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INTRODUCTION

This book came out of a
desire to preserve my Facebook Notes. In October 2020, Facebook
announced that Notes can no longer be created. I was disappointed
because I was using Notes like a blog of sorts and I had
accumulated a lot of them. I wasn’t worried about losing them,
however, since Facebook said that I would still be able to see
them.

Well, lo and behold, the link
to the Notes disappeared from the menu and I thought they had
deleted them without informing me. They were still there, however,
but access was not direct. Mercifully, Facebook provided a way to
save them. I quickly downloaded them and tried to think about what
to do with them. Quite a number of them seemed worthy of being
preserved. Right then, I decided that I’d copy them to a single
Word file and store them somewhere. It was while I was working on
this that the thought of publishing it came to me. What better way
to preserve them, right? So, I got down to work.

So, here it is, a compilation
of my Facebook Notes plus a few posts in my feed. There’s no theme,
just stories or short treatises on various things. Most of them have humor in them and a few are meant to inspire
or inform. I hope you enjoy them as my friends on Facebook
did.
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MEMORIES

 A lot of my notes are about my
memories. They range from my childhood to adulthood. Some of them
are about me and some are about other people. In terms of
popularity, I would say these notes were the most
popular.


Mom's Pregnancy
Story
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Mom and Dad
at their wedding / Mom back in 2014 @ 79 years old.

Just before I got married, I
had a little conversation with Mom and Dad regarding how to handle
pregnancy, not how to get my future wife pregnant but what to do
after. Among the questions I asked was, were there any things I
needed to know besides the medical sides of things.

Dad smiled and told me to
watch out for women's peculiarities during pregnancy. Some women,
he warned, seem to do weird stuff when they get pregnant. Mom
laughed and began telling me this story:

* * *

During one of Mom's
pregnancies (they didn't say which one among the seven children),
Mom told Dad that she wanted an orange.

Dad said that, sometimes,
preggies look for food that is either difficult or impossible to
get. Compounding the problem is that you really have to find what
she wants or there'll be big problems usually characterized by
crying sessions, silent treatments, and, sometimes, physical
harm. He was, however, relieved to hear Mom say she wanted an
orange because oranges happened to be in season at the time.

"Don't worry, Hon. First
thing tomorrow, I'll go and buy you an orange," Dad said. Mom's
face became downcast.

"I don't want you to buy it,"
she said.

"What? What do you mean?" Dad
asked, confused.

"I don't want you to buy it,
I want you to steal it," Mom said, deadpan.

"But, but, I can't do that.
What if I get caught?" Dad tried pleading with her but it was no
use, Mom stood her ground.

"Basta! I want you to steal
it," Mom angrily said.

(Basta is a word
that translates as "no arguments" or "no if or buts about it.")

Dad was aghast but he didn't
want to go against Mom's wishes. "A pregnant woman must be
followed," he said.

"Okay, I'll go steal one
tomorrow."

Now, Dad's a nice guy and
stealing simply wouldn't do. He bought an orange. When he got home,
he presented it to Mom.

"Here's your orange, Hon! I
stole that," he proudly declared.

At that moment, Dad
discovered that pregnancy seemed to give women a sixth sense
because Mom saw through his ruse.

"You didn't steal that, you
bought it!" Mom shouted, immediately followed by crying.

Dad panicked. One thing you
should never do is to upset your pregnant wife. The consequence
could be a possible miscarriage, they informed me. 

Dad hugged Mom and patted her
back.

"Okay, okay. I'll go back
outside and...steal an orange."

So, Dad went out and stole an
orange.

He came back and presented it
to Mom, who did something really strange.

She wordlessly took the
orange and put it inside their closet. She never took it out, never
ate it, she just left it there until it shriveled and turned
black.

And that's where the story
ended. I remember Mom and Dad laughing as if it was just a small,
funny incident from their past. I, on the other hand, was
dumbfounded. Dad had somehow pulled off a heist but I had no
illusions about my ability as a thief. I was sure that I would be
caught and using the reason, "my wife is pregnant," would not pass
muster.

This thought stayed with me
for several months until my wedding. On my wedding night, while my
new wife was sleeping with her back to me, I lay on my back
thinking about Mom's pregnancy story. What if the same thing
happened to my wife? I mean, some things run in families, right
(The thought that my wife belonged to another family didn't occur
to me).

So, I did what I should do as
a Christian. I prayed.

