoughts to myself.


“Man did that dream hit rock bottom fast.” Her voice rose as she said, “The only thing he cared about was himself! Not once did he do anything that didn’t benefit him in some way. The self-centered jerk-face.”


“Tell it girlfriend.”


 “Seriously.” Her tone returned to normal. “Things would only be done to get something in return. He’d pretend to help you out, get you a gift, only if he could get something. And we all know what that something was. Still, with his friends-”


“Eww… with his friends too?”


“No silly.” She was so cute. “When he lent out money, he expected it back with interest. It ‘inconvenienced’ him, so he has to get something in return for doing the favor.”


“The cad!”


“Bastard.”


Much to Cheryl’s roommate’s chagrin, this went on until three in the morning. Cheryl wasn’t going to school tomorrow. I wasn’t going to sleep anytime soon. A match made in heaven.


“I’m glad you came to visit me,” Cheryl whispered.


Is it wrong that I did this for the same reasons that she loathes her ex for? Is it wrong if she doesn’t know? Is it still wrong because she, or anyone else for that matter, wouldn’t understand?


“I love our little talk-sessions.”


“No, really. I’m really, really, happy you came. I mean… I won’t beat around the bush: I’m messed up.”


I let out a thunderous laugh. Her roommate muttered what I could have sworn was “Lick my ass.”


She went on: “I’m such a huge weirdo. I do weird things. I forget things. I forget people. I don’t mean to. I have a horrible memory. I’m messed. Not the right thing to tell a guy. I dunno, I’m just weird…” she paused to grab my hand. I guess she needed to hold it and look into my eyes to emphasize her point about me being her “hero. You saved me.”


Never have I come so close to saying “I love you” without considering the ramifications. I hadn’t completely lost my mind yet. With some trepidation I only kissed her forehead.

~ Attachment Seven~


“the_job.doc”


About a month later, my mood was the complete opposite of the bliss I experienced in Cheryl’s room. Just my luck that the one time I decide to start my assignments early, I screw up big-time and do them in the wrong order. I started working on an assignment which was due at the end of the semester, thinking for some reason that it was the first of my essays due. This of course meant I had to scramble to finish the essay that was actually due first, leaving little time to do the other assignments. All this created a vicious cycle.


Really, I should have been writing a paper or studying for my mid-term on Monday. Instead I found myself in a bar some place on campus, staring into a pint of Strongbow one particularly quiet Thursday evening. 


Doctor Science had long been observing the wreck I had slowly become. For weeks he implored me to take a break. I resisted at first. Rest is for the weak, I explained. But I eventually succumbed to Science’s unremitting demands. Not due to his persuasiveness, mind you, but because… well, I wasn’t getting any work done. I’d spent a whole day looking at a white page with black scribbles all over it, unable to turn it into what it really was: the essay assignment.


“Somehow, I don’t think one day is going to do it,” Science said after finishing his first pint of Keiths. 


“You don’t understand,” I said. “I spent two days leisurely deciding what sort of paper I’d use to print my first essay on before I realized that I screwed up the order. Two whole days wasted. Dude, I’m so screwed. I estimate that I’ll only have two days to do each essay, including research and proof-reading. I don’t even think reading week will make a difference.”


“We don’t get reading week, dude. Remember, strike?” 


“FUCK!”


I hung my head down. I considered throwing my glass across the room to release the stress. Had I chosen that course of action, the worst that could have happened would have been getting hauled out of the bar. Oh no, huge loss. No more of that lovely music. If I did whip the drink into the air, however, I’d be another statistic used to warn high-schoolers on the verge of post-secondary education about the pressures of first year. Besides, it’s not like everybody else in this pub, or on this campus for that matter, wasn’t going through the exact same thing.


Well, maybe not Tyler, who sat to my left that evening humming along to whatever that oldies rock song was. (He did mention the song’s title, the artist responsible for the atrocity and a bit of trivia about how the singer tried to incinerate his studio for insurance money when his comeback failed, only to burn his hands and never play the guitar again. But I wasn’t paying attention to the former bits of info.)


Maybe not Brisco, who, despite his appearance, mannerisms and typically negative attitude, was a pretty good student.


Not even Neiling (a mutual friend of Science and myself) or Fastidious (a friend of Brisco’s and a mutual non-friend of Science and myself), appeared to be having any difficulties with their workloads, smashed school-year and all. 


I wasn’t really angry about school. Essays were a pain, yes, and the condensed semester complicating matters didn’t help any. But these annoyances weren’t the subject of my true ire. School work, however difficult, was my escape from thinking about the obvious. When I was away from work I had to face everything that was happening (or could be happening) to me. I hadn’t dared try experiment with my ‘abilities.’ (How ridiculous that sounded.) If I did, I’d have to face the cold reality that some weird and unexplainable things were going down, or that I was somehow stuck in an extremely lucid long-running dream. So now, when constant work proved to be more a hindrance than benefit, I was forced to think.


“You need to take a sabbatical.” Not in the mood to play dictionary, I ignored Science’s improper use of the word ‘sabbatical.’ “Go home, visit your parents. When was the last time you went home anyway?” Science asked.


“To visit or get more underwear?”


“Go home. Put the assignments behind you. Come back fresh.”



“I don’t have any time–”


“Make time. It doesn’t matter how long you toil over essays if your mind goes to mush; the quality will go to the crapper. You’ll fail like you didn’t even hand anything in.”


Bloody well logical. Too bad I hadn’t a clue how to implement his advice.


I took the glass to my head and swished the liquid around my mouth. I wanted to savor that drink. When I tried to pay for it Science wouldn’t let me. “It’s on me, dude,” he said. “Relax.” I had no desire to waste his money. 


For weeks Science had been egging me on to come out with him and the guys, I assume, to catch up on things. I left all of the conversation up to the rest of the boys while playing with the foam in my drink. I don’t think Science minded too much, but I could tell that the absence of my witty banter made for a bit of a let down.


On the other hand, I don’t think Brisco minded at all.


“I think it’s cuz I’m black,” Brisco mumbled.  His eyes followed some other blond cutie sauntering into the bar on the arms of what could have been a model for a Third Reich propaganda poster promoting racial purity. “That’s the only explanation. I know you guys will never understand, but – swallow this for a sec – I walk into a place, I’m automatically the black guy. Not just a guy. I’m attracted to all the women in the place, doesn’t matter what race, creed, whatever. But already I’m eliminated from the running with most girls. How could someone as cute and intelligent as her be so, y’know, closed minded?”


Fastidious asked pretty much the same question everyone was thinking: “What makes you think it has anything to do with the fact that you’re black?” 


Brisco inhaled and unleashed a torrential downpour of bullshit the likes of which would shame memoirs written by a toilet bowl owned by an ex-lax abuser: “She’s got this look, y’know? I mean the way I dress, the way you dress; y’know, a look. Her look is all alterna-chick. For whatever reason, despite my propensity for the finest freestyling this world has to offer, I find myself drawn to her type. Yet, as we all know, that type eschews anyone of my color, my type.” Brisco’s words get bigger when he’s not high, just so you know. 


Neiling O’Reilly took it upon himself to say what needed to be said. “Dude, you’re so light skinned you’re almost whiter than me. What the hell are you talking about?”


“Looking into her eyes, I see something quite disheartening. When I look at her, I see this beautiful girl I’d like to spend some time with. When she looks at me, she sees someone who could only be a friend. Not even for a second would she entertain the thought of being with a black guy.”


“While we’re on the topic of stereotypes-” Science added.


“I’m not stereotyping,” Brisco interrupted. “I just know her type.”


At the very moment that Brisco summed up his argument condemning all ‘alterna-chicks’ and their taste in men, the centre of his hazy focus stepped into the bar with Hanabi. It was also then that I started to notice how humid the bar was becoming.


