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I sat at the roll-top desk in my River Clay office, getting ready for tomorrow. The trouble was, there was no way to get ready for tomorrow. Tomorrow would be the worst day of my year.

If I did survive, what did I have to look forward afterwards? Fall. 

To everybody else on Gray River, Gloria Davenport, to the old river rats and to the residents of the Gray Riviera alike, it meant a festive time with cool, crisp weather. It meant relief both from the summer watersports crowd and high humidity. It meant Alabama and Auburn football games, football parties, pontoon boat parties, Halloween parties. It meant cold nights, breaking out winter sweaters and cozy clothes, and crackling logs in the fireplaces.

To me, it meant a lonesome and dormant time. The green vegetation turned brown. Flocks of birds perched in treetops made pitiful cawing sounds. The TVA lowered the water level and the banks of the Gray and Tennessee became a wide beach of depressing mud. Winter came. The ducks and the geese migrated in with their far-off calls. Everything became so dead I would be able to hear the freight train sounds from my bedroom.

The door downstairs creaked and popped me out of my reverie. Heavy footsteps clomped up the wooden stairs.  

I swiveled around and stared at the back side of the black lettering in the upper half of the door’s translucent glass: The River Clay. I had recently replaced the glass. It no longer read about a detective agency. 

The silhouette of a man’s upper body appeared in the wavy glass, then three firm raps.

I stepped over and opened the door.

The man looked quite different than he did thirty years ago. That’s about how long it had been since I last laid eyes on him.

He no longer looked the slob of his reputation. He possessed no protruding gut and probably weighed two-ten tops. He not only lost a lot of weight, but looked toned and groomed. He sported a Coppertone-sort of tan that one got in a tanning booth.

“John Tooley,” I said.

“Rusty Clay,” Tooley said.

Tooley wore cowboy boots, jeans and a black western-cut sports coat. The right sleeve of the coat was neatly pinned.

The rumor that Tooley came into some money must have been true. It appeared he invested some in himself, in his clothing and his image. He’d gotten himself groomed. Gotten a makeover. What I didn’t understand was why Tooley, or my own cousin Ray for that matter, didn’t invest themselves in some kind of cyber arm prosthetic.

I was not very optimistic on this eve of the worst day of my year. I wondered if Tooley were going to use some of his newfound wealth to bring a lawsuit against me and the Travertine County Board of Education. Maybe he wanted his high school field goal record from forty years ago back that I broke under questionable and contestable circumstances.

I kept it simple. “Come on in, Tooley.”

Tooley did. I closed the door behind me. Tooley meandered about room, taking everything in.

“You have a nice office here,” Tooley said. “I’ve never been in a private eye’s office before.”

“Few people have. This is the one and only one I’ve been in myself.”

Tooley looked me in the eye. “I need to talk to you, Rusty.”

Yeah, the man wanted his record back.

“Have a seat, Tooley.” The man, all his life, had been called by his last name. “Or are you John now?”

“Naw, I’m still ole Tooley.”

“You want a cold drink. A Dr Pepper?”

“That would be grand.”

Tooley settled down at the desk between the windows, while I stepped over to the little alcove near the closet door. I got two ice-cold cans of Dr Pepper out of an old Frigidaire and brought them to the desk.

I handed Tooley one. Tooley set it on the desk, popped the top back and took a long slug. I sat opposite him.

“Ah,” Tooley said. “Drink it at ten, git sick at two, and die at four.”

I gave a grunt of a laugh. When we were kids, Dr Pepper had a logo of a clock. Ten, two and four. I guess the hours you were supposed to drink a Dr Pepper.

“Days gone past,” I said, opened my can and took a sip.

“Ain’t that the truth,” Tooley said. “I want to hire your detective services, Rusty.”

“To find out why I hold the Travertine County field goal record?”

Tooley laughed. “I put high school behind me. I’m here about stuff I can’t put behind me.”

“What’s that?”

“I want you to find my arm,” Tooley said.

“What, somebody stole your prosthetic?” I stared at the pinned up sleeve.

“No.”

“The one you got cut off?” I asked.

“What other one would there be?”

“I didn’t know.”

“The one I lost on the railroad track.”

“That’s been over forty years ago.”

“I need closure,” Tooley said.

“Closure?” The man had been watching Oprah and got ideas put into this head.

