CHAPTER NINE

Well I love the sound when I smash the glass, 

if I get caught, they’re gonna kick my ass

-Social Distortion
They spent most of the night spitting into opened convertibles. Nearly all of the Mill Avenue shops were closed, so they meandered along as they had done on Arctic. They only saw two shops of relative interest. Once they came to a Safeway, they turned around and went down the other side of the street. There was a neon-covered discotheque named “Trendies” where a song by a girl barely able to carry the tune was blaring. Dave thought her name was Madonna. Sven thought it was funny that they had named the club that. It was like having a roadhouse named “Rednecks,” or a sports bar named “Unable to develop lasting relationships with another human being.” Sven found the imitation Betty Boop-er so utterly farcical, that he started saying, “Hey!” like she did after trilling “Like a virgin.” 

“Hey! Let’s go get some wings,” he said to Dave.

They headed back up Mill, and when the restaurant came into view, Sven said, “I think I can see it, Hey!”

It was a slow night, so there were only ten customers inside. The jukebox wasn’t playing, and the Chef was sitting at the bar watching the holocaust video “Shalom.” Dave saw the table with the chessboard on it straight away, and so they sat there. Their waitress was too skinny, with devious brown eyes. She looked half-Mexican. Her uniform was sloppy, and though she probably thought you couldn’t notice the stains because of the dim lights, you could. She didn’t ask them what they wanted, she simply held the pad and pencil, and nodded her head.

“Wings?” Dave said.

“You want beer with those?”

“We’re not old enough.”

The waitress was writing down the order but not looking at them or moving. She finished writing, and looked at them.

“You want beers with those?”

The boys nodded, and she left. 

Dave found the pieces in a drawer in the table and began assembling them. Sven only knew where the pawns and the castle thingies went, so Dave set up the others for him. Dave moved first.

“Pawns can only move one space,” Sven said.

“Not on the opening move,” Dave replied, plotting his strategy. Sven didn’t like that Dave was cheating when Dave already knew more about this game than he did. 

The waitress put two pilsner glasses of Budweiser on the table without looking, and left. Dave moved the horse guy in an L, and took Sven’s Pope. 

One of the other customers came up to them. He had a camera in his hands, and was focusing it on them. “Can I take your picture?” he asked. It seemed he was determined to do so regardless of the answer. 

“For two dollars,” Sven said. 

The man dropped the camera to his waist. “It’s for a class,” he said. 

Dave started taking much more time than was necessary to beat Sven, so that the guy would get some good deep thought shots of him playing chess, leaning on his cane. 

After four games, Sven was wondering where exactly the buffalo wings were. He looked at the bar, and sitting next to the Chef was their waitress. The wings were sitting in the window. Dave now wanted to see if he could beat Sven in ten moves or less, but Sven had tired of the game after losing twelve in a row. A man with an acoustic guitar got up on the small stage and started playing cover songs. No one other than the boys were paying attention to him, so he started making up words to “Radioactive.” Their waitress finally came over. 

“How’s everything?” she yelled at them.

Sven looked at her straight-faced. “Can we get some napkins?”

The girl hated fucking running back and forth for napkins for customers. Being made to go back and forth for a table was the single most irritating part of her job, outside of her boss. If they knew they wanted extra napkins, why didn’t they ask for them when she gave them the wings?

Michele, Mike and Kyle came in, and were surprised to see the boys there. Mike and Michele sat with Dave and Sven, while Kyle went to the bar and sat next to the Chef. Baggies and bills were exchanged. Kyle came back with the Chef, who had the buffalo wings. The waitress was too embarrassed to come back over.

The Chef sat down, and placed the wings on the table. She smelled of skunkweed. “How about you guys give me five dollars, and we’ll forget about the check.”

Dave gave her a fin. “You guys want some ranch or something?” The boys shook their heads no. Dave didn’t want to send her off on a safari and lose her like they had the waitress, and Sven didn’t want his wings to taste like semen. 

The Chef remained seated. “Marita, this is Dave and Sven,” Kyle said, introducing them.

“Where do you guys live?” Marita asked.

“Phoenix.”

“Whereabouts?”

“Downtown, Sixth Street.”

“Near these guys?” she asked, pointing towards Mike.

“Yeah, kinda,” Dave said. 

“They’re our roommates,” Mike said, too red eyed to fully grasp what was happening.

Marita slapped Dave’s arm, showing him that even though she was stoned she knew he was fucking with her, saying, “Hey!”

Sven said, “Hey!” too. Dave was beginning to tire of it.

The owner came through the front door, so Marita stood up. When he started yelling at the waitress for watching Nazi atrocities while people were trying to eat, Marita leaned in close to them, “Come back if you’re ever hungry. Give me five bucks and we’ll do the same thing.”

The bouncing car ride home and spicy wing sauce did wonders for Dave’s stomach. 

Dave came home from work early, at noon. He told Kyle and Michele that the Chelsea Chili Club was hiring, and if they wanted jobs, they should go with him right now. The girls hurriedly tried to make their appearances as presentable as possible and left. Blake, Big Jim and little Jim left to go in search for drugs, and Mike heard that they gave you money for blood, so he left to try and donate it at three different places. Sven got up at two in the afternoon to an empty house. He took advantage of this time alone to masturbate, then began running water for a bath. While waiting, he searched through Michele’s things until he found her diary. He found it very difficult to not add commentary. 

Dave, Kyle and Michele came back around five, each with a bag filled with left over corn bread, salad and cold hamburgers from the lunch rush. Dave had loaned them ten dollars until they got paid. Michele spent hers on smokes, so Sven sat next to her, bumming them, and saying strange things that made Michele wonder if she was being fucked with, or if Sven was psychic. 