“Guys,” I adjusted my collar and wiped the newly formed beads of sweat from my forehead, “anybody else feel-”


“OMIGOD! Yo…yo!” Brisco yelled, slapping everybody at the table. “That’s her! The one next to that Chinese looking chick. It’s her. How do I look?”


“Black,” Fastidious answered.


It took Hanabi and Tamara a couple of minutes to notice us and decide against their better judgment to come over and say hello. In that time, a sudden wave of discomfort inexplicably washed over my body. First my stomach felt all gassy, like I was either going to pass gas or crap my pants. When I clutched my stomach, the pain immediately jumped to my head; a tropical storm ravaged my cranium. Like a schmuck I grabbed my head. The pains immediately returned to my stomach, this time worse. On the verge of throwing up all over the place, I devised an escape route to the nearest bathroom. I felt soft, warm and familiar hands on my shoulders. When they first made contact I jumped and threw my hands in front of my mouth.


“What’s going on, bitch?” Hanabi smiled as I felt the rise of my bile.

I momentarily pointed my bloated face in Hanabi’s face before darting out the door. I think I pushed over some chairs or people. I don’t quite remember.


The nearest bathroom was a minute run away. I looked like a fool running down the campus hall, one hand on my rear the other on my mouth. Thinking my way there was out of the question. Not only were there too many witnesses, but my mind was swimming. The more I ran the worse everything felt. I’d no idea how much longer I could have held it. So you can understand my relief when I saw the bathroom door. Just a few more steps, I thought. 


With the door in sight my queasiness increased exponentially. So terrible was my discomfort that I collapsed to the ground. I crawled to the door, dragged myself inside and towards the nearest stall. I couldn’t hold it any longer. Eyes clenched shut, I gagged, coughed, opened my mouth expecting Niagara Falls, but only felt a drip.  


I opened my eyes to discover that I was no longer in the bathroom. I don’t think I ever was. I was inside the apartment again, the all-white door to my rear. The nausea subsided. I returned to my feet.


On the couch sat the all white biped, arms sprawled across the top of the seat. 


“We really have to find a better way to get in contact.” The way he said that, you’d have thought he had an ear-to-ear smile on his face.


“Yes… I suppose,” I replied, wiping vomit residue from my lips.


“I apologize again,” he said. I sensed some sincerity in his voice, so I allowed him to continue without tearing him a new one. “I require your services.”


“What do you want?”


He wasted no time. “A genocide, occurring behind closed doors since time immemorial, has recently escalated and transformed. In the last twenty-five years over one and a half billion have perished. The escalation has been systematic. Through legislation the doomed individuals have been stripped of their status as citizens and, in a way, their humanity. Citizens once sympathetic to the victims’ plight no longer abhor this holocaust. Instead they forget about the victims, consider their death sentences a march towards modernity.”


“Where is this happening?” I asked both baffled and shocked.


“Worldwide… There are things in this world that you’re shielded from, Meno… The states best able to deal with this atrocity have begun to side with the perpetrators. Leaders themselves are adopting the bizarre logic of the murderers. ‘They’re not people. They don’t have rights, so they are expendable.’ Here…” The image of a man, about fifty with a graying topic, moustache, and long beak nose which supported antiquated square-rimmed glasses, instantly appeared in my head. “This man is an evangelist of the new holocaust. He preaches falsehoods in the name of humanity, while aiding others to perpetrate the complete opposite. An excellent orator, his speeches encourage the agents of evil to press forward with their murderous crusade.


“This genocide has to stop. But it will take years – decades even – until the public realizes the evil unfolding before their very eyes. We have to start somewhere, though; like rolling a snowball down an ice-capped mountain.” Another image entered my mind, this time of an upper-middle class suburban house. “The man resides here. Meno, listen to me and remember the following: take no satisfaction for the life of a murderer, which is guilty of death. His fate is sealed. He shall surely be put to death.”


He whisked me away to the target’s residence. Wherever I was seemed to be in the same time zone as my previous location – it was dark out. I lurked around the front of the house. There was a large window to the right, a door to the left, and a two-door garage further left. The house was large. There were pillars along the veranda which supported a balcony above. I snuck onto the veranda and peered through the window’s not-completely-shut blinds. The room appeared to be empty. Inside a soft light from a standing lamp illuminated a recliner. The recliner sat next to a tall bookcase and opposite a desk with a dormant computer on top. I willed myself inside. Once there I made sure my previous assumption was correct: in that room, anyhow, I appeared to be alone. 


There were two things I forgot as I strolled about the large house: 1) an open novel sat on the recliner, presumably for an occupant who would probably be back soon, and, 2) I was visible.


I discovered both of these facts stumbling into the kitchen, where I found my target making a sandwich. His hand, applying mayonnaise to a slice of bread with a dinner knife, ceased suddenly – then shook violently. His beady eyes fixed on my frame. I froze. ‘Think quick,’ I thought. So I thought quick and lunged at him. 


After a brief struggle, I had the man in a hold that I thought would result in the mission’s quick and efficient end. My arms were fastened around his neck. The man’s desperate scrapes at my arms with his nails only annoyed me. I was surprised at how silent he remained throughout the ordeal. How long would choking this man take? I wasn’t sure, so I decided on another method of elimination.


Snapping his neck would have taken seconds. Milliseconds if you took into consideration the augmentations. One hand on his chin, the other crept towards his forehead. The target whimpered. His spittle and tears dripped down my hand and forearm. Muffled “Jesus Christs” and “Lord Almightys” accompanied the drool of desperation. Fascinated with his futile struggle, I almost forgot my purpose. I shook the stupid out of my head and continued the attack, latching my dormant hand to his head.


The feeling of raw power coursing through my veins vanished the instant my hand pressed against his damp forehead. I temporarily lost the feeling in that arm. It was immobilized, stuck to my target as though I’d jammed my finger into a power socket. In the few seconds my hand touched his brow, I saw things through different eyes. Images, all foreign, flooded my head. I hadn’t a clue what was going on at the time. But reflection on the matter later that night made it all clear: I was unfortunate enough to have shared my target’s thoughts. His life flashed before my eyes. 


I mustered enough strength to free myself from the paralysis. I reeled in pain. Free from my grasp, my target, coughing, wheezing, crawled out of the kitchen. One thing I can remember vividly was thinking about how much of a failure I’d be if I couldn’t stop this monster from preaching his sermon of hate. Millions more condemned to death because of me.


I shook the affected arm to regain the feeling then tailed my target. The search lead me back to the room I appeared in originally. He was on the floor, his back propped up against the side of the recliner. All the desk drawers in the room were open. Paper and books were strewn about the floor. The mess was probably a result of the frantic search for the pistol he now held in his hands, aimed at my chest. He pulled the trigger three times, ripping small holes through me. Luckily, he didn’t hit any vital organs that would have forced me to take a time-out to heal. 


I commenced my attack, this time not stopping for anything fancy. Quick recoil and I shot forward with my right, blowing a hole through his stomach. He spent his last few seconds on earth convulsing, glaring in awe at my arm as I slowly removed it from his body. “Nazi,” I uttered, twisting my arm on its way out of his bloody cavity. His eyes flittered and finally shut. A shiver went over my body. I stepped away from my target. The gaping wound gushed blood all over the carpet…


“Daddy?” whispered a young, wide-eyed auburn haired boy. I recognized him as one of the people in those images.  It was Korly, my target’s six year old son. He must have entered the room a couple of minutes ago, too terrified to say anything until now. I hadn’t noticed him before because I was too busy thinking about how it felt to kill his father. 


I almost hugged him, bloody arm and all. But I could only glare at him. When the tears formed in his eyes I vanished.


As luck would have it, Red-Rock was sound asleep back in the dorm room. My mind a mess, I would have had an awfully difficult time explaining how I just appeared out of thin air. 