“Yes. Maybe I should explain myself fully.”

“Yeah. Try that,” I said.

“I’m trying to become a better man.”

“You look and act a better man.”

“Thank you, Rusty. I still have my short comings.”

“But you’re working on them.” I knew people who watched Oprah often ‘worked on themselves.’

“Yes. But if I’m going to be whole I need to find out a couple things about my arm. See, after I lost my arm, they sent me to this psychiatrist. He give me some drugs and kept telling me that I was going to have to forget about my arm. You know, you got to move on shit.”

“But you need closure?”

“Listen, Rusty, I’ve tried to forget. What I need is to remember and to find. Listen, I wasn’t drunk. Something happened to me that night.”

“Like what?” I asked when Tooley abruptly stopped talking.

“Like I had found the secret of the universe, but then forgot it.”

“The secret of the universe?”

“Yeah. And then I got this great idea for something like Billy Bass. I mean, this was years and years before Billy Bass. But then the idea disappeared, like someone came up behind me and sucked it out of my head with a vacuum cleaner.”

“Someone stole your invention idea?”

“Yeah. Then I found myself walking along the railroad tracks. I don’t even know what I was doing near them, much less on them. Naw, Rusty. I don’t know why I was there. Didn’t care. All of life was wonderful. Then the next thing I know. I come to, didn’t have an arm. See, I think they should have shown it to me. You know like if a kid’s pet dies. You not supposed to just bury it while he’s a school. You let them bury it.”

“Yeah, I learned that one the hard way when my daughter Crystal was about ten. But we won’t get into that.”

“Naw, let’s don’t. I been down that road myself.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I want my arm back.”

“Tooley, what if, I hate to say this, what if the thing got all mangled up? What if there wasn’t any arm to show you?”

“I saw it, Rusty. I saw it flying up through the air. I remember. I had a Batman glow-in-the-dark ring on my ring finger. It was just a-glowing.”

“You don’t remember the secret of the universe. Or your Billy Bass idea. But you do remember seeing your arm flying through the air with the glowing Batman ring?”

“That’s right. And I wasn’t imagining it. Or trying to implant my own false memory there, like that psychiatrist suggested. As far as the arm, I don’t think they threw it away. I think, like this might not be it, but something like this. I think like somebody at the hospital stole it and sold it to the University of Alabama, like to the medical department where they keep cadavers. I’ve been having dreams. Did you see Terminator II?”

“Yeah.” I couldn’t remember which one II was, but I’d seen all three on video.

“In the dreams, my arm’s in this showcase thing, like in Terminator II.”

“I get the picture very vividly, Tooley.”

“My arm, Rusty, my arm needs to come back and be with my body. I need to see it, touch it, and then lay it to rest in a proper manner. You may think I’m crazy. You may think like that psychiatrist did...”

“No, not at all, Tooley. I’m with you.”

“I need to get my arm back, Rusty. When I do I think I’ll recall the secret of the universe I had that night.”

“And the Billy Bass idea?”

“Right. But it was bigger than Billy Bass.”

“And you think someone actually...” I said and paused.

“That’s right. Stole my severed arm.”

This time I paused on purpose, for dramatic effect. I wanted Tooley’s last words accentuated, like this was what it all comes down to. That’s what we’re sitting here discussing. Then I said, “Tooley, there’s a reality to the situation here.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s been over forty years.”

“There must be something you can do?”

“I could do something. But I don’t think I’m the best man for you, Tooley.”

“You were a field goal kicker. I was a field goal kicker. You were a commercial fisherman. I was a commercial fisherman. You were a catfish grabbler. I was a catfish grabbler. You were a mussel diver. I was a mussel diver.”

“Yeah. We been all those things all right, Tooley.”

“But more important. You a river man. I’m a river man. To the day we die. I’m Tennessee River. You Gray River. Together, we can’t fail.”

“Never underestimate my ability to fail.”

“River man to river man, Rusty Clay.”

That shut me up for a moment. While I thought of a comeback, Tooley reached into the inside breast pocket of his blazer with his good hand, the way businessmen on TV reached in and came out with a checkbook or their wallets. But Tooley didn’t pull out a checkbook or a wallet.

He set a stack of hundred dollar bills, held together by a rubber band on the desk and scooted them toward me.

