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Drink Me

Let me tell you this right now. I’m not a good person. I could tell you everything I’ve done, give you my credentials in crime, but fuck it. The point being, when you go to ask yourself what the hell I was doing down the storm drain in the first place, just leave it alone.

Assume it was illegitimate, okay?

It’s just before five and the sun won’t be up for another hour, and I can see shit but I can’t pick out details. When I’m done here, I’ll walk home and get in the shower, wash the shit off me, drop my work clothes in the wash, start the washer running, make some breakfast, three eggs sizzling in a pan usually, and head off to school. When I get home I’ll switch the laundry over to the dryer. Dad will still be sitting in his armchair, either drunk or asleep. I’ll go back out. That’s when my real life will begin.

But for now I’m on the clock, so to speak.

The storm drain’s made of cement. The outside faces the high school property, the chain link fences and the busted asphalt and the weeds growing up through the cracks and the trash blown up against the fences. I squat down. I’m wearing shitty-ass stained camos, not because it’ll help me hide but because that’s what the homeless fucks wear around here. You see a homeless guy in camo crawling into a storm drain, you just leave the situation alone. Plus nobody cares when homeless guys disappear and don’t come back. It’s been dry lately, so that’s good. And there’s no dog or raccoon shit in piles around the outside of the entrance. Even better.

I crawl inside. But before I do, I look back at the school. The windows are thin little slits. Always reminds me of a prison. This is the moment where I always look back, asking myself what the hell I’m doing this for. 
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1 offered her a ticket to Wonderland...
..but that ticket came with an unexpected price.
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