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aylor

2 {audisfic] Brotner Kikey! [regizes “Srother Micey isn'f Hhere, becomas
more frantis] Brother Micey! Brother Mikey! Brother Mikey! [Brother
Mikey enfers, "Bucey™ beoomes upset and l=ss franfic) | called pouw, |

called yout
1. [conosmed) Bucey, you okay® What's the matter?
2z | called you, | called you.

1. | didn't hear you, Grecey, | didn™t hear youw, [frustrated] | soid | didn™t
hear you! I've hod it!

BOTH. [powse in o frozen position then fumn to oudisno=] fhum Mentos
theme)

1. Kentos For when your brother just won't leave you alone, here's one
wiay to beep cool

2, Klentos. The Freshmaiker. |both do thumbs up & smile|

I begins fo pres=nt to “group” whils 2 s distrooted by wanows things. Bofh as new

oharaohers.

1. Hi... L. I'm Alce. Thanks for betfing me comes hene_ | just nesded fo foli,
and | guess A4 Bn't o bod start. You se=, | just got home from o concen-
tration comp where fhey just don't have fhe bnd of group freotment
you'd like for alcoholism. O the alcohal. Anyhow, now that I'm bock in
the stotes and_.Hey, aren’® you supposed fo be lisfening®

[snops fo aftention) I'm tembly sory, | hove a menfal disorder.

Which one?

ADD.

Kentos?

Mo thanks- flocks out g “window™) D0OH! Sirdie! [moves to foliow bind
than shargcter hwo cofr oz o bird while characfer | furns info o
pe=rson drving o oar whioh hits the bird.)

Bl == kS == hd

Flash fo 2 as bird gefting hif by 1 diving o oar

(looigng out windshield ar he drives the oor| Whaot the..®

1.

2z [ohild in the books=af] Hay mister, what was thoi?s

1. Ehut wp idd! | gawe you your candy, now be o good litle obductee.

2. Dkay! (=afs condy)]

1. And stop fwitching

2. Zomy... | have schirophrenia. And ATD!

1. fou're damaged? How 'l never get that bilion-dollar rarsom. That's
it, gt oult

2 Ohhh._.jsteps out of oar then se=s g ogf| Hey look at that!

EOTH. [os o oof] KEDW.

1. [os patisnt Berlg, sifting in an offios with her therapist] Was that the
sourd of o kity? Ay me. | remember fties from my old counry.

2, [os thergpist foking nofes) inferviewing) Tell me obowut your dough-
ters.

1. Wel Greta was anorexic and Hannah, we feared, was bulimic.
Eyhvia....

2, Iylvia? What was she like?®

1. Wall... somefthing like this:spin to Syiviao chorooter] Helio. Talent... |
howe none. |spin book fo potient Gerte) She hod DCD. With schizo-
phreric. And ADD. Anvhow, we were al sitting together when sud-

derly, there came o krock af the doar. [Flashbook s=quenos)

2, jos Germaon officerd] Enock knock! Lat me inl

1. {Flashbook Berfa) Hot by the har on my chinny chin chin?

2, Let ma in or 'l huff and 'l puff and Nl how your howss down.

1. The nest thing | ionew, | was on a troin, heoded for the heart of
Germany. When we got there, my husband and | were separafed. e
were told o work.

2, Veori!

1. Those whio didn't work wouwld e shot..

2. Those who do no® worc wil be shodt.

After a few days, | hod roticed thot officer Schfnctinhaur hod fak=n
an unusual interest in me. | feared for my life. You con imogine my temor
when he cought me glone one= mght...

2, fdmmm Hmmmm Hmmen! Why 3é6-24-24. What a pleasant surprise.
Come with me!

He led me into his guorters, | had no idea what wos happening. [both
ohoraoters faoe book and say, “bow ohioke wow wow!” Then
Charooter [, or "8erda” funns book oround.)

1. & month loter |, | found out that |, | waos pregnont. Don't get me wmong,
| sfil loved miy baby, # was sfll my baby. The problem was, hiding it.
ldonths possed and, needless to soy, they noticed. | prayed and
prayed for help which turms ouf i anly a phone call owoy.

