The Bachelor Party

by: scott a. ntcain

And so, this is how it happened. This is how the
whol e sordid business began. | don't even think he saw it
com ng. Poor fucker. But he did have it comng to him
that much is for sure. He deserved every ounce of m sery,
every inch of pain, and every pang of despair. He had been
hi s own undoi ng.

He woke up that nmorning the same as he ever had, in a
foul and bitter mood. It was his MO, his stanp upon life,
his reason for being. He loved to hate nore than he hated
to | ove.

But it hadn't always been like this. He once wire a
hal o of happi ness that was unrivaled by any that new him
H's friends, famly, even his enem es were unable to
penetrate his undying love for life. Yes, he had been an
optimst. That halo had unfortunately turned into a vei
of nelancholy so unsettling, that not even a good, boot-
knocki ng fuck could cure. He had becone hopel ess.

It is funny, that word "hope". It had been so
synonynous with this man. It was alliterative of his own
nanme. Yes, The Tope was m serable, and had been for sone
time. Sonme would say that he was now hel pl ess. Wat The
Tope needed was a ride out of town.

As | have said, he woke up that norning to the status
guo. His alarmclock sounded at the very wee hours of the
norning, not long after he had finished his previous
night's work. His fingers were still sticky fromthe tons
of al cohol he had poured for his pathetic patrons just a
few hours earlier. Hi s back ached, his feet throbbed, and
the putrid snell of Jack and coke clung to himlike nmange
on a Tijuana whore. He hadn't noticed the tine change from
t he evening before, and he was already an hour | ate.

"Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!™ He noticed the
yel l ow post-it note on his alarmclock that had gone
typically unheeded, instructing himto set his clock ahead
before he stunbled into bed. He dashed to the bat hroom
sl anmi ng a warm gl ass of Kentucky straight bourbon that was
on his nightstand fromthe evening before, and in doing so,
slipped on one of the ten thousand cat toys |lying on the
linoleum and fell with a great thunp, smashing his tenple
onto the white bathroomsink. A few drops of bl ood
splattered onto the mrror, and he slid, serpent-like onto
the cold, hard floor. A snmall pool of warm bl ood gat hered
near his left cheek, and his alarmclock ran the sl eep
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cycle, as his vision slowy faded out to the nmuffl ed sound
of the Spice Grls.

The Tope was unaware of just how long he laid there on
the floor, curled up in the fetal position, but when he got
up, a congeal ed mat of bl ood stuck to the side of his face.
H s head was throbbing, and he saw little white, purple and
bl ack stars in the corners of his eyes. He shook his head
violently, and they soon di sappeared.

"This is nothing new," he thought. It felt just |ike
the time he was in Mexico with the Bear during high school
when the two had drunk tequila for seven hours strai ght and
he had fallen fromthe two-story bal cony overl ooking a
terrace filled with hal f-naked wonen, broken bottles, and
several used condons.

The thing is, any human woul d have i medi ately call ed
in sick after such a terrible accident. Not the Tope.

When it cane to work, he was spineless. He was determ ned
this norning not to mss work. He never m ssed work. He
even wor ked when he was not supposed to, a fact that had
caused sone consternation anong his friends. Sonme even
bel i eved that his conpul sive desire to work sl ave hours had
al so contributed to his not so rosy outlook on life. But
he did not care. Hi s shortsightedness forced himinto the
shower stall, where he was not greeted by the confort of a
tepid stream of water, but a blast of icicles that left him
so short of breath, he nearly fainted again.

"Damm. Forgot to pay that fucking gas bill again," he
said aloud to hinself.

By the tine he reached the Health South Center, he was
already three hours late. This was not a good sign. First
of all, the Tope's norning job for a second-rate Los
Angel es based sports teamwas hardly rewarding. They
actually treated himlike a little bitch. And the fact
that the teamwas a perennial cellar dweller did not help.
The man whom Tope served was al nost as bitter as he was.
The fact that the team had | ost by several goals the night
before was not going to nmake the Tope's tardi ness any
easier on him H's desk greeted himwith a pile of
paperwork so high, that he could not see his conputer

nmonitor. In this, he was |ucky, for soneone had changed
his screensaver to read "the Tope is a cumgargling gutter
slut.” He was always the butt of their jokes. He sat down

at his desk, pulled open the bottomdrawer, retrieved a
smal|l bottle of Maker's Mark, and took a good, healthy
pull. The booze stung his nouth. Apparently, upon falling
earlier that norning, he had bitten the inside of his
nout h, and t he whi skey began to burn so violently that he
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turned and spit the contents onto the floor, or what he

t hought was going to be the floor. He was shocked to see
an expensive pair of Italian |oafers, flecked with bright
drops of top-shelf Anerican bourbon.

