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The Drunk Logs

Steven Kuhn



Chapter 1

By a two-lane country road, there stood a rusted steel mailbox, its numbers worn off, on a wooden pole at the edge of an asphalt driveway—home to one lonely spider. Looking west, a lone road sign read “65,” where the trees and grass on either side of the road grew smaller behind it. Everything was green, except for the brown telephone poles and the wooden fence that lined the side of the road and hiccupped through the dimples in the earth. In the distance, if you squinted your eyes hard enough, you would have seen a small, speckled car heading east as an old, beat up crème Cadillac zipped past that mailbox and 65 sign, leaving waves of wind in the tall grass; a cool welcome to the spring heat.

I drove my black Oldsmobile Delta 88 east down the country road I had never been on before, and periodically felt my young but weathered face, which looked like it had been hit with a baseball bat. My brown hair wasn’t long enough to cover the damage, and my glazed, blue, blood-shot eyes looked like they hadn’t really cared for a long time. Realizing that I only had a few thousand feet to go, I slowed my car, when on the left side, that old, beat up Cadillac zoomed past with a man holding on for dear life to the hood of the car. I wasn’t sure if I saw what I thought I saw, but then again, I had heard strange stories about the country before. 

Passing the rusted mailbox, I slammed on my brakes and strained to hold the steering wheel straight. I looked in the rearview mirror to make sure no one was behind me, put the car in reverse, and slowly passed the rusted mailbox again. As I pulled into the driveway, I noticed a white and black wooden sign that read “Stone River.” 

If I had only seen that sign first, I wouldn’t have gone through all that trouble, I thought.

As I crept in, I thought the parking lot wasn’t very large, but there were enough cars to make it look full. I found a spot between two Ford trucks, one dark blue and the other red, and parked my car in reverse. I thought that if this didn’t work out I could always make an easy getaway. 

Dumped in the center of God’s country, surrounded by the vibrant colors of nature, stood Stone River, alone and defiant, resisting any form of nurturing. The multicolored wildflowers made up the blush for the stone and window face, a preview of the beauty that lay dormant inside. Its concrete and red wooden draw bridge unfurled like a tongue, overlooking the river (although many have thought it more like a creek) from which the building gained its name. The finely cut grass gave sideburns to the building, finished off by trees that encircled it like hair. It was quiet in this middle of…wherever. The insects, birds, and breeze were the only ones who had gained the right to speak.

The engine puttered a slow, dying death as I walked to the back of the car and popped the trunk. Pulling out my suitcases, I extended the handle on the large black one and threw the red duffle bag over my shoulder. With a loud “fwump” of the trunk and the beep of the car alarm, I started on my way, but not before checking my face in the side mirror; the swelling was still the same. 

“Hmmm,” the wheels sounded as I crossed the parking lot and entered the covered bridge. I looked to the river below, where tiny bubbles exploded on the rocks like ships as the blades of grass on the shore watched in horror.

I grabbed the cold steel handle and with one heavy pull opened the door; a gush of cold air brushed my hair and clothes back. This is it, I thought to myself, and entered the building. The door battled the cold, blowing air as it closed slowly behind me.

The entrance was exactly as I expected; a room that resembled a reception area in a doctor’s office. It was sizeable and barren, with the reception desk firmly planted into the floor. Yellow leather chairs arranged in an "L" followed the flow of the walls, which stopped at a relatively large picture window. Outside in the distance was a pond, with a fountain that sprouted up in the middle.

“Well, hello there. How may I help you?” a young and frustrated woman said as she sat behind the information desk and threw her candy smile to anyone within distance.

“Yes, I called yesterday. They, uh, told me to come in today.”

“And your name, dear?”

“Matt Hoffman.”

Clippity-clap went the keyboard, “Okay, you just sit right over there and a nurse will be with you shortly,” she said, as she gazed into the computer screen.

I turned around and walked to the last chair closest to the exit, put my bags down, and sat in the chair. Just as my head began to nod, a nurse bent around the corner in her colorful, purple scrub uniform, accepted the file from the candy-smiled receptionist, and threw one of her own.

“Matt Hoffman? Follow me please.”

I grabbed my suitcase and extended the handle; the duffle bag around my shoulder helped balance out the weight. “Click, click, click, click, click, click,” the wheels sounded on the burgundy tile, followed by a low “hmmm” sound on the tightly woven, green carpet. 

I followed the nurse down the vanilla corridor and found that my eyes became fixated on the rhythm of her bouncing, long, black hair that kept in time with her robust ass. Boom, boom, boom, boom. 

She motioned her arms like a game show host and pointed to the areas of interest.

“To the left we have pop and snack vending machines.”

Click, click, click.

Hmmm.

“To the right behind the large window we have a courtyard where patients are allowed to go at night after curfew, if they wish to smoke.”

Hmmm.

“To the left through this door we have the Nautilus gym. Times are printed on the schedule you will receive when you are allowed to use it. You will be getting the schedule later.”

Click, click, click, click, click.

“Straight ahead through those glass double doors are a pavilion where people can smoke, a tennis court, cornhole, pond for fishing, and a field if anyone should want to play athletics…given permission.”

Hmmm. 

The nurse, on occasion, would look back to see if I was still there.

The further we proceeded, the more uneasy I felt, and the atmosphere changed the closer that we came to the intersection ahead. Within a blink, the nurse stretched like toffee around the corner, and with a quick step, I bent with a blur as my suitcase struck the corner wall; the image before me stopped me dead.

Chaos was the only element that I saw, as the guiding nurse had become one with it. Slowly, I advanced like on a carpet of eggshells and prepared myself for the world I was about to enter.

The rooms lined up like dominoes, where a cavalcade of pale patients entered, exited, and roamed aimlessly in their street clothes. The world was still the same, only this space was confined by four walls, and with happenstance, we all shared one thing in common.

Pick a color—they were here. Pick an age—they were here. Pick an occupation—they were here. Pick a family member—they were here. Pick at any moment, any person of choice, time, or place and you would find that in this life or the next they were here. And their caretakers tried in vain to blend in as they followed along with their uniforms of purple prints, embellished with woodpeckers, matchbox cars, comic book characters, or whatever suited their fancy for that day.

I maneuvered my way past the congestion, constantly trying to stay in step with the nurse, who directed me past the jam of even more nurses standing in front of the nurses’ station, which was merely an open hole in the wall. She pointed for me to wait in a small nook in the hallway, with four brown leather lounge chairs, and two examining rooms to the left. I chose the lounge chair closest to the hallway and put my suitcase and duffle bag down. 

