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  An autobiography by an underachieving register jockey hired as an interpreter when aliens contact Earth. Steve completes orientation to aliens with his eccentric team mates under the guidance of a bizarre alien called Smash.
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  DISCLAIMER




  Author’s Note to the Reader:




  This work is a transcript of the journal of Stephen Anthony Wytrysowski recorded by an Intra-Galactic Self-Determinant Species Network speech recognition device set to record in North American Colloquial Speech as defined by ISDSN linguists. Errors may be present due to our lack of familiarness with Human language. We have left them as examples of our stupid alieness. We apologize, nice humans, especially if our errors result in insults. We don’t get unhappy if you laugh at us.




  We take responsibility for such errors and hope they do not result in bad diplomacy or giving Humans headaches.




  Errors in punctuation, spelling, and grammatical usage are an attempt to replicate speech patterns and are not the responsibility of the editor.




  Chapter 1




  ENG-NAMSTAN/ROM/ARA




  Sta.127/Opr.127




  12-18-2015 EST




  Namcol/namcol-autodict.




  Subj: Private Journal―Stephen Wytrysowski




  TEXT




  Something real profound has happened to us. I’m sure of it. But damned if I know what it is.




  We haven’t gotten much done today. Mostly we slept. We were all walkin’ around in a daze of exhaustion and attempted disbelief. It’s kinda like when you lose yourself in a really good movie and then it’s over and you have to walk out in the blindin’ sun light. It’s like half of you is here in the real world and half of you is in some special movie place and you’d really prefer all of you to stay in that special place but you gotta do stuff like eat and work and take out the trash.




  I wanted to talk to the others about what happened, but every time I had the opportunity, I couldn’t bring myself to do it and nobody else brought it up either. It was like we weren’t supposed to talk about it. Maybe Smash gave us one of those suggestions it makes.




  So, since we got tested by the Ashturahhenle and they looked at all the stuff we’ve been doin’ since we started trainin’, and made our lives flash before our eyes sorta, I’ve been tryin’ to remember. I was just layin’ here on my bed, kinda thinkin’ about what has happened to me since I came to the base and tryin’ to see if it makes sense or if I’ve learned anything from it. I mean, I’m an interpreter trainee, right? So I should be learnin’ stuff. Nope.




  No, really, I guess I have learned some stuff.




  Okay, so, number one: The aliens somehow planned for me to be here. I dunno how or why. Maybe somehow when all a us guys at the truck stop were talkin’ to Skyrider on the CB and teachin’ em stuff about Earth, they somehow picked me out from the crowd. Then they coulda like been spyin’ on me and then they coulda gave me one a those hypnotic type suggestions so I’d answer their stupid Help Wanted, Human ad. That’s the only way that makes sense to me.




  Number two: I been havin’ these weird dreams and hallucinations. I think it’s the movies. We don’t have TV, or radio, or internet or nothin’. We’ve got whatever music we brought with us. And I didn’t think we could bring stuff like that, so I’m music-less. Since Allen’s room is next to mine I always get to hear his classical stuff through the wall. I think I’m kinda getting’ used to it. We got some books and a ton a magazines, like National Geographic and Smithsonian, and other magazines about Earth with lotsa pictures. Some of ’em are pretty interestin’ and I’ve learned a lot about different people and nature and stuff. I think the Netreps musta had subscriptions and when they get done with the magazines they give ’em to us, cuz you can tell they’ve been used a lot. Same thing with the movies.




  But now for movies, all we got is G-rated stuff with hardly any violence. So yeah, sometimes outa boredom we watch ’em. Some are educational nature films, but now I think I’ve seen every Disney movie ever made, except I refuse to watch Old Yeller. Okay, I watched it once. I’d never seen it before and I’m not watchin’ it again. Since I have weird hallucinations with Snow White and mermaids, that’s gotta be because of the movies, I don’t wanna have hallucinations where I get rabies and somebody has to shoot me.




  Aliens are weird: I know, that’s like, duh! What else would they be? Well, I expected them to be different, but they’re not different in the way I expected. Of course they’re supposed to be more advanced technologically and I guess some of them are, but we don’t get to see that kinda stuff. That’s been real disappointin’. And for the most part, we don’t get to see a lotta aliens.




  I’ve seen the Hoidan Zaday ambassador once and it was more interested in annoyin’ me, ticklin’ my neck while we’re gettin’ pictures took than in actin’ official like an ambassador is supposed to be. And we get memos from the Chricktou ambassador and the Pyeshtwenle ambassador, but never from any of the Hoidan Zaday. I don’t know what’s up with that and I think it’s weird.