I extended my hand toward my
sleeping wife's back but not touching her so as not to awaken her.
Besides, the Good Book says that anything you tell the Lord in
private is heard and I decided this was one prayer that I wanted
God to hear.

So, I prayed fervently to God
to please, PLEASE, not let my wife experience, during her future
pregnancies, anything that would cause us to sin or suffer.

I've heard it said that a
passionate prayer is a true prayer and one that God will take note
of. And I believed it.

So, 30 years later, my wife
and I have had three children. During her pregnancies, she didn't
experience morning sickness, no cravings, and no demands for me to
start on a life of crime. God had heard my prayer.


A Day in Morges

This is an excerpt from my
first book, Travel Mashups and Mishaps. It details a few adventures
and misadventures in one day of my stay in Morges, Switzerland.
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We only had a half-day for
the remaining part of the seminar so I had a half-day to tour and
shop.

First, I walked by the
lakeside for about a kilometer or so. I came upon what looked like
a museum but the gate was closed and there were no people around.
What a disappointment! However, there must be other places to see
so I continued walking.

I visited churches, shops,
watched people passing by and generally enjoyed myself. My camera
was an old style, fixed focus, optical film type and I only had 36
shots in it. I had used a lot of it at Yverdon so I had to be a bit
selective with the pictures I took while at Morges. I also wanted
to leave a few for the trip home.

While taking a picture of a
church that had a high steeple, I noticed a couple of elderly women
watching me and smiling as if amused. I smiled too and gave a small
wave. They waved back but didn't approach. They continued on,
talking among themselves. I wondered what it was all about. I
immediately began checking myself for anything that was amiss. An
open fly, first of all, but found nothing. Perhaps they just
enjoyed seeing tourists visiting their city. An unsolved
mystery.

As I continued my
sightseeing, I came upon a cheese store. The front was all glass
and there were literally dozens of selections. I spotted the
familiar full-of-holes block of Swiss cheese I always see on TV. My
neighbor had tasted it years before and he asked me if I could
bring some home. I said I would try.

I approached the store and
went through the door...and immediately staggered back out in
reverse. The smell was terrible! The store sold nothing but cheese
and the smell was overpowering. The guy behind the counter had seen
me and gave a little laugh. He gestured to me to come in but I had
decided that bringing home a chunk of Swiss cheese was not worth
the embarrassment of my fainting on the floor of his shop. I waved
at the shop owner and smiled at him, shaking my head. One whiff was
enough.

I found what looked like a
computer or electronics shop. I went in and checked out their
merchandise. Everything I picked up, I automatically converted to
Philippine pesos. Wow! Things here really were expensive! I
considered buying a watch for my wife. After all, isn't Switzerland
known for its watches?

Hmmm, this one looks okay.
How much? Zounds!

Even without converting it to
pesos, I still couldn't afford it. I only had a limited amount of
pocket money and I had to return most of it to the company when I
got back. I didn't have a credit card back then so I ended up
touring instead of shopping.

After walking for several
hours, I became hungry. I checked my watch and was startled to find
that it was 6:30 pm but the sun had not yet set. In fact, the sun
would not set for another half-hour or so. I had been in
Switzerland for almost a week and had not noticed that the sun sets
later here than in the Philippines.

Paul had left earlier so I
would be dining alone. I tried one restaurant but the waiter did
not speak English and the menu was in French. I wished I had Paul's
thumb-sized dictionary. I could have ordered a hamburger again but
I had forgotten the word for it. Unfortunately, the only French
food I knew how to pronounce was “fondue”—just recently learned—and
“escargot” which I wasn't about to eat.

It was sort of like Deja vu
as I went from place to place searching for a place to eat. I kept
looking for a sign outside each diner that said, “English, she is
spoken here,” or something to that effect but there were none to be
found. I avoided the bigger restaurants, which might have had
English-speaking waiters, because I was being careful with my
expenses.

Finally, I came upon a
McDonalds. If you're in a non-English country, McDonalds is a sure
place to be understood...usually. I went in and the man behind the
counter asked in perfect English, “What can I do for you, sir?”

Ah, such sweet words! I
checked their selections and was relieved that a McDonald's in
Switzerland is the same as a McDonald's in the Philippines, or so I
thought.

I ordered a McChicken, fries,
and a medium Coke. The man, who seemed to be a supervisor or
something, looked at my small frame carefully. “Are you sure you
want a medium Coke, sir?”

“Yes,” I answered, “I always
have medium Cokes at McDonald's.”

He turned away for a second
or two and when he turned back, he held something in his hand.