Eventually, I started to fidget in my chair as I tried to keep my ass from falling asleep. Adding to my delirium, I felt my suitcases constantly to make sure no one had stolen them. In the distance, by the nurses’ station, the atmosphere was cheerful; mainly talk of work, but occasionally the conversation got interrupted by food, family, or gossip about other employees. 

Suddenly, a figure whipped around the corner. “Hi, I’m Jack, but everybody here calls me Jack Jack,” the person stated, scaring me, with his hand extended. “You must be one of our new visitors. Follow me. I need to check your vitals.”

Jack Jack wasn’t dressed like the other nurses, just in street clothes. He had semi-curly brown hair that just kissed his collar and a complexion that had just recovered from a bad case of acne. His pug nose trespassed onto his face, and the small cleft in his chin wasn’t invited either. The cocky smile matched his droopy eyes, which appeared to be in cahoots with one another, and his walk complemented his entire ensemble with his street wise strut and low flowing right arm.

The room we entered was cramped with only a medical table, a blood pressure machine, a white multi-drawer cabinet containing miscellaneous medical tools, and a lone, white plastic trash can in the corner that read “hazardous waste only.” The walls were that same vanilla color of the hallway, and the tightly woven carpet was still green.

“Sorry I’m not in my nurses’ pajamas, but I just got in, and as you can see we’re a little busy out there today. So why don’t you hop up on the table, roll up your sleeve, and try to relax. I first need to check your blood pressure,” he hurriedly stated.

I hopped up on the table and began to roll up my sleeve, while Jack Jack, with his back turned, started to fiddle with the instruments in the white cabinet. He proceeded to walk over to the doorway and poke his head out into the nook.

“Yeah, I’ll be with you when I’m done in here, just a few minutes.”

He came back, wrapped the blood pressure belt around my right arm, and pushed the start button. The machine began to hum like the wheels of my suitcase on the tightly woven green carpet.

“So…what happened to your head?” he asked, observing every bruise and dried blood spot on my swollen face.

“I fell and smacked my head on some concrete.”

“Some concrete? It looks like you fell on all of it. So was it D1 or D2?”

“D1 or D2?” I asked, puzzled.

“Yeah, drunk or drugs?”

“Drunk,” I whispered, embarrassed.

The machine started to beep, but Jack Jack didn’t notice; he was preoccupied with my two-tone face. 

“Hey, I think the machine is done?” I said with concern.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry,” he laughed under his breath as he looked down at the screen. “Okaaay, everything checks out here. A little bit high, but you don’t have anything to worry about,” he said as the belt whistled and lost air.

He ripped the Velcro and took the belt off, walked back to the white medical cabinet, opened one of the drawers, and pulled out a pair of rubber gloves and a tongue depressor. With a smile and a snap of the rubber gloves, he devilishly sashayed over.

“Okay, now I need you to drop your pants, because I need to check you anally. To see if everything is ticking properly,” he stated loudly for anyone within earshot.

Stone-faced like a deer in headlights and not knowing exactly what to do, I sat motionless.

“Come on, I have other patients to see. If you don’t do it, I’ll get one of the female nurses in here to do it.”

Still nervous, but now confused, I didn’t know how to react. Do I drop my pants or just leave and forget all this nonsense? My mind continued to race.

Immediately, a female nurse with a Woody Woodpecker print on her shirt walked in, clipboard in hand.

“Jack, what are you doing? How many times have we told you? You had better stop or you’re going to get us in trouble with Dr. Lyedecker.” She snatched the tongue depressor from Jack Jack’s hand and shoved him toward the door. “I swear, I don’t understand what it is with you and checking someone’s anus.”

“Almost, I almost had this one,” Jack Jack said as he pinched his fingers, squinted his eyes, and disappeared out into the hallway.

The nurse closed the door and put the tongue depressor back into the white medical cabinet. She walked over and slid the blood pressure belt back onto my right arm. “Sorry about that, he’s more than ten people can handle.”

I was taken aback by what had just happened, but my senses were heightened by the sweet smell coming at me like vapors from the nurse’s smoke-stained teeth, that sweet smell of vodka. I lowered my brow and squinted my eyes, wondering how this person was going to help me. Her red hair dangled in front of my face, and the smell of hairspray overpowered the vodka and started to make me dizzy.

“Okay, we’re done here,” she said, as the vapors brought me back to consciousness. “Are you taking any medication, Matt?”

“No.”

Tearing the Velcro, she wrote onto her clipboard. “Well, your blood pressure is high, 185 over 100. Probably due to the alcohol, so we’re going to have to give you some medication to bring that down.”

She reached down and grabbed my wrists with her clammy hands, “Now hold them straight out in front of you, as steady as you can.”

I raised my arms as stiff as a board, but to my complete shock, my hands shook uncontrollably. Embarrassed, I lowered my hands and slid them under my legs, but the damage was done.

The nurse clicked her pen and wrote again on her clipboard, “That’s withdrawal from the alcohol, so we’ll give you some Valium to help with the tremors. Now you’re only in here for alcohol right, not drugs?”

“Yes.”

“Just double checking.” 

She stopped writing and walked over to the medical cabinet. Oh, not this shit again, I thought. 

“All right, this is the last thing, I just need to take some blood to see what’s going on inside.”

She wrapped a rubber belt around my arm and injected a needle; the prick made my left eye twitch. Quickly, she removed the needle, slapped my name on the vial, ripped open a Band-Aid, and covered the small hole of blood that trickled out, before I even had time to think about the blood that had left my vein.

“We’re done. Now if you will just follow me, we’ll make one more stop, then you’ll be able to go to your room.”

With one rhythmic motion, she snapped the rubber gloves, threw them into the “hazardous waste only” can, and disappeared out of the room. I felt my back pocket for my wallet and hopped off the table, panicking to keep up with her. I exited the room and grabbed my suitcases, but didn’t notice the pale and anxious newcomers that grew from the leather chairs. The speed at which I was going seemed like a dream, but it was welcomed after the nightmare in which I’d been living.

I pulled the handle from my suitcase and frantically looked for my nurse, who appeared and disappeared in the congestion of patients and nurses. I spotted her and weaved between the masses, cautious not to make any physical or visual contact with the ones I was suspicious of. When I arrived at what I thought was a safe place, she noticed me and abruptly finished her conversation with the other nurses about food.

“Ready, Matt? Just go into this room and someone will be in shortly,” she said as she held the door to the room open.

