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So, anyway, it was at this moment Rich reached into his rucksack to produce a small, amber coloured vial. “Here,” he said, “This is what I’m talking about.”


“Bro,” said Brock.


Rich put the vial on the table. It was little, like a child’s medicine bottle, Cal-Pol, something like that, dark coloured glass wrapped in a plastic bag. Rich sniffed and wiped his beard with a bangle-adorned wrist. “Be careful with this guys, it contains a whole host of weird shit, things like datura stramonium, velvet bean, bearded fireworm, angel trumpet, cane toad, puffer fish, tarantula, red python and, finally,” he swallowed and touched his mouth, “the ground bones of a human child.”


“No shit,” Brock was impressed.


“Are you serious?” I asked.


“Bro,” Rich turned his attention to me for the first time. “What do you think I’ve been doing in Haiti for the last four months?” Brock had told me earlier that Rich works for the UN and usually stops by when he’s in NYC to bring back something special from whichever trouble spot he has been posted to. “I’ve been in motherfucking Port Au Prince and all sorts of places you wouldn’t believe trying to do this and that and help pull that shithole back together. Yes, dude, this is for real. I got this from a Bokor of the highest order, a man well schooled in the old ways.”


“What’s a Bokor?” asked Brock.


“A witchdoctor dude. A shaman.”


“How do you know it works?” I added.


“I don’t, not for sure. Sometimes the ingredients are active. Sometimes not. But man,” he removed his glasses and looked at Brock and I with red-rimmed eyes. “I saw some crazy things out there. If you want to make a zombie this is what you need.” He slapped his hand on the table.


Brock put the vial in the kitchen cupboard and we all kicked back with a few beers and smokes. Rich regaled us with some good stories about Haiti – the gangsters and child prostitutes, the corruption, the refugee camps after the earthquake, squatters in the remains of the Presidential palace conducting desperate voodoo ceremonies where he said he saw a man eat a burning log and another where they slaughtered goats and rubbed the blood over themselves, , shit like that.


We all went down to our local, but the area has got so hip Lena Dunham was filming an episode of Girls there so we went to another place Brock said was less hip. But it was still pretty cool. Most of the crew tagged along – Joel and Tao, all those guys, Mookie too. I wanted to ask Mookie what was going on between us but she was evasive and vapid, her eyes as sweet and glazed as an iced bun. “I can’t talk about this right now,” she said, “It’s the Paxil the shrink put me.” In the end she let me go back to hers where we made out for a bit. She gave me a handjob then sent me home.


In the morning Rich was gone but the vial with the potion was still here.


“What are we going to do with that?” I asked Brock. “Should we throw it out?”


“Are you crazy? I paid Rich two thousand bucks for it.”


“You’re shitting me.”


“Bro, you never know when it might come in useful. There are a lot of people I’d like to turn into a zombie.”


***


Then I guess we just forgot about it for a few weeks. Things went on as if everything was normal. I continued with my semester at Colombia although I wasn’t getting quite as much from my studies as I’d hoped for when I signed up for the study abroad programme. Brock is big in the Brooklyn scene, he knows a lot of people and his aunt’s brownstone - where we lived rent free on the top floor apartment - is on like the second or third coolest street in the whole of Williamsburg, so it was easy to get distracted. Things got a bit more intense with Mookie and then they went a bit wrong. Apparently, I told her that I’d broken up with Sarah, my girlfriend back in London, but she said she saw a text I sent Sarah telling her I loved her and missed her and Mookie said that sucked and stopped speaking to me which was confusing as I thought she wanted to keep it “casual” like she said.



OEBPS/cover.jpg
Exploding Zombie Cock

James Miller