Characfer 2 fums arowsd.

2, [some sort of “fechnicion”) Hi.

1. Who are you? [2 honds | g business oord.) Aborlions R Us?

2, CGluick ard Eosy for the Jl=azy

1. [disgusted] That's temrible!

2, | kmowy, woe're working on 0 new slogan. Anpsay, now | know that
buwthom is arownd here somewhers . fbaging smarching for g “buffon”
orgingiy the infenfion was g belly buiton] oh there it ! [pushes
bufton on stomaoh and pulls baby out.] By bye now. [furms around
gnd drops hands fo sides)

1. fiou just dropped my baby!

2, Oh no, s=e | was ending the scene...

1. Mo, you dropped my boby on the grownd!

2, Ch somy, k=t me cdean that we for you. Ch, somy. [picks up fefus)

1. {fatus] Fatus! Hi._ [giggi=)

Z Hevy, do you wonna ploy o gome?

1. {fetus) Uh-huh.

Qkay [throws inta air, pulls out shot gun and shoots fetus)

= b3

[fetus] Fetus... Sploosh.

{Pops back to pofient Berta) Somy, where were we?s

2, {Dootor] I'm soery, | howee Alzheimer's, DCD, schizophrenia, and
ADD.. do you hear that?

EOTH moke the “"Charge" theme.

las basebal annownoer] Kawabkata is cne away from o perfect

gams.

2, lay basebal onnouncer] Kowobota set vp, delivered and - ! Home
ruri.

I Which is followed by o sngle, which was folowed by a fiple.

Z, Kowaobaoia left the gome.

&nd far the fist fime since his suspersion, fhane Munget & in. Zhane
seams infense on the mownd.




Fou'me gaing ‘o dhe,

That someday, you won't be hers,
Won't you do thot®

But the problem is you won't
Iove on move on

fdove on move on

Ky fime machine

= short, squat,

red with lowvendar stripes,
ond makes a whisiing noise KMove on.

Tou wil have children and youw'll hear them
When it fokes off. ':rl:-l.lgl" 'he.:n:h'r'ers af your I"f:i: fing aids,
fwhich & cuite oflen] "-::u k_.r-u-.!.-_ .- all o maotier of fime nowss,

t jois lmdt first, we'ne just waling for her to k=t go.

W's bemr fime.

The= fthing is,

There is o d=ath until the daoy you di=

o sfop waifing

|Birearths)

k==p breathing

PR

Them righit,

Ther forsand,

Tharn backeard,

down

ond finally up

At about 100 kiomefers an hour.

[thot's abowt 3é miles and hour for all you mehic systermn peooke) |oreaths) .
which iz prethy fost when #5 just you and there & no death unfil the doy you die.
o s foo? tall metalic box that knocked i there's anly one thing you con focus on through your cataracts,

my socls straight out s window Riake it
trrough the door, and— Kove on move on moses on.
Well, | hod to go retieve them,
Zo | did, olg=n Girds, Matock, NMurder Zne= GWrobs,
Jumped out the window The anly three television shows cregied drected, =difed and cut for
And whe should | bump info bt people with ther senior discount card in their back pocief.
Eray haired shrunken slightly rat-a-taf
mighty year obd me. Hay ey hay Angela Lonsbuny!
HEng old me up | said, | v o secret
“¥ouw ook wriridy and you smiel o= mothbals | knows who did #... again
B And aogoin ond ogain and again.
Wel, old me wasn't about fo toke that: B=caus= knowing the ke is never a thriller
“Kid, this'll b the best fime of your ife When every sighty y=aor old man that’s watching is yeling,
becguse no one cares whot pouw smel o= “spmed it up, Ditch!”
ook live oot e | g=t bared just watching your finger sid=
They mxpsct you to be crory ond lory so you are, Srmoathly across siver ambadded keys,
and | am. Pulsofing with mach. Tap. Boch. Push. Ah.
io thars=.
Therne | thowght. Yeah. Dk, see? Zme whaot you did?
{feld up time machine) That would have been sexuvo
But the lock of infelectual l=vxk
Tou e fern. Legves you dumb ond vs dumbiounded
fow wake up in fhe middle of the night and What i, what i§ the cast of, “Friends
realme became 80 ye=ar cld women gossiping and hyping about who had the
you're going o die. be=ct looking girdle
That someday, you won't be hers. And ond the hoitest chick was the one
But | mean, then, you just move on, who haod the l=ost amount of focial hair?
Becouse you'nse ten, ond that's what What if Joey, from Dowson's Creek, tumed 73, ond hod o heodt obock from climbing thot
10 ymar clds da. dumb lodder ogainst
Didn't you do that? Dowron’s window?
And then you move o, Becauss, | dan™t want wait for out Fees fo b= over...
Maoove on move on move on. then don’t.

