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The
night had started well, a few drinks at Mike's place to set the
vibe. A couple of beers and shots to get the ball rolling, then the
train in to the Valley and it's night clubs. It was already close
to midnight before they entered the club. The place was jumping
with the deep bass of drums and some woman screaming her head off,
the lyrics drowned out by the screech of guitars and night club
patrons trying to emulate her screech.

The
group of young men consisted of Mike, Danny, Matt and Paul. They
had attended high school together and had kept in close touch at
university, and now hung out together even though their jobs where
vastly different. Mike and Danny had studied law and had gotten in
to different law firms in the city. Matt had studied languages and
teaching, and was using his skills to teach Japanese to high school
students. Paul had studied accounting because his father did, and
he had just gone along with what they had said. He really didn't
care what he did, as long as it made him enough money to live on,
and par-ty.

He
downed another shot of tequila, feeling it burn down his throat as
he propped up the bar and watched a group of young women bounce
around on the dance floor. His head bopping along to the bounce of
their bodies as they danced as best as they could in their high
heels and tight fitting skirts. He'd been watching one of them in
particular. He thought she looked familiar, but couldn't place her.
She had long brown hair and a nice smile when she laughed at
something with her friends. He thought she was pretty in her
sparkly pink top and a short black skirt.

At the
end of the song, when there was a pause in the throbbing music, one
of the girls; the pretty one, came up to the bar to get a
drink.

“Here's my chance,” he
thought.

She
stood at the bar beside him and ordered a glass of water. Paul,
leaned against her shoulder and said, “Buy you a drink,
schweetheart?”. Only it didn't come out quite as he had planned. It
didn't sound as cool as he thought. It just sounded stupid, and
when he tried to follow up with another line, he knocked over his
beer...all over the girls skirt, down her bare legs and on to her
sparkly shoes.

“You idiot,” she glared at him, stepping away from him. “Look
what you've done, you drunken moron.”

“Shit. Shorry. Here let me buy you a drink,” he
stammered.

“NO, THANK YOU,” she shouted at him. “I've had enough of your
drinks,” and stormed away to the ladies to clean herself
up.

“Good one, mate,” said Matt as he joined him back at the bar.
“Nice way to pick up a chick.”

“Yeah. Yeah,” Paul replied, noticing that Matt had already
picked up a blond for the night. Paul was all alone at the bar and
his mates were distributed around the club, already talking to
girls. Mike and Danny even had a group of girls around them,
fascinated by their tall tales of working with murderers and armed
robbers, when mostly they worked with the drunk and
desperate.

When
Mike and Danny decided to leave with a bevy of girls, he stayed
propping up the bar and watching girls bouncing and jiggling along
to the blast of noise emanating from the many speakers that
surrounded the room. He saw the pretty girl leave in disgust with
her friends and she gave him an angry glare as she left. Matt and
his blond disappeared somewhere and he stayed alone at the bar. He
downed his beer and asked for another, followed by quite a few more
before the club closed in the early hours of the morning, and he
was poured out of the door.

He
staggered his way towards the train station to make his way home,
and managed to catch the first morning train to begin the new day,
and make his way back home towards Redcliffe. He napped on the
train until he was woken for his stop and began to walk his way
home, still just managing to put one foot in front of the other. He
crossed the bridge that took him over to Redcliffe and continued on
his long walk home. As he passed a park, he decided to sit down for
a while and have a little rest.

He was
woken by the noise of a van pulling up and unloading trays of food
and starting the electric barbecue. He watched them begin to cook
the food through half open eyes and wished they would be quiet as
his head began to ache and the light of the rising sun pierced his
eyes. The smell of frying food caught his nostrils making his
stomach squirm. It had been many hours since his mother had made
him dinner and a few too many drinks had been consumed since
then.

A shake
of his shoulder roused him from his half doze and a friendly voice
asked him if he wanted some breakfast. He prised his eyes open
enough to see a bread roll filled with bacon and egg being offered
to him. He took the roll and a mumbled a bleary 'thanks' to the
vague, blurry figure in front of him. He sat up and began to eat
the roll, sauce dripping down his chin, and sighed at the
overwhelming flavour as it hit his stomach. For a moment he thought
it was going to bounce straight back out of his stomach, but he
managed to hold it down...for a minute. He quickly stumbled over to
a garbage can and released the vast volume of alcohol from his
stomach.

He
groaned as he took a breath between waves of nausea and a voice
from behind him mumbled, 'typical.'