Two days later the boys rode the bus out to Tempe. They hadn’t been out here during the day before, so even though they recognized buildings and streets, it all looked different somehow. The bridge over the river looked ridiculous with no water in the riverbed. They got off at the second stop, and hung around the bus stop, looking for cool people. No one really stood out. All they saw were mothers doing shopping, or students going to, or coming from the A.S.U. campus. They headed back towards the bridge. Across the street, they saw a punk rocker in plaid zipper pants quickly enter a store called Roads to Moscow, so they crossed the street, and followed him inside.

The store was filled with mostly English items for sale. Multi-colored hair dyes, creepers, bondage pants and other absurdly expensive British items. For some reason, it was generally believed that a cheap product from England, the land of the Sex Pistols, could be marked up four times it’s worth, and every punk rocker would accept it, because it was somehow “cooler.” Both Dave and Sven believed that America, the land of the Ramones, was the true birthplace of punk, and didn’t buy this particular line of reasoning. Sven knew that he would never in a million years buy a pair of shoes that cost sixty-five dollars, so he stayed by the magazine rack, and read an article about the Circle Jerks in this month’s issue of Maximum Rock and Roll. Dave liked the items for sale, and so he nosed through everything, but was also unwilling to fork out as much cash as they were asking. After twenty minutes, no one else had entered, so they took their leave. They stayed on the same side of the street, and entered a record store three blocks down. 

This shop was much busier than Roads, so they felt less conspicuous, plus the prices were more reasonable, so they decided to camp out here until the thermometer dropped to the low 90s. Dave searched the import bins for any Damned records he may not have previously been aware of, while Sven started at the letter A, and went from there. He had only got as far as the Angry Samoans; and was at that moment wishing he had the four dollars it took to buy the original pressing of Inside My Brain, (the one with the girl with the axe in her head), when Dave grabbed him from behind, and turned him towards the door.

“Did you see that blonde?!”

Sven looked in the direction of the door, but all he saw was an over weight clerk with bleached and crimped hair. 

“No.”

“Jesusfuck! She was with two babes too!”

They were gone, so Sven lost interest. “Hey, look, they’ve got the original….”

Dave grabbed Sven by the collar on his leather jacket, and pulled him towards the door. 

“Let’s go find them.”

Dave had seen them head north, towards A.S.U., so he went in that direction. They got to the end of the business district, but saw no trace of them. They started heading back towards the record store. Dave tried to watch both sides of the street at the same time. They eventually went all the way to the opposite end of the district, still with no success. They slowly went halfway up the street, and then stopped between buildings to rest in the shade. They leaned on opposite sides of the building.

“They probably got in a car and left,” Sven said.

Dave continued to scan the sidewalks. While Sven was lighting a cigarette, Dave bolted straight up against the stucco wall. He waited a moment, then hurriedly went over to Sven’s side. 

“Did you see them?!”

Sven looked where Dave was looking. He saw three girls, a brunette, a strawberry blonde, and a bleach blonde, with short, almost shaved hair all along the top, but 3 inches of straight hair hanging on the sides and back. Like a Cockney skin-bird. 

“Those three?”

Dave nodded exuberantly.  “Fuck, we gotta meet those girls.”

Dave went out into the sidewalk, and slowly passed the clothing store they had gone into. The girls were all looking at merchandise in the back of the shop, so Sven had still not seen anything but their backsides. The boys went to the next space between shops, and waited. Sven stayed on the same side of the building as Dave. The girls came out, and headed in their direction. The strawberry blonde was closest to the road. She was the tallest of the three, and had a look of tom-boyish-ness about her. The brunette in the middle looked elegant, or at least certainly used to a particular amount of wealth. She had a sort of Jackie O’s cousin thing going on, but maybe that was just because of the round sunglasses. The bleach blonde had bangs to match the hanging hair of the sides and back. She was wearing Doc Marten’s, black stretch pants and had a white Black Flag “Police Story” tee shirt on. She looked at them for an instant, then looked straight ahead. Sven froze. She was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. If Marilyn Monroe and Iggy Pop had a baby, it would look like her. She had the facial structure and curves of Norma Jean, and the big blue eyes of the Osterbergs. 

Dave punched Sven. “Did you SEE them? How are we going to meet them?”

“I don’t know. We just keep seeing them by the sides of buildings.”

Dave’s eyes got big. “Wouldn’t it be funny if every time they passed a building…”

Sven finished the sentence for him. “…we were standing in the alley!”

Dave let out a peel of excited laughter as they raced down the alley, and went behind two buildings. They ran down the next alley, and held their breath. The girls walked by them. The strawberry blonde and Jackie O didn’t notice them, but the goddess did. They passed by silently, and after they did, Dave and Sven burst into laughter.

“Again!” Sven said, as he ran down the alley. They rested on the side of the next building for two minutes. The girls must have gone into a store or something. They were going to give up, when Dave spied them. Sven picked up an abandoned newspaper and pretended to read it, while Dave whistled nonchalantly. Now all three of the girls noticed them. The brunette had changed places with the strawberry blonde. The boys received uneasy looks. They again erupted into laughter, and raced behind the next building. When they got to the sidewalk, they saw the girls, but they were on the other side of the street. When the girls looked at a display window, Dave and Sven ran as low to the ground as they could across the street, behind that building, and got to a space two stores down from them. The boys waited ten full minutes before the girls passed, and when Dave and Sven were spotted, they were making muscles at each other. The girls all increased their gait. 

There weren’t anymore buildings for the boys to sneak behind. All that was left was a Jack in the Box, a bank and then a Safeway across the boulevard. The girls headed into the parking lot of the supermarket, and towards the entrance. Dave and Sven followed safely behind them, and waited at the grassy edge of the lot, next to the Safeway sign. The girls had stopped at the entrance, and it looked more like they were trying to lose the boys than they were going food shopping. The girls kept talking to each other, then looking at the sign. By this time, Dave was hiding his head behind the side of the sign, and periodically peeking around at them like a live version of Killroy. Sven had bent down so that only his fan mohawk was visible, and was going back and forth, looking like the dorsal fin of a shark, then would rise up to peek at them. It was during this version of peek-a-boo, when both Dave and Sven were boo-ing instead of peeking, that the girls disappeared. 