I was still bloody, so I ran to the bathroom to clean myself up. When I returned to my room I hid my stained clothes under my mattress. It was only midnight. I thought about going back to the bar. At the very least to say I was okay and that nobody needed to worry about me. But I still felt ‘sick.’ So I put on my PJs and slipped into bed.

~ Attachment Eight~
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Surprisingly, Nightmare didn’t come over last night. Yeah, he tends to get out of hand and his taste in movies is questionable, but company of some capacity would have been appreciated.

-*-

Just as the sun crept up over the buildings to indicate another morn, a warm hand rose up my cheeks and brushed through my hair. It reminded me of my mom’s hand except this one was smaller and softer. 


Still half asleep, I grabbed the unknown hand hoping with all my heart that it wasn’t Red-Rock’s.


“Is it the flu?” Hanabi asked. She looked genuinely concerned.


“I think… I’m home sick.”


I lay flat on my back. Han sat on the bed to the left of me. I let go of her hand and rolled away from her after opening my eyes. Question of the day: how the hell does she keep getting into my room? After settling on the well-founded assumption that Red had something to do with it, I turned my mind’s eye to the bloody clothes I was sleeping on and my actual eyes to the spatter of blood on a bed-sheet peeking out from under the mattress. 


Red-Rock’s hairy Italian butt was sticking out of his sheets. He was caressing his sleepover buddy. It must have been a good night. I could hear whispers from his bed. Sounded like they were having a pretty engaging conversation.


“Nothing seems to make sense anymore.” 


In response to that horrendously hackneyed, young-adult angst-ridden statement, Han rubbed my back like she was polishing the hood of her car (circles only; we don’t want any streaks). 


“Do you need anything?”


“Han, are you going to your parents this weekend?”


“My pare-” then she stopped herself mid-sentence, seemingly forgetful of where’d she’d been going the last couple of months. “No. Not this weekend. You ask because…?”


“Do you wanna come over this weekend?”


“But, I’m already here.” Her hands became as soft on my back as her voice on my ears. 


“I’m heading back to Scarborough… I thought you might want to come and hang-out.” (P.S. I also need your car.) For a while, I felt bad about leaving that bit out. A while lasted approximately five seconds.


“Sure.” Her lack of trepidation was startling.


“Really?”


“You’re homesick, right?”


I nodded and gave Han the same puppy dog eyes that convinced my mom that I was “truly sorry” for getting that $400 speeding ticket.


Han left to get her keys and pack. After she left I started to pack myself, stopping only to stare angrily at Red’s bed and shove my blood-stained clothes into a special garbage bag. Destination: mom’s washing machine.


I was going to leave a note for Red-Rock explaining my disappearance but thought better of it. Letting Red know I was gone for a whole weekend might have given him the impression that he was free to do whatever pleased him. This meant running the place like the manager of the hoochiest Howard Johnson. He might get adventurous and take his sordid affairs to my corner of the room, sullying my bed, my desk, and God forbid, my Dreamcast. I wasn’t leaving that note.


I met up with Han at her place. Her roommate was there, all overly polite and annoying. I forgot to mention this earlier, but Han and her roommate don’t get along very well. In fact, one could say that they hate each other. They shared an inexplicable hate that only two girls can have. First day of school Han says hi and Jeri says hi, too. From then on, Han for some reason wanted to “cram rotten fruit and rancid meat down the bitch’s throat like her mouth was a garbage disposal unit.” Coincidentally, that’s what Han said to me when we first met.


Oh and did I mention that Hanabi was crazy? It’s not enough to be evil, but to be crazy as well? That was one of the many thoughts barreling through my mind as Han’s car barreled down the 407. That, and ‘did I wear clean underwear?’
Mimicking a derelict starship about to go warp nine, Han’s rickety silver Toyota Tercel rattled and shook. There’s nothing like almost losing your life to make you forget about taking one. That is, of course, if the aforesaid life you’re about to lose isn’t the kind of life you can replace with a magic mushroom, and the life taken the kind that rewards you with 200 points.


“I don’t have to be there in a hurry. You can slow down (you crazy bitch!).” The stuff in parenthesis was what I mouthed but was too frightened to say out loud.


Hanabi didn’t slow down. In fact, when I politely told the crazy girl to slow the hell down, she smiled and applied more pressure to the gas. I didn’t think it possible but she managed to go faster the further we went. I reached for the collision railings in Han’s car but it turns out there weren’t any. I guess I’d have to go limp.


Hanabi finally hit the brake pedal once she found my house. Before I was able to unlock the front door someone pulled it open. It was my dad on his way to work. My mom waved goodbye to my pops from the first step of the staircase leading upstairs.


“Meno?” asked my totally confused father.


“Decided to come home and steals socks, dad. I am allowed to come home, right?”


Han, who was trailing behind, skipped up to my side. She spied my dad’s short tightly coiled hair and his cocoa skin then glanced at my olive skin and long black wiry mop. Han combed her hands through my hair, I assume, to find a patch of curly short hair in my unruly mane. I slapped her away. Mom might get the wrong impression. 


“Aren’t you going to introduce us to your girlfriend?” mom asked.


Too late.


“She’s a friend from school. Her name’s Hanabi.”


As expected, my mom mispronounced Han’s name when she greeted her.


“You here for the weekend?” asked my dad.


“Ye-ye.”


He grabbed his suitcase and headed out the door. “I guess I’ll see you later.”


“Later dad.”

After chatting with my mom for a bit, Han and I headed upstairs to drop off our bags. Halfway up the stairs I whispered in Han’s ear, “step-dad.”


“Oh.”

Han and I spent the rest of the day relaxing in the basement watching TV and looking at photos. (Hanabi agreed with me: you are the most un-photogenic person in the world. Could you look any angrier?) This was the extent of our activities until about five o’clock when Derek called my cell. He was having people over and demanded that I come too. I tried to tell him I wasn’t in the mood, but somehow (like Science) he got his way. However (unlike Science), he said he had a surprise that I’d really like waiting. I really like surprises that involve cake, balloons and eggnog, so I figured Derek’s house a worthy destination. Plus, Han might get a kick out of Omid. Either that or Han might kick Omid. One can never tell what the outcomes of encounters with Omid will be.


Imagine my disappointment when I arrived at Derek’s only to find that his surprise lacked both cakes and balloons. Derek got a tattoo. And, despite what he says, a stupid one at that. Was the tattoo of a naked woman? Some cool ancient Chinese proverb? A witty slogan? A beautiful though lame flower? No, no. Not for Derek. Or should I say, “Dee-man.” 


“The letters ‘D,’ ‘E,’ and ‘E’ do not constitute a tattoo,” I said fighting off the laughter. 


“It’s stands for ‘DEE-Man!’” Derek yelled over the music and through his alcohol coated lips. “Or ‘Dee-Squared,’” he paused to take a swig of his Blue. “Which is me!” He tried to point at himself when he said that but instead pointed over his shoulder at Omid, who was standing next to/propped up by Tyler.


“When we call you ‘D-man,’ or whatever the hell you think we call you, it’s ‘D-Man’ with a ‘D’ minus the double ‘E.’ Admit it: there was a sale at the tattoo shop. The more you buy the more you save, right?”


“Fuck you!” Derek spat.


Hanabi decided to give it a go. “Wouldn’t it have been a lot less painful to have one, slightly larger ‘D’? It’s not like we’re going to pronounce ‘D’ some other way like ‘duh’ or something.”


“Fuck you too!”


Derek’s girl took it upon herself to interject and state how much she liked the tat. This of course wasn’t saying much of her taste, because she also happened to like Derek.


Around midnight Han and I headed back to my house. When it was discovered that my mom was still awake Han and I decided to stealthily ascend the stairs. I’m not sure why we did that. It’s not as though the soft steps would somehow make the giggling and tomfoolery ensuing in the stairwell less noticeable.