  On the other hand, I’ve seen more of the Chricktou than I ever want to. Or at least one of ’em. I don’t even know why they’re here, because I don’t even think they like us. Nuff said.




  I like Smash and Divi and they like us, but I don’t know how Smash got to be an ambassador and our teacher. It is definitely not what I’d expect an advanced species to be like. It doesn’t get technology at all and I don’t even think it wants to try. Okay, I am admittin’ it is telepathic which I don’t get and it worries me. And it makin’ things up like food and makin’ us have hallucinations. How does it do that? Is it supposed to do that? Hell if I know!




  Smash just recently figured out that the lights are turned on by switches and thinks that’s amazin’. How else would you turn a light on? So now every time it sees some kinda switch, it wants to try it. It turned all the lights out in the restaurant and freaked everybody out. It wouldn’t leave the ceiling fans alone and it sticks metal stuff in the microwave to see the pretty sparks. It’s afraid of the cleanin’ lady. Well, not the cleanin’ lady exactly. It’s afraid she’ll suck it up with the vacuum sweeper. And it’s teachin’ us!




  I think I’m startin’ to get used to the other trainees. I hate bein’ the youngest though, and they all seem to know so much more than me. But Smash just wants me to be myself. That’s hard to do sometimes. I’d like to fit in better. Sometimes. Then other times... Well, like when I’m around Director Buchanan who treats me like I’m scum, I get real resentful and I wanna be an exaggerated version of myself just to annoy him, but that could be dangerous too. I’d just like to stay off his radar, but that never seems like an option.




  Mostly right now, I miss my family. I’m feelin’ real home sick. Sometimes I would just like to say to hell with all this and go home, but I don’t think they’d let me. I did sign a contract for five years and it’s only been a couple a months. And even if I could, I wouldn’t wanna go home and have everybody there think I was some kinda quitter or a failure. So I guess I just gotta tough it out no matter how weird it gets.




  End Entry




  Chapter 2




  ENG-NAMSTAN/ROM/ARA




  Sta.127/Opr.127




  12-19-22:05 EST




  Namcol/namcol-autodict.




  Subj: Private Journal―Stephen Wytrysowski




  TEXT




  Today we got to go down to the little store in the hotel lobby and buy stuff we need. I got some toothpaste and a book. I never read much before, but when we’re not havin’ stupid classes with HR clones, there’s nothin’ else to do except say words to the computer and go exercise or swim when Divi takes us. Everybody else finished what little shoppin’ you can do in a hotel store, but I decided to get some Christmas cards to send to the family since I can’t call. I had to buy a whole book a stamps too, even though I only needed five. What a rip off.




  Allen and Allison waited to walk with me like I can’t find my own way back or something. So guess who we run into? Awktrick. Of all the non-people I didn’t wanna see. He was standin’ in our path waitin’ for us. We stopped before we got close to him, so he approached us. I started to get real nervous, but he stayed out of arm’s reach.




  “Mmeh-hreee Krri-issss-eemaasss,” he squealed. Chricktou sound kinda like a cross between a cat in heat and a shoppin cart with a bad wheel. Much to the regret, of our ears, he had to repeat himself a couple a times before we understood that he was tryin’ to wish us a Merry Christmas. Like I’m sure he knows what that means. Allen and Allison returned his greetin’. I just glared at him. His beady, little lobster eyes swiveled around and zeroed in on me. “Mmeh-hreee Krri-isss-eemaasss, Sss-t!-ee-een Aan-t!-neee!” Those t’s and e’s almost busted my eardrums. I figured I’d better answer him before he hit a high note and shattered us like a buncha glasses.




  I glanced at his translator, then did my best Chricktou imitation. “Meh-hreee Krri-isss-eemaasss, you toad faced prick.”




  Allen and Allison shouted, “Stephen!” in unison.




  “His translator’s off,” I told them. They still didn’t like it and our arguin’ must a aroused Awktrick’s curiosity. He switched on his translator and we shut up immediately.




  He took a step closer. One of its eyes turned toward Allen and the other towards Allison, then they both focused on me. “Merry Christmas, Stephen Anthony,” his translator repeated in perfect English. I’d learned enough from Smash about Chricktou to know they wouldn’t give a shit about our holidays. He was up to something. “Tell your guardians not to hurt me. I will not touch you.”