Dave and Sven retreated to the bank, and sat on a bench in front of it, discussing the funny looks they had gotten. Though the bank was closed, a white Volkswagen Fox pulled up to the drive-through window, ten feet behind them. Dave and Sven kept talking. The car honked it’s horn. The boys turned around, and there were the three girls, in the Fox.

Dave turned anxiously to Sven. “What should we do?”

Sven was silent for a minute, trying to think of something funny. “Let’s go stand behind their car.” 

They got up and stood by the exhaust pipe, each one holding his hands together in front of them, looking over the car like someone at a body shop would. They stayed like that for thirty seconds, and then the car suddenly pulled out into the street and disappeared.

The boys sat back down on the bench.

“We fucked up,” Sven said.

Shannon was two blocks away before she abruptly turned the car around in the middle of the street. “This is ridiculous,” she said, speeding back to the bank.

The white Fox was again in the drive through. The boys were too flabbergasted to think of anything new, so they again walked towards the back of the car. The girls would have none of it. The strawberry blonde moved to the other side of the back seat, while Norma Jean Osterberg opened the passenger side door and Jackie O ordered them to “Get in.”

They squeezed behind the raised front seat, and were off like a shot before they had completely settled in. No one said anything for three blocks. Jackie O had been studying them the whole time in the rear view mirror.

“I’m Shannon,” she said, “This is Melanhi.” Iggy Monroe didn’t turn around. 

The strawberry blonde stuck her hand out, “Krissy.”

“I’m Dave.” Sven didn’t say anything. “And this is Sven.”

Shannon had never heard an accent quite like his before, and guessed he was European by the strange sound of it. His friend didn’t talk, so his English probably wasn’t that good. Krissy was at a similar vein of thought. Icelandic was her guess, what with the Sven and all.

“You guys hungry?” Shannon asked.

“We don’t have any money,” the Icelander said.

“We’re buying,” Shannon Bouvier replied.

They stopped at the first Burger King they came to. Actually, it looked as if they were going to enter the restaurant before they left the car. Shannon was driving forty miles an hour in the parking lot. The boys feigned that they were full, but the girls bought extra cheeseburgers anyway. 

It seemed that Shannon was most comfortable behind the wheel, because she was practically mute when not in the car. While eating her Whopper Jr., she stared at the boys as if they were portraits; like they weren’t even there. Shannon was dressed in new and expensive trendy clothes, but nothing that stood out from the crowd. Her hair was a color between black and brown, straight and shoulder length, but she didn’t seem to need to constantly play with it like most girls with hair that length. Her smile was not given readily, but when it slipped from her, it was shy and filled with perfect teeth. Long lashes kept guard over her brown eyes. They were filled with pretty mischief. 

Dave may have eyed the bleach blonde first, but Shannon was soon filling his vision. Her pale, freckled skin was quickly captivating him. Youth and freshness seemed to flow from her pores. She was like a bud; perfect, delicate and not yet fully formed.

Krissy lit a smoke and started asking questions. She sounded like Betty Davis after an all night poker game with the studio boys. She was smoking Marlboro lights, but it sounded like Chesterfield non-filters.

“Where are you guys from?”

“Maine.”

They’re French? Krissy thought.

“Where’s that?” Shannon asked.

“You know where Boston is?” The Reykjavik-er asked.

The girls all nodded. 

“Four hours north.”

“I didn’t think there was anything north of Boston,” Krissy rasped out.

“What, do you live in igloos?” Melanhi asked, immediately regretting it. She had wanted to sound funny, or at least partake in the conversation, but what she said sounded bitchy. She felt like everyone was staring at her, so she gave a supercilious look, and lowered her gaze. She kept it high enough to check out everyone’s reaction though.

An uncomfortable silence followed. A toy train was running along the upper wall around the perimeter of the dining room. Dave and Sven started dramatically following it with their eyes. They didn’t move their bodies, but would bend their heads all the way back when it went towards the entrance of the restaurant. When it came back around, Krissy wanted to get them to refocus. Shannon couldn’t tell if they were burnouts, or just retarded. 

“Eat your cheeseburgers,” Krissy said, pointing.

Dave and Sven started talking at the speed of Cary Grant and Rosalind Russell. 

“Not hungry.”

“Nope.”
Sven turned towards Dave, “Are you hungry?”

Dave pointed at his chest. “I’M not hungry,” he turned back to Sven, “Are you hungry?”

“Me? No. I’m not hungry.”

“Me neither.”

The boys returned to face the girls. “We’re not hungry.”

Shannon started to slide out of her seat. “Well, we’d better get…”

Sven grabbed a cheeseburger, and picked it up. “Hmm. Bread…meat…cheese…”

“What do they call that?” Dave asked.

“A…cheese burger, I think.”

“I’ve never had one of those,” Dave said, as the two of them ripped away the wrappers, and tried to shove the whole thing in their mouths. They now started in on the remaining fries. There were only a few left, and they were buried deep within the cardboard box, so Dave and Sven started wrestling over it, causing the fries to erupt out of the packaging, and shower the table. They now started shoving as many as they could, one at a time, into their mouths, but only those fries that had landed on the opposite side of the table from them. Sven reached over to Dave’s side, Dave reached to Sven’s, and would slap his hand whenever he did. Melanhi giggled, Krissy smiled, and Shannon wanted to go.

When the boys made it back to Phoenix, Mike had just returned from a successful trip to the blood bank. On the bulletin board, he had found the name of a local church that gave out free groceries. He had driven by it on the way home, and now herded everybody into the car to get over there. 

