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I love alcohol related stories for their unique ability to bring people together and cheer; they become the social lubricant that turn a good time into a great story every time; if not the next bad decision to make in time. But what’s the line between having a drink and losing control? Let’s dive into the world of adulating and should we delve into the intricacies of drinking culture, or simplify it by mentioning it as “drinking-culture”? It’s a topic that warrants careful consideration. Hmm!? Anything you think?  

I must admit, I’m puzzled by the society’s tendency to downplay the significance of this subject. However; I seem to recall why it’s essential, but I’m not entirely sure why it’s being swept under the rug.

Let me share some crucial insight with you: approaching this topic requires certain level of expertise or understanding. I’m cautioning you to tread carefully, especially if you’re not well-versed in these kinds of areas. I’m not warning you, per se, but rather advising you to be reminded of the complexities involved in this ‘religion’, you need to provide your “certificate” (which I’ll have deliberately elaborated shortly; if I’ll make it alive to that portion of the book) that allows me to breath about the stuff of legends!   

It’s for selected people and that involve myself and many of my kind out there; I personally own a ‘diploma’ of my own and that’s why I’ll be tolerable to speak about this subject, I’m a legend too, like Alex, Jake and Ryan, who’ve also earned themselves the title ‘alcoholic’, oh; as for me; I recall my drinking days fondly, much like a fish ‘doing’ water you know—a memory I can at least share with you, those carefree moments are hard to match, especially when I think back to my “bottle-career.” It began with dancing and singing along to songs, some of which ended in tears (if not in a snoring-induced slumber). The next morning’s sweet regrets were a harsh reminder of the night before.

Only legends will understand this part; we’re likely to have at least a dozen friends, each with their own stories about our 

drinking-projects or escapades. As we recall our time in the ‘bottle-career’, we’ll remember that our experiences were documented differently; some possessed diplomas while some reflecting their unique roles and varying levels in terms of service and expertise; and thanks to the self-taught experiences that each of them have; going-on but; in the end we were but friends; weren’t we?       

Look, in our careers truth be told night times are one thing but morning times are another. Here’s this one morning I can still recall.

When Alex groggily opened his eyes, wincing at the sunlight streaming through the window as seemed to have struggled to lift up his head. He was on the couch, with a blanket that only covered his upper-body; leaving his legs sticking off like I was thrown over him. The last thing he remembered was singing “Get up Stand Up” by Bob Marley that played repeatedly the previous night.

Jake stumbled out of the bedroom, rubbing his temples. “Dude, what happened last night?” he croaked. Alex shook his head, equally clueless. Ryan, who was sprawled on the floor and still mumbled; his voice low as a whisper; “I think I left my car at the bar...or did I drive home?” he moaned while he slowly tried to sit up straight and looked lost in thoughts.

As they struggle to piece together the events of the previous night which equally slain them with fun, Alex stumbled; with one sock missing from his trudged feet into the kitchen to find something...to do nothing. No coffee, no juice, no snack and not even a crumb but a seemed singlehanded water-bottle; with water sufficient for a single sip in the refrigerator; oh, expect for that old slice of onion that stared extremely at him and probably screaming out for help, being unaccompanied in that ‘cold-thing’. The fridge was a barren as his soul, “Guys, we’re out of everything,” he announced, his voice laced with despair. Jake; who kept on yenning; “yep I’ve been there twice already.” 

And then he groaned as he added, “eish don’t remind me, I think I lost my car keys...and my dignity.” Ryan stumbled over to the couch and flopped down, holding his head in his hands. “Why do we do this to ourselves?” he wailed.

As they sat in silence, trying to will the hangover gods to smile upon them, Alex muttered, “Note  to  self: never try to keep up with Lucy’s drinking pace.” While he rolled his eyes and looked all helpless, Jake and Ryan nodded in unison, still trying to remember what happened after the ‘karaoke’.

The morning wore on, with the trio slowly coming to life. They discovered that Ryan’s car was still parked outside the bar, miraculously intact. Jake found his keys in the freezer while he searched for some beers (much to the amusement). But the damage was done—their hangovers were in full swing, and all they could do was laugh and vow to never drink again, despite their narrative of the previous night when they swear they’ll never stop drinking.

As they sat on the couch, nursing their hangovers and sipping on water, Alex turned to the others and said, “You know, we should write a book about our misadventures.” Jake and Ryan looked at each other and shrugged. “Why not? We’ve got the material.” And with that, the seeds of their future book were sown

—“A Testament to the Power of Friendship” with a subtitle that says “Bad Decision-Making”. They laughed.

