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“That’s just stupid.”

“Cam, that is an inappropriate comment.”

“How can it be inappropriate if he says something stupid and I say, ‘that’s just stupid’? Wouldn’t it be inappropriate if he said something stupid and I told him it was brilliant?”

“No, that would be tactful.”

“Well, Dr. Anderson, that’s just brilliant.”

Several kids in the room snicker. Toller isn’t one of them. Toller is the guy who made the stupid statement to begin with.

We are in a group meeting for troubled teens. Some of us have been in trouble of one kind or another; others have been placed here by social workers and psychiatrists who think the group can help us with our issues. For me, that would be anger management issues. For Toller, I have no idea. This isn’t like AA where everyone says, “Hi, I’m Cam, and I’m an alcoholic.” For the most part, we don’t know each other’s stories. In some cases, we don’t even know each other’s names.

Toller, though, is someone whose name I won’t forget. It’s an unusual name, first of all. He’s the only Toller I’ve ever encountered. He’s also an unusual guy. There is something about him that intrigues me and also infuriates me. I can’t really put my finger on it.

There is nothing particularly noteworthy about his looks. He isn’t ugly, but I’ve seen more attractive guys. He is just slightly above average in looks, like a B-. I am more of an A+ kind of guy myself judging from all the people who try to get in my pants. People try to make it hard to be humble, but I have a deep self-loathing that makes staying humble pretty easy. It’s all surface. People see me and want to fuck me or want me to fuck them, but they don’t even know me. They just want my body. They could have it, every one of them, if my mind didn’t come with it; but the thought of having sex with most of these people grosses me out, makes me wish they’d stop gawking at me. Sometimes I wish I could place my body on any convenient bed and let people line up to fuck it, while I, mind and soul, wander off for a while, maybe see a movie if there’s something showing that isn’t just special effects. 

“There’s a presentation Saturday night in the city I’d like all of you to attend if you can,” Dr. Anderson is saying. He is our resident group leader, a psychiatrist with his own clinic in Shady Lake where we all meet once a week on Wednesday nights. Shady Lake is a suburb of a larger city. Or a suburb of the suburb of a larger city, if one wants to be picky. A burb of a burb basically. But it’s not small. There are about thirty of us at every meeting. Of course, people come and go. There is a new face almost every week, and about every week someone disappears for good. Me, I’ve been coming to the meetings for seven months. My shrink, who is in fact Dr. Anderson, thinks they are doing me good, and I guess they are, although I couldn’t tell you why. I usually feel annoyed throughout the meetings and even more annoyed when they end, but they help. Somehow. Don’t ask. I don’t know.

“It’s a lecture on Buddhism at the Unitarian Universalist Church. I’m not trying to convert anyone. I just think the speaker has some things to say that could be helpful to all of you. I’ve heard him several times before, and I’ve always left impressed.”

“Is it Tibetan Buddhism?” Toller asks.

“What does it matter?” I counter. The guy just annoys me. And it’s not even that he is annoying. Don’t ask. I don’t know.

“Oh, it matters,” Dr. Anderson says. I expected that because I knew my question was something a dumb fuck would ask. Then he mentions some type of Buddhist sect whose name escapes me which he says is all about money, just like televangelists, whereas this other type whose name escapes me is all about living in harmony, something we all need. Yep, I’m going to that. Not.

“Will he be discussing the nature of reality?” Toller asks.

“Are you for real?” I ask Toller, as discreetly as I can. He isn’t sitting that far from me.

“What’s your problem?” he asks back.

“You’re my problem,” I answer, because it is the first thing that comes to my head, and it’s something a dumb fuck would say. “Sometimes I just want to smash your face in,” I add, because that is the second dumb thing that comes to my head.
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