“This is a medium Coke.” The
plastic tumbler in his hand looked like it could hold a liter of
the beverage. My eyes widened and I think my mouth opened in
surprise.

“I think I'll have a
regular,” I stammered.

“Yes, I thought you might,”
was his rejoinder. “That will be six twenty-five.”

I thought my mouth would
never close. Six twenty-five was about two hundred fifty pesos. I
guess my reactions had begun to pique his interest.

“How much is this in your
country?”

“Well, for that much, I could
treat four or five people and still have some change.”

It was like looking in a
mirror as his eyes popped and his mouth opened. I could almost
imagine hearing him think of retirement in the Philippines. I
thanked him and took my dinner to a table near a window.

Dinner over, I went back to
my wandering. What luck! The McDonald's was in the same building as
the train station. I would have no problem eating lunch when I
leave the next day.

It was dark by the time I
came back to the hotel. Morges didn't seem to have much of
nightlife or the nightlife places were in another location. I
wasn't in the mood for it anyway. I was bone-tired from all that
walking.

I didn’t bother with the TV
that night. I switched off the lights, went to the balcony and
gazed out over the lake, alone with my thoughts. It was a clear
night and I could see some lights on the French side. It would have
been nice to do this with my family...someday.


Breakfast Blunder

 Years ago, I was staying at this
hotel and called downstairs to order breakfast. I ordered the
American Breakfast but decided that I'd have mango juice instead of
the normal coffee. I gave my order and the guy at the other end of
the line said, "Right sir, we'll have your breakfast up in a few
minutes."

About a minute or so later, I
got a call from him.

Guy: "Ah, sir? We're out of
mango juice, would you like pineapple juice instead?"

Me: "Oh yeah, sure. Pineapple
juice would be fine."

I just shook
my head and lay back on the bed, watching TV. Another minute went
by and the phone rang again.

Guy: "Ah, sir? We're out of
pineapple juice as well."

Okay, I
figured the smart thing to do would be to ask what they did have on
hand. I was afraid of another "Ah, sir?"

Me: "Okay, what juices do you
have?"

Guy: "We have orange juice,
sir. Would you like to have that one?"

Me: "Okay, I'll have orange
juice then."

Guy: "Very good, sir. Please
accept our apologies."

I lay back and thought about
how smart I was. I figured it shouldn't take long now. The eggs,
bacon, and pancakes would have been done already. All they have to
do is take the can of orange juice out of the pantry, put it on the
tray, and send it up. Five, ten minutes tops and I'll be eating my
breakfast.

Phone rings again. Oh oh.

Me: "Hello?"

Guy: "Ah, sir?..."

Me: "Just give me coffee,
please."


Adventure in an
Unfamiliar Place

I was hired to perform some work
at a company and was booked into a hotel in an unfamiliar place. I
had no idea where the restaurants were but a few questions with the
hotel staff steered me in one direction. This story is about that
search for a particular fastfood restaurant.

You arrive
at the hotel from work around 06:00pm. It's almost dark and you're
hungry. You're determined, however, to eat at your favorite fast
food restaurant so you set out.

You know
where it is so you walk confidently, driven by the growling of an
internal organ that is anticipating the meal as much as you
are.

After 10
minutes, you spy the double arches of your destination and you
quicken your pace. But you're on the wrong side of the road so you
look around for a pedestrian crossing (after all, you are a
law-abiding citizen).

Five
minutes later, you're still on the other side and you've walked
past your destination. You scan the road ahead but you can't see
the stripes on the road that will bring you to the place of
nourishment. You know there are no crossings behind you so you
continue on.

Then, at
last! A crossing appears out of nowhere. You stand on the edge of
the road but, now, a new problem presents itself

The
crossing is not at a corner and there are no traffic lights or
cops. You anxiously watch the passing vehicles trying to send a
telepathic message, "please stop and let me cross."

Unfortunately, it doesn't work. They're either concentrating
too much on preventing you from crossing or hunger has weakened
your mind.

A gap! A
gap appears. You quickly cross and arrive safely on the other
side.

Now you
walk back. The distance now seems much shorter than it really is.
The mind plays many tricks.

You enter
the portal and make a beeline for the counter. You order your
favorite McChicken with medium Coke and medium fries. You decide to
treat yourself after that long walk so you throw in an Apple Pie.
You take your meal to a vacant table and sit down.

Your watch
is vibrating. It's congratulating you for walking for 24 minutes.
You smile. The meal will negate any calories you just
burned.