“Meno?” said my mom.


“Yeah mom?” I said. Han gawked at me with eyes about as wide as her mouth, as if to say ‘BUSTED!’


“I need to talk to you about something.”


Of course my mom had to talk to me about something. It’s quarter to one on a Friday night and I’ve been drinking for six hours straight – perfect family bonding time.


“Fine,” I said. Han scurried into the guest bedroom. I should have given a fight or just said I was too tired. But the people around me were doing such an excellent job at persuading me to do things I didn’t want to do, I figured, why buck the trend.


I entered the room. “Take a seat,” mom said after a sip of wine. She was lying in her bed. Conan O’Brien’s Masturbating Bear was gyrating on the TV in front of the bed. Because I never knew my mom to be a fan of self-gratifying grizzlies, I assumed she was too lazy to bother changing the channel after Leno. 


Mom patted the bed. I had initially planned to stay as far away from her as possible so she wouldn’t smell my breath. When I realized that she had also been drinking I foolishly reasoned that the alcohol on her breath might obscure her senses enough to hide the fact that I smelled like I’d just tongue-fucked Jack Daniels.


“I’ve been meaning to say this to you for awhile. I guess, seeing you with your girlfriend made me think…”


“About what mom?”


“Meno… your father,” she abruptly stopped and took another sip of her drink, probably an excuse to rethink her introduction. “When I went to school,” another pause, “when I went to college, I was, what you’d call, a regular party girl. I figure you’re old enough to hear this now. Back in the seventies we had… crazy parties.” She started to list some bands and wax nostalgia about music that bordered on Tyler-trivia-territory, so I promptly put on the ignore ear-muffs and laughed (to myself) about Derek’s ridiculous tat. She got back on target by reiterating her party girl-ness, this time adding the adjective “silly” and “immature” to her college adventures. “Not only was I silly, but I did a lot of silly things. I don’t know why I’m hesitating, because I know you’re well aware of what girls do. I… one night,” then again, “I was at this house party. I forget where, but I know it wasn’t on campus. I only recall fragments of that night: a lot of alcohol… a lot of guys… Nine months later…” she sniffed. An eternity passed before she finished with, “I had you.” Her lips quivered when she uttered ‘you.’ “I’m sorry Meno. For years you’ve been patient with me and Stanley. You were so understanding. You never asked, so this much I owe to you.”


“What would possess you to tell me this… now?” I asked, trying not to make eye-contact. I refused to believe that she’d divulge such sensitive information just because she thought Hanabi and I were dating.


“Because-”


“And…” I cut into her sentence before trailing off. I almost couldn’t finish what I wanted to say. “You don’t know who he is?”


My mom teared up. We stared at each other blankly. Conan’s inappropriate jokes about Michael Jackson’s man-boy love made the four minutes of torturous silence even worse. 


“I’m sorry Meno. I love you.”


I left her room for mine. I ripped my shirt off and whipped it at the dresser, knocking the Neo-Geo’s joystick onto the floor. I was startled by the ‘thunk’ it made against the floor but then felt somewhat satisfied by how accurately the ‘thunk’ expressed my feelings. After examining the joystick to make sure I hadn’t cracked the ball of the stick, I went to the bathroom. I brushed my teeth and stared into the mirror for five minutes. Disgusted with my face I left the bathroom. A head peaked out from the guest room then vanished. I went to investigate.


I knocked on the door and entered. Han lay on the bed upside down. Han said nothing. She parted the sheets and extended her arms.

~ Attachment Nine ~
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Han fell asleep, but my bladder, seemingly strung-out on coke, remained wide awake. I went to the bathroom and stepped into his realm. He gave me the picture of another man along with instructions not to take the target’s life but, rather, his will, as best I could. The target’s crimes against the chosen ones weren’t to go unpunished.


I asked that same stupid question again to which he responded, “You already know who I am.”


The conversation concluded once he whisked me away to a shanty town surrounded by desert; sand everywhere, interrupted by fences, soldiers, and trucks. 
Nightmare wanted to come with me. He said he wanted to make some home-videos. Much too tired to argue with him I acquiesced. Nightmare readied the camera. The flames from my target’s home, engulfing his family inside (the best way to destroy a man’s will, I suppose), was Nightmare’s cue to start filming. The lens of his camera caught the man’s tears, his comrade’s tears; the camera’s microphone their cries.
Nightmare spent the rest of the night editing his video. He pestered me until sunrise to watch his handy-work, prodding me for second opinions. Nightmare doesn’t like to admit it but he’s an excellent cinematographer.

-*-

Science truly deserved his fictitious Ph.D. Time away from theses, independent clauses, and concluding statements does a body good – just like the Doctor said. The wondrous effects of the sabbatical were evident after only one month. I completed all outstanding and upcoming assignments – I was laughing. I did not squander the free time afforded by my scholastic successes. Fully acclimated to my new-found uniqueness, I ventured to exotic lands in search of booty to distribute among friends and freaks alike. A few notes: Paris is truly incredible; Saddam Hussein is as detestable as he appears on TV; Akihabara, Japan is a videogame freak’s dream come true. Man, we’ve got to go there some time.


When I wasn’t clubbing or spying on Pope John Paul II, I was scoping jewelry. An Italian jeweler had in his inventory a magnificent white gold necklace, the perfect gift for Cheryl; it complimented the earrings and ring I gave her a couple weeks earlier.


One Friday night near the end of March, Cheryl and I agreed to meet up at my place and chill before heading to a house party. Then, I figured, was as good a time as any to present my latest gift. Unfortunately, some guy named Tito called in sick at the Falafel-Hut. Cheryl had to cancel our earlier rendezvous, promising to meet up at Splash’s pad (the party’s locale), as soon as she finished – whenever that was.


I thought about visiting Cheryl at the hut – a thought quickly tossed the wayside once it donned on me how boring it was there. Cheryl was always ‘busy’ working and had little time for me. She was rude about it too. The earliest Cheryl hinted she’d be off work was 11:30p.m. 

Before the party I met up with a solemn Science at a pub. After 30 minutes and four pints between us, a total of 10 words were exchanged.

“You alright man?” I asked. “What’s on your mind?”

Science looked sheepish. He sucked on his finger for a second then dipped it in his glass to get rid of the foam.

“Nothing.”

“Liar.”

“Dude…” He looked away and smirked.

“Dude, what? Spill.”

“Alright, so after this I’m hooking up with this girl-”

“Ah-hah! That’s why you didn’t want to go to Splash’s,” I interrupted. “Oops, sorry. Go on.”

Science jokingly furrowed his brow. “Better be sorry, jerk. Yeah, um, so her name’s Jane.”

“Jane from where? Finch?” As expected, Science didn’t laugh. (I was referring to the nearby intersection, Jane and Finch. I’m allowed to tell one bad joke.)

Science sipped his beer, smacked his lips and said, “I met her in genre and modernity. Been talking to her for a while. I only recently got the nerve to ask her out.”


“Pardon me?”


“Pardon what?”


“Nerves?” I laughed.


“What?” Science’s face scrunched up in confusion.


“You and nerves… I dunno. You’re always so-”


“Confident?”


“Yeah, I guess.” 

“Things can’t hurt me if I look and sound like a cocky asshole.” 

“O… kay,” I muttered, pretending as though what he said wasn’t the first and last thing that went through my mind everyday.

Science didn’t say anything for another minute. His eyes rolled around as though he were contemplating if it was wise to say what he was about to say or what he had already said. “Every morning all I can think about is whether she’ll pass a note my way. Whether she’ll laugh at my jokes. Whether she’ll even talk to me or sit next to me in class. Whether we’ll hang out after class. I just… I don’t want to mess this up.”

And there it was: the ladies man was terrified of a lady. It took an hour to calm him down, remind him that he was Doctor Science and that women get weak in the knees in his presence. It was no use. Science went home early for the semester. Bryan Humphries was left to finish up.