Kyle, Mike, Little Jim, Michele, Dave and Sven stood in the back of the hall, watching all the other twenty people sitting in chairs. They all looked to have been here before, and very familiar with the routine. The minister each gave them cards to fill out, then went to the front of the hall and gave a quasi-religious speech that no one paid any particular amount of attention to.

With cards filled, and Jesus in their hearts, they went to the back room, and were given a bag of groceries each by older women who seemed to be there more for their own satisfaction of helping the poor than actually helping the poor. 

The drive back was silent. All the grocery bags were in the trunk, and everybody seemed guilty for having taken advantage of social services, even though none of them had eaten regularly since last Tuesday. Maybe it was the sense of failure and shame at asking for help.

They went into the kitchen, slowly looking over what they had received. Everyone had all gotten the same thing. A pound of rice, two cans of refried beans, a loaf of bread, a package of hotdogs of dubious quality and a five pound block of government surplus cheese. 

Mike was the first to start singing, but everybody joined in.

“…Five pound blocks of cheese, bags of groceries, social security, has run out on you and me, do what ever we can, we gotta duck when the shit hits the fan…” Dave went into the other room and put on the Circle Jerks record it was from. Keith Morris sounded a lot better singing it. 

They could not escape the good luck. As they were parading downtown, Dave and Sven spotted a model in black tights and a red sequined dress. She had a box around her waist, like the girls working the canteens in those World War Two movies. Most of the lunch time corporate types were simply walking past, but Dave and Sven made a beeline towards her. 

"Hello! Would you like to try a sample pack of Yves Saint Laurent cigarettes?" she asked, looking hard at them, trying to keep the plastered on smile. The boys nodded enthusiastically. "You are over eighteen, right?" They made faces like she had asked them if the sky was, in fact, blue. She gave them each a ten pack. They had only smoked half a butt each, when to their utter and joyous surprise; they found another girl doing the same thing at the next block. This time, they asked the girl for menthols. The menthols were light, somewhere between a Richland and a Salem and holy fucking shit, there was one at every corner! The boys split up, and walked in a ten-block radius, picking up a free ten pack from every girl. They eventually had so many cigarettes that when Dave hit up the girls Sven had already been to, he asked for regulars, so they could supply the rest of the household as well. 

Dave sent Michele home during their lunch break to tell Sven that they needed someone at the Chelsea Chili Club to hand out flyers, and they would pay thirty dollars cash money at the end of the afternoon. Sven put on some of Dave’s pants, one of his dress shirts and a sweater borrowed from Mike. After trying on three different hats, he and Michele decided that he should just comb his hair over to the side. 

Dave was slicing romaine for the Caesar salad when he looked up to see Sven in dress slacks, a puffy sweater and fluffy combed-over hair. The last time he had laughed so hard was when Sven had slide tackled the wrong Lisa. 

When they went to the grocery store to buy hamburger and cigarettes, Sven spent some of his thirty dollars on Aqua Net to rid himself of the humiliation of fluffy hair.     

There was a show at Vivian’s, and though they hadn’t ever heard of Boot Beast Carnival, and Mike warned the boys about them, they decided to go anyway. 

The place looked empty compared to the FEAR show. They stood where they had been dancing last time, and watched the band churn out their slow pseudo emotional drivel to the only six people paying attention, the band’s girlfriends and the boys. Sven felt someone grab his ass, and instead of looking to his right, he looked at Dave, thinking he was fucking with him again, like he had with the lipstick in Virginia Beach. 

Both Dave and Sven felt someone’s hands on their ribs, pushing them into one another.

They turned around angrily...

and there was Melanhi.   

She was wearing a similar outfit as the last time they’d seen her, though she had added a leather jacket to her ensemble. Her lipstick looked brighter and heavier with the base makeup she was wearing.

“What’s up guys?” she asked smiling, as if they were old friends.

Independently, though at nearly the same time, they both said, “OOOOOOOOOOOOOle SMELLAH!” She let loose a guffaw, and her eyes sparkled. Her lips parted, and a small space between her two front teeth became visible. 

It was captivating. Just adorable. 

As the boys were about to dig into a dose of heavy flirtation, a skinny white kid with no visible spark put his arm around her waist. He was dressed in combat boots with spurs, and he had a tan unbuttoned Boy Scout shirt on. His hair was messy, and dyed orange and black. Melanhi didn’t reciprocate the embrace, and moved just enough away from him for everyone to notice. “This is Larry,” she said, not looking at him.

“I’m Melanhi’s boyfriend,” he said, shaking their hands, and filling in the info omitted by his girlfriend. “What do you guys think of the band?”

“You guys want to come over to our place?” Dave asked, giving as nice of an answer as he could.

Dave and Sven didn’t feel like sharing company with the rest of the house, so they ushered Larry and Melanhi into Sven’s bedroom. Sven insisted they sit down, but neither of his guests looked like they wanted to touch the ragged carpet with anything other than their shoes. Dave could sense an uncomfortable silence from a mile away, so he went and got the “Zero Mentality, Live from studio E” tape that had JFA playing during the break. Larry and Melanhi read all the punk rock graffiti on the wall while Sven watched them read it. Dave put the tape in Kyle’s stereo, and it started on “Hitler was right”, which looked to have upset Larry until the chorus, when he figured out that they were not serious. 

The boys hadn’t had time to eat before the show, and the knowledge of all that ground beef in the ‘fridge was too hard to resist. “Are you guys hungry? Wanna burger?” Sven asked. He was excited at having the situation reversed, where he could offer things. Melanhi and Larry both shook their heads no. 

“We just recently had cheeseburgers for the first time, and let me tell you, they were awfully good!” Dave informed them, getting a smile from Melanhi, and a suspicious look from Larry. 

“Let’s see, that’ll be four cheeseburgers, who wants ketchup?” Sven asked, standing up.