After the
meal, you walk back at a more leisurely pace. You find a crossing
that you missed earlier and get back to the hotel in 15 minutes.
Your watch says you walked over 2 km for your favorite fast food
meal. You smile again.

Maybe you
did burn more calories than you ate.


Arnie the Chair

 I was able to try one of those
automated massage chairs once, the type that practically engulfs
your whole person. Let me share the experience:

I got
inside the thing and immediately felt as if I had gotten inside a
"cryosleep chamber.' It's one of those tubes in the movies where
people get inside when traveling through space (the movie Alien
comes to mind). It puts you into a deep sleep for several months or
years before it wakes you up just before you reach your
destination. Anyway, the attendant put in a few coins in the slot
and started the session.

I felt
something hard start pressing on the top of my head (that felt
good) and went down to my neck and shoulders (even better). Then it
started rubbing my upper back, which really hit the spot. That,
unfortunately, was when the enjoyment stopped.

Those hard
things started pressing on my middle back and it started to hurt.
Mercifully, it didn’t stay there too long before proceeding down to
my lower back. That felt good but it didn’t last because it
continued down until it was just above my butt cheeks. I don’t have
a thick layer of fat down there and the roller thingees rested
there for a few seconds. It was uncomfortable and I was thinking of
ending the session when it transferred back up to head.

For some
reason an image of Arnold Schwarzenegger started forming in my
mind. I was locked in a titanic battle with him but he had the
advantage. His fingers dug into my skin with so much power that I
felt sympathy for the villains he killed in his movies.

As long as
Arnie stayed away from the parts with little fat or muscle, I was
okay. As the session went on, I found I just needed to relax and
not push against his fingers, which were probably made of steel.
Air bladders gripped my arms and legs and a slight side-to-side
movement every now and then gave my waist a little needed
exercise.

By the
third iteration, I was starting to feel sleepy. Arnie wasn’t an
opponent, he was my masseur and he was doing a good job. I just
wished he could be a little gentler with my butt and back. Maybe a
little more padding would help.

Occasionally, my focus would be broken and I would notice
people watching. The attendant sat around waiting for the session
to end. He looked bored and was probably thinking of getting
another job. But there were a lot of interested people. In fact,
there were a few who were waiting in line. Not a bad business to
have.

After about
twenty minutes or so, my time was up and I stood up a little
shakily. I had to overcome the feeling of sleepiness but a few
minutes of walking took care of it.

So, what
can I say about my session with Arnie-the-chair? It was pleasant
for the most part. Maybe I’ll try Sly next time.


Red Ant Rage

Sometimes you have a memory so
unpleasant you just want to forget it. Sometimes you do so well
that you actually forget about it...until something reminds
you.

I usually take a bath at
night principally because I like feeling fresh when I go to bed.
The other night was just like other previous nights when I would
get in the bathroom after dinner. I was looking forward to spending
a few hours writing my book and then conversing with the wife on
Messenger.

After rinsing off the last
soap suds, I took the towel off the rack and began wiping off. I
was wiping my chest when I felt a painful sensation. I quickly
pulled the towel away from me and looked in horror at what looked
like two dozen red ants on my chest! The painful sensation extended
into my back so I knew there were a number of the crimson critters
there as well.

I stopped wiping and poured
water on myself again. The stings were excruciating! It was an
effort to keep my fingers from scratching. The pain lasted a couple
of hours but by the time I went to bed, it was almost gone.

Lying in bed, the memory of
what I just went through seemed to pale in comparison to a previous
experience I had about four decades ago.

I had been given a reddish,
brownish (damn this colorblindness) bath robe that I had been using
for about a month or so. I took it out of the closet and put it on.
Almost immediately, I felt that stinging sensation on my back and I
hurriedly tore off the bathrobe.

The inside of the red
bathrobe was now an even darker shade of red. There was a seething
mass of hundreds, maybe even a thousand, red ants! I quickly ran
with the robe, took it outside and let it bake in the sun. I never
found out what the ants were doing in my bathrobe and I never wore
it again.


Bacolod Trip

 Last Monday, 10 May, I received
a text message from my brother, Edmond. They were taking Dad to
hospital but there were no details. I tried asking what was wrong
but got no reply so I assumed it was very serious. A little while
later, my sister Eva texted me saying the same thing and adding
that she was flying to Bacolod that same day. She later called and
promised to keep me informed.