I entered the room and sat in a chair opposite the desk where only a computer and telephone lay. I looked back as the door automatically closed, left alone in another green and vanilla room with my thoughts. Again, there wasn’t much to the room; usual color, with only minimal amenities. When I looked up at the ceiling I noticed something I hadn’t noticed in the vitals room: a camera.

I sat and tried to review what I had been through since the time I had entered. However, my mind was a complete haze and the notion of a camera staring at me took my attention away. I could only imagine what the image must look like on the other side.

“Pitiful” first came to mind on how I must have appeared, but then, I had become an artist in manipulation over the course of my life. 

As far as I recalled I had the definition of a “typical” family upbringing. A family of self-ordained traveling socialites, where hard work, an education, sexual promiscuity, public and private indecency, and everyday drunkenness became the norm. 

I learned at an early age that friends and loved ones were only acquaintances, because their need for me was only a need to fill their emptiness. So I created a shell to live in. I wasn’t alone; it was just easier to control my emotions when I kept them to myself. And on that lucky birthday of thirteen I found new feelings I could control that came from the magical liquid in the leftover glasses of a neighborhood get-together. 

Over the years I would be able to mold myself into anything that suited me at the time—a best friend, a hard worker, a scholar, a lover, a person of interest…a bull-shitter. I grew in power and prestige with the help of alcohol, and if any person, place or thing that came into contact with me could not handle the essence, the enigma that I had created, it could fall by the wayside and I would not care.

Those were good times, I thought. My world, through my eyes, was functioning, with job still intact, house that kept up with the Jones’s, car running on a full tank off gas, and a sexual prowess normal for anyone my age. But the strings to make it all dance were pulled tight. 

Eventually, all good things always come to an end. I found, one day in my haze, I could not function without alcohol. I became accustomed to my perceived self and was afraid of the real self.

The cracks began to form and the emptiness from within began to show. The job vanished, the house was not kept up with the Jones’s, the car ran on fumes, and my sexual prowess was now that of a eunuch.

Could I tell you when I had my last drunk? The day that concrete smashed my face and then politely asked me if I was all right? No. Not on that day, but on the day after. May 28th, 2009.

The door opened. I turned my head back and was struck by the vision of a tantalizing, gorgeous, goddess of a woman who entered the room. Long, brown, curly hair rested on her shoulders like snakes; brown crystal eyes and soft lips, breasts snug tight in her white, Saran-wrapped dress, followed by long, gymnastic-strong legs in black high heels. Maybe this place isn’t all that bad, I thought.

“Mr. Hoffman? Mr. Hoffman?”

I reluctantly came back to reality and smiled as she sat at the other side of the desk, looking concerned. She gave a small smile.

She put a group of highlighted papers on the desk, and spun them around so I could read them.

“Hi, I’m Sarah, and I’m from the admissions department. I’m here to go over all the legal information, and when we’re done, if you understand everything, you’ll sign it stating you understand. Okay?” 

I said nothing. I was caught in her spell. 

“Okay. The first page shows that yes, you are Matt Hoffman. You are currently under the care of Stone River medical facility, on this said date, which is today’s date. And you are letting us release all medical information that we gather to your insurance provider.” She extended a pen across the desk and pointed to the highlighted area. “Please sign here.”

I grabbed the pen and signed; the entire time staring at Sarah’s soft white fingers with red nail polish.

She then flipped to the next page. “This one indicates that you are giving us permission to treat you for your illness, as we see fit. Furthermore, patient understands they are allowed to receive any and all information upon their request. Please sign here and here, and initial here.”

I signed again and moved my eyes up her hairless, milky white arms and onto her heaving breasts. I could faintly make out her nipples.

Again, she flipped another page, “This page indicates the patient understands all rules and regulations, and the patient acknowledges that failure to comply with these rules and regulations will result in immediate dismissal.” 

I signed again, and worked my eyes from her breasts to her red, plush, wet lips. I handed the pen back to Sarah and soaked in the entire picture. I was satisfied.

She smiled, stacked the papers, and slid a folder across the desk. “This contains the rules and regulations, emergency information, and weekly schedule.” She opened the folder, pulled out the room key, held it snug between her thumb and finger, and positioned it right in the center of her face. “This is your room key, with the room number on it. This key will only lock and unlock your closet, not the door. In detox, all room doors must be left open, so make sure anything of value is locked at all times inside the closet.” 

She put her hand down and slowly slid the key into the pocket of the folder and closed it. “I know it’s hard to process all this information, but do you understand?” she asked with sympathetic eyes.

“Yes,” I said, with what I still hoped passed for a boyish smile.

“Okay, you are all set. You can go to your room and settle in.” 

She stood with confidence, exited the room, leaving behind a wave of perfume that crashed into me. It left me battered and bruised, but I enjoyed the state she had left me in. If this was all I had to do, I would have taken it for now, until it, too, faded away. I eventually got my bearings, collected the folder, and slapped it under my arm. I picked up my suitcase and duffle bag and headed toward the door. Flipping the light switch off, I turned back and slowly watched the door close behind me. My recent memories had become like my past, trapped in complete darkness.

I stood in the hallway with my suitcases as the numbers 1, 0, 5, stared back at me on the vanilla wall next to the crème doorframe with the door slightly ajar; the room was fully lit. I stepped in and gazed around at my new surroundings with all the minimal necessities. There were exactly two single hospital beds, two pine nightstands, two pine cabinet closets, one pine desk, two pine side chairs, one shared bathroom, and one mirror and sink, that was plastered on the beige wall next to the door.

“Great, now I’ll probably get stuck with some weirdo,” I mumbled to myself as I chose the bed farthest from the door. I threw my suitcase on the purple comforter and watched it bounce across the bed like a jackrabbit. As I put my backpack on the floor I heard the bathroom door unlock and open.

“Whew, I wouldn’t go in there for a while,” a surprisingly effeminate voice said, as the owner of the voice fanned his behind. 

He was a tall, slender man, who wore black tasseled shoes, black jeans, and a white collared dress shirt, with a clear name tag pinned to the front pocket. He had black hair, a clean shaven face with neatly outlined sideburns, a Roman nose, and piercing black eyes. He could have been considered a man among men, but the lip gloss and slight lisp in his voice screamed out otherwise.

“My name is Carl and I’m with security,” he said as he walked over and shook my hand. “I’ll need to check your bags for any drugs, alcohol, or weapons. If you will, open your bags please.”

“Is this normal procedure here?” I questioned and unzipped my bags.