I wished Humphries good luck and headed to Splash’s.

In contrast to the first-years stuck with psychopaths and kleptomaniacs against their will, Splash, as a second-year student, shared a house on campus with three other study-monkeys/party-pretenders. Like me, Splash and his roomies were ahead of the game – assignments for the year completed, with only bonus assignments to fret over – so a bash of elephantine proportions was in order. Despite how much they partied, how much beer they guzzled, and how many times they showed their puny penii, they’d always find a way to dip a notch on the hardcore meter by the end of the night. For example: on his way to getting absolutely drunk, Splash’d bellow, “Let’s get yahooed,” or something equally inane. Seconds later he’d harangue the poor clueless Quebecer for his apparent lack of coaster/beer bottle etiquette. 


Enjoyment of Splash’s parties depended upon how rammed his house was with fun, interesting people I’d never personally met before. (I throw this out in case you were wondering why one would entertain the idea of frequenting parties thrown by a party-pretender.) The guests were an assorted bunch. The majority were second and third-year students with a dash of freshmen for a distinct Lolita-flavor. Every hot girl, tutorial-joker, laid-back band-member, DJ, future politician, or non-pretentious philosopher-in-training seen wandering the hallways or lecture-halls, was in attendance. Thus, it was hardly a surprise to see Tamara there.


However, enjoyment of Splash’s parties depended on one more factor: the willingness of associates and friends to leave you alone to mingle. 


“You’re not going anywhere,” Tamara joked, latching onto my arm. “As far as he’s concerned, we’re going out.” 


“What about the girl I’m seeing… and my penis?”


“I’m stealing her from you, and there’s a really good surgeon in Montreal that can fix that.”


When I tried to leave again Tamara tightened her grip, pleading playfully, “No, no, no, no! Brisco is right there. He’s right there! You wouldn’t leave me like this, would you?”


“The purpose of a party is to meet people,” I replied, dry like a pint of Labatts. “Meet someone and stick to them. Wait – didn’t you come with someone?”


“Stop being silly and help me hide.”


I couldn’t get rid of her.


Actually, Tamara was particularly good company early in the night, especially when Cheryl failed to show. 


“What does she look like?” Tamara asked.


“Hot. Does that help?”


“How hot?”


“Very. Long brown hair, prim nails, milky-white legs that seem to go on forever. Medium sized boobers.”


“Gotcha.”


We split up in search of my beauty, periodically meeting up to give each other quick status reports. The search yielded nothing except the keg in Splash’s kitchen (which became my base of operations for the remainder of the evening), and Brisco in the family room (an inescapable hell for Tamara). At least I got rid of her.


From the kitchen you could see right out the front door and spy the traffic clogging the main hall: People using the staircase on the right which lead up; people using the stairwell on the left leading downstairs; people spilling their drinks in the family room on the left (situated further into the house than the stairs leading down). And then there were those who paid their cover-charge and anxiously stormed the kitchen to get their money’s worth before the final keg was tapped out – like Red Rock and the girl he had his arm around that wasn’t Rachael, the same one I’d seen in his bed countless mornings.


“Fancy meeting you here,” he smiled. The girl in his arms beamed as well.


“Fancy,” I replied. They expected me to grin foolishly too. Cheryl was a no-show. I couldn’t even get drunk on the thirty plastic cups of beer I devoured. Anyone who bothered me now deserved what they had coming.


“Oh – this is Maureen.” He nodded in her direction.


“Hello!” she said, extending her arm upwards (I was sitting on the kitchen counter). Red has fine taste in the women he chooses to cheat on Rachael with. Even when I jumped off the counter and strode past her, Maureen still remained polite, coughing out, “So you’re the guy who’s always helping Red to the bathroom.”


“Apparently. And you’re the girl always helping him out of his pants, I suppose.”


“Pardon?” Maureen uttered, her tone indicative of a confidence refusing to concede that I’d said what I said.



With the conversation heading into a verbal mine-field, Red took evasive action, steering H.M.S. Discourse out of harm’s way, hustling Maureen as far away from me as possible. He deserved the ‘to-hell-with-you-too-buddy’ glare I threw back.


Cheryl wasn’t coming. Worse yet, Brisco’s sexual reorientation enterprise failed; Tamara found me again, this time complaining about something other than Brisco: my drinking. Splash swooped in to assist Tamara after witnessing her unsuccessful attempts to force me out of the kitchen.


“I’m locking you off,” Splash boomed.


Flabbergasted I spat, “Why!?!” 


“Maybe your drinking is what’s wrong with you?” Tamara suggested.


“Wrong with me!?! What the hell is wrong with me?”


“You keep passing out,” Tamara and Splash said in unison.


“I think you have a problem,” Tamara added.


“I’M NOT A FUCKING ALCOHOLIC!” I blared, calling more unwanted attention to the kitchen than I would have liked. “Fine,” I said calmly. “I’ll take my business elsewhere.” I dipped my hands into my pockets, fiddled with Cheryl’s necklace, and took leave of Splash’s abode.


The night still seemed salvageable. It was only one-thirty. Cheryl probably just got off work, most likely in dire need of a massage. The thought of the after-massage activities made the unheeded ring-tones from my cell unbearably long.


“Pick-up, pick-up,” I mumbled. My other hand fiddled with the necklace in my pocket like a teenage male with himself after the fortuitous discovery of soft-core porn among a bevy of late-night talk-shows. Quite a ways away from the party and on campus houses at this point, I strode towards the cluster of university buildings through a deserted parking lot. The din of the rowdy partiers had dissipated somewhat, but not to the point of complete silence. The hook to Cherchez Laghost was still audible over the yelling and screaming of the buffoons extreme Frisbee-ing in a field some meters to my left. 


“Hi! I’m not here right now,” began the answering machine. I quickly batted the ‘end’ and ‘redial’ buttons of my celly. 


I’ll blame my next mistake on the distracting Frisbee-ers. Yep – those ‘athletes’ and their yelling, their obscenities, threw me off. Never mind my preoccupation with the unending ring-tones. No – it was the athletes, their ‘sport,’ and their deafeningly loud staccato of Frisbee battle-cries. They were the root of my ephemeral bemusement. The Frisbee-ers drowned out the sounds of my assailants’ pant-legs rubbing together as they sprinted up towards my six. Had I heard them I would have off-ed the attackers where they stood, making a caustic remark about their mothers’ girth and my sexual prowess in the progress. Yeah, it’s all the Frisbee-ers fault. I mean, without them I wouldn’t have sunk like rock in the sea when Esposito smacked me upside the head with his bat.


Coming back to consciousness after the bat bash was a truly frightening experience. My vision and hearing, blurred and muffled at first, came to focus on Esposito, huffing and puffing his delight over pounding me senseless, intermittently inquiring if I “like it, bitch?” In the chilly depths of a towering shadow cast by some unknown building, Esposito and his entourage did the Charleston on my face. Osensibly, he must have hit me hard enough to cause a long recovery time. Once they finished the hyenas exchanged high-fives. They ran into the night, probably en route to a bar to gloat about their latest kill. I let them leave. They weren’t worth it.


With no clue regarding my current location, I set aside my usual discretion and transported to outside my dorm room without checking for witnesses first. Mr. Fist and Feet demanded to know why they were opening doors and stepping into my room, not cracking open skulls and stepping on back. Mr. Brain calmly explained that we were too weak to take such course of action. Besides, there’s always tomorrow. Mr. Fist and Feet are stupid.


Red-Rock was waiting for me on his bed, hands folded across his chest, a ‘you’re- going-to-get-it’ look smeared across his face. Frankly, I was surprised to see him there. I expected him to spend the night at Maureen’s so he could lick his wounds. No such luck tonight. Red-Rock wanted to be a man.