  That confused me. “My what?”




  His eyes moved toward Allen and Allison again. “Your guardians. Tell them not to hurt me.”




  “He’s afraid of you guys!” I turned toward Allen and Allison. They were staring at Awktrick like a couple of starvin’ Rottweilers who’d been weaned on Chricktou flesh.




  “Hey! What’s with you guys?” I asked, but they ignored me.




  “I want to survive this interaction,” Awktrick insisted. “Tell them not to hurt me, I repeat with much emphasis.”




  “Okay!” I said. “Don’t hurt him, guys.” I felt pretty stupid, but Allen and Allison relaxed and so did Awktrick. “Satisfied?” I asked, real cocky like.




  Awktrick said he was, but he still wouldn’t let us by. “I want to talk to you, Stephen Anthony. You didn’t answer my memorandum.” I figured he meant the one I balled up and threw in the trash. I thought about denyin’ that I ever got it, but then he’d probably just send it to me again, or even deliver it in person.




  “I didn’t know you wanted a response,” I said, though I was thinkin’, I didn’t think it deserved one.




  “I do want a response. Do you accept my apology?”




  I shoulda said yes and been done with it, but I’d had enough of doin’ whatever anybody here told me to do. “What you did really hurt me,” I told him. “In fact, it is one of the most disgustin’, perverted things you can do to a human bein’. People here get sent to prison for that.”




  “Do you intend to send me to prison?” He seemed to think I had the authority.




  I decided that would be cruel and unusual punishment for whoever had to share a cell with him. “No, I won’t send you to prison.”




  “Do you accept my apology?” he repeated. I know Smash would’ve wanted me to, but I just couldn’t bring myself to say it.




  Awktrick reached into a large pouch he had on his belt. I could feel Allen and Allison stiffen beside me, but what he took out was a box with fancy blue wrappin’ paper and a bow. He held it out to me. “Take it, please.” I just stared at it. “It is a gift. It is according to your Christmas holiday tradition.”




  I was curious to know what kinda gift a Chricktou would give, but I didn’t wanna take anything from Awktrick. I didn’t even want to touch anything he had touched. He held it out further. “Take it, please.”




  “For Pete sake, take his damn present so we can get out of here!” Allison whispered.




  “Maybe you are afraid. That is an unnecessary emotion for the situation, but I am tolerant. I will put the gift on the floor. You will pick it up.”




  “Oh, give it here!” I didn’t want him thinkin’ I was scared of him. “Happy now?”




  “Please, take off the paper and look at the object. I want to know if it satisfies you.”




  Pushy asshole was gettin’ on my nerves. I opened it. Allen started chokin’ and Allison said, “Oh, my God!”




  Awktrick said, “It impresses other humans.”




  Well, it didn’t impress me much. It was gaudy. “Is it real?” I asked. Then I had to explain what I meant by real. “You didn’t make it up outa nothin’?”




  Surprisin’ly, he understood my concern. “I am not Pyeshtwen. I don’t do that. I paid a human to purchase it from a human jewelry trader.” That sounded pretty real to me. But now I knew the Chricktou knew about the kind of weird shit Smash was doin’ to us and it musta been okay with them, or something they tolerated.




  “I already have a watch.” Course mine cost two dollars and ninety-nine cents with a fill-up and it turns my wrist green when I sweat a lot. This one had all kindsa dials and buttons for who knows what. From the weight of it, it was real gold. So the diamonds on the face were probably real too.




  “It is a watch device, but it is not useful to only register time. It will impress other humans and increase your status among them.”




  I think Awktrick figured if you wore a fancy watch other people would do what you wanted them to. Based on the humans he hangs around with, that’s a reasonable assumption. Buchanan wears a fancy watch and people kiss his ass. I could only think of one reason why Awktrick would want to give me that kinda present.




  “Is this supposed to be a bribe?”




  He fiddled with his translator. “My translator did not learn the word ‘bribe’. Please, define it.”




  Oh, great. He was askin’ me to play interpreter. Well, it was my job. I thought a minute and gave it a try. It means to get somebody to do something they don’t want to do by payin’ them to do it.




  Awktrick fiddled with his translator some more. “Does the word ‘it’ in this context represent the word ‘employment’?”




  “Oh, Christ!” I said. This was ridiculous.




  “Praying to your god will not help me understand. Please, redefine.”