He moved in and started to take all of my belongings out. “Yes, it is. It’s not that we’re apprehensive about you, but instead we want to protect you from the others. After all, you’re here to get help, not high, or die.”

He pulled out every article in the suitcases like he was sifting through a file looking for one specific document, and placed them neatly on the bed. The bags were even checked for hidden compartments.

“You’re clean,” he said as he patted me on the shoulder and sashayed out of the room.

I stood in the room alone and felt as if I was in the middle of an empty football stadium, violated. I took a deep breath and started to grab some of my clothes, when I heard my name being called over the intercom.

“Matt H., report to the nurses’ station. Matt H., report to the nurses’ station.”

Frightened and confused, I held on tight to my socks and prayed that if I didn’t move, maybe they would forget about me.

“Matt H., report to the nurses’ station, Matt H.” the intercom screamed again.

With a deep breath, I threw my socks back into the piles of clothes, walked to the door, stopped at the mirror on the wall, and glanced at my face. “Damn it. Still swollen,” I whispered and exited the room.

I stood at the green carpet and rubbed my protruding forehead, trying to hide my face as I walked down the hallway that was packed like sardines with nurses and patients. But from the laughter and the stares, I realized that this futile attempt had only drawn more attention to my predicament, so I released my hand and let them stare. If they want to get a good look, get it now, I angrily thought. At least I could look at myself in the mirror. 

I arrived at a long line and stood behind colorless, rotten, beaten down figures, slaves to their addictions. They used to be wide-eyed bushels of the future and fountains of joy. Now they were outcasts, aliens only accepted by the ones who share in the same.

I kept my head down the entire time that I was in line, looked at the tightly woven green carpet and the back of the white tennis shoes in front of me, and tried to hide my swollen, purple, red, and black face. I moved only when the white tennis shoes moved and looked up only when the tennis shoes were gone.

In front of me, behind a half-door, stood the vodka-soaked nurse with a multi-drawer plastic cabinet and a very large male nurse in the shadows.

“Matt H.?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said as I fanned my eyes back and forth, embarrassed to look up.

“I’m Molly. Sorry, I didn’t introduce myself earlier,” she said as she turned the handle, opened the half-door, and pointed. “Come on in and sit over there.”

Although apprehensive, I casually entered and sat in a wooden chair next to a small shelf attached to the wall, where a digital camera lay. 

Molly smiled, picked up the camera, and took a quick picture. “That was for our files. So if something happens, we at least know what you look like.”

She reached behind her to a shelf and pulled my file. “Here are two wristbands that you must wear at all times. The red one is to indicate that you are in detox and will come off when you’re in the detox clear. The other one is an identification band which you must keep on the entire stay here.”

She reached forward and grabbed my left hand, lifted it up, and attached the two bands.

She walked back to the multi-drawer plastic cabinet, and grabbed a cup with my name printed on the plastic platform beneath it. “Okay, so now that’s done, this is a cup with the medication the doctor deems you need at this time. The blue pill is a Valium to help you detox from the alcohol. Hold your arms out straight for me.”

I raised my arms, but my hands shook uncontrollably.

“Yep,” Molly said. “Do you want me to feed you these pills?”

“I probably could use some help,” I said, ashamed.

Molly gave a sympathetic smile, closed the door, and continued to help me as she held the cup of pills to my lips. I opened my mouth as she tilted the cup forward, surprised by the amount I started to cough. 

“Hold on. You need to drink this water too,” she said softly as she held another cup to my lips.

“Thank you, Molly,” I said, and wiped off the water from my chin.

She grinned, patted me on the head, and put the cup on the shelf next to me. She opened the door and told me I could go back to my room. Before I left, she stated that a nurse would check on me throughout the night. So, with another pat on my head from her, I headed back into the hallway, which was less congested with nurses and patients. The path back to my room seemed a little more familiar. Tightly woven carpet was still green and the walls were still vanilla.

I was just a few feet away from my room when Carl exited it; he smiled as he passed and walked toward the nurses’ station. As I looked, I realized that I had left all of my belongings on the bed, and rushed into the room, hitting the partially opened door with my shoulder. I ran to my bed and started to sift through my belongings to make sure that everything was accounted for. Underwear, jeans, shorts, shirts, bathing supplies, cigarettes…good. Everything seems to be here, I thought. 

Putting the carton of cigarettes on the nightstand, I found the yellow folder I’d been given and pulled out the key from the inner pocket. I walked to the cabinet closet on the right side of my bed and unlocked the door; inside there were a few shelves, a few plastic hangers, and a full length mirror on the inside of the door. Not bad, I thought, this should definitely hold all of my belongings. I reached into the closet and grabbed one of the plastic hangers, and turned for one of my collared shirts. Grabbing my brown-striped polo shirt, I had just inserted the hanger when I heard the toilet flush, but no one exited the bathroom. It must have been someone from the other room, I thought. I turned and proceeded to hang the shirt on the steel rod when the bathroom door opened and an old, gray haired, unshaven man limped out into the room, wearing a worn, short sleeve, gray-striped shirt, faded blue jeans, and a walking cast on his right foot. Oblivious to his surroundings, he limped over to the bed closest to the door, lay down on the comforter, and put his right arm over his forehead.

“Excuse me?” I said.

“Oh, I didden’ know that there was someone else here,” the old man mumbled in a low gravelly voice as he threw his foot off the bed.

He proceeded to push himself off the edge of the bed, while his thin, shaking arms made a go of pushing his heavy mass. He stood quickly, stumbled a few steps, and eventually got his bearings as he limped over and held the chair by the desk for support as he passed. 

“Name’s Barry Eugene, and that’s what they call me,” he said as he extended his hand. I just stood there and said nothing for a moment.

“Oh, my name is Matt, pleasure to meet you,” I finally said and shook his hand.

“So did they capture and trap you inside here, too?” he asked, as he turned and limped back toward his bed.

Speechless, I stared at a long dark stain from his back pockets to his boot cast on the back of his pants. He just shit his pants, I thought as he sat back down on his bed.

“N-n-no,” I said, stuttering my words, “I, uh, I, uh, drove here myself.”