"Tope, what the fuck is this?" H's boss's eyes were
vehenently glaring down on the poor wetch

After the Tope had finished spit-shining his bosses
shoes, he got right to work on the nountain of papers that
covered his desk. He was responsible for sorting and
calculating the receipts of his boss's many expense
accounts. He thought it was funny that for someone who
sure didn't win very many ganes, he sure did spend plenty
of noney. "Ch, well. | can only hope that sonmeday | will
have enough noney to get that Barry Melrose haircut |'ve
al ways dreanmed about," he thought to hinself.

He was happy when noon arrived. Wile everyone el se
in the office enjoyed their expensive |unches, the Tope had
to head downtown to pick up his boss's new deni mjacket.

He was going to a function that night, and his boss al ways
wore crisp, new jeans, wth a crisp new denimjacket. Tope
had al ways secretly admred his boss's fashion stylings.

At | east he got a chance to get out, though. The cut near
his eye was beginning to hurt again, and he needed sone
air.

He arrived at the Staples Center about fifteen m nutes
| ater, al though he was not allowed into the sane | ot as any
of the teamls staff. He did not yet have his stickers. He
began the trek to the staff offices, |ocated underneath the
floor of the arena. 45 mnutes |ater, he had reached his

destination. 1In one of the larger offices, he found,
hangi ng wel| starched |i ke Jesus on crack, his bosses new
denimjacket. It was specially designed to be worn with
the collar in the "Arthur Fonzarelli"™ eeehhhhhh! position.

He was salivating. Before returning back to the office, he
decided to nake a quick trip to the arena floor, where many
of the players were engaged in their afternoon skate. He
had the faint hope of maybe shaki ng hands with one or nore
of the thick-wisted, toothless athletes. For sone reason,
the Tope really enjoyed their scent on his hands, and woul d
sit in his cubicle back at Health South, and nasturbate
furiously while snelling his hockey hands

He was not to be rewarded today. The players nerely
how ed obscenities at the poor fellow, and he clinbed the
stairs to the exit in conplete and utter dejection.
Typical situation. He couldn't be sure what, but it nust
have been a frozen puck, careening at an ungodly speed,
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that struck himsquare in the back, right between his
shoul der bl ades.

"Biiiiiiiitch. Wo was that nother..... " was all he
could nutter before experiencing his second fade-to-bl ack
of the day.

He regai ned consci ousness once again to nuffl ed sounds
of laughter, a few blurry imges, and a fierce, pounding
headache. As he becane nore lucid, he was able to discern
that his surroundi ngs were sonehow unfam |liar, but at the
sane tine, recogni zable. He could see his friends the
Bear, Archie and N gel hovering above him and they were
all giddy with laughter. He could see that he was in a
hotel roomw th many others, nostly friends. He slowy
rose to his feet.

"Tope. You okay, man," N gel asked, barely able to
contain hinself. "You passed out after that |ast shot.
Are you man enough, or were you going to sleep like a
little bitch ass?" He was now on his own unsettled feet,
and he could see hinself in a small mrror above a Vegas-
styled sofa. He reached for his cheek, at the | arge, deep,
red stain that ran fromhis left tenple to the corner of
his nmouth. When he | ooked at his pal mhe expected to see
t he bl ood, but was confused by what seened to be wonen's
lipstick. He |looked down at his exposed chest to see that
it was covered in tiny characters witten with a bl ack
Sharpee. He swayed in his stance, conpletely annihil ated
by Jaeger and Patron, while everyone around hi mwas
engaged, one way or another, in conplete debauchery. His
bachel or party was not yet half way over, and he knew t hen
that it was going to be a |ong fucking weekend.

February 9, 2003

Copyright 2003, Scott A. McCain, All Right Reserved.