The next day, she called
again and said Dad was better and resting in bed. I thought the
event was over and things would normalize. In the evening of the
next day, however, I got another call saying that Dad's heartbeat
was erratic. It was rising to dangerous levels even when he was
just lying in bed doing nothing. She asked me to come to Bacolod to
see Dad in what may be the last time. Right then I made the
decision to go.

Thursday, I went to the
factory to say that I would be leaving but didn't know when I would
be back. Then I went with Loida to Negros Navigation to inquire
about tickets for the whole family. Unfortunately, there was only
one boat going direct to Bacolod per week and it had left the
previous day. We inquired about plane fares but it was too
expensive. We might need the funds for Dad's hospital bills. The
only choice was to go to Bacolod via Cebu.

We took a boat to Cebu that
left around 9pm on Friday. The sea was a bit rough and I had
trouble sleeping. It was no better for my wife who woke up to the
sound of several babies crying and their moms mixing milk for them.
The boat rocked from side to side and occasionally there would be a
jarring thud as the ship lifted up and crashed back down on the
water. I tried to occupy myself by playing Sudoku on my
cellphone.

The next day, around 6am, we
arrived in Cebu and proceeded immediately to the Ceres Bus
Terminal. The first air conditioned bus had left about 15 minutes
before we got to the terminal and were told that the next one was
at 10:30am. It was a long four hour wait.

Presently, two buses arrived
and we asked which one was going to Bacolod. It turned out that
both were going there but one was going by the north (coastal)
route and the other was going over the mountains of Negros Island.
The first bus (using the northern route) was leaving at 9:45am
while the second was leaving at 10:15am. Curiously, the second bus
would arrive in Bacolod earlier than the first bus so that was the
one we took.

The bus took us to Toledo,
Cebu where we had lunch and proceeded to the port for the sea
portion of our journey. All the passengers were told to get off the
bus and ride the ferry on the top portion of the ship while the bus
got into the hold below. The boat ride took about an hour and
forty-five minutes and we got off at San Carlos, Negros Oriental.
We re-boarded our bus and continued our trip.

This bus took the direct
route to Bacolod, sort of. The bus climbed the mountains of Negros
Island passing close to the volcano, Mt. Canlaon. Loida wasn't
comfortable passing roads that had steep cliffs right next to them.
If there had to be a next time, she said, she would take the other
route, never mind the longer trip.

I kept texting my brother,
Edmond, about our progress but there were dead spots in the
mountains. He was going to meet us so he needed to know where we
were so he could time his arrival at the terminal. Closer to
Bacolod, the signal got better, however, so we were able to tell
him which towns we were passing.

About an hour or so outside
of Bacolod, we felt and heard a loud bang as one of the rear tires
blew. We stopped for a few minutes as the driver and the conductor
assessed the situation. I wondered how long it would take to change
the tire but the driver got on and put the bus in gear. We were
going to proceed with the flat tire. Since the rear tires were
double tires, they probably decided that we could continue. We
arrived in Bacolod around 5:30pm. It had been an exhausting
trip.

We went directly to Riverside
Hospital to see Dad. His face lit up when we entered the room.
There was a heart monitor next to his bed showing his heart rate. A
tank of oxygen stood close by and a tube ran up to his nose where
it was inserted. He seemed fine but the presence of those devices
reminded us of how fragile he was. He had lost more weight than
when I last saw him during their wedding anniversary. It pained me
to see him like this but I kept a smiling face and recounted our
trip to him and Mom. We spent about thirty minutes there and left
for their home near La Salle College.

So ended our trip. It had
been an exhausting one.


Beer Ban Banter
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Most people who know me know
that I don’t drink and those who don’t know find out pretty quickly
that these lips are reserved only for my wife and not for the lips
of bottles of beer. Some have expressed surprise as if they had
never met anyone who abstains from alcoholic beverages. I’m sure it
would surprise them even more to know that it had not always been
so.

Let’s go back to the days
when I was still a tiny kid, practically a baby. Yes, my history
with beer starts at a very young age.

Dad believed that beer was
good for babies. Not to replace milk, mind you, but just to let
them taste it. As far as I know, all his children and some of his
grandchildren were given a swig or two of the stuff. I, on the
other hand, wasn’t satisfied with just one or two.

After that first taste, Dad
said I began sharing his beer. One day he was working on something
and had a bottle of his favorite SMB Pale Pilsen beside him. Every
now and then, he’d take a gulp and resume working. After a while,
he noticed that the level in the bottle seemed to be lower than
what he expected it to be. He later found out why when he saw me
walking . . . no . . . staggering around, singing in a drunken way.
I had been stealing mouthfuls of his beer without him seeing
me.