But as they sat in the couch, nursing their heads. Alex suddenly remembered that the Bob Marley song “Get Up Stand Up” mothered the pact that they made the night before, 

“Guys, I think this book thing is haunting us; remember that Lucy even mentioned that we should start a book club... or a support group ...or something,” he said, trying to piece together the fragments of their conversation. Jake and Ryan looked at each other, confused, but then Ryan’s face lit up. “Oh man, we’re writing a book about our drinking stories! And I suggest we call it ‘The Art of getting it Wrong!’“    

They all burst out laughing, and their hangovers momentarily forgotten. They started brainstorming chapter titles, like “The Great Beer Bottle Opening Debacle”. As they laughed and joked, their conversation flowed seamlessly into the stories they’d been sharing the night before, about their wild adventures, crazy friends. And the lessons they’d learned along the way. And so, their book begun to take shape, fuelled by their camaraderie, humour, and willingness to share their misadventures with the world.

Later that day:

Alex trudged through the front door, already knowing he was in for a lecture. His wife, Sarah; was waiting for him in the living room, arms crossed and a stern expression on her face. “After sleeping only God knows where; you’re late again, do I still have a man? Alex. You need to grow up and be more responsible. The kids need their father, and I need a partner who’s reliable.”

Alex sighed, knowing he was in the wrong. “I’m sorry, Sarah. It’s won’t happen again.” Sarah raised an eyebrow. “It’s better not! We’re a team, Alex. We need to work together for this family.”  

Jake’s story on the other hand, who’s just been dropped off by a friend’s car; rummaged through his pockets, searching for the car keys; again. His 8-year-year-old daughter, Emily, watched him with a knowing look. “Dad, this is probably the third time you’ve lost the keys this week alone,” she said, her voice laced with amusement. Jake chuckled. “No, sweetie, it’s only the second time.” His wife, Rachel, chimed in from the kitchen, 

“Meaning it was a second key, my dears.” Jake groaned at the terrible pun. Rachel continued cooking, glancing at her watch. “Kids, time for bed, get to your room, please!” As the kids reluctantly headed off to bed, Jake couldn’t help but laugh at his wife’s quick wit.

Ryan, who’s just dropped them guys off and passed by his girlfriend’s place; stumbled into her apartment, still reeling from the night before and the drinking they did since morning. His girlfriend, Emma, was sitting on the couch, looking unimpressed. “You’re still drunk, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice firm but concerned. Ryan nodded sheepishly.

Emma sighed. “Ryan, you need to learn to control your drinking. It’s not just about you; it’s about the people who care about you.” Ryan flopped down next to her also, feeling a pang of guilt. “I know. I know, Emma. I’m sorry. I just get caught up in the moment with the guys.” Emma put her arm around him. “I know you do, but maybe it’s time to find new friends... or at least drink water between beers.” Ryan laughed, knowing was right. As they hugged, he realized that maybe it was time to revaluate his priorities and make some changes.       

A little wonder how would that be possible; because despite what their moment of regret of that very morning, which was a completely different disposition from the one of about two hours ago. Oh okay, maybe let’s retrace backwards just a little, as they were yet reminiscing about their wild times:

Alex: “Dude, remember that time we sang ‘I Will Survive’ on top of a table at ‘Cocobongo’? I think the bar tender is still traumatized.”

Jake: “Oh man that was nothing! What about the time Ryan tried to ride a mechanical bull in Gold Reef City Casino? He lasted what...or was it 2 seconds; haha before face-planting into a beer pong table.”

Ryan: “Hey, that bull was intense! But I’ll never forget the time Alex tried to open a beer bottle with his teeth, let me see...you see he lost a filling hahaha!”

Alex: “Shut up, that was one time! But seriously, guys, don’t try to open a beer with your teeth. Trust me on that one.”

Jake: “I’m just glad we made it out of that bar in Midrand without getting arrested when Ryan endeavoured to be knocked down while busy performing some drunken master moves on that dude with tattoos all over his face like tears and stuff, did you see him!?”

Alex: “Who? Him [pointing at Ryan with his head]; he was submitting an application for death this one. Did you see that dude?”

Ryan: “And what about the girl we met at the music festival last summer? What was her name again...Grace? She could down a whole bottle of whiskey in one shot.”

Alex: “Don’t you mention; girls drink more than we do nowadays. That Grace girl was indeed a legend! But I think we learnt a good lesson that night. Never trust a stranger with your phone.”

Jake: “Yeah, you say that again; also add a cooler-box; never trust strangers with your cooler-box otherwise the likes of Grace will down the entire expensive bottle and leave us with one phone missing.”

Alex: “Too true man. Alright, now let’s make a pact to always have each other’s back, even when we’re too drunk to remember our own names.”

So, do your own math; and valuate whether or not any of these guys will ever change. But meanwhile; let’s see how things pans out this week, especially now that the weekend was over.   

Monday morning:

Alex trudged into the Motor Spares workshop, his head pounding in sync with the clang of tools. “Morning, guys” he muttered, pouring himself a cup of coffee. His colleague, “Uncle Jorge” who probably been there done that; was already at work and busy doing his thing, looked up from under the hood of a car. “Weekend was rough, huh?” Alex nodded, wincing at the sunlight streaming through the windows.
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