“Well, not me,” he grumbled. “They captured me like a prisoner, they did.” He took a long breath as he prepared to tell his story. “Yeah, I was sitting in my recliner drinking my Budweiser when my wife says we need to go to the store to get me more beer, which didn’t make sense because I knew I couldn’t of drank the case that fast. Well anyhow, we got into the car and headed to the store, but she told me she was going to take a different way this time,” he said as he rubbed his cheeks. “Anyhow, I didn’t know where she was driving, and she pulled into the parking lot outside this place. I asked her if this was a new convenience store, and she said no, it was a treatment center, and I needed to get help for my drinking. Well, I gave her one of my angry looks and told her, who does she think she is, thinking I have a drinking problem? Hell, I’ve been married to the woman for 30 years. Well, I wouldn’t budge and she wouldn’t leave the parking lot, so we just sat there for a while. So, I thought that if I’m just gonna sit there I might as well have a beer doing so, and told her I’ll drive to the store. Well, she agreed and we both got out of the car, but as soon as I was by the front, she hopped back into the car and started to drive. Since I didn’t know where I was, I hopped on the hood, because she wasn’t going to be leaving me there, ya know. Well, the damn woman pulled out, and we headed down the road, but I wasn’t gonna let go, ya know. Finally we hit this intersection and she slammed on the brakes, where I slid off the front of the car, and she turned around and headed in the other direction, leaving me in the middle of nowhere. So I headed back here to use the phone and that’s when they told me my wife admitted me. Just wait ’til I get out of here, I’ll show her who has the problem.” He lay back down on his bed and covered his forehead with his arm.

I started to shake my head and laugh with disgust as I methodically put away all of my belongings: collared shirts, jackets, and pants on hangers; shirts, shorts, underwear, socks, and toiletries on the shelves; cigarettes hidden between the shirts and the shoes, and suitcases on the bottom. 

I looked at the inside of the closet and smiled at my perfection of order. A job well done, I thought, when I caught my reflection in the mirror on the inside door. My smile quickly vanished as I closed the door and turned the key. 

As I patted my shirt pocket to make sure I had my cigarettes and lighter, I decided to ask where I could go to smoke, but first I needed to go to the bathroom; I hadn’t done so since I arrived. I walked over to the bathroom door, grabbed the handle, and noticed Barry Eugene snoring on the bed. I proceeded to open the door inward and stepped in, slid on something wet, and held onto the doorknob for dear life. Shocked, I stood in an entire bathroom covered in shit. 

Gagging, I slid back into the room and wiped my shoes on the green carpet, turning it black. 

“Great, Barry Eugene. Just great,” I raged.

Leaving behind long, black streak marks, I shuffled my feet all the way to the door, entered the hallway, and looked for someone to help.

“Carl! Carl!” I screamed down the hall, toward the place where I had made my entrance into this circus. “Could you please come here?”

Hearing the commotion, Carl sashayed down the hall.

“How can I help you, Matt?”

“Well first, where can I smoke in this place?”

“Remember coming in, you passed the workout gym and turned right?”

“Yes.”

“Well right by it, those glass doors that lead to the outside, there’s a pavilion.”

“Oh, yeah. Yeah.”

“What’s your other question?”

I looked at Carl with a half smile. “Well, you know the guy that just came into my room…well, he’s lying in his bed with his pants full of shit, and the bathroom is covered in it, too.”

“Oh, no,” he said, disgusted.

“Someone better take care of that, because I’m not.”

“I know, I know, I’ll get someone to clean it up. Thanks for letting me know,” he said and grudgingly walked into the room. I snickered as I walked down the hall and looked for the doors that led to the outside.

I found the glass and steel doors and pushed them open into another set of doors that released me to the outside. I felt clean as the air washed over me. I took a few deep breaths, opened my eyes, and absorbed my new surroundings. There is much to take in, but all I have is time, I thought. 

In front of me was a long pathway, with the building extending along the right of it that housed the detox patients on the first floor and the clean patients on the second. More colorful wildflowers kissed the building’s concrete base and provided beauty for anyone who wished to accept it. At the corner end of the building was a bay window, with a 180-degree view of the grounds. I found out later, it was specifically placed there to warn the patients that they were always being watched.

To the left of the pathway was another parking lot that hugged the Nautilus gym, where all the employees parked. There were no assigned spaces, much to the chagrin of all the employees; perhaps this was deemed beneficial, because it forced them to come in to work early. 

The tennis court, which had not had many visitors, was to the right; the weeds in the concrete cracks seemed to be the only players, but yellow and red tulips that rounded the steel fence still gave the impression that it was new.

Tiny neon orange cornhole platforms raised their hands to be noticed between the pavilion and the pond, with corn bags strewn on the platforms and in the plush grass. They competed with two fountains on either side of the bridge and the walkway that surrounded them, flowing in and out of the thick woods behind them. 

There was a typical, old, gray continental farmhouse with a screen door, large oak trees all around giving shade, and a tractor on the side with tall grass eating halfway into the wheels. The dirt road that led up to the house was splintered off by a white office trailer with wheelchair ramps that headed to the two doors with the word “office” written on the front. The entire place was serene, as the hidden birds sang their songs in the trees, accompanied by the splashes of water from the fountains, that rose up to the blue sky, which blanketed the forest around them.

I gradually made my way up to the pavilion, pulled out a cigarette, and lit it before I entered. Once inside, I looked for a place to sit, away from the people I didn’t know. I found an empty spot at a picnic table in the corner of the pavilion and sat down, hearing a familiar voice in the crowd. I looked around, but didn’t remember any one of the many faces that stared back at me, so I took another drag from my cigarette and blew the smoke down onto the table.

“Are you here to get your asshole checked?” a voice whispered in my ear.

I turned around, and noticed Jack Jack smiling like a cat that just caught a mouse, sucking his cigarette down to the filter. 

“You son of a bitch!” I exclaimed.

“Calm down, dude, I was just having a little fun at your expense.”

“You know, you got a lot of nerve trying to pull that shit. I’m in here trying to get help, and you’re fuckin’ around,” I said angrily and threw my lit cigarette into the grass.

I pulled one leg out over the bench and readied to stand.

“Dude, sit down. I was just trying to see what kind of person you were. We get a lot of messed up people in here, and it’s not because of the drugs,” Jack Jack said as he tapped the side of his head with his finger.

I threw my leg back over the bench and sat back down. Jack Jack sat down next to me, put his elbows on the table, pulled out his cigarettes, and offered one up. I hesitantly took one, lit it, and blew the smoke away from him.

“I mean, look, I just wanted to know what type of clique you’re going to fit into. I mean, we have jocks and pricks, who are one in the same, bitches, sluts, cool girls, ditz, wannabe blacks, hicks, ‘in generals,’ and others,” he said as he counted each one off on his fingers. “The ‘others’ are the ones in this pavilion,” he whispered. “Just people who don’t fit in—quiet, and always keeping to themselves.” 

