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The whole dreadful business began when Fanny told Sandy that he should stop calling himself a "writer" because he would never write that book, ever, and perhaps he should find some other way to impress undergraduates because his current approach clearly wasn't working. This, naturally, set Sandy off, and he was currently stalking back and forth our tiny dorm room, waving his arms about like a madman, and ranting and raving along the general lines of "Who does she think she is?" and "I'll show her!" and such. I suggested, rather rationally, I thought, that perhaps the best way to prove Fanny wrong would be to simply sit down and write the book in question. This made little impression, however. Instead, Sandy declared that the only possible solution to his current woes, the only rational solution, really, would be to get extremely intoxicated. And as his room-mate, he further insisted, I was duty-bound to join him.
This, unfortunately, presented some practical difficulties, the first being that our campus was "dry", as they say. Of course some alcohol inevitably found its way into the dorms, but as it was technically against the rules it was rarely flaunted and generally hoarded. Generosity with one's personal cache was uncommon, at best. Furthermore, undergraduates were not permitted to own automobiles, which meant that, in order to reach the nearest tavern where alcohol was served, one was forced to take the motor-bus, and, this being a Saturday, the last motor-bus between campus and town had run at four o'clock, well over an hour past. Sandy was not to be deterred however, and, after much cajoling and bargaining and application of spurious logic, he convinced me to accompany him, on foot, to the highway which bordered our campus to the north, where we would hitch our way the fifteen or so miles into town. Sighing, I donned my coat and followed him out the door.

Dusk was staining the horizon by the time a motorist finally took pity upon us and stopped, and by that time we had already walked a third of the way. The driver, a heavyset, middle-aged woman with unnaturally orange-coloured hair, kindly dropped us off right at the front door of one of the more popular local drinking establishments, where we immediately planted ourselves at the bar proper and ordered our first round of drinks, on Sandy, of course, as this entire undertaking was at his insistence and I, quite frankly, should have been studying for an upcoming classical literature midterm that I was sure to perform poorly on after losing a night to debauchery, and likely much of the following day deep in the throes of an alcohol hangover. Nevertheless, one must support one's friends, so I steadfastly ploughed ahead as Sandy ordered round after round of drinks, nodded at all the right moments as he railed against Fanny and her limited world-view, agreed vehemently when he declared that his novel, once completed, would change literature forever and show that Fanny once and for all, and, much later, nodded sagely as, behind the tavern, he expelled most of the liquor he had imbibed into the shrubbery while tearfully confessing his love for Fanny "...but you mustn't tell her, ever, Blake! You mustn't!" I agreed that I would not.

So it was that we found ourselves stumble-bumming down Main Street in the wee hours of the morning, hopelessly intoxicated, pretending that our hopes of finding a ride back to campus weren't entirely in vain. I don't know how long we continued in this manner, holding each other up – Sandy occasionally losing consciousness completely and falling to the ground, pulling me with him – but it seemed like hours, and as my head finally began to clear enough for me to take any rational stock of our situation I realized that we were now far off the beaten path, quite literally. For if the correct path was the black ribbon of highway we had original been following, we had apparently deviated from it some time ago. The track we were on now was gravel, lit only by a first-night full moon, and I was astounded that we could have come so far from the lights of the town without realizing it. "Sandy!" I whispered, "I fear we're lost!"

"Thleef," Sandy responded, waving his hand in what he apparently believed to be my general direction. Somehow, though, I understood what he meant: sleep.

"You fool," I hissed. "We can't sleep here! We'll be run over by an automobile, or die of exposure!" The latter, of course, was highly unlikely, as there was but the faintest chill in the air. But one must sometimes be dramatic with drunks; often this is all they will respond to. "We must attempt to backtrack," I continued, as Sandy slowly sank to his knees and knelt there, in the middle of the road, as if trying to decide whether to continue listening to what I had to say, or simply lie down and go to sleep. "We can't have come too far from the highway," I continued. "If we keep our wits about us I'm sure we'll find ourselves home in no time." In response, Sandy shook his head in a bizarre, diagonal manner that could have indicated yes, or no, or possibly both, and then, muttering something that might have been "Fanny", he passed out face-first in the gravel.