fou're =ighty.
fouw wake up in the middle of the night ard
Realze=.
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JACE.

Yo IFENor ARders

{she is sxfremeiy nervows, pooing booik forth. JUDY is unewe of her
neat more, whot fo soy, what to even do...] W's thotsimple. Call him
up and gef him here. He tokes the fal and pou're off the hook.  1F's that
simple. Mo one hos fo know. {'s thot simple. jgrobs her osld phone] s
not that smple, buf why shouldn™ it b=? He's the fomily fovorte. He's
the pride and joy, and what am 12 I'm the blaock she=p, the big mis
toko=. I'm somy Joco=, but it's the only woy.

lgrunfs) This has befter be important. [pioks up the phone] Helo?
Joce?

Feah, this & Jace. Who is this®

s Jody. Look, | need a favor.

t's almzst midnaght, not o menfion the foct | hovent heard from yow
in fwwo months.

I'm at my wits end Jace. | got myz=# in trouble—something | con't get
out of. You're the only pemon | knew o coll.

&l righf, all rght. Where are you?

I'm af the garden in the park.

Judy?®

lorgimg) Thank pow Joo=. Oh, thonk you for coming. | didn™ sxpect
you here soogquicidy.

| took a@ shortcut. Hers, it down., Mew fell me whot's wmong.

lt's the cops, Jace. The police are looking for me and |'ve got no ploce
fo go.

Basy. Mow just slow doan and start from the beginning.

Az abways, | screwed up.

That doesn't matter, but if I'm gonna kelp you out, you're going fo
hiave tell me what's geing on.

| =t this guy momed Corion, and he wos so nice o me. | was ckean
and sober and thought | had finally gof my fe back on frocke. Then
on= night we wenf fo o porty ond =veryons was smolin” wesd. | soid
| was cool, that | didn™t fesd ke smoidng...

But®

Darion soid | wos maidng him look e an idiot so | should just shut the
hel up and fak= o hit. Sesdes, it was only a hit. He promised he'd loci
agut for ma. And ke did. And cne Rt turned inks smoking all night. B
waos thaot e=asy to bownce bock info &

What the hell were you thinking?

| wiasn't, but what sls= waos | supposed fo do®

Oh, | don’t lonow, maybe legwe?

t's abararys thot simple for you Joce. Just soy no. You bocze pou lose.
Don't have no need for weed.

fou're the one who call=d me out hers in the middle of the mght. |
you don't want fo hear what | have fo zoy...

ik, fine=

I'm soery. | didn't mean to say that. | have a fesling the parfy incident
izn't the reason why vou're hare®

t gets woorse. | showld howe l=omed from that night, buf | didn't.
Sctualy, # just made things easier. Then O gets the idea we should get
in the business for ouselves, Then O decides he wonfs o get into the
bersiness. .. asks if | want in.

Get in the business?

JUDY.

J&CE.

JUDY.

J&CE.
JUDY.
J&CE.
JUDY.
JACE.
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J&CE.
JUDY.
J&CE.
JUDY.
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JUDY.
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JUDY.
JACE.
JUDY.

J&CE.

JUDY.
J&CE.
JUDY.

J&CE.
JUDY.