“So what category do I fit?”

“You’re one of the ‘in generals,’ because it looks like you don’t give a crap about cliques or supposed status; you just roll with whatever is in front of you.” He said it proudly. I got the impression I had just been accepted.

“And what category are you in?”

“Me? I’m a freewheeler. There can’t be a clique for me, because I’m the only one.”

I shook my head, puckered my lips, and thought, what a smug bastard.

Jack Jack stood and put his hand on my shoulder. “Hey, if you’re up to it tomorrow, I’ll see you at breakfast and introduce you to the rest of the guys if they’re there.” I agreed. He walked out of the pavilion and whistled down the path to the glass and steel doors.

As angry as I felt toward Jack Jack, there was something about him that I liked. Was it his devil-may-care attitude toward life or the sense I got that he might be the first person who genuinely didn’t need something from me? Only time would tell, and I would keep my guard up for now, I thought.

I stared into the distance until the burnt tobacco from my last cigarette crunched under the sole of my tennis shoe, and then I headed down the path. I dreaded going into the building, let alone what might await me in my room. I walked down the hall and shook my head, still upset at Barry Eugene for defecating all over the bathroom. No matter how well they cleaned it, the mere thought of how it looked and smelled could not escape my memory.

I peered around the corner that led into the hallway that housed all the detox patients and tried to see if anyone exited or entered my room, but nothing happened. I proceeded toward my room, and stared at only the crème doorway and nothing else, as my apprehension grew. I stopped shortly before the cracked door and struggled to push it open. To my surprise, Barry Eugene was asleep under his comforter, snoring with only the desk light on. I noticed that the black stain on the carpet was gone, and there was a sweet aroma in the air from cleaning products. I pushed the bathroom door open and switched on the light. Cautiously, I stepped in and noticed that the bathroom was clean, the smell of bleach overpowering. I turned off the light and stared at Barry Eugene as I inched toward my cabinet locker. 

I reached into my pocket, pulled out my key, slowly inserted it into the lock quietly, and made sure not to awaken my roommate. I undressed and put on some gray sweat pants and a white t-shirt. I hung up my other clothes and got my toothbrush and toothpaste, and walked over to the sink by the door. The water trickled as I turned the faucet and looked back at Barry Eugene; still no movement. I brushed my teeth and stared at my face, looking better now in the dim light. I finished and tiptoed back to my closet, put away my toiletries, and locked the door. Slipping under my comforter, I forgot about the light, and didn’t bother to turn it off; I just wanted to get some sleep. Rolling over, I took one last look at Barry Eugene, closed my eyes, and hoped the next day would be better than today.

Gradually, the light from the hallway leered into the room past the open door and rested onto my eyes. Peeking through my eyelashes, I saw the comforter next to me move; the figure farted as it positioned itself. Barry Eugene was still there. In the doorway behind him was a shadowy figure that walked in closer to me as I pulled off my bed cover and sat up straight at the side of the bed.

“Matt. We need to check your vitals. So, just follow me when you’re ready,” Molly whispered.

I took a deep breath, pushed out of the bed, and shuffled my feet after Molly. My eyes struggled to focus as I walked down the hallway; carpet was still green, walls were still vanilla. I arrived at the vitals room, tried to make out the blurred images I passed in the hallway, and hopped up on the table. My eyes came back into focus as Molly slid the blood pressure belt on the same arm and pushed the start button. Relief came when I heard the whistling of air. 

“Looks like your blood pressure came down slightly, but it’s still high, so we’ll just keep an eye on it.” She ripped the Velcro, clicked her pen, and wrote on her clipboard. “You can go back to your room now, and another nurse will check on you in a few hours.”

I took a deep breath and slid off the table, eyes half shut, still fighting the Valium and other medication given to me before. I exited into the hallway past the nurses’ station and turned the corner, confronted by two lonely figures coming towards me. The first one that passed was a young man wearing a black t-shirt, black sweat pants, and flip flops. I didn’t notice his face, only the tattoos growing on his neck, arms, and feet. I wondered if what I was seeing was real, and then was acknowledged when the figure bumped into my left shoulder as he passed. The second figure was a middle-aged woman who wore a pink jump suit and blue socks. Her face was tired; her eyes were puffy, matching her clown hair; she held onto the wall for stability when she walked. But I didn’t care what I saw right then, I just wanted to get back to my room and go back to sleep.

Room 101 passed, then 103, and I grinned, knowing that my room was next. I pushed the door, but held it from opening all the way, as a trail of light landed on the back of Barry Eugene. I walked in quietly, blinked my eyes, and felt a tiny bit of relief that my bed was only a few feet away. I shuffled past Barry Eugene and slid into bed as I struggled with the comforter that seemed heavier this time. Laying my head onto the pillow, I released any air that was trapped inside the pillowcase, and willed my body to go limp. I savored the few hours left for sleep, and hoped that tomorrow would be slightly less hectic.





Chapter 2

“Good Morning, gentlemen!” Carl cheerfully exclaimed, as he popped his head into the room. “Isn’t it a great day to be sober? Breakfast is at 9:00 a.m. in the cafeteria, but you need to see the nurse before that. I don’t care if you take a shower first or see the nurse first, but you must see the nurse, regardless, before breakfast. Have a good day, gentlemen.” He proceeded to the next room.

I kicked off the covers, sat at the edge of the bed, and stared at Barry Eugene, still asleep. I was amazed that he hadn’t heard a word Carl said. I reached between the mattresses, pulled out my key and unlocked my cabinet closet. As I stared in at my clothes, I decided to go to the nurse first, before taking a shower. I closed and locked the closet, walked past Barry Eugene’s bed, and stopped to check my face in the mirror by the door before I left. 

“Damn it, still swollen,” I mumbled, disgusted, as I poked at my face. 

In the hallway, the nurses and patients still shuffled around in a mirage of overweight cartoon uniforms and aliens in street clothes. I still refused to show my eyes to anyone, and walked down the hallway with only a nod hello to the white tennis shoes I had befriended the day before.

I made it to the nurses’ station and fidgeted all the while with my wristbands; while the path had become familiar to me now, behind the half-door was a nurse I had never seen before. She was older than the rest of the nurses, black and white hair in a bun, thin and bony, face stern like a 6th grade English teacher.

“Name?” she asked with her face firmly planted into her patient catalog.

“Matt Hoffman.”

“All you need to tell me is your first name and last initial,” she barked.

“Matt H.”

“Let me see your I.D. bands.”