Dad said I did that often, so
he was surprised when I outgrew the vice and became a teetotaler. I
don’t remember that episode in my life so I don’t know why I had
taken a liking for beer and why I later came to dislike it. For
most of my younger life, I kept away from beer. When I reached my
early twenties, however, that changed.

From birth, I had been a very
thin kid and this thinness lasted all the way into my early
thirties. For this reason, I never really took up any sport. In my
early twenties, however, I was introduced to darts and became
fairly good at it, enough to actually win a few tournaments.

It’s a fairly cheap sport (I
know some people who refuse to refer to darts as a sport).
Three dart pins and a dart board are all you need. Oh, but wait.
There is one other requirement to play darts, and that is
beer.

When I first joined a
tournament, I was told that I would be required to drink beer as a
prerequisite to play. I was with several friends, all beer
drinkers, and I was in a quandary as to whether I would just watch
or play . . . and drink. I wanted to play so I got a bottle,
intending to keep it on the table but not touch it. Unfortunately,
the tournament organizer was going from table to table, and noticed
me. I didn’t have a choice. I put some ice into my glass, poured my
beer into it, and began taking sips.

After a while, I discovered
something. The ice in my glass was melting, and it was diluting the
beer. I added more ice and devised a plan. I’d get up to throw my
darts, come back to the table, take a tiny sip from my glass and
not touch it again until after I had my turn at the board again. It
worked out pretty well. I was unaffected by the beverage while my
opponents’ game steadily worsened as the game wore on. My opponents
would take a wobbly stance at the line, take aim with an unsteady
arm and throw, sometimes wildly. So, while I am only a fair to
middling player, many of my wins were as a result of this tricky
method of staying sober. Most of my wins were in cash but I do have
one trophy.

This didn’t last long,
unfortunately. In one tournament, I was eliminated very early on.
So, I sat out the rest of the tournament, watching my friends and
other players from a table, sipping my beer. It wasn’t San Miguel,
however. Our sponsor that night was Carlsberg, a much stronger kind
of beer. Since I wasn’t playing any more, I was sipping a bit more
often than I usually did and the ice that I put in the glass wasn’t
melting as much. I only had one bottle because I didn’t want to get
drunk. When I got home, Dad asked how the tournament went. I told
him and then went to bed.

In the morning, Dad smilingly
informed me that I was drunk the previous night. “No, I wasn’t,” I
said, “I only had one bottle.” Apparently, after he asked about how
the game went, I had given a long story and my speech was a bit
slurred. I had no memory of it. Dad probably thought it would be
the beginning of a love affair with beer and he’d have a new
drinking buddy. It never happened.

My last encounter with beer
occurred years later. I was working for a company and we had a
project in a city I had never been to. At the completion of the
project, we went out to celebrate with our client. My boss took me
aside.

“Eric, I know you don’t drink
but our clients might be insulted if you refuse them. It would look
bad for us and might affect our relationship with them.”

I didn’t have a choice. I was
unfamiliar with the city and I didn’t have money for a taxi. So, I
went with them to a sleazy bar with skimpily-clad women dancing on
a stage. I was uncomfortable but had to make the best of it.

I watched my companions and
contributed a little to the conversations but I began to wonder how
they could drink so much beer without seemingly being affected. It
was then that my natural curiosity took over. I was going to try
and match them.

I began drinking as if I was
an old hand at it. Soon, the beer started to taste like water and I
felt I could keep drinking safely. “How could I have been so wrong
about beer,” I thought.

Soon, however, things began
to go downhill. I began to feel nauseous and when I looked at my
companions, it seemed as if I was looking at them through a tube. I
had developed tunnel vision. I could only see to the front but not
to the sides.

Soon, I began to feel really
nauseous and I had to go to the restroom. I stood up and held on to
the chair. The floor, which was perfectly horizontal before, had
tipped over and the restroom door seemed a long way away. I
staggered toward it resolutely, using the other chairs to keep me
from sliding down the slanted floor. I reached the rest room and
opened a cubicle but didn’t enter. I stood there breathing deeply,
desperately trying to keep from throwing up. Just then, Brian, one
of our client’s engineers, came in, saw me and exclaimed, “Hey
Eric! How you doin’!” Then he gave me a hearty slap on the
back.

I lost it. The vile contents
of my stomach erupted from within me and sprayed the cubicle. My
stomach kept heaving until
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