“That wasn’t cool, man,” he said. “If you’re going to mess around, do it to me. If you got a problem with me, take it up with me.”


“I did. My problem is Maureen.”


“See,” his voice rose sharply, “th-this, this, is what I don’t get. What is your problem?”


“Liste-”


“No seriously! YOU LISTEN! You’ve been acting bizarrely the last little while. Coming and going at all hours of the night.”


“I don’t see what any of this has to do with you sleeping with Maureen every night and telling Rachael how much you love her during the day.”


First he seemed shocked: “What are you talking about?” Then he exploded “What the fuck are you talking about!?!”


I’d only made it past the door when Red launched into his tirade. Pissed at my accusations, he ran up to me, nose-to-nose, barking, “Fuck you talking about!?!”


“What, you’re going to stand here and deny that Maureen stays over every weekend. I do come in late, but I’d have to be blind not to see the tits and ass protruding from your bed.”


The last comment drew a pause. Red stepped back then doubled over in laughter.


“Maureen’s never been in my bed.”


“And now you’re a liar.”


Had I not seen Maureen and Red humping nightly, I’d have believed Red when he said, chill and calm, “No really – what are you talking about?”


But I knew he was lying so I continued my verbal assault. The conversation degraded into a shouting match debating who’s more retarded. Red got sick of words and grabbed my shirt, bloodied from my confrontation earlier that night. The palm of my hand, almost shattering his ribcage, made him deeply regretful of his action.


“In case you hadn’t noticed the blood on my shirt, whatever tried to get me, didn’t.”


Red collapsed to the ground, wheezing and coughing. It wasn’t in my best interest to sleep there that night. I grabbed my pillow, stepped out the door and vanished.

~ Attachment Ten ~
“constellation_of_stupidity.doc”
“Oh my God,” Han breathed. Her delicate fingers ran up and down my shirt, stopping on the reddish-brown splotches. Into my eyes she gazed, mouth agape. 


“I can’t stay in my room tonight. Red and I had a little tiff.”


“Did… did he do this to you?” she whispered.


I didn’t answer. Aside from the fact that the pity garnered by the silence helped wear down her resistance to me staying for the night, I cared little about how she took my silence.


“You can stay. But you gotta leave around ten. I have to go home.” Looking away she added, “I can’t sleep anyway. It’s been a bad day.”


Which was no surprise. By her lonesome the girl had already downed three quarters of a bottle of rum. Knowing her, she probably drank more. My initial vantage point from the doorway and the dim blue glow of her TV, tuned to CNN, hindered an investigation which would have yielded a more conclusive answer. 


“Found out that a pillow in the night couldn’t put Jeri out of sight?”


“Nah, that’s old news.”


“Well, where’s Jeri?”


“She’s staying with her boyfriend at Trent for the weekend. She needs time away to ‘gather her senses.’ Uptight bitch just needed a good lay.”


“Amen!”


Hanabi ran from the doorway and dove onto her bed. She patted the blankets. “Come,” she whispered.


Hanabi, sprawled out on the bed, leaned over the side to snatch the bottle of rum, an almost empty two-liter bottle of coke and a plastic cup off the floor. She half-filled the cup then passed it my way.


“Want some?” she asked once my posterior found the end of her bed.


“Nah, I actually had about-”


“I’m not drinking alone, so drink!” she commanded, her voice slightly louder with a tinge of anger. She then slurred, “And don’t waste that. T’was expensive.”


“T’was, eh?”


“It t’was,” she smiled, topping off her cup.


The drink was terrible. I couldn’t taste any coke at all. To placate her, I downed that half cup of crap quickly. I threw the empty cup at the TV then collapsed beside Hanabi’s legs.


Han, back propped against the bed’s backboard, chuckled in between sips of her hideous concoction. “Silly goose,” she giggled. Her fingers ran through my hair, their nails gently scraping against my head. I almost nodded off.


The reporters on CNN fretted about the American election which occurred months prior. Analysts, still incredulous of the election results, battled over ballot inconsistencies and the pros and cons of the electoral system. I had no clue why Hanabi was watching channel thirty-three. At that moment I didn’t care and was slightly grateful. Wolf Blitzer and the CNN crew aided my descent into nite-nite land.


Sensing that her company was on the verge of finally getting some quality rest, Hanabi did what any good host would do: “Do you want some more?” she asked, swishing around the remnants of her drink.


I declined. Her hand left my head, I assume, to help the other one pour more of that god-awful liquid into her cup. When she returned to her previous position, she sighed before slurping her drink. “Misguided, unrequited affection and broken promises culminate in one lousy day,” she said.


Fine, I’ll bite. “What happened?”


“Anwar almost ruined the whole project. He-”


“The middle-eastern hunk?”


“Yeah.” She slurped again. “The whole time he slacked off. But, y’know, I didn’t care. He said he’d make it up in the end. Why wouldn’t he? His eyes beamed honesty. Brisco hated him so much, but I hate Brisco, so what did I care? So we have one week until it’s due. A whole portion isn’t done. The final section of the video – the part he was responsible for – not done! He comes to me one night, says ‘I’ve got so much other stuff to do, just gimmie some time. I’ll be in the editing room all night on Friday. I’ll meet you there.’ I’m like,” she donned a high-pitched ditzy voice for this, “‘Ok. Don’t worry. I’ll cover for you. We can work on it together. How ‘bout Friday?’ I even batted my eyelids. I never bat my eyelids! The idiot didn’t show. He didn’t return my phone calls. Nothing. He didn’t show up to any lectures this week. Brisco worked triple time to get the final chapter done. Tamara’s pissed with me. I still don’t know where Anwar is… fucking cunt.”


Hanabi sighed. “Bad day… but I should put it in perspective. We did finish the project. The presentation was shaky but, all in all, it was good. Besides…” she smacked my head. I looked up. She pointed at the TV. “It could have been worse. Check this out.”


Small green rectangular bars marched horizontally across the bottom of the screen.


Lying on the streets of suburban America like road kill, slouched over in the front seat of Lexuses, and collapsed in telephone booths, were the bodies of prominent abortion doctors. The newscasters, recapping the latest assassination, showed the montage of murder crime scenes to add to their theory of a link between them. The murders, according to some police chief, weren’t isolated, but were in fact copycat crimes. The source: the assassination of Allan Rickard, prominent pro-choice activist and scholar.


To be honest, the carnage caught on camera didn’t affect me in the slightest. An American news station chronicling American society; a rash of murders? Quelle surprise. Eyelids dropping, I fought off sleep to see the story through. How could one guy’s death cause, at last count on the CNN kill-o-meter, twenty-six deaths?


Wolf Blitzer didn’t answer. Instead he reiterated how influential this no-name Rickard was and how CNN was proud to bring this abortion doctor assassination story to us. The dearth of information on Rickard was annoying. If he’s so big, why haven’t I heard of him before? And why won’t they tell me if it’s pertinent to the story? Blitzer preferred to discuss the social and political ramifications of this atrocity and, more specifically, how the new administration will handle this.


I’m sure Blitzer tired of my berating; after a commercial break he filled us in on Mr. Rickard. 


A child with a leaky faucet in his eye sockets was carried out of a house on the arms of a police officer. Neighbors filled the streets, their cries like the wails of a flock of wounded animals. They grieved the passing of a “great man, and a father who stood for a great cause.”
A police chief, an aghast African American, shook his head. About the murder he remarked, “I just don’t know.” The reporter interrupted, his voice reverberating over a collage of clips from the crime scene. “Still no clues, no witnesses, for one of the most gruesome murders in American history.” And then they showed Korly again.


The reporter went on. “Well known among pro-choice colleagues, he was also well known among the extreme-right… So far no one has claimed responsibility, but vocal and incendiary anti-abortion groups have expressed no sympathy for the passing of what they considered ‘a grievous sinner.’”