  I looked to Allen and Allison for help and we huddled. Mostly, what I got from them was cussed out. Finally, I tried, “A bribe is payment to wrongfully avoid punishment, or to receive some assistance you don’t deserve or which is illegal.” I’m gonna have to start carryin’ a dictionary.




  “I cannot avoid punishment for hurting you. I have already been punished. Therefore, this situation does not meet your first definition.” I wondered if that punishment came from Smash and if it did, what Smash did to punish a Chricktou. I wasn’t gonna ask though. I just hoped it hurt.




  There had to be an easier way. “Tell me why you want to give me a present and I’ll tell you if it’s a bribe.”




  “I have two reasons to give this,” he explained. “It is your tradition to give useful items to others for your Christmas ritual and it is payment for allowing me to examine you. I did not understand the effort required of you to remain motionless during a frightening experience. I did not understand it was frightening. I thought it was science. Accept the present and you will be impressive and I will be emotionally comfortable. It will be a benefit for both of us.”




  Like I really care about his comfort. Allen whispered through his newly grown in, sparkling white teeth, “Take the damn watch and let’s get out of here!”




  Allen and Allison looked like they were about to explode, so I decided to accept it for their sakes and so they wouldn’t beat the shit outa me later. But I didn’t wanna let Awktrick off the hook so easy. “Do you promise never to do that again to any other humans?”




  “You’re request is unclear. Does ‘do that’ mean give a watch, examine or request acceptance of apology?”




  Get technical! “I mean examine humans like you did to me.”




  “That request is unnecessary. I have already agreed to that restriction. I also agree not to frighten you. If I do not keep the agreement, I will be replaced.”




  Oh ho! So now we get to the bottom of this. He was afraid of gettin’ canned. All I had to do was say he scared me and his ass was grass. I had Awktrick by the balls—if he’s got balls. I decided that could be useful in the future.




  “Okay, Awktrick, I’ll accept your watch, but you better watch your step, cuz I’ll be watchin watch you do.” I knew that’d give his translator fits, but he got the message better than I thought.




  “I am satisfied that you accept my apology, Stephen Anthony. I am no longer obligated to you.” Then he added, “If you think that it will give you authority to manipulate my behavior, your judgment is flawed. That is not an activity of which a Pyeshtwenkete would approve. I also will tell you for future incidents, you cannot put me in prison. I have diplomatic immunity. You should study your laws.” With that, he turned and walked away and, if he’d a had a nose, it woulda been in the air.




  I waited until he was gone, then turned to Allen and Allison who looked like they’d run a marathon through a mine field. “What’d he mean by that?” I asked.




  Allen rested his arm across my shoulder and said, “In plain old English he said, ‘That gets me off the hook, but if you think you can threaten me, sucka, you got another thing comin’. I’ll tell Smash on you and it’ll be your ass that’s in a sling.”




  That I understood. “Shit! Who said anything about threats?”




  “You did,” they both said at once.




  “Listen,” Allen said. “You might as well forget trying to put one over on Awktrick. You’re not even in his league.”




  “Hell! I don’t wanna be in his league. With those fingers he couldn’t even pick up a bowlin’ ball.” They didn’t laugh. I looked at the watch Awktrick had forced on me. “How much you think this is worth?” I asked.




  Allen looked at it. “Ten, maybe twelve thousand,” he answered like that was nothin’.




  “What! No way! You mean hundred.” He meant thousand. “I can’t wear this!” Nobody else could either. It had my name engraved on it. “In my neighborhood, I’d get my arm cut off wearin’ this.” I exaggerated.




  “You’re not in your neighborhood!” Allison snapped. “Come on, let’s get out of here.”




  We headed for the hotel. “What’s with you two anyway?” I asked. Actually, I knew. Allison’s crazy and Allen’s been hangin’ around her too long. I know for sure they hang out together. I hear them goin’ in each other’s rooms and they’re not discussin’ language lessons, but I didn’t think it would be too polite to bring that up. “What’s this crap about guardians?”




  Allison didn’t appreciate me callin’ it crap. “That’s what we are.” She pushed the button for the elevator. “We’re supposed to protect you, so don’t knock it.”




  “Protect me? Yeah, sure! What would you do if Awktrick attacked me, blast him with psycho rays?”




  There was silence in the elevator, then Allen said, “Yes,” real serious like.




  Allison tried to explain. “I don’t know if we would’ve killed him, but we’d hurt him. We couldn’t stop it. If you felt threatened, you would have forced us to.”




  “Me! I wouldn’t force you to...”




  She interrupted me. “Your energy. We channel your energy.”