JACE.

JUDY.

J&CE.
JUDY.

We should start dealing. He said i wouwld be =asy cash and it would
miake things muwch simpler for ws.

o now you're not only a wer again, but o deoler to boof? What =
wrong with youw? 5o now you're using and deoling! [she dossn’f
respond] Answer me!

Yz, That's why | called you hers. The cops ars on to us.  They'ns
ooking for Cosion, but he’s been loying low. He wouldn't tell me whers
he's of. What 'm trying o say is thot | need a place fo crash.

Do wou bonow what thot would make ma?

| don't kknow...a r=ally swel guy®

For pour information, if would make me an occessory to a crime.

Then would you at leaost give me some caosh so | cowld get out of town®
| thought you were roling in dowgh from dealing dregs?

D ook fhe money when he l=f.

Surprise, surprise.

You know, vou con be o real ass.

Kaybe, but I'm rot the parson the cops are looking for.

Ard what if you were?

I'm not. Llook, | can't keep bailing you out. | give you money and then
| dan’t hear from you or ses you for sic months or undil pow're in anofher
scrapes, whichewer comes first.

Well, I'm somy Jace, buf I'm naf ke vou.

| don't wont you fo be pedect; | just wont yow fo foiee responsibildy for
yaou own life.

By what? (Zaing to jail?

K would, of k=ost, gwe yow some fime fo get your = fogether._yvou put
yourself where you are.

Mo, | didn't. Youw did.

What exaclly do you mean by that?

All my Ee 've been in pour shodow. Judy, why can’t you be like Joce?
Jace isn't 0 sorew up. so why the hel are you?

That's exactly what I'm falking obouf Judy. Where were pou when
was studying so | could g=t 0 colege scholaship®  You were out
porfying every might. Whens were you when | waos working my ass off fo
have a fulure? You were off moving from boyfferd to boylrend o3
ong as you had o place to shay.

Where were vou when | nesded yow fhe most?  You were foo busy
with your own damn [He to give a care about anyone alse.

That's not true. Think of things I've done for wouw.

fow mean what youw write off on your taxes? Those litle things yow do
to k=ep a cean consceence? Who infreduced me fo my fist boy
friend®

That in't how you wound up here.

Wha hoolked me up with his bast fiend who got me dunk ot a parky
ond rap=d me while | wos unconsciows?  And who didn't warm me
that his fiend David would be a loser that wouldn't accepf responsikil
ity for his bolby 5o | hod to howe an abortion®

K woas me! b fhat what you what me to say? And I've paid for thos=
misfakes every day snce.

| stay high most of the time= so thot | don™ just go on and &l mys=f and
get it over with. Youw hove no clue what suffedng is e, but pou wil
SO0

What do you me=an by thot?

Let's just say the cops aren't looking for Doricn and me.  They've besn
tipped off that Jace Chnsfiarson is o major dealer that has just sef up
shop in town. | have a feeing thot when they bust into your apart
ment, they'll find mare than enough evidence to send you oway for
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Y 2 CrEman

Friendships. CF all the relaficrships o person can hawve with another
twman being, the fiendship is, by for, the most odd one of them oll.
You know what | mean? We merge paths with hundreds of people
gvery doy. Chonoes ars we'l never see ninety-five percent of those
foces again, but with a liffle uck you just never know what conversa-
tion wil change yvour life forewer

Yeoh...uh.. I'll howe the Gig Moc meol with o Cole=. Thot's oll. Thaonbs.
Le=t's sme_ | wil...| will have the Dovble Quorer Pourder. . ono onions and
o Eprite.

Yow'd really think they could speed ths up.

| kroww. How long could it possibly take to flash iy o potoia®
For miramum woges tesns? Who lonows? Hi, F'm Steva.