“I’m familiar with hundred dollar bills, Tooley. And I’d say that is about five thousand dollars.”

“It’s exactly five thousand dollars. My brother passed away a little while back and left me some money. I just don’t believe in banks and stock markets. When I inherited it, I kept it in cash. Yeah, those bankers at Morgan Stanley wanted me to invest, laughed at old one-arm slobby stupid Tooley. They not laughing at me now. Their thirty dollar a share bank stocks they wanted me to keep it in are worth about six dollars now.”

“Us river men survive in the end.”

“What do you say, Rusty?”

“I’d have to make a preliminary investigation to ascertain if I could help you. Then I’d need to think on it. I don’t want you to think a year from now that you’d wasted five thousand dollars.”

“I tell you what, Rusty. You hold onto that five thousand. I’ll get back with you in about a week. Then we’ll talk. River man to river man again.”

“River man to river man,” I said, mostly just to say something.

Tooley stood up. I stood. Tooley extended his hand. We shook.

I couldn’t get over this new Tooley. Hell, if Tooley were selling fifty-five gallon drums of river water, I would have bought a couple barrels.
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I drove my 1976 El Camino down to Aunt Essie’s house.

Aunt Essie wasn’t my aunt at all. Essie Carter was Daddy’s first cousin on the Clay side. When Cousin Ray and I claimed to be the last of the river Clays, we conveniently left out Aunt Essie.

Essie had the Clay record. She’d been married eight times. Some of the Clays—back when there were some Clays around—argued that she’d only been married five times, because she’d been married to one man four times. That beat my record.

Ole Aunt Essie, she was crazy even by river Clay standards. And crazy, odd Aunt Essie didn’t live on the Gray River like any self-respecting river Clay, but on the Tennessee, in one of the spookiest-looking houses in all of Travertine County.

I drove a long, straight, flat, narrow black-top country road through some of the richest cotton land in the entire world. I came to a crossroads and went straight onto a gravel road. The road curved and I found myself driving through a canopy of oak and sweet gum limbs.

Then the canopy opened up. Up on a rise stood an old clapboard, two-story Victorian house complete with turret.  I drove up, parked, got out, walked across the wooden deck of her front porch, and knocked.

In a couple minutes, Aunt Essie let me into her cluttered house. She stood five-six, was skinny as a rail, and had three years of age on her ninety year old house. A curved little pipe hung clenched between her teeth, at the edge of her mouth. Her house smelled of old antiques and Prince Albert tobacco.

She wore men’s cargo pants, a silk blouse, and antique gold jewelry—a good pound of it I figured—dangled from her ears, neck and wrists. She smelled of tobacco, Dial soap, strawberry scented shampoo and lilac water.

I would have liked to take more notice of the Oriental rug I stood on and the antiques about, if it wasn’t for that damned monkey.

Aunt Essie said, “Lookie here, Herman. Lookie, who come to see us. It’s ye Cousin Rusty.” Then she said to me, “Hello, Baby. How’s everything?”

“Fine,” I lied.

I wasn’t any monkey’s cousin. But I kept my mouth shut and my eye on Herman. Herman hopped from Aunt Essie’s left shoulder to her right shoulder, just eyeing me.

Then Herman jumped from Aunt Essie to my shoulder. Monkeys gave me the creeps. Apes, small chimpanzees and orangutans were cute in the movies. But in real life were another story. Reminded me of those flying monkeys on The Wizard of Oz.

I pulled a flat, corked half-pint bottle from my back hip pocket. The bottle held brownish-tinted clear liquid. I handed it to Aunt Essie.

She put her hand to her chest. She took it. “Moonshine soaked in dried peaches?”

“That’s right, Aunt Essie.”

“Gray River Brandy. And in a genuine Depression-glass flask. Egad. What is the occasion that I would become the recipient of such a rare and fine beverage?”

“It’s a bribe. I need a Reading done.”

Herman took hold of my hair.  If he started humping his ear, Aunt Essie was going to have herself a flying monkey right out of The Wizard of Oz.

“Come on into my study, Baby.”

As soon as Aunt Essie took a step away, Herman jumped off me and onto her back, then climbed up on her shoulder. He grabbed for the bottle, but Aunt Essie held it away from him.

“This isn’t for you, Herman. You know how drinking does you?”

Aunt Essie led me off to the left of the staircase into a study. Most of the wall space was floor to ceiling bookshelves, stuffed with old books.