  “Oh, God! Now it’s channelin’!”




  “Will you shut up for once and listen!” Allen actually sounded like he was mad at me.




  Allison continued. “We keep your energy under control. Our orders are to keep you from hurting yourself first of all, to keep anyone else from hurting you, and, if possible, to keep you from damaging property. If necessary, we would refocus your energy to stop an attack on you.”




  This was too weird. “Orders from who?”




  “Guess,” Allen answered.




  By this time the elevator had stopped on our floor, but I wasn’t through. “Why would you let Smash tell you to do some weird shit like that?”




  Allen grabbed me by the shoulders. I thought he was gonna hit me. “Look! I don’t care if you believe it or not, but this is for real! And I don’t appreciate you puttin’ us to the test! You got that!”




  We went to our rooms, still kinda mad at each other. Allen and Allison are exhausted. I’ve just been sittin’ here thinkin’.




  This is real serious. I don’t know if I believe it, that people could get killed just cuz I got scared and they reacted. But I don’t wanna try it out. I saw what Allen and Allison looked like after a simple conversation with Awktrick and I know what it felt like after I blew up the lab. I wouldn’t wanna put them through that. I guess I was pretty stupid thinkin’ this job would be fun. This is like the whole future of Earth, not a movie.




  I guess this means I either have to stay away from Chricktou or change my attitude. Since I can’t control when I might run into Awktrick again, I guess it’s the attitude that’s gotta go. I’m really gonna have to stops hatin’ his guts, not just pretend it. But that’s hard when you know he’s a cold-hearted son of a bitch. Hell. I gotta find some place to put this stupid watch.




  End Entry




  Chapter 3




  ENG-NAMSTAN/ROMA/ARA




  Sta.127/Opr.127




  12-20-18:50 EST




  Namcol/namcol-autodict.




  Subj: Private Journal―Stephen Wytrysowski




  TEXT




  So okay, today we got told we gotta study Diplomatic and Consular Immunities. Gee, I wonder how that came up. I guess all the laws that apply to foreign diplomats from countries here on Earth now apply to diplomats from other planets too. Diplomats can get away with murder. I mean, literally. So like the only thing we can do if they piss us off is kick ’em off the planet. Like that’s gonna happen.




  Harrison, who works for the State Dept, says they agreed to that. So if one of the Network representatives violates our laws, ISDSN will remove that individual entity from our world. The problem is, can you, at this point, prove they knew they violated our laws? I thought ignorance of the law was no excuse, but I guess when you’re kissin’ Netrep ass like Buchanan does, that’s negotiable.




  And physical exams in and of themselves aren’t illegal, so, I’m shit outa luck when it comes to the law. Not that I was gonna file charges or anything like that. It was Awktrick who brought it up. I don’t wanna be the one accused of screwin’ up Earth’s relations with the rest of the galaxy.




  Oh, there is one thing we can do to ’em. Give ’em traffic tickets. Hell, they can’t even drive cars! What, a cop’s gonna pull over a spacecraft for doin’ 186,000 miles a second through a school zone! Yeah, right!




  End Entry




  Chapter 4




  ENG-NAMSTAN/ROMA/ARA




  Sta.127/Opr.127




  11-29-19:43 EST




  Namcol/namcol-autodict.




  Subj: Private Journal―Stephen Wytrysowski




  TEXT




  I just got one thing to say about aliens! I hate ’em! I hate ’em! I hate ’em! How the hell can it be November again! This is insane! We were all scared and as usual, no Smash, no explanation, nothin’.




  We had to spend the whole mornin’ listenin’ to some broad talk about investment shit for the second time. We all knew we’d done this before, but the investment lady and Diane didn’t. And we had to pretend we didn’t know anything about it. Course it was a good thing we got to live through this day a second time, I guess. At least it was for me.




  The first time, I didn’t know what the hell this lady was talkin’ about—401Ks and all that kinda shit. Ron kept askin’ questions the lady couldn’t answer cuz he knew more about stocks and stuff than she did and he was embarrassin’ her. Diane was gettin’ real pissed. So I didn’t ask nothin’ and didn’t sign up. I wasn’t sure if that was a big mistake or not. I thought about askin’ Ron, but he didn’t seem to like me too well back then. That was before he had his heart transplant and most of the time he was a real prick.




  Then one day, after we won use of the pool and exercise room, we happened to be workin’ out at the same time. I just mentioned how I wished we could play basketball and Ron spoke up and said he thought that would be cool too. Then he went on about how we could have teams.