Goosebumps rippled up and down my body. I tried to swallow, but my mouth was parched like the Sahara. Right there, at that very moment, I was ready to tell all. I sat up like a bolt of lightening hit me in the rear. Hanabi, still gazing at the set, mouthed ‘fuck.’ Out loud she said, “creepy, eh?”


“Hanabi?” I still couldn’t swallow. “Do you ever have… regrets?”


“Regrets like what?”


Fishing for words I gawked at Han. Those words weren’t biting. I reeled in the line and fell to the bed.


“What?” Han repeated. She muted the TV. Her hand found my head again. The longer my silence the softer her touch became. Finally she asked, “Is it Cheryl?”


I could still tell what was going on despite Hanabi muting the set. I ached for significance and history. CNN heeded my call with a mini-biography. My actions and my cowardice, manifest in my inability to speak, made me shiver.


“Yeah, Cheryl,” I replied.


“She’s been jerking you around, hasn’t she?”


“Yeah,” I sighed.


“I know the feeling all too well.” I could have sworn she was going to end with that, but she went on. “My parents hated Julian. They hated him even more when they found out I’d been secretly dating him for months prior to their introduction. But what did they expect? When I hit high school they flat-out told me that I’d be ostracized if I married a white guy.”


“Hold on,” I interrupted. “Is Julian porridge-gun?”


“Right. Mommy and daddy wanted me to meet a nice Asian boy. He didn’t have to be Japanese. That was their odd ‘liberal streak.’ But if he was,” she pumped her fist and yelled “SCORE!”


There was a banging on the wall next to Hanabi’s bed. “Paper thin walls,” she giggled. “Oops!”


“It is three in the morning,” I added.


“Well, this is payback for last week, FUCKERS!”


The thumping continued, this time more pronounced.


“Everybody loves you, Han.”


“I know, eh.” Her index finger now circled my ear, periodically pausing to tickle my lobe.


“So, you’ve left out the root of regret,” I pointed out.


“Well, Julian was… sexually… rambunctious.”


I almost bust a gut. “Rambunctious?” I chortled. “We’ve wrestled before. You go for the jugular and pin me down every time.” Just to be clear: saying things doesn’t mean they’re true. “I figured you’d be into that kinky stuff.”


Hanabi, serious like a passed kidney stone, replied, “Perhaps rambunctious is the wrong word. How ‘bout aggressive?”


“How aggressive?”


“He was horny like every other guy his age. At times it got the better of him. He was my first. That was not fun.”


“So that was it? He was a lousy first lay?”


“Lousy and painful,” she said through a mouthful of rum and coke. “Like your first lay, I bet.”


“I’ll tell you when it happens.” It was a painful fact to admit, but my ego was elsewhere at that point.

Han shimmied down the bed so that we were face to face. An impromptu staring contest followed. I emerged victorious. We enjoyed ten minutes of silence, the both of us studiously examining the other’s face.


“No!” Hanabi barked out of nowhere. “No. That’s not it.”


Tired and already forgetting most of the night, I asked, “What’s not it?”


“It wasn’t losing it to him that I regret. Um… prom night. Julian had an after-party at his place. All night, even when we were having dinner, he kept asking me to do this one thing. I usually laughed it off. It was nothing big. It was pretty stupid, really. But he kept asking. I thought he just really wanted to do it in that position. Why, I don’t know. I was going to say yes anyway – I’d like to believe I’m open-minded – but teasing was so much fun. That’s how I got my jollies out of that relationship. By 2:30a.m. he’d already had a lot of alcohol in him. He started to get angry. Like stupid angry. I mean, he knew me. He knows how I am. I actually overheard him say to his good friend Bryan M. that I was a cock-tease. What the hell is that about? All the things I did – we did – and now I’m a cock-tease? Still, because I was drunk, stupid and angry that he’d make a comment like that – I think he hurt my pride – we went upstairs. Before he goes, he speaks to Bryan, who says something gay like ‘run bauchery!’ and runs off cuz he’s retarded. I’m like, ‘men.’


“We’re upstairs. I’m lying face up on the bed. He kneels down over my chest, his legs on both sides of me. He arched over, his arms supported by the backboard. I said, ‘I can’t see,’” she sniffed. She was close to breaking down at the end of the next sentence: “He replied, ‘The lights are out. What do you need to see?’” 


Aside from the hallucination I had months earlier, I’d never seen Hanabi get choked up about anything. She’d thrown hissy-fits before, but breaking down so badly that she couldn’t speak seemed like a physical impossibility. Hanabi’s display moved me. It moved me to the point that I tried everything in my power to coax her to stop because it hurt too much to see her like this. But she was on a roll.


“He put it in my mouth. I went at it as usual. Julian’s room was in the front of the house. The party was in the backyard. Despite the distance and the locked window and bedroom door, you could still make out the screaming and music. I attributed every funny noise I could have sworn I heard to the party. When the bed started to shake I thought it was Julian. I thought he was about to have an orgasm, but it sounded so forced, faked. Then he started fingering me – and doing a lousy job too. He’s fumbling around back there, and, and… I feel something that’s not his finger. It’s too long, too thick for a finger. I try to say, ‘What’s going on,’ but he won’t let me. I struggle a bit. My legs buck against another body. I push Julian out of me and off me. I grabbed my clothes… I…”


“Han, stop.”


“He said he didn’t know Bryan was in the closet!” she cried.


The wall thumpers started up again. I politely told them to quiet down by denting the wall. The thumpers complied with my wishes.


“Shh,” I repeated, my hand running up and down her cheek.


The first time I pressed my palm against another’s head it was purely by accident. I never asked for Rickard’s life story. But I wanted Hanabi’s thoughts, her feelings. Hanabi replayed the terrifying experience over and over. She sure is a lousy story teller – she left a lot out.


Nothing more was said that night. Han nodded off in my tear soaked arms.

-*-

The sun hates me, this I’m sure of. It’s dark, I blink, and there’s a spotlight in my eyes. Kill me. Knowing full well I was about to get kicked out, I leapt off the bed. My hand on the doorknob, I remembered I’d no use for this archaic mode of transportation. The image of my dorm hallway nearly complete in my head, Han groaned, “Where are you going?”


Hanabi reached for her phone. Into the speaker she said, “Hey… Um… I don’t think I can come home today. Yeah… I… love you too.” And to me, “Come back to bed.”

-*-

I didn’t get it. I mean, I got it, but I… didn’t? The genocide – he must have been talking about the abortions. That automatically makes Rickard evil? Why death? And the man in the desert – I didn’t even get a real reason for that one. Or did I? Damned if I could remember.


“Hey, are you okay?” Hanabi asked. The answer to her question too long coming, she held a shirt up to her chest and perked out, “How’s this?”


“Nice,” I nodded.


“We’ll stop by CompuCentre later,” she sighed.


“CompuCentre blows.”


With the reason being her fear of another altercation between Red and myself, Han invited me to stay the whole weekend. In those action packed two days we partook in fun-filled activities such as drinking, playing drunk chess, making fun of Jeri and –


“How about this?”


“Ghastly.”


“Excellent!”


…cheering on Han as she vied for the coveted ‘worst purchase of the year’ award. Obviously it was her idea to go to Yorkdale Mall. I was perfectly fine playing drunk chess. 


But even Hanabi’s lack of taste failed to divert my attention away from the blood on my hands. How many people’s lives did I ruin to avenge the lives of a million or so non-lives? How many tears were shed for the family that succumbed to my blaze? Can I atone for these villainous transgressions? I’d no binding agreement with him. I figured… I could live down Ellen’s death. I’d rather a single death on my conscience than many. Besides, I did what any person would – no, no – could have done. I can’t ask for anything more. Her death was destined. Who am I to stand in destiny’s way?