Larry tried to decline, but Dave cut him off. “Cheeseburgers, awfully good. Delicious really, if you think about it. How about a cheeseburger? Sizzling beef, melted cheese. Nothing like it. How about a cheeseburger? You like cheeseburgers don’t you? Larry like don’t burgers cheese you?” Larry finally said yes, while Dave and Sven tripped over one another trying to get into the kitchen first. 

The boys prepared the treats while listening to Melanhi yell at Larry for accepting. She felt that the boys were destitute, and Larry’s middle class ass didn’t need to eat their food. 

Larry, Dave and Sven ate, while Melanhi listened to the Zero Mentality tape. Half way through their burgers, the band took a break, and the DJ put on Jodie Foster’s Army’s record. “Skateboard is all I do, skateboard, I’m better than you...” 

“What is this?” Melanhi asked.

“JFA,” Sven said through a mouthful of meat. 

“You guys know JFA? They’re a local band. I didn’t think they were known outside of Phoenix.”

Dave and Sven nodded, finishing up their meal. They sat around smoking, discussing JFA, and their links to missile factories, for about a half an hour. Melanhi finally suggested that they leave, and Dave walked them to the front door. When outside on the porch, Melanhi asked to use the bathroom, then went back inside. She went into the bathroom through the dining room, and knocked on the other bathroom door. Sven opened it. Melanhi looked behind her, then pushed a slip of paper into Sven’s hand, saying, “Call me.”

Michele arrived home later that night to find all of her belongings in the dining room. 

On that Thursday, Dave, Kyle and Michele were informed that the restaurant would be closing for good on Friday, so they could take what ever they wanted home with them.

Kyle ran home to get Mike and his car, so the household would finally have something to sit on, while Dave hid the restaurant’s two sets of German knives. He planned to use one set for cooking, and keep the other in his boots for self-defense.

Dave spent the evening in the bathroom swearing. After an hour of listening to it, Sven finally went in to investigate. 

Dave was shirtless, standing in front of the mirror with his hands on his nose. He turned around when Sven came in. Dave had a piercing stud stuck half way in his left nostril. 

“How’s it going?” Sven asked.

Dave didn’t get the joke. “I can’t get this fucker in.” He again tried, swore, and failed. He sat on the edge of the tub, wincing. “I want to run a chain from my ear to my nose, but I don’t know if that’ll even work. The chain will probably have to hang down pretty far, so when I turn my head it’ll straighten out.” 

Sven laughed. 

Dave was serious. 

After another ten minutes, Dave finally succeeded. Since Dave was piercing, Sven decided to as well. He added a tenth hole to his left ear. 

It being the last day of business for the chili club, Dave decided not to dress down for work. He wore his hair up, and put on make up. Seeing this, Kyle and Michele followed suit. They all arrived back home at 9:30 a.m. with their final checks. 

Dave spent the afternoon cleaning up his room. Buried behind the cushions, he found a bag of pot. He ran into Sven’s room to ask him what he should do with it. 

“It’s little Jim’s, right?”

“I don’t know, it might be Big Jim’s,” Dave said, not wanting to return it to either of them.

“Well, how I see it, they ripped you off with rent, and bought this bag, so technically, it’s yours, really.”

That was all Dave needed to hear. He rewarded Sven for his counsel with a trip to the Circle K. Sven bought six Chocodiles, and Dave bought Mountain Dew and whistle pops.

Dave never thought that keyboards were cool, but after much cajoling, he finally let Brent Vadas talk him into listening to the Stranglers. He had expected them to sound like Missing Persons, but was amazed at what they really did sound like. It was like...angry pyschedelia. Now that he had smoked pot, he found a whole new dimension to their music. He poked several holes into his empty Mountain Dew can with a safety pin, and smoked pot until he could no longer stand up without having to hold onto something for support. He stumbled his way over to the record player, and put on side two of the Black and White album. He went back to the couch and stretched out, letting the music take him where it would. 

About halfway through the last song, ‘Have you got enough time?’ several high pitched shrill blasts could be heard outside. Dave had been in such a place of nirvana, that the sounds ripped him from his enjoyment, and he stomped outside to tear the heads off the children blowing those fucking whistle pops right outside his goddamn window. 

He emerged outside to see the street completely devoid of people, though he could still hear the fucking whistle pops. From the porch, it sounded like it was coming from inside. He went back in and knelt next to his speakers. The shrill blasts had been the keyboardist’s solo. 

About the time that Dave had sobered up, Blake and the Jims returned home. Little Jim started digging through his things, and then started looking around through Dave’s room.

“What are you doing?” Dave asked.

“I’m looking for my bag of pot. Have you seen it?”

Dave was glad there were no lights on. Jim couldn’t detect the color of his face. “No.”

Little Jim started lifting up the seat cushions to the couch. 

“Hey! What the fuck are you doing?”

“It might have fallen out of my pocket,” Jim answered. 

“What the fuck were you doing in my room?” Dave asked, pushing the cushions back flat. Jim knew he wasn’t allowed in Dave’s room unless Dave was there too, so he didn’t have an answer for that. 

“Fuck! I wanted to get high.”

“Well, I can sell you some pot. How much do you need?”

“Where did you get pot?” Jim asked, instantly suspicious. 

“From Roy,” Sven said, walking into Dave’s room and sitting on the couch next to him. Sven had nothing else to do, and had been waiting for little Jim to come home. He didn’t know anyone named Roy, but then, Jim hadn’t known any kids up the street either, had he?

“How much do you need?” Dave asked, producing the baggie. 

“Man, that looks just like the one I lost.”

“Yeah, plastic baggies with pot all look different,” Sven said.

As Dave sold little Jim two joints worth of pot, he decided that he would sell pot instead of looking for another job. As little Jim bought two joints worth of pot, he decided he would get Dave for this. 