Herman hopped off her shoulder onto a bookshelf and started climbing around.

Aunt Essie walked around her big sprawling, dark wood desk. It was relatively uncluttered and neat. She motioned me to sit down in the chair in front of the desk. I did.

She set the whiskey on a side table, walked around behind the desk and sat down.

“What do you have, Rusty?” She banged her pipe bowl into an ashtray, pulled over a can of Prince Albert and then started tamping tobacco into the bowl.

“Got a private-eye client. I was wondering where the money came from he’s giving me.”

Aunt Essie reached for a heavy lighter on the desk, struck it, and put the flame to her pipe bowl. She started puffing on the pipe till she got it fired up, then exhaled a stream of smoke over toward me. I didn’t feel like telling a ninety-three year old woman that smoking was found deemed to be hazardous to your health.

I reached into my left pants pocket and got the bundle of hundred dollar bills and handed it to Aunt Essie.

She felt it, examined it. I said, “He’s a one-armed man. Wants me to find his lost arm. I want to know how clean this money is first.”

Aunt Essie opened a desk drawer, shuffled some things around, didn’t seem to find what she was looking for. She looked up, over in the corner of the room. Herman had out this book on the Amazon River that he seemed to be reading.

“Herman, go get me my snuff.”

Herman made a monkey squeal, put the book neatly back in the shelf, scampered down and ran off into the next room.

“He knows what you’re talking about?”

“Yes. Capuchin monkeys are very smart. They use them for caretakers to handicapped people, you know. And they were the first astronauts.”

Herman ran back into the room with a little silver tin and handed it to Aunt Essie. He turned, looked me in the eye, showed his teeth, made a squeal and then ran out of the room.

Aunt Essie opened the snuffbox. The strong powdery fine tobacco seemed to dissipate out into the air. I thought I was going to sneeze.

She got a pinch between thumb and forefinger. I thought she was about to stick it down between her gum and lip, the way old people dip snuff. But damned, if she didn’t put it up to her right nostril and sniff the shit.

She shook her head. “Gets the cobwebs out,” she said.

She caressed the money with both hands, examined it, then said, in this very intent tone of voice: “This money feels of death.”

I thought Aunt Essie was in a trance, that she was visiting another dimension. Then her eyes changed back to their usual normal self. Not that Aunt Essie possessed any usual normal self.

She handed me back the money. Yeah, dead man, that would be Tooley’s brother. She hadn’t told me anything I didn’t know. It looked like she was about to say something else, but we both heard a loud squeal.

Aunt Essie looked over at the empty side table. “The son of a bitch swiped my Gray River Brandy!”

Then we heard loud yapping, almost like a human talking.

Getting up on her feet, she showed her ninety-three years. Standing up took a little effort, but after that, she barreled out of the study. I hopped up and followed her past the stairway, down a hall and into the big kitchen.

Herman sat on top of the kitchen table. He had two mugs out. A little one with his name on it. He poured some moonshine, using both hands. Herman corked the bottle back, took a sip from his cup, shook his head, and chattered over at some invisible friend.

Then Herman fell over onto his side, somehow without spilling his drink. He set the mug down, used both arms to get himself back upright.

“You are just like your namesake!” Aunt Essie said. “I couldn’t leave the liquor cabinet unlocked from my fifth husband either. Herman’s just like him. Have to keep the liquor cabinet and the gun case locked. He’ll go for a gun or a bottle of liquor faster than anything. ”

Herman looked at Aunt Essie and started chattering this ya-ya-ya stuff, that sounded like my ex when Jenny used to mock me for whatever unacceptable thing I might be saying at the time.

Aunt Essie didn’t let up on the monkey. “This is a very rare and precious spirit. If you have to drink you could have absconded with some of the cheap stuff.”

“Ya-ya-ya,” Herman said. Then, “Ay-ay-ay.”

He crawled on all fours to the mug of his imaginary drinking friend, pushed the mug toward Aunt Essie.

“Don’t mind if I do,” Aunt Essie said, took the mug and tossed back a good four ounces of pure-d whiskey in one big gulp.

I moaned under my breath. Clay moonshine was said to be smooth, but there was no such thing.

Aunt Essie grabbed up the bottle. “I’m going to go hide this while you’re in no shape to figure out where I put it.”