Hice to mest you, man.  Gory

Funny word ‘fSiendship.” If svolkes o picture of fwo lifle cartoon boots
chugging along o s=a whistling a happy tune. Siay, maybe that's post
me. Even funnier & the foct that Stewe’s and my fiendship b=gan
waiting in line ot McDonolds. “Would youw like o hot opple pis with
that? Mo, bt Il haove o buddy meal.’ Fine, humor never was my
strang suit. Unlike most people, 3fewe and | didn't lose fouch after that
unch. ln foct, we began to tolle more ond more frequenth. Wie
become clese. | mean, I've had several great friends over the year,
but there wos something differsnt obout Slewe. | just couldn't put moy
firger on it

Big mews, mon.  You'r= newer going to beieve whot | did foday.
You threw out that God-gwful shirt your mother, grtiiend, and | all
hafe?

Hey. | o= thot shirt.

Youw teld your boss he could go to...

Even better

Geepe, | give up.

| asked J=ssica fo mary mie.

fou what®

| just knew it waos the nght fime. 2o | said, § you not daing anything for
the rext fity or 5o years, | though? we might fi= the knof?

fou're not sedous® And she soid?

Wel, she soid she'd have to move some things around,. but Jessica
thowght she could pencl me in.

| cannot beleye wow,

How there's just one mare thing.

And that B2

| want youw to b= my best man.

Wow, I'm honored. You bet.

There's no one else I"d rather have behind me.

All of iy other fiends are foo smal fo stop me if | make a wn for the
door.

Do you sver plan on growing wp®

Orly when | have to. By the way, here's my 5t of ideas for the
bafchalor party.

Lodies and gentemen if | couwld hove your otention pleos=. T mon.
C'mon. There'll be plenty of time to drink and dance lafer. Today is a

STEVE.
FARY.

STEVE.

ARY.
STEVE.

FARY.
STEVE.

STEVE.
FARY.
STEVE.
FARY.
STEVE.
FARY.
STEVE.

ARY.
STEVE.

FARY.
STEVE.
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STEVE.

very special day. We celebrafe the mamioge of two greot people.
Jessica, I've newer met a gl with such a kind heart and

spinif.. uh._ . besides my wife. Hi there honey. And to Steve, you're like a
brofther fo ma. | feal forfunate that | am lucky =nough to lonow you and
hove you os a fend. | wish you, and your new bride, healh, we=alth
and all the happines if hos fo offer. 2o, if pou would, please rake your
glosses fo hrs. and Mrs. 3Seven Jullvan.

Hey, Gary. | just wanted to say thanks.

feah, I'm sfll wormn out from fhe pordy last night. | didn't ionow some of
those things were humanly possible.

Ma, you lunkh=ad. Abowt what yvou soid during the toast. | really
me=ant a lof o me.

It was nothing.

Mo, | realty meon it. You know | wos odocted. And when my folks got
ane ook ot me, they onew one was enough. Zeriously, though, without
ary brothes and sishers, af leost any that | krow of._what Fm trding to
sy s thanbs. s just when you soid | was lee o brother o you...

| m=ant every word of it

Wel, | pust warted 4o let you know I'd b= proud to have a brother e
oL

Gary, we nead to talk.

Whot's wrong? Wife mowed out your credit cond?

Mak, Jessica's great.

What's wrong then?

Actualy, it's me. | vkl got some bad news from the dochor.

t's nothing semows. ks #2

I'm ofraid it = | got the results bock from my annweal physical and the
doctar found an megularty. He wonfs fo run some more fests, just to be
sune, buf he fhinks I'm in the =ady stoges of kidney failues. A% best,
hove a couple of years. At worst, arcund six months.

What about a transplant?

Ctter than the ddreys, I'm o healthy guy 5o I'm o good condidofe.
There"s just o sight cotche o genetic abnormality. A donor would mosi-
ikely hove fo be somecne in my family. Cthersise, it's a milion fo cne
shiot.

I'll stll gt tesied.

t won't ikaly pan oul.

Wiel, I'm not giving up and | hope you're nof =ither. Whot about your
birth parents®

fou meaon the parenfs 've never medd

There's gotta be o way you can gef fo thot informafion. You could
very wel have brothers or sishers ouf there that could help you—that
could save your e

Don't get your hopes up. I'm not.

| just wish there was sormething | could da.

| just wish ypow wen= my brother.

fou're nof going fo bebeve this. We think we've found o maoich.