Dave and Sven went with Michele out to Tempe while she looked for a job. Two blocks up from their house there was a middle school. A major thoroughfare separated the sports fields and the school, and there was a small bridge over the road, so the children could pass from one part of the school to the other in safety. As the three of them walked to the bus stop, children on top of the walkway threw rocks at them.

While Michele looked for work, the boys hung around Roads to Moscow. Dave had spied a pair of black and red bondage pants that he wanted, but he didn’t have the sixty dollars necessary to purchase them. Sven was elated. He had seen a flyer advertising a show with his favorite band, the Circle Jerks. He took three copies of the flyer to add to his growing collection. 

They were supposed to wait for Michele outside, so they were leaning against the wall on the sidewalk. A kid with Sid Vicious-esque black spiked hair bummed a smoke from them. 

“You guys going to the Jerks tonight?”

The boys nodded enthusiastically.

“You buying clothes for the show?” he asked.

“Not for sixty dollars,” Dave said.

“What are looking at?”

“The bondage pants.”

The kid looked in the store. “Give me ten dollars, I’ll get you the pants.”

Dave gave him the money, and the kid went inside. There were only two other customers in the shop, so Dave felt there was no way the kid would get away with shoplifting. He was starting to think that maybe he was being too naive in just handing a stranger money, when the kid reappeared with the pants stuffed under his shirt. 

“Here you go,” the kid said with a face full of satisfaction. “See you at the show.”

Michele said she had an interview at an Italian restaurant at two thirty and wanted them to wait for her. Looking how they did, they probably should have waited for her somewhere other than directly in front of the restaurant. Luckily, the manager faced the bar, and Michele faced the window.

A raggedy old man who looked as if he hadn’t washed since the Ford Administration stopped in front of them. The boys expected him to ask for money. 

“You dress like that fer a reason?” he slobbered at them.

Sven wanted to dismiss him right away. “Yeah, because we don’t give a shit.”

“Good! You shouldn’t give one.”

That caught them off guard.

“You see all them fools,” the old man said, motioning towards the traffic, “running all day, all their lives, where do they think they’re going? In a giant fucking circle, that’s where. Look at this shit,” he said, pointing wildly at the buildings, “does this look real to you?” Sven shook his head no. “You’re goddamn right it’s not real, none of it is! The Lion is on the mountain, preparing to enter the cave. Dark days is coming, the forth angel is preparing to blow her trumpet!”

Dave was getting chills on his neck. The old guy sounded crazy, but he also sounded like Dante Alighieri. Maybe he was crazy because he knew too much.

“Credit cards, thumb prints, surveillance cameras, it’s all pointing to the rapture. The beast is soothing us with pretty words!”

Sven had been disappointed that 1984 had just come and gone without the terrible future predicted by George Orwell. He found new hope listening to this old man. Maybe George had just gotten the year wrong. Ronald Reagan was called the great communicator. Ronald Wilson Reagan equaled 6,6,6.

“When will the rapture come?” Sven asked.

“In the year two thousand!” the man told him. Now he was losing Sven. “But two thousand on the Lord’s calendar. Jesus of Nazareth was born in 12 BC. The church, which is evil in the end times, has gotten the years wrong! The end will come in 1988, the true millennium.”

Sven had been terrified watching a movie about the rapture in the basement of a Baptist church when he was nine, so he had some questions he wanted answered.

“What about the seven years of the rapture?”

The old man grabbed Sven’s shirt. “We’re in them now! The beast took power in 1981!”

“Reagan,” Sven whispered.

“He was elected in 1980,” Dave said.

“But not inaugurated until the following year!” the man said, trembling. Sven shook his head in agreement. 

“What about all the true believers suddenly vanishing?” Sven asked.

“The unholy call it a scourge, God’s curse, but it is not. Aids is the divine transport of the righteous.”

“Okay, what about me? I’m an atheist, but I will never put a fucking bar code or a computer chip on my right hand.”

“Then they will surely kill you. But rest assured, those who die for the Lord shall receive all of his bounty.”

Michele came out of the restaurant having gotten the job, but was more interested in what was going on outside. She had never seen Sven look at anyone like that before.

The man touched Sven, and started to walk away. “Your aura is a large blue. Keep vigilant, the dark ones will be drawn to it.”

Michele wanted to know what the fuck was going on, but Sven was not forthcoming with the details. 

You had to have been there.

With the news of the show that evening, the house was a flurry of activity, centered primarily in the bathroom and it’s mirror. After Michele, Dave, Kyle and Sven had finished putting their hair up, the air inside that particular room was flammable. 

Mike showed up just as they were all ready to leave. He screeched the car to a stop, lifted his legs to the height of the steering wheel, and kicked the dash so hard, it moved six inches. Evidently things had not gone well at the Blood Bank. 

Mike only had enough money to either go to the show in Tempe, or get enough gas to get there. Sven gave him the last of his change for bus fare. The other riders were so intimidated by the sight of the six punk rockers in the back of the bus, that when their individual stops came, they all exited out of the front.

The Knights of Pythias Hall was a block or so off Mill Ave. Mill itself was literally crawling with punks. Dave and Sven were busy scoping out chicks, and had fallen behind the others. The light had changed by the time everyone else had crossed the street. The light didn’t change to green because the oncoming traffic had an arrow to turn left, so the boys cut across the road. A policeman ran up to them when they reached the other side. 

“Alright, let’s see some ID.”

“Why?” Sven asked.
“Jay walking.”

“WHAT?” Dave said. 

About a dozen punks had stopped to see what was going on. The cop turned his flashlight on them, as if it were a lethal weapon. “Who ever wants to go to jail, stay right where you are!”

Unlike the Norfolk punks, the Tempe punks obeyed the cop. Dave and Sven started walking away. “Where the fuck do you think you’re going?”

“You said, ‘Anyone who wants to go to jail’...”

“Okay Mister Funnyman, you have two weeks before you are to appear in Tempe Municipal Court for violating statute number...”

