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Jose Gonzales was home from school for spring break in his room upstairs. He had some time to kill. Thomas James was going to give him a ride downtown, but probably wouldn't get there for a half hour. 

The reality show on TV was terrible. He wished he had cable in his bedroom. 

Then he thought of the small bag of mary jane he'd brought back from college with him. He only smoked it a couple of times. It was pot. Nothing happened.

So, he lit up and puffed out the window, hoping the neighbors didn't see him. After he finished the joint, he put out the roach and placed it in the tiny plastic bag, zipping the sealer closed.  

He didn’t think he was stoned. He never knew what that was. He’d never gotten high. Except now it seemed like the walls were a mile away. The room was gigantic. How could his bedroom get so huge? It was only about 12 feet by 12 feet. What was going on?

The TV was blaring—too much—way too much information. It was terrifying watching people risking their lives for nothing-13 out of 14 being sent home after wasting their time flying through obstacles, bouncing off platforms, and crashing into mud.

He reached for the remote. It was too far away—like, yards. The window. Oh, no—the window—the neighbors staring in at him-calling the police. The smell! The smell of the sweet smoke was probably all over his room. What should he do? The window, it used to be just three feet away where he usually sat, watching TV. It took forever to get there, and all the effort he could muster to raise it up so the smoke would go out. Then he tried to pull down the blinds. It took tremendous effort and coordination.

Oh, wow. He couldn't operate the blinds. How did they work? Which way did you twist those things? Now, it was stuck! An airplane flew overhead. Reconnaissance!

Putting a towel under the door-he forgot that. The guys at school usually put towels under the door so the smoke wouldn’t get out and be smelled by the Resident Assistants, or narcotic agents, as their paranoid minds always suspected. 

Slowly working his way across the room, no longer three dimensional, everything painted on like some Salvador Dali postcard from outer space. 

He grabbed some shirts from his dresser and crawled with them to the door and put them underneath it so no one-no one in the world could smell the smoke that was driving him insane.

"Jose!" a voice yelled from downstairs.

Oh, my God. It's my mother, his troubled, messed up brain said to itself.

"Jose! Thomas is here!"

Oh, crap. How was he going to handle this? Should he hide in his room? Ride it out? Or, was it better to get out before his parents realized he was a raging, drug-addled madman.

Yes, he'd work his way down the stairs and out the front door. He wouldn't say anything. What could he say? What would he say? He'd better say something. 

It was about an hour ago, it seemed, that his mother started yelling at him. Pretty soon she'd send the police, maybe some firemen-EMTs-who knows what-after him.

"Okay," he said. "I'll be right down."

With incredible efforts of concentration, he removed the shirts from under the door, and put them back in his bureau. Slowly, very slowly, too slowly, like an ancient old man-he went out the door and pulled it closed.

Then down a stairway that was a mile long, undulating and treacherous, he made his way to the front door.

Luckily, he didn't see his mother, just Thomas standing in the foyer.

"Hey, Jose. How's it going?"

Thomas extended a hand for a high five, but Jose, in a crazed, demented single-mindedness, pressed on. He had to get out the front door, before something happened.

He worked his way across the incredibly green, soft front lawn to Thomas' car in the driveway. Wow, that grass is soft. His mind, now wild with sensation, spoke to itself, bouncing too many words against the sides of his skull.

He got in the back seat, and Thomas got behind the wheel. Jeremy Landis was riding shotgun.

Jeremy was a notorious madman. Why did Thomas have to bring him along? This would be way too stressful.

After what seemed to be a really long time, Thomas backed up out of the driveway, and headed down the street.

"What's wrong?" Thomas said. "Your eyes look weird."

"What? What do you mean, weird?" Jose said.

"All, like, red. Are you stoned?"

Oh, my God, Jose's brain said to itself. Everybody knows!

"Yes," Jose said. "I'm wrecked. Destroyed. Hey, slow down. You're going too fast."

Thomas slowed down to about 30, the speed limit in Ilium.

"Is that slow enough?" Thomas said.

Jeremy was turned around, staring at Jose, a huge grin on his face. To Jose, this wasn't funny at all. He was out of his mind. How long would this last?

"What are you on, man?" Jeremy said.

"Reefer-weed-whatever. Thomas, slow down." He couldn't believe how fast Thomas was going.

"I'm going 30-maybe, 25. What are you talking about?"

"Where are we going?" Jose said. He was now afraid of running into more people, like Donna, who he liked a lot, even if she was about a year younger, maybe more. He didn't want her to see him like this. She was so pretty. 

"Bugsy's," Jeremy said.

Bugsy's was where they always went-a bar in downtown Ilium that didn't check proof that well. They all had City of Delmar picture IDs that they'd gotten from Johnny Rico—excellent, beautiful, laminated-there was just one problem. Anybody with any brains knew that Delmar wasn't a city-just a hamlet in the Town of Bethel, in South Maine. They were all 19.

It was way too much pressure for Jose. Everything was full of anxiety.

"No way. I can't go there. We'll get arrested."

"Arrested?" Jeremy said. "For what?"

"Fake proof. Fake proof!"

"Oh, like hell, Jose," Thomas said. "Nobody's ever been arrested for fake proof."

"Oh, no? Billy got nailed for obstructing governmental administration last night."

Jose couldn't believe he could remember this.

"What?" Jeremy said. "He got arrested?"

Jose just looked out the window at the terrifying scenery-gory billboards-incredible traffic-all with people staring at him.

"Yeah," Thomas said. "Me and Jose bailed Billy out last night."

"What happened?" Jeremy said.

"There was, like, a riot,” Thomas said. “Billy was yelling at a cop. The cop was giving some guy a parking ticket. He saw the cop from the window of Bugsy's giving the guy the ticket, after the cops didn't even show up to break up a huge fight in the street about an hour before—totally bogus. So, they came into Bugsy’s, grabbed Billy and arrested him. Total crap."

"Would you please not remind me of that stuff," Jose said. "They're probably out there looking for us. You see any cops?"

"Cut it out, Jose," Thomas said. "You wasted? Too freaked out to go to Bugsy's? Want us to take you to a movie?”

“Yeah,” Jeremy said. “There's a Disney cartoon movie at the Seven."

Jose's brain thought about it for a second. No way. Way too scary. Animated bears-tigers-dogs-other animals—talking. No way he could handle that.

"You hungry?" Thomas said. "Got the munchies?"

Jose's mouth was like the Sahara-filled with cotton
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