Oh miy od. Thot's fontastic, $teve. Does that mean yow found your
farmiky®

Short onswer: yes. Mot the woy | sgpecied, thowgh.

I'm confused. | guess I'm sl in shock. | thouwght the odds were o milion
to one.

They wene. Byt the odds of whot I'm about fo tell you ore mare ke o
dlion fo one=.




by Corey Aldergice

| have fthis theory obout olubs.

You'we probobly seen # ol in action, esp=cially if you're a guy of overoge looks
in your eady to mid-bewenties. | pou're of the female pesuvasion, well, you're probaokbly
obdvious. This theory is rather simple in mechanics, buf—like gravity— find that | om
domned into submission.

You're still not geting it. okay. To smplify: there are sic bnds of guys af darce
clubs and they're soch very, very different. Like the kbroslifes of milenres ogo, they ons
searching for the Promised Land—a place of milk and honeys. And just lice that firt
g=n=ration in exis, few wil =eer see ifs borders.

Trust me, it sucks, but of least I've goten used fo if

The fouwrth week of moch college semaster is the byproduct of some great
conspracy. ‘T mon, you expect professos fo gong wp on you dwing midterms and finalks,
bt this cne comes out of the blue. My fit doste of hell Gy the end of fhis fourth week,
I'm reody for something else—anything ske. The poges of Howthome and Sordiee and
Stwart are beginning to bBlend inte a liferory smoothie. | guess thot's why it doesn’™t seem
ke such a bad dea when Lucy cals and says we should go clubbing.

“On, com= on. B b= fun,” she says.

“Roof canal fun or Chinese water torture fun®” | think this i clever.

ateeays think my lifle quips are clewer

1 woos achually thindng more of the eleciic cotfle prod dnd, buf if you're looking
for something o litfle more exotic.”

CDamn, she fopped mis. 1 really would §oe to sleep, 've hod thres Lt sxoms this
weelk.”

“Then you need some fun.”

“Like | nmed g hobe n my heod.”

lucy and | play this [ife game; | abaays lose.  Zhe knows that whenewer | pick
up the phone I'm going to do whaotewesr she says. Thot's just my naturs. Call # o desire fo
pl=os= or to just feel wonfed-whotever-but I'm olfreody beafen.

1 take it 'm drving.” Af l=ast | am humible in defeat.

“Oh, vou're the best. Pick me up in an hour.”

lucy and | are not daoting. Was thot obvicws? Becous= people who are
achially dafing don't like clubs. Again. you're confused. How dao | soy this? Guys go o
clubs for ore reason: fo gef oss. Blent, but
painfully tru=. My visits only s==m fo odd fo the bigger picture of my frustrofion.

We arive at Lucy's club of choice fhis evening. The Infemc & howsed n an ald
megt-processing plant, the genivs of urbon plonning and reconstruction, o min betwesn
ZLM and Treding dpooes. | think i's only filing that the ploce wos once a blocdy mess.
W's mxacHy how | fesl

for Lucy's sake | try Yo put on o hoppy foce. | even dress wp. My outht s the
result of Lucy's impulse shopping: brown cords, a purposefuly-wrinkled imporfed kong-
slemwve chirt, shiny block buckled sho=s, ond o coral necldoce. | honestly don't know if |
should laugh or cry.  As we pass the windows of bistros and coffee howses, | cotch
glimpses of mysalf. B's awoys pleasant fo ovow you dropped a week’s paycheck to ook
this foolish, but Lucy is hoppy so | must be happy by proay.

The building iz basked in o red glow. Groups of gifs in halfertops ond stretches
of string mnfer the building. Sy the way that one of them is stumbling arcund, my guess =
thot she's olmady begun the fedivites for the svening. 3tonding in line are people of
ewery sorf: skin fones, sooic-=conomic status by choice of clothing, even age—despite
their best otfempt at using Just Far Man. I'm beginning fo forget why I'm =een here in the
fist ploce, becouse | hove to ook just as sfupid as the me=st of the crowd—o pothetic
facsimile of Wher='s Wald'a.