She grabbed my wrist, and pulled me in close; my waist hit the half-door. She checked to see if the same numbers were in her book, released my hand, and opened the half-door.

“Okay, come on in.”

With apprehension, I entered and was directed to the wooden chair. She pulled my arm out, wrapped the blood pressure belt around, and pushed the start button. I looked up and noticed the same large nurse as the night before, with a stare stone cold. Beaten, I looked back at my arm and watched the belt fatten.

“Still high.”

Was she talking to me or was she referring to the gauge, I wondered?

“Not much change. Hold your arms out straight in front of you.”

“Damn it,” I whispered under my breath.

I lowered my hands to my lap and stared at the large nurse’s shoes, one lace untied.

The old nurse walked over to the medical cabinet and shoved the large nurse to the side; she collected different medications and put them into a paper cup. She turned around, took a few steps, handed me the cup, leaned over to her book, and initialed the medication administered. My hand shook as I grabbed the cup with the other hand in hopes of limiting the rattling of pills.

“After you take those, I want you to come back every two hours, because I want to check your blood pressure and tremors, and we’ll give you a Valium every time you come if the tremors and blood pressure don’t subside.”

I lifted both hands to my mouth and swallowed the pills. My hands still shook as the nurse continued to write in her notebook.

She turned with another cup in her hand. “Do you need some water?”

“No, thank you.”

“We’re done then, I’ll see you in a couple of hours,” she said. It looked painful as she cracked a smile.

The half-door shut behind me as I traveled across the hallway that was still just becoming familiar. Room 101, 103, one more to my room, I thought.

To my enjoyment, Barry Eugene was gone as I entered the room; his comforter was wrapped in a big ball. “Maybe this day won’t turn out as bad as I expected,” I whispered and walked to my closet to grab my toiletries. 

Steam exited the shower room that was only two doors down to the right of my room. There was just one person behind the three curtains, so I hurried to take my clothes off before the person exited, and put them on a black plastic chair by my stall. The water was cold at first when it hit my body, which helped battle some of the drowsiness caused by the drugs. It slowly warmed the flattened hair on my chest as it beaded and dropped, circling the drain below my feet. The darkness behind my eyes was my only safe haven as I imagined the black and purple paint on my face bleeding away from the lather of soap. 

Suddenly, the plastic rings on the metal screamed as the shower curtain opened two stalls down, and the pipes rattled from the water pressure as the splash of feet hit the wet, white tiles. I listened to the figure, guarded myself with a bar of soap in hand, and waited to hear any suspicious movement. The shower room door opened and thumped closed. My defenses were lowered and I continued to bathe. I thought all the while, I was just thinking crazy. My hand reached out from the shower curtain and grabbed my robe at the same time as I turned the water off; the soft warmth of the cotton added to my sense of security as I grabbed my clothes and exited the room.

I spat in the sink as I stood, fully clothed, in front of the mirror, looking at the constant reminder of my fall staring back at me. I tried to put on my glasses, but my face was too swollen for them to fit, so I shoved them in my front pocket and walked over to the desk where the map lay and looked to see the location of the cafeteria. 

“Fantastic. Right down the hall from my room. I won’t have to walk that far, and I still have enough time before I have to see the nurse,” I said.

I walked out of my room and stood in the hall; I felt refreshed, as if it was the start of a new life. The nurses and patients still roamed the halls. I walked to the cafeteria, still ashamed, and I did not look at or speak to anyone. 

Clattered dishes and conversation filled the cafeteria air as I looked around and wondered where I should go first. I noticed a line of people by a stack of trays waiting to receive breakfast. I wandered past tables packed with people as I grabbed a tray and stood in line. A buzzing sound emanated from the juice fountains next to me. The smell of food was making me sick, so I wandered over to the fruit and cereal bar and grabbed a couple of bananas. As I scanned the eating area, I saw the place was packed, and I didn’t feel like parading myself through the massive crowd. 

“Peter…hey, Peter.” A lone voice lingered in the air. 

“Peter…yoohoo, Peeterr…over here.”

Just then a piece of bread hit me in the chest. I looked around through the crowd and saw a hand that popped up like a gopher. It was Jack Jack, smiling as he waved for me to come over. Reluctant, I strolled around the tables that ended by Jack Jack.

“Peter, come on,” Jack Jack said as he pointed. “Here’s an empty seat.” 

I walked slowly around the table and pulled out the chair. The figures beside me slid their trays out of the way as I sat down.

Jack Jack sat stoically with his head held high, as if he was the Godfather himself, proud to display his family to the newcomer.

“This is the guy that I was telling you about, boys. Pretty good size, wouldn’t you say?” he said as all the men stared and laughed.

I sat quietly in my chair and smiled, embarrassed; I knew exactly what they were laughing about.

“Hey, don’t feel embarrassed. It happens to all of us,” Jack Jack said. “Sooner or later.”

All the men at the table were normal by any standard. No one could tell that there was anything wrong with them—not in the slightest. They all looked middle-aged to old, from all walks of life, with different histories, but the same stories. 

Jack Jack started to introduce everyone around the table. “We are part of the group, the “in generals”. I’ll introduce the other guys as they pop up. To the right of you, we meet our black minority quota, Sam, also known as Care Bear.”

“Shut up, Jack Jack,” Sam said with a gravelly laugh.

Sam was a chubby, middle-aged man with white stubble for hair. He looked like anyone’s loveable grandfather who wore his pants above his waist; from his laugh, he was a chain smoker, and it was clear his few remaining teeth held on for dear life.

“To the left of you is Bobby, also known as the White Ninja.”

“What’s up, man,” Bobby said as he extended his hand.

Bobby was unique in that his body was shaped like a snow cone—heavy on top and thin on the bottom. He was white and thirty-ish, which was made apparent by his thinning black hair, slightly weathered face, and need to always wear a professional baseball jersey. I found out later that the jerseys made him feel young.

Jack Jack placed his hand on the shoulder of the figure to the right of him. “And this is Father Tom.”

“Hello,” he said in a soft, calm voice.

He was your quintessential priest. Old, white, gray hair, tall and thin, with sympathetic eyes that still took care of all the souls he had healed. His only sin he admitted was his smoking habit, which was obvious from the yellow tar stains on his white beard and fingers.

The men at the table went about eating their breakfast, as if all was normal, and adjusted to their new seating arrangement.

“So when did you get in?” Sam asked as he stuffed his mouth with a spoonful of oatmeal.

“Yesterday afternoon.”

“You got a roommate?” 

