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I was balancing a vodka, a whiskey, and a wine in one hand, three beers in the other, and was pouring some Peruvian corn port shots out along the dash. This was foolish because I needed at least two hands free to make obscene finger gestures, and another to throw empties into the yards I was driving through on my way home. 

I was returning from a chairman's meeting of The Society for Jabbing People in the Ribs with a Pencil while They're Carrying Something, riding my tractor far beyond full volume, in second gear down the extremely steep Devon Street. It was late at night, and I was in a bad mood. I hadn't jabbed a single person in the ribs all day, and I felt much the saner for it. Bad vibes oozed off me, coating the Aro Valley hippies in worry and negativity. One of them complained; I bludgeoned him with a sackful of urinating marsupials as I drove past. 

It reminded me of my great uncle Herb, who unfortunately died when he jumped into a tall building.

The next day police found me at an equality rally for ≠ signs. I’d only had eleventy-threenty-six twelvety twelve twelve seventy-five-hundredy-twelve eight eight ninety thirteenty-one beers, and I wasn’t even drunk. I had six beers in my chest pocket of my T-shirt, ∑ beers in my shorts, four beers tucked into my racing jandals, a doz tucked into my gym jandals, two bottles of cider hidden in a tinny, eighty-tenty-five point three beers under my bowling hat, twelve beers hidden under my batting hat and a six-pack sneakily engulfed in a rather nasty fart. “Public drinking is not tolerated, sir” they told me. “In all honesty” I lied,” I have NOT been drinking.” 

Then I fell over. “I just haven’t got my land legs yet.” “Come on mate, what bar have you been drinking at?” they asked. “Bar Nana” I said. They scowled at me. Then they confiscated the five whiskeys I had hidden in one of my beers! To punish me for being a potential harm to myself, they beat me up. To punish me for being a potential harm to other people, they beat me down. I think because I’m a biology student, they locked me in a cell. “This is for your own good” they said. While I was inside, I was beaten up by criminals. 

While I was waiting to be let out, I snacked on some dried water. “This prison food’s alright” I thought. Upon release I drove round and round the Basin Reserve, I don’t know how many times, in my switched reluctance bulldozer at about four miles an hour. 

Then I changed vehicles. I’d kidnapped some adults a year ago in my car, so I wasn’t allowed to drive that any more. In full deviant loopholing through the law, I sawed my car in half, now I have two motorbikes. But I wanted to shield myself from the Wellington wind, so I bought another car, which I promptly remembered I wasn’t allowed to drive. I cut it in half lengthwise with my mate’s angle grinder. It was a pretty rough cut, and I sliced some part of myself open almost every time I got in to ride.

“It’s a vicious cycle” I explained to the police, who didn’t seem to care, and promptly pulled me over. “No more driving round and round” they said, over and over. “I thought you guys liked donuts” I said. I screamed while the policewoman salted me with pepper spray. Her partner peppered me with assaults. It’s an unfair cop I thought.

When the judge saw the axe poking out of my neck she looked me down and up. “You need to see a doctor” she told me. “Nah, yeah, true bro, I already know what a doctor looks like ay” I said. I was sentenced. Then I was paragraphed. Then I did the Billy T laugh. 

As soon as I got out of jail, I was arrested for selling a massive bag of pee to a urologist. “It’s not quite what you think” I said. The forensics department were extremely pissed off, about being pissed around. They had to let me off on a wee technicality. To celebrate I had a party where my band played. “Ah, can you be a bit quieter?” the airport next door said. The police turned up to turn me down. Probably because of my pioneering anti-gravity research, they said they were locking me UP. 

Lawyers were expensive; I figured instead of working on a strategic defence, I would simply tell the judge it was my birthday. Surely they wouldn’t jail me on my birthday! Believing in the virtue of punctuality, I was early to court. The early worm catches the dirt. 

I was nervous and unprepared so I set up a kind of mental camp, to calculate all the different vectors in the courtroom. “What the hell are you doing with your life?” the judge inquired of me. I was so stressed I got my tenses, my tensors and my tents’s all mixed up. “Well, tomorrow I had been hiking through cell counts with my friends. Yesterday I’m going bush for some microscopic exercise, where it’s snowing.” I could tell the judge was going to verbally destroy me. I lined up all my sardonic responses in a tin. 

I didn’t think I was making any progress trying to escape the judicial punishment system. “You’ll have plenty of time for deep thinking in jail” the judge told me. “Are you sure jail’s a good place for deep thinking?” I aaahst. Because of my extremely brutally epic lack of lifestyle I had two puffed up black eyes, and she didn’t like the way I didn’t look. 

––––––––
[image: ]


She was talking quite fast; I put my toupee on so I could hair. I had too many piercings, I took them out so I could ear. “CAN YOU FOCUS, PLEASE!” The judge shouted. It looked to some people like I wasn’t looking at the facts. I squinted and strained my wonky eye, so eye could I. 

I felt I owed society an explanation. “You see, your honour” I began, “I went to work sober the other day – just to see what it was like, you know? Just for something different. Turns out it was still really boring.” “Don’t make me pour out all this boiling rage on you” the jug said. I wished I was home, chugging back some beers and listening to Slayer on my headphones instead of being told off, for chugging back some beers and listening to Slayer on my headphones, in court. “Are you even paying attention?” accused the chug. I felt like I was a prisoner already, like one of those kids in that movie The Breakfast Club. “He’s wasting our time, take him away” said the Judd.

They hauled me off to jail. I got thirsty almost straight away; I pulled out the bottle of whiskey I had hidden in a condom up my butt. When it came time for group showers, some really butch naked men with LOVE tattoos started winking at me. I pulled out the pack of condoms I had hidden in a condom up my butt. 

“Why do I have to keep everything in my bum?” I arsed. I begged to be let out of jail. I wanted to escape. I hadn’t been so depressed since my Aunt Patricia suffered a horrendous fatality when sadly, she blew her own brains out one cold winter’s day, when she sneezed a little too hard.

“You’re in jail for the good of society” everyone said. While I was inside, I learned how to make every drug and acquired powerful criminal connections.  I finally got a lawyer, and we went to court to save me. “Why should we let you out of the circular prison cell?” The judge arcst. “Well, it all goes back to Friday night, your honour...” 
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