‘Al thay need is the sign that says “Abandon hope all whe anfer through Shess
gotes,” | comment. There octlualy ore gotes metalic grids topped with shorp points
ond gothic demaons pulled from some arlist's worst nightmare.  His cathanis i af l=ost
profifobdes. |, on the other hond, will b= losing feeenty dolors for our entronce.

‘Thot would be owerdoing the metaphor,”™ she replies punching me in the sid=
ond faking my walket.

‘Mo one’s big on subflefy these doys™

‘Promise me you wil ¥y and have a good fime tonight.”

‘Mo promisss.”

Thiz is where Lucy ond | part ways. | mertioned we're not fogether, nght? |
mean, | fulfil the daoiky roles of 0 boyfiend: shopping. talding. comploining, and the
pccasonal witty refart. | just fail to receive the peds of the ootuegl relofionshp. Fmon this
whiole thing pro Bono. | ke fo fhink of myself as the “Hatero Gaoy Bast Fiend.

Inside The Infemo, fhe music is overpowering. I'm nof sure who the ofist is, but
he hos an affinity for doggy style and the fword. MNow, | tnow I'miin hell. 3o | do what
any offher person of l=gal age would, | haod to the bar

‘Red Gull and wodka, lofs of vodiea.”

‘Enjoy,” he says. He. The servers behind the bar are oll women except for this
joicmr. Ky foce flushes ned as | feel my tempenoturs fdng. As obeays this B my locke. And by
the expression on his face, he con see the Adiculous noture of my costume.

Tharnbks.”

| move across the crowdesd room and setl= into o comer Sabl=, #'s the only
op=n s=at and it's next to o speaker. | scon the reom and become informed of o
differ=nt singer's love of Barcardi ond pimpin’. A% this point you're wondering why I'm
bemne in the first ploce? I F'm this mise=roble, ther='s really no poinf in being hers.

Mo one is in hall by choice.

I'm o pro af this. | con sp=nd fouwr hours of my life reading or moking someon=
el= happy. Too bad she's doncing with someone else. Mow is the precise moment
when my eyes coich sight of Lucy among the throng of clubbers. Fre and brimstone do
riot owm this bodly. She’s mode o new frend with above overoge looks, impeccaoble
taste in clofhing. and this guy must howe the soul of a Lafin samba dancer. He's ore of

the huchoy.

You see, | have this theory about hell. And thaf's really what this club is. The
ploce iz overheated and o confined spoce whers the nois= & o lowd that you can't
hear your own thoughis. When the lights are swimming arownd the walk, yow lose sight of
even yourself. Depending on who? drugs are being passed arowund that night, there's a
decent chonce for wesping ond gnoshing of testh. Howsver, this & nof o wriloteral hel;
there are, in focf, many levels. Eaoch one filed with kost souls s==king salvafion and
canstanily being tumed owany.

“You got a ight?" o guy asks. Back fo redlity. He reminds me of myself. | ook
miore ndiculous, but at least ke looks more deject=d.

“Yeah.” | reoch nfo my pocket. | don't smoke, but | comy o ighter. s just n
cas= |I'm ever covered in gasoline. I'd hafe fo waste the oppartunity, or if some smoloer
re=e=ds 0 light. Ahways looking to help o pemon in nesd.“Thanks maon,” e soys.

‘Mo problem. You alone?” Of course he B

‘Just kiing fime.’

At this poind, | nealize # sounds lilke I"'m hiting on him. 3o | stop taldng. Thers's an
owkward pouvse of around teenty seconds and he smply walcs oeay. He resides in one
circle high=r fhan | and y=t ke dossn't &ven know it.

Iy residence iz in the lowest circle of hell. 've done nothing fo get hene and
that's precisely why I'm being punishad. At the botom are the guys who don't sven
stand o chonce, so they don't even iry, so they don't even get o nome. They ane

hoppy (kinda] with sitting at a table and wafching the torfure of other souls by demonic