If you've ever been obliged to carry a drunk – literally, I mean – you know what I was faced with. A co-ed in such a state can easily be lifted into one's arms or hefted over a shoulder and, assuming one is a gentleman, delivered safety home to "sleep it off", as it were. But to carry a full-grown lad, fully in his cups, that is another thing entirely. Dead weight Sandy was, and after multiple attempts ended with me falling to the ground and him falling atop me, I finally admitted defeat and simply dragged him to the side of the road. Having exhausted my last reserve of strength I sat down heavily on the ground beside him. "Oh, Sandford," I sighed aloud. "Why must you always get us into these predicaments?" Still, I had to admit that if one were forced to spend a night outdoors when one had, in fact, a perfectly good bed to sleep in – and not so far off, really – this was certainly an amicable night on which to do so. The sky was clear and nighttime-bright, the temperature cool enough to discourage insects but not so cool as to be particularly uncomfortable, and the fresh, pine-scent of the dominating foliage, though it hung heavily over everything, was a welcome change from the dorms, with their persistent odour of sweat-smell, cigarette smoke, and pungent cleaning chemicals. Students, in the collective, produce an aromatic froth best left to the imagination, I assure you. I inhaled deeply, savouring the moment, exhaled, closed my eyes to inhale again, felt dizzy, and suddenly found myself prone, staring up at the full moon. It was just as well, I decided. Sandy's current woes would undoubtedly be obfuscated by the painful hangover he would experience tomorrow, the whole silly business with the formless novel would be temporarily forgotten, and all the chaps back at the dorms would have a good laugh over it. As for me, well, tonight's distractions notwithstanding I'd been quite prudent about keeping up with my studies, I had many good friends – like Sandy – with whom I could "cut loose" from time to time, and of course I had been seeing Fanny, on the sly, for the past several weeks, and we'd been having quite the jolly time, actually. Yes, I thought, life was good.

It seemed as though I'd been lost in thought for quite some time when I noticed a faint glow just a bit further down the gravel road, clearly that of electrical lights. Nudging Sandy I was surprised to find him somewhat responsive, so I shook him roughly until he sat up, his eyes wild and bleary, his manner confused. "Wherwe?" he slurred, one word, and I simply pointed in the direction of the light as I pulled him to his feet.

"Civilization," I explained, and he seemed to accept this, following behind me in great, galumphing steps that were likely scattering terrified wildlife for miles in every direction. We walked what must have been a quarter of a mile before the path curved and suddenly there it was, looming over us. We'd practically been on top of it the entire time we'd been sleeping by the side of a road: an inn, well-lit and and clearly open for business even at this late hour. I did not know whether to laugh or cry, so I did neither, taking Sandy by the sleeve to keep him on a straight course as we stumbled up the walk. Oh, the lads would have a field day with this one! Standing up straight, I took a deep breath, brushed imaginary dust off the front of my suit-coat, and stepped inside.

The foyer was small but charming, and smelled heavily of oak, so heavily that I suspected that what I was actually smelling was some chemical aping the scent, rather than the thing itself. Still, everything did appear to be made of wood, heavily lacquered. The room was dim, lit only by the embers of a dying fire, yet the overall impression was that of safety, warmth, and, incongruously, family. A suddenly pang of nostalgia sank its incisors deep into my heart, and I nearly wept for thoughts of Christmases past, loves lost, cosy evenings spent in rooms not unlike this one, although, oddly, no specific room readily came to mind. Behind the check-in desk an elderly man, short, heavy-set, and bald, with a thick white moustache, eyed us warily. I realized that I was swaying slightly.

"Lost are ye?" the man finally said, in an accent that sounded exaggerated, or false, and that, when I tried to place it, made me feel as if I were trying to grasp the wind.

"No," I managed, wondering why I'd lied, and I suddenly realized that I was far more intoxicated than I had thought. Sandy, behind me, slowly and quietly crumpled to the floor and was immediately snoring on the carpet.

"You'll be needing a room then," the old man said, already writing in the sign-in book. "You can have number 13..." His demeanour darkened then, and he fixed us with a long, humourless stare that began to concern me until, his little joke concluded, he favoured us with a sly smile and, finally, laughter. "No, no," he laughed. "You look to have had enough bad luck tonight. We'll put you in number 12!"

Never has the sun been more unwelcome than when it found my eyes through the window of room number 12. It was just dawn, far too early to rise, really, even for those far more civilized and responsible than we. But drunken sleep, as those who have experienced it well know, is no real sleep at all, and I knew I would not be finding my way back to its comfortable oblivion. Better to rise now and face the day, and the consequences of our debauchery, like a man. I only hoped that the front desk would be manned at this odd hour, so that we could settle our bill and be on our way. "Why didn't you close the curtains last night?" moaned Sandy from the floor. Sitting up, I took one look at him and hoped that I didn't appear as dishevelled as he, although it was a surety that I did. His tie was askew, one cuff link was missing, his suit was coated with leaves, dirt, and loose bits of gravel, and he even had twigs sticking out of his hair. My face must have betrayed my thoughts for he snorted, smiled, and said "You don't look any better, chap."

"Well met," I replied
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