  “I don’t think the ladies would wanna play,” I said.




  And he said, “Carol’d probably call us sexist if we didn’t let her play and I think you underestimate Jean. She coached volley ball at the school where she worked.”




  “Yeah, but Allison would think it was crude and primitive to be so competitive.”




  He thought that was funny, but true.




  So we decided, I was the one most likely to get Smash to get us a basketball and have a hoop installed. So when I did get a chance later, I asked, and then I had to explain the whole sport to it and why we’d like it so much. “Cuz it’s fun, it’s pretty easy, and it’d give us more exercise.”




  Surprisin’ly, Smash thought “baskets of balls” was a good idea and made me write it down so it could give my request to a human who would understand such things. I did, but we haven’t gotten nothin’ yet.




  So anyway, before that, since Ron was bein’ friendly, I asked him about that 401K and he told me all about investin’ and how, if I was to start now, by the time I was ready to retire, I could be like rich maybe.




  I thought that was funny, cuz I couldn’t even imagine bein’ that old. Then I realized that was probably an insult cuz he’s pretty old and I apologized.




  He said, “When I was your age, I couldn’t imagine living past thirty. Trust me, you probably will. I obviously did.”




  I told him I was sendin’ most of my money home to support my family and I had to tell him about my dad gettin’ laid off an’ all. I think he was kinda impressed I was doin’ that, but he thought I should still put some away for myself and worked out a reasonable amount. He even picked investments for me to get in on and he should know cuz he traded futures or something like that.




  “Just tell your dad they’ve started taking out deductions. He’ll understand that.” I knew he would, cuz he always complained about it. I never had that before cuz George paid me under the table.




  So then, he planned a whole investment strategy for me, but I’d missed my chance to get started then. Now here my chance was back again. So now when I get outta here in five years, Ron says I’ll have a future, maybe even enough to pay for college. That’d be good.




  So this time, when the investment lady asked us if we had questions, Ron kept his mouth shut and I asked the questions. I think I even impressed Diane and the investment lady, though Diane looked at me like she was kinda suspicious. Ron smiled at me and gave me a thumbs up when they weren’t lookin’.




  That was cool, but then I got to wonderin’, what else were we gonna hafta do a second time? When I got a chance, I checked my teeth in the mirror and they’re still fixed and Jean seems to be able to hear fine. Allen has teeth, so I figure Ron’s still got his new heart. This does not make any effin’ sense to me at all!




  And with stuff like this goin’ on…with aliens messin’ with time, I mean, what kinda future am I gonna have…are we gonna have…if we can’t tell when it’s the future, or the past, or even now. I don’t know if I wanna live like that.




  End Entry




  Chapter 5




  ENG-NAMSTAN/ROMA/ARA




  Sta.127/Opr.127




  11-30-19:14 EST




  Namcol/namcol-autodict.




  Subj: Private Journal―Stephen Wytrysowski




  TEXT




  I decided I hafta get outa this place. I tried to call home, but our phones are still dead. So when we went down to lunch, I snuck off and went into the first empty office I could find and tried to use the phone there. It was dead too. Later, when everybody was buyin’ stuff and usin’ the teller machine in the lobby, I got real brave and asked the desk clerk if I could use her phone. Didn’t bother her none. But it was dead, like there’s an epidemic of some terminal phone disease. I told the desk clerk her phone had kicked the bucket, but when she tried it, it worked fine. I tried it again and nothin’. So what is this? The phones can tell us from everybody else and turn themselves off when we get near ’em? That’s not fair!




  I decided to ask Allen what he thought of all this. He gave me a dirty look and started walkin’ off toward his room. I’m beginnin’ to hate him too. He acts like he doesn’t want nothin’ to do with me except guard me and he only does that because he has to. Hell, I didn’t give him that job, Smash did. I don’t want nobody guardin’ me. So I called Allen a shithead. I thought he’d get mad, but he nodded and put his arm around my shoulder and said, “We better talk.” Then he pushed me toward his room.




  Allen’s room is almost as messy as mine. He dug around in his CDs and put on somethin’ loud by some Russian guy. Then we sat down. I stared at nothin’ and Allen rocked to the music while he directed with his right hand. Finally, Allen said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to come at you like that.”




  I said I was sorry I called him a shithead. He shrugged like he wasn’t gonna hold it against me, then we stared at nothin’ some more. I got tired of that, so I said, “You really think it’s November again?”
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