“You’re kidding right? A ticket for crossing the street?” Dave said. More punks were beginning to stop.

“Keep moving!” the cop ordered, using the beam of his flashlight to propel them. 

“I think we’re big enough to cross the street without getting hurt,” Sven said.

“Good, then you’ll have no problem getting to the courthouse,” the cop replied, handing them their tickets. 

The opening band was an all girl heavy metal band, Reszebrea. Dave and Sven smoked cigarettes and lit the ends of their hair on fire while watching them from the back of the hall. The second band was called Bad Religion. The guitarist from the Circle Jerks played in this band. They were like the Jerks, but slower, more sing along. Some of their songs were up beat, so when they played a song called ‘White trash, second generation’, Dave and Sven eventually joined the pit.

The Tempe pit was similar to the one at Vivian’s, but more people were falling down than in Phoenix. Three times around, the boys found out why. Near the east side of the circle, seven skinheads, all dressed exactly alike in red Doc Marten’s, rolled up jeans, suspenders, plain white tee shirts and green military jackets, were violently pushing people who dared come too close to them. Ten feet was deemed too close. They weren’t pushing like punks did, to keep people in the circle, and not run into the people with their backs turned to the pit, watching the band; the skins were spoiling for a fight. Dave wondered why the punks didn’t just beat the shit out of them, but the skins were selective in their targets. They were only violent with the smaller of the kids. Dave and Sven were going around arms over each other’s shoulders, and were picking up people who had tripped, when a small Asian kid wearing a loose button down white shirt started skanking right next to them. The kid was awesome. He wasn’t just going in a circle, he was actually dancing. Each movement of his body seemed to flow; it wasn’t jerky or concentrated on an individual part of his anatomy. He stayed beside Dave and Sven for two rounds. The third had the skins push someone so hard, they knocked over four people inside the pit. The three of them helped everyone up. 

“You look fucking great!” Dave told him. He had never seen someone slam as well before.

“Hey, you wanna help me get rid of those skinheads?”

Dave and Sven nodded. 

“Next pass, grab my arm, and fling me into them, okay?”

The three of them made their way around another time. When they were at the southern end of the circle, Dave grabbed the kid’s arm, and started running at the skinheads. When they were ten feet away, they abruptly stopped, and spun in a circle, letting go of the kid just before they faced the enemy, like an Olympic hammer thrower. The kid shot at the skins parallel to the ground, arms and legs spread out. He hit the main body of them, and sent himself and five of them smashing to the concrete floor. He got up, shrugged his shoulders at them, as if to say ‘Hey, you’re at a punk show, gotta pay attention, you never know when someone’s gonna push you,’ and rejoined the pit. The skinheads left five minutes later. 

When the Circle Jerks took the stage, Sven found it hard to breathe. He wanted to sing along, and slam to every song, but he smoked too much to do both. He ended up only mouthing along to “I just want some skank” in an attempt to conserve oxygen. 

“...cat and mouse when she don’t call, all I do is think of her, TV screen, picture’s blurred, so 

TAKE IT AWAY! 

TAKE IT AWAY! 

Every night the scene is set, gotta drink to forget, I cannot incur this debt, where’s the gun? Here’s my head!”

He was incredulous that people weren’t filling the pit at every song, so he began grabbing the fronts of tee shirts and dragging people along the side of the pit in with him as he made the rounds. 

Like after most shows end, the crowd needs fresh air, and people streamed out towards the nearest exit. Sven went in the opposite direction, pulling Dave up on stage with him. They stood in front of the singer.

“Hey, Keith, great show,” Sven said, offering a handshake.

“Thanks man, I don’t know though, this back brace kept me pretty tame.”

“When do you take it off?”

“The Doc says I’ve got six more weeks.”

“How did it happen?” Dave asked, not really believing he was having a conversation with Keith Morris, someone he’d grown up listening to on records. 

“Did a reverse stage dive. Nobody caught me.”

Dave started laughing. “Fuck!”

The other band members were starting to pack up, so Keith shook their hands again. “Hey, man, thanks for comin’ out.”

Dave and Sven felt euphoric jumping down from the stage. The started pushing each other as hard as they could as they walked towards the exit.

The boys routinely split from their roommates once they entered a show, so it always took about thirty minutes for everyone to hook back up. The boys were in the parking lot, sharing cigarettes with a group of five kids that hadn’t been able to bum enough change to get into the show. 

The oldest male, probably sixteen years old, had asked for the smokes, but the cutest girl had been elected to ask about a place to crash.

“You guys live around here?” 

“Naw, we live in Phoenix,” Sven told her.

The girl kept petting her bangs, trying to stay cute. “That’s cool. We all ran away from home tonight, we’re lookin’ for a place to crash.”

“No luck in Tempe?” Dave asked, falling for the cute spell.

“This is where our parent’s live, so we all want to get outta town so they can’t find us. Maybe, like, Phoenix. Or something,” she said, offering her dewiest of mascara smeared up turned eyes.

Sven was filled with punk rock glory, and he immediately offered their apartment. Kyle showed up as he was saying it.

“No runaways in our fucking house,” she said, curtly.

“Dave and I are runaways,” Sven said.

“I don’t know that, and I didn’t just hear that. These kids can’t come over.”

Sven wanted to help as he’d been helped, but Kyle was on the lease. She had the final say. “Sorry guys, no can do.”

“That’s cool. Do you have anymore cigarettes?”

Sven and Dave both gave them the rest of their packs.

Dave had made enough money off little Jim’s bag to buy another, so he decided to get everybody high with what he had left. He kept passing each freshly packed bowl to Mike first, so he was the most damaged of anyone in the room. Everyone else in the house was so much more experienced smoking pot than Dave was, that he only got one hit out of every third bowl packed. Consequently he and Sven, who wasn’t smoking, were the two most in control of their faculties. After the bag was finished, Sven took Dave into the kitchen. Dave watched him open the freezer door, and take all of the shelving and ice cube trays out. He filled a glass with ice and then asked Dave to help him crawl inside. Dave didn’t think that Sven would fit in the freezer, but somehow, he did. He asked Dave to hand him the glass of ice.