“Yeah. Barry Eugene.”

All the men put down their utensils and simultaneously appeared disgusted.

“You have that poor fellow as a roommate?” Father Tom asked.

“Yes.”

“Dude,” Bobby interjected. “He was just in here. He is a weird one. We saw that he had shit on the back of his boot cast, which made Sam over here almost lose his appetite.”

“Can we please not talk about this? I’m trying to eat again,” Sam mumbled with a mouth full of oatmeal.

“Yeah, so one of the counselors saw it and took him out of here,” Bobby continued.

Father Tom began to stamp his cane. “Well, the man is old. Maybe he has a condition?” 

“Sure. The condition to shit his pants,” Jack Jack said as he searched for a laugh. “How is he as a roomy?”

“I don’t even want to tell you what he did in the bathroom. It was all over the…”

“Again, can we please talk about something else?” Sam said, irritated. “Jack, finish the story you were telling,” he said as he fidgeted in his chair.

“All right, well me and my cousins parked the trailer over by the pond in the campground, because we figured we’ll do some fishing later in the day. Well, as usual, we’re eating and drinking most of the day when Billy passes out in the trailer. So Frank, my other cousin, took out an Oscar Mayer and started rubbing it between Billy’s lips and in his mouth and, before he opened his eyes, I whipped my pecker in front of him, thinking…” 

Everyone started to laugh at the table, even Sam, who gave the loudest, longest laugh.

“How in hell is that any better than Barry Eugene?” Sam said, coughing as he tried to spit out the words.

Concerned, the counselors at the corner table gazed over, but accepted the group for what it was, harmless. The laughter eventually started to die down and the clang of dishes and conversation soon took over the cafeteria.

“That story was funny,” Father Tom quietly said, as he stroked his beard. “I almost pooped my pants.”

Another eruption of laughter ensued. Sam started his coughing laugh again, stood with his tray and headed out the door; he pulled up the back of his pants and threw whatever food he had left into the trash. Bobby, Father Tom, Jack Jack, and I soon followed, as we wiped away the tears from our eyes. 

“That sure was a good way to start off the day,” I said as we walked down the hall.

“If you think so,” Jack Jack said.

Sam pushed the elevator button frantically, before the door was even open. He dashed in and began to push for the second floor, like a little child who didn’t want his friends to ride with him.

“You better hold that elevator for us, Sam!” Bobby screamed as he ran, the fat around his body undulating hypnotically.

“No! You guys are sick,” Sam said as he frantically pushed the button.

Bobby bolted into the elevator and scraped his belly on the door. His body slammed into the wall at the back of the elevator, and the entire car shook.

“Hey, you better be careful, this thing could break and fall, ya know,” Sam said, concerned.

“We’re on the first floor you idiot,” Bobby said as he laughed.

Bobby grabbed the door before it closed, stuck his head out, looked down the hall, and waited for Father Tom.

“Move that cane a little faster, preacher man!” Bobby screamed.

“So are we going to see you in class?” Jack Jack asked.

“I don’t know. I have to go now and see the nurse.”

Father Tom entered the elevator as Jack Jack followed him. He took over and held the door, turned around, and smiled at me. The eyes of the group behind him stared in.

“Well, hopefully you’ll be out of detox soon and up to the second floor. See ya around,” Jack Jack said, as the elevator door slid closed and took away their faces, one by one.

I stared at the closed crème elevator door and felt full, like I had been accepted into a family of brothers, when a faint commotion sounded in the distance. The dust and dirt from the nurses’ station around the corner swirled in the air as patients and nurses took cover, and dove into any room available. The image was surreal; it tumbled forward in all shapes and sizes like a tsunami wiping out an entire village. Fear struck through my entire body as I started to run to my room in hopes of escaping the destruction. But my feet wouldn’t move as fast as the oncoming devastation, and I leapt to the wall and stuck, hoping for dear life that I would be spared. My hands slipped as the wall and floor shook uncontrollably. 

Barry Eugene awoke from his slumber to investigate the commotion and was swept away. I closed my eyes and waited out the storm. Still clutching the wall, I heard the rattle subside to a mere rumble as the entire women’s dorm passed, and I headed for my room. Slightly shocked and disoriented, I wandered into my room and slammed the door behind me; I hoped never to witness such a spectacle again in my lifetime. 

“Quite a sight to see when you’re detoxing, eh, Matt?” Carl smiled as he poked his head into the room like a deranged mental patient.

I sat motionless on my bed, but did not answer Carl, afraid that I might have experienced a hallucination. I watched and waited, concerned about what might happen next.

“The nurse told me you can go see her now.”

Carl opened the door completely and vanished. Something compelled me to stand and walk. I felt as if I was floating without moving; faces began to appear like inflated balloons the farther I traveled. Consumed, I landed near the nurses’ station, where the scene changed and I was standing at the bottom of the ocean. A constant hum grew louder and louder in my ears, followed by an invisible weight that formed on my head; it increased and pushed me down until my neck muscles strained. I felt helpless and my entire body started to tremble, and then…nothing happened. Everything was normal again. Scared and confused, I wondered what had happened to me. 

I approached the half-door, and the same elderly nurse stood in the distance, counting the medication in the plastic medical cabinet.

“Matt H. You told me to come back in a couple of hours,” I said.

The large nurse appeared from the side, opened the half-door, and stood behind it, eclipsing the old nurse. I walked in and, without taking my eyes off the large nurse, backed into the chair by the wall shelf. Slowly, the door started to creak as the large nurse gently closed it.

“Arms straight out in front,” the elderly nurse said as she orbited around the large nurse.

In the distance, the intercom echoed, “To all patients, the 9 o’clock class will begin in 10 minutes, the 9 o’clock class will begin in 10 minutes.”

I took a deep breath and started to feel relaxed and slightly confident. Believing that I would beat the shaking, I raised my hands. 

“Damn it.”

“Okay, you can put your arms down. I’ll give you another Valium to see how that works, and I’ll see you in two more hours. We won’t hold it against you if you don’t go to class, because we need to take care of you medically first,” the nurse said as she handed me a cup with one pill.

I raised the cup with both hands, and still refused the cup of water. 

As I left, I noticed even more new patients sat in the nook, and were called in one by one to the vitals room. A line had just started to form around the corner for the elderly nurse as I headed back down the hall to my room. Frustrated, I saw men laughing and talking as they exited the elevator and headed down the hall to the auditorium. Angered, I decided to go to my room. I lay in bed and rested my eyes until I had to walk back to the nurses’ station.
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