Han was wholly ignorant of the shouting matching going on in my head. I know this for a fact; I rubbed her head when we left West 49. She smiled uncomfortably in response to that gesture, suggesting we go get something to eat “and, um, talk.” We spoke of the condensed exam schedule and how fast-food never really fills you up; topics I doubt were in the forefront of her mind. Respecting her privacy, I decided not to read her mind again. 

The return to campus signified the end of our weekend together. Jeri was unpacking, whistling an ‘I got laid’ tune. 


Normally, Hanabi and I have little difficultly getting away from each other. One of us calls the other a bitch, the other says “lates,” we jet. This time, neither of us could decide what to do or say. Han broke the odd silence with a quick “bye” which sounded more like a question. I, for whatever reason, said “okay.”


Back in my dorm, Red stomped around our room, puffing out his chest as though he knocked me down. Checking my answering machine was near impossible with Red’s laser lenses slicing and dicing my frame. Didn’t matter anyway. Nobody important called. And by important, I mean Cheryl.


My calls to Cheryl’s room and celly the Sunday I returned from the Hanabi holiday begat no answers. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t worried about Cheryl, but I let a few days go by before I tried again. On Wednesday, after six calls scattered over twelve hours went unanswered, I broke a promise made months ago when I first agreed to take on the foolish endeavor. I felt guilty, dirty for summoning the mental picture of Cheryl’s dorm room. This was a matter of abused privileges after all. My guilt subsided once I invisibly transported. It took all of two seconds to locate Cheryl and Esposito gallivanting on her bed, only a millisecond for my heart to shatter.


It wasn’t Cheryl’s hunger for Esposito body that hurt me the most. Nor was it Cheryl’s insistence that Esposito’s brand of lovemaking was superior to mine. Nein. It was a comment made after Cheryl brought up my name regarding my shady sexual prowess: “Was he where I told you he’d be?” Later: “It went off beautifully.”


“I know,” Esposito replied. “How’d you know he’d fall for it?”

“I just know his type.”

The cord to Cheryl’s phone lay unplugged on the floor.

-*-

The weekend couldn’t have come sooner. All my associates hit the books hard that week. Because I’d finished my work early, those seven days were an academic gauntlet for everyone but me. Assignments upon assignments piled on each other. Humphries had three essays due in one day. The loneliness I endured was unbearable.


I had hoped to repeat last weekend. Han and I hadn’t any plans to this effect, and I made the folly of not calling her ahead of time because I figured she’d be too busy to talk. But, I thought (or rather, hoped) her heavy load of homework would anchor her in York. At some point the work would overwhelm her. She’d naturally seek relief from the mounting stress. That’s where I’d come in.


“Yo!” I smiled to a nauseatingly pleasant Jeri. “Is Han here?”


“Actually, she’s out.”


“Boo! You know when she’ll be back?”


“Probably Sunday night. She always stays two days when she visits Julian.”


“Uh,” my heart skipped a beat, “Julian?”


“Her boyfriend?” Jeri replied in a lilt. Her head bobbed side to side with every syllable. It took her a moment, but she finally made some connection between Julian and my reaction. “Oooh. You didn’t-”


“No, no, no!” I interrupted, hoping to veil my disappointment. Acting skills don’t fail me now. “I didn’t know she was going to her boyfriend’s today. I thought she was going to her parents – er, but later.”


It was Jeri’s turn to interrupt me. “Parents? Really? She never goes home. I wonder if there’s an emergency.”


“Could be,” I smirked. “In any case I need to get something. I think I left my ID card.”


Jeri scanned me, analyzing for potential risk and trustworthiness. “Fine. Make it quick,” she said. Vexation replaced faux-politeness.


Jeri eyed me like a hawk, making the surreptitious snatching of Han’s photo collection difficult. She coughed when I tried to open one of Han’s drawers. I feigned failure and left, only to reenter seconds later invisibly. I grabbed the photo I wanted, retreated to my dorm room, grabbed a good book, and thought things over.

~ A Hero Is Born ~
When Hanabi cried last Meno expressed a degree of sorrow unprecedented in the history the two shared. Meno winced and grimaced as though he himself were reliving the traumatic experience. Contrast this to his equanimity a week later. 

Meno responded to Hanabi’s tear-drenched explosions of guilt and anguish not with platitudes, but with uplifting, relevant shots of sagacity. There was one thing Meno couldn’t respond to coolly: “Why did it have to rain?”


Hanabi repeated these words while nestled in Meno’s arms. The two spent the whole week together, cooped up in her room. It’s not as though they missed out on anything. The examination crunch and the week-long rainstorm put the kibosh on any festive activities campus-wide.


When Hanabi wasn’t asking unanswerable questions, she was verbally abusing herself.


“I wasn’t even hungry, y’know,” she’d begin, her voice buckling under the weight of depression and guilt. “But I fell for it. It was pouring at that point, but Julian, that knob, cheerily asked what flavor ice-cream I wanted before blithely jumping into his car.” Han would then pause to sniff, bawl some more, then yell, “He died because I wanted ice-cream! Ice-fucking-cream!” There were no wall thumpers. By now the occupants of the adjacent rooms had grown accustomed to the wails of agony. Meno shh-ed her, an act of futility.


“You’re so stupid. Fucking… fuck – stupid! Why would you send him out in the rain like that? I shouldn’t feel this way. Wait – no what am I saying?”


“It’s not-”


“IT IS!” Hanabi interrupted. “If I didn’t ask, he wouldn’t have skidded off the road. He would have been here with me.”


This comment caused a conversational impasse. Han turned a bright red. She hushed up. She wiped away the stream of tears on her cheek with the sleeve of her sweater.


Backed by the wind’s fury, the bearer of Julian’s fate relentlessly assaulted the window.


“You think I’m nuts, don’t you?”


“No, I don’t,” Meno replied. His fingers massaged behind Hanabi’s right ear.


“In spite of our history, it’s impossible to not feel this way. He’s a part of me.”


“I know.”


“And, so I had to see him”


“I know.”


“Just once.”


Meno would sigh, which would perplex Han, but only for a moment. More pertinent issues plagued her. In any case, she saw it fit to reiterate how “glad I am that you’re here.” To this Meno nodded and smiled. 

Like every other night before this and after the accident, Meno and Han cuddled in silence. Unlike every other night, Meno interrupted this quality time after five minutes to use the washroom.


“Be careful,” a moribund Hanabi cautioned. Though silly, Meno appreciated the warning.


The hallways were empty, silent, as though Julian were some campus celebrity and Han’s floor mates were observing a moment of silence in his honor. Meno knew it was time, that everything was right. The gleaming white biped occupying the apartment in the bathroom rose from the leather couch. And now another deviation from routine: Meno spoke, the being listened.


“I know not why you chose me, but I am forever grateful. Please forgive me, for I was unable to understand what is now so clear.” He prostrated. “Forgive me for my sins, father. I only hope that the power you’ve imbued me with in concert with my cleansed soul can accomplish the difficult but worthy tasks you’ve set for me.”


“And how did you come to this conclusion, my son?” boomed the now blindingly white biped.


“When Julian cried, ‘God, don’t let me die,’ you let him.”
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From: "Kim Arakawa" <kim_arakawa@hotmail.com> 
Save Address    Block Sender
To: sweetandsour69@hotmail.com 

Subject: RE: Why I haven't spoken to you in a while

Date: Mon, 07 May 2001 12:47:38  PST

Dude,

Sorry I didn’t get back to you sooner. I’ve been extremely busy trying to find a summer job.

Can you send me that email again? Your original email didn’t have any attachments with it.

Sounds like first year has been a bitch, man. I know the feeling. There were so many times I asked myself what I was thinking when I decided to go into chemical engineering. Well, you warned me. 

We’ll talk about it another time, I guess.

Lates, 

Kim

� “Fuck you,” in Japanese.
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