She disappeared off into the back of the house, leaving me alone with a drunk monkey. Herman took another sip of shine, then put the mug down. He staggered over to the edge of the table, as close to me as he could get, stuck his right hand down in his little monkey pants and went to town stroking on his monkey thing.

“Herman!” Auntie Essie hollered.

I jolted, didn’t know she was back in the room. “Doing that right at the kitchen table!” she said, shaking her finger at Herman. “You’re as bad as my number two, six, and eight Carlton.”

Carlton was the one she had been married to three times. The ones the other Clays argued if he should be counted once or three times. He was the crazy one who was always searching for gold.

Then, she said to me, “If you take all the bad qualities of my five different husbands and roll it into one, what you come up with is Herman.”

“He seems a good enough fellow,” I said in his defense. In fact, I had started to admire the little bastard.

“Yes, I love him just like I did all those men I married.”

At that, Herman went ya-ya-ya, reached down, got his mug one-handed, took a sip, while with his other hand down in his pants, he went harder at his little monkey thing.

“You know I taught him to use the toilet, wipe his ass and flush at an early age?”

“No, I didn’t. That’s amazing.”

“But I never could stop him from beating his meat. Once they start that, there’s no breaking them of it.”

“I know what you mean.”
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The next morning I stepped into Gloria’s Café and saw only twenty percent capacity. The summer season was over. Two topics in the café—football and the weather. It was the first cooler spell of the season. The humidity was low and the temperature a good fifteen degrees cooler.

The only employee I saw was Betty and she was gabbing on to Ethel and Orland Hobbs about who was the best running back the Crimson Tide ever had. Orland made an emotional pitch for Johnny Musso.

I hadn’t kept up with football since Bear Bryant died and Don Shula retired. In fact, I hadn’t watched a football game in twenty years. But I figured Orland’s argument was unbeatable.

I walked down the left wing of the café. A row of French windows gave a river and marina view. I went to my usual back booth. Since this was an unusual day, I sat with my back to the café. 

In a minute, Betty came with the coffee pot and a cup.  “Ray should be here in a little while. I’ll wait to order,” I said. 

“Well, I reckon you can have you a few cups of coffee till that scalawag shows up.”

“I reckon.”

Betty went back to argue about Snake Stabler. Betty’s opinion, or fact as she called it, was he was a quarterback not a running back.

Then I heard those unmistakable footsteps. All I could see if I looked straight ahead was the wall. Then I saw her standing there in my peripheral vision. I turned my head. 

Gloria Davenport. Five-eight, light brown hair, and still slim and shapely at sixty-two. Woman looked yet to turn forty. She was a study in age regression, despite having no cosmetic surgery. Maybe Gloria was the new thirty-five.

“You’re not a River Gray?” she said. “You’re the only person I know who has mud grip tires on their 450SL Mercedes.”

“They’re rain tires. And Ray put them on for me for the winter.”

“And you make fun of the McAllisters.”

“Hey, Gloria,” I said, totally disregarding this McAllister-Gray-Pylant river talk. “How about we get in my boat and go up Gray River? We get up a little above the Alabama-Tennessee line up in those hills. Pull over to a good spot and have us a picnic? ”

Gloria said, “Mind if I sit down?”

“It’s your place.” I meant it as a courtesy, but it came out a little snide.

She slid in opposite me and said, “Look, Rusty. I don’t know. I’ve been meaning to call you.”

“We’re drifting apart, Gloria.” I might as well open it up. I couldn’t believe I was said that. It sounded like something one of those whiners on the yap-show would say. And there wasn’t any drifting to it. It had already happened. I might as well stir up the shit and let it stink.

“Listen, Rusty, I think we need to just step back and cool it a bit.”

“We’ve been cooling it, already. Or you have.”

“I know, Rusty. But sometimes someone will ask me out to dinner.”

“And you don’t want to be tied down to anyone?”

“Exactly. Do we need to take this conversation further?”

“Not at all. It’s over.”

“That’s what I like about us, Rusty. We understand each other so. You going to take this all right? No hard feelings?”

“Gloria, I’m the guy married the same woman for three times. I’m a grown man. You think I’m going to get all bent out of shape over this?”

“No, Rusty. We’ll be friends until death until we part. Or friends for eternity. That’s just us. There’s something about us.”