He
didn't know who said it, but it sounded familiar...and female. He
used the napkin that had been wrapped around his forgotten bread
roll and wiped what vomit he could from his chin. Several more
napkins appeared before him and he mumbled another 'thanks'. He
wiped what he could from himself and made his way over to the
toilet facilities and the taps to wash his face and what he could
of himself.

When he felt more refreshed and thought he had thrown up
everything that was left of his stomach, he made his way back to
the barbecue and the queue of people lining up to eat the bread
rolls and...coffee. He noticed the line up of people were all
members of the brigade he thought of as 'the great unwashed.' The
homeless and desperate that lived on the fringes of the district of
Redcliffe that was suppose to be only for the rich and powerful. He
looked at himself and a stirring thought hit him.
'Right now he looked just like them.'
He groaned again and the young woman serving the
coffee looked up at him and handed him a foam cup of
coffee.

“If your going to throw up again, at least move away from the
cooking area,” she glared at him. He looked at the scowling face
and still did not know who she was...but recognised her as the
pretty girl from the club.

“I think I'm okay now, thanks,” he said, barely keeping the
sarcasm from his voice.

He took
his coffee and sipped carefully at the scalding heat. He did not
want to return to her glare and ask for milk, so walked away and
sat at one of the tables near by, to watch her serve up the coffee
and a smile to the other people after a hot coffee and a chat with
a friendly face. He noticed the 'great unwashed' didn't only
consist of scruffy, old men, as he had previously presumed, but
also young men...women...and even children. There were old couples
as well, probably pensioners out for a free feed to make their
pensions last that bit longer. And one group even looked to be
members of one family, a man, a woman and a couple of children of
varying ages.

With the
coffee slowly working its magic on his brain, he began studying the
pretty young girl again. He noticed that she had a kind word and
smile for everyone she served, and even seemed to know some of
their names. When everyone had their fill, she made her way over to
the family and began talking to them, handing out fruit and
sandwiches for the family to take away with them for later in the
day. She made her way around the group talking and checking on how
each of them was fairing. She even checked the dressing on one old
man's leg and made him promise he would go up to the hospital to
have the wound cleaned and the dressing changed. She left him with
a sandwich and banana before moving on to the next person. When she
had spoken to everyone there, she finally braced herself and walked
over to him.

“Are you feeling better now, Paul?” she asked.

“Ah...yeah,” he said. “Um...how do you know my
name?”

“What, you don't think I'd remember the high school football
hero?” she glared at him.

“Oh,” he said, reminded of how his kick at the last second had
saved the school from an embarrassing defeat on the football field.
He had been hailed a hero for the rest of the school year, and he
had milked it for all it was worth.

“So, that's where I know you from,” he said trying to muster
the perfect smile for her, suddenly realising his teeth were
probably coated in vomit. He quickly took a mouthful of his now
cold coffee and swished it around his teeth.

“Hey,” he finally said, “sorry about last night...and this
morning. I guess I went a bit too far with the booze.”

“A bit,” she said. “I'd say you went wa-ay to far.”

“Yeah, yeah. I know,” he said blushing with embarrassment. He
thought briefly for a moment when he realised she was making to
leave. “Can I give you a hand?”

She
looked back at him, thinking.

“Please,” he said. “My...penance for...everything.”

She took
a deep breath and before she could change her mind, said,
“Okay.”

She then
lead him over to the barbecue and they cleaned up the barbecue,
scraping and cleaning the surface so that it sparkled, ready for
use by the picnickers later in the day. Along with the older man,
who also provided breakfast for the homeless, who happened to be
her father, Tom, he and Rebecca; as her father had called her,
cleaned and packed up the equipment back in to the old white van.
Tom offered Paul a ride home, but he declined, saying he needed to
walk for a bit.

And he
did. He walked all the way along the foreshore and out along the
old Redcliffe pier, thinking about his life and what an idiot he
had been. He realised he needed to change his lifestyle and maybe
even do something more productive with his life. He wasn't sure
exactly what that would entail, but knew he had to do something,
now, before he totally destroyed his life. The partying...the
booze...and he rarely managed to pull a girl...unless they were as
drunk as him...

When he
eventually made it home, his mother shouted at him, for scaring her
and not letting her know where he was, and for not answering his
mobile. He kissed his mother on the cheek and said, 'Sorry mum,”
and went to his room to shower and change. He stayed in his room,
thinking for a long time, until his mother called him for lunch. He
sat down


































































The End.
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