“Go get Mike.”

Mike hardly ever betrayed emotion so Dave found this exceedingly humorous. He ran back into the living room and sat down next to Mike. 

“Awfully hot out, huh, Mike?”

Mike was stoned out of his head. He just kept staring straight ahead. “Nothing like a cool drink of ice cold ice water when it’s like this outside.” 

Mike turned to look at him. 

“You like ice don’t you Mike? How’s about you and me go get us some, cool, refreshing, ice cold ice water, doesn’t that sound good, Mike?”

Mike didn’t want to move. He was comfortable as is. 

“Mmm, water, so wet. Ice, so icy, put them together...”

Not only did Mike want to shut Dave up; he was suddenly extremely thirsty. He lazily followed Dave into the kitchen. 

“Okay, Mike, I’ll run the water so it’s nice and cold. You get a glass out of the freezer.”

Mike squinted against the harsh fluorescent light, and opened the freezer door.

“Here’s that icy cold glass you wanted Mike!” Sven said, shoving the glass out in his face. 

Dave erupted into laughter, and Sven was grinning like a monkey. Mike took the glass. 

“Sven. You’re in the freezer,” he said emotionlessly. 

Dave tried to get everyone else to get some water, but no one else bit.

Sven eventually got around to getting himself a job. He worked as a bus boy at Jan Drake’s Garden Cafe for exactly fifteen days. He had done such a good job bussing tables that management wanted to make him a waiter. When they told him he’d have to work without a hat, he reluctantly showed them what was under it. He was fired the next day he came to work for stealing tips on a day he’d been in Tempe and hadn’t worked. 

After giving up 9/10 of his check for rent, Sven used some of his last check to call Melanhi. She spoke to him in hushed tones, asking him if he could get to her house. He told her he didn’t know his way around Tempe that well, and didn’t know where South Birchett was. She told him to meet her at the Burger King they had eaten at with Shannon and Krissy, in three hours.

After going over the quirks of his car (including the fact that it was stolen, but not really, because his friend had given it to him before leaving the country, but there was no paperwork to prove this, and the lights didn’t work) Mike let Sven borrow the car. He and Dave cruised out to the appointed Burger King. 

They had gotten lost on the freeway, so Melanhi was waiting inside for them. She hadn’t expected Dave to be with Sven, so she gave him a strange look when he sat down next to Sven. 

Dave was only in the seat for two seconds before he clapped his hands together loudly. “WELL! I can see you two have a lot to talk about...” he said, and left. She wasn’t quite sure if she was being made fun of or not, especially with Sven laughing like that, so she kept the same face.

After two minutes of silence, she sighed and put her hands flat on the table, raising up to leave. “I don’t even know why the fuck I’m here, this is stupid.”

Sven had been content just staring at her, but it looked like he was losing her here.

“Do you wanna hang out?”

She stopped moving, her voice was filled with a tone of exaggerated obviousness. 

“Uh, Duh!”

“Let’s drive over to your house then.”

Once the hard part was over, Melanhi became animated, joking and making fun of the boys. They were listening to the radio, and when “Feel like makin’ love” came on, Dave and Sven started pumping their fists and banging their heads so violently that the car was shaking. Melanhi wasn’t nervous about Sven driving while doing this, she just kinda wished she was a guy too, so she could join in on the fun. 

She didn’t let them in her house for fear of her parents coming home early, but she did call up Shannon, and Krissy walked over from her house a couple of blocks away. Since all of the girl’s homes were off limits, they went to the park directly behind Melanhi’s house. The park was in a giant L shape, with the smaller part filled with swings and slides, and a very short jungle gym. The longer part angled away from Melanhi’s house, and was bordered by a small canal containing maybe 15 inches of water. There was a Hibachi and a picnic table where the two lines of the L met. All five of them laughed and talked about school and Dave and Sven’s roommates for about an hour, until Krissy figured out for sure that Dave was interested in Shannon, not her. She had actually figured it out in fifteen minutes, but was hoping to maybe change his mind during the last forty five. She left, causing Shannon to suddenly become aware of the time. She too got up to go. Dave walked her to her car, but she didn’t get in it for over twenty minutes. 

Melanhi had butterflies, and was wishing Sven could read her mind, and just start kissing her. She didn’t care about Larry, but wasn’t sure if he did. They sat together on the grass nervously, watching Dave and Shannon hold hands and walk to a more darkened area of the park. Sven and Melanhi kept shooting each other side-wards glances, but always just missing each other’s eyes. Melanhi started chewing on her bottom lip as she watched Dave and Shannon start to kiss. 

Shannon got in her car, and after one short through-the-car-door-window-kiss, sped off. It took Dave some time to make his way back over to the two of them. Dave wanted to sit close to them, and talk. What he really wanted was to be alone with Sven and tell him how he felt, but what he should probably do is move over here to give those two some room. 

Another hour of Dave sitting alone, and sometimes bursting into laughter followed. It was now ten o’clock, and Melanhi would have to go in soon. This news didn’t prompt Sven into the action he was supposed to take. She finally got up on her knees and looked down at him. He ripped up some grass and threw it at her. She batted it away; trying to choose the right words. 

She looked at everything in the park but him, finally shooting him a dirty look.

“Do you even like me?” she asked, exasperated. 

Sven looked down at his shoes, and nodded. “A lot.”

“Prove it.”

He looked back up at her face. It was anxious and just a little scared.

“How?” he asked.

She turned to see what Dave was doing. He appeared to be asleep. She directed her attention back to Sven, grabbing the back of his head, and bringing his face up to her mouth. 

“Like this.”
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