“Yes, it is. You still going to put up five million dollars bail if I’m arrested for murder again?”

“I’ll put up what I got. All this shit I own is not worth five million anymore.”

“Tell me about it.”

Gloria saw a delivery truck up at the bait shop and excused herself to go take care of business.

I was almost through with my first cup of coffee when I heard Betty holler, “Well, here come Alice Clay’s worser half.”

“Better half than none,” I heard Ray reply. “And why don’t you pour me up a cup of coffee and leave my wife out of this?”

“Is that a proposition, Ray?”

“Yeah, a proposition for you to git me some coffee before I get a caffeine headache.”

Then, here came Cousin Ray, strutting back, coffee cup in hand.

He slid in the booth opposite me. Instead of saying hello, Ray did that thing he did sometimes. He sort of rotated his head around, like he was loosening up his neck. And then he slapped his hook hand into his good hand and grasped it a moment. It was almost a unique Ray Clay body language that said—hey, man, what’s going on?

I said, “I was thinking once the TVA pulls the water this winter, we ought to give searching for the Penelope Belle a shot.”

“That would take an investment. We’d need dry suits and fancy metal detectors.”

“Not if we got Aunt Essie to dowse a map for us or something.”

“If she could use her psychic ability to tell us where the treasure was, she would have told her number two, six, and eight husband. He wasted half his life looking for that sunken riverboat. It was probably why she was so sore on the subject when we talked to her about it.”

“Well, she could tell us where is wasn’t.”

“That’s a point. I don’t mean to burst you bubble, I’m just not in a position to be eaten up with treasure fever. Look, if you need a few extra dollars...”

“No, but thanks. I got some jobs lined up. I’m just looking for a windfall.”

What I knew, probably knew it as soon as I saw the five thousand dollars, was that I was taking Tooley’s case.
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Ray was about half way through his River Man Special when he slapped his hand down on the tabletop. I looked up at him.

Ray said, “Guess who I talked to early this morning?”

“Who’s that?”

“Duane Pylant.”

I said, “Who’s the most famous person in Travertine County?”

“Well, Duane Pylant.”

“What about Rutherford Lowery?”

“Didn’t he get put in the Country Music Hall of Fame this year?”

“That’s my point,” I said. “He’s in the Hall of Fame. He’s written over thirty number one hits. He’s probably one of, if not the, richest man in Travertine County.”

“I thought he lived in Nashville now?”

“That’s my point. We don’t even know where he lives. And we know everything there is to know about Duane.”

“Damn, Rusty. You act like Rutherford Lowery is some Bermuda Triangle mystery. Hell, if he’s on cable TV ever week, like Duane is with his bass fishing show, maybe they’d know who he was. What’s the matter with you? You need you a girlfriend.”

I didn’t want to go down that dusty, dirty road.

“What you trying to do?” Ray said. “You practicing in case Gloria ever invites you to one of those Intellectual Meetings she has with all those assholes from Dolopia College?”

I jolted. Damn that Ray Clay. Ray could read my mind sometimes.

“I’m not looking to hobnob with any intellectuals,” I lied. “So, what about Duane Pylant?”

Ray took a long sip of coffee and said, “Yeah, I run into ole Duane. And he told me he was going to, get this—retire!”

I burst out laughing. Then Ray did, too, like he couldn’t hold it in any longer.

“Retire from bass fishing?” I said. “What the hell’s he going to do now? Start cane pole fishing? ‘Hey, Duane, want to go fishing?’ ‘Naw, I done retired. I reckon I’ll just sit here on my dock with this-here cane pole and try to git me a couple of bream.’”

Ray started laughing so hard, he had to pull off his shirt and mechanical arm. Something had snapped loose on the strap. He just sat there in his T-shirt guffawing.

I caught my breath, got strangled on my own saliva, coughed and when I got my breath again said, “I reckon every profession has its occupational hazard. I guess the hazard of being a professional bass fisherman is...”

“...What in the hell do you do when you retire!” Ray hollered.

Now, I started slapping my hand down on the tabletop. It made the coffee cups bounce around. I just couldn’t take this.

“I needed this. I needed this!” I said. I knew this was the best it would get for the next couple days.

Then I looked over. A man stood at the end of our table. Not five feet away from us. I stopped laughing. I didn’t need this shit.

The first
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