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I believed from the start that life was garbage and that explained so much, but then I learned when faced with the cold reality of death. I learned. 

I never understood why I couldn’t just let things happen—just happen, but they always did anyway: The moonlight, the scent of roses, stars in the sky, the hoot of an owl, the roar of the river rapids, the softness of a blanket in winter, the bitter-sweet taste of fresh tomatoes.

I see now life is just too much, it’s gloriously too much and flies past too quickly, but at one time, not long ago—just a couple years ago—it seemed like too little. It seemed like nothing was enough.

I was bored to numbness by the end of the slower, duller, mosquito-infested days at the El Palacio del Mar, where I worked then. There were too many monotonous, repetitive eight-hour-long workdays as the hotel front office manager. I saw myself as so much more. I was el jefe... but hell, I was bored even when it was busy, which wasn’t often, we barely stayed afloat—but at least there were guests then, and I had some visibility. 

Everything is a season in Florida: Lobster season, hurricane season, tourist season, off season for flounder, on season for spotted sea trout, and so on. The old people move down here to get away from the seasons they don’t like. All I cared about then was that there wasn’t a damned thing to do most days by late spring.

The word “manager” at El Palacio was a cruel joke—nothing much to manage. Maybe some illegales who were unmanageable because of the language barrier. Worse, if you hired one, they expected you to give the rest of their family and friends a job. Did I know any Spanish? Enough to order out for Mexican. Did I want to learn? No es necesario. Just get the rooms cleaned, the food cooked (we served a light buffet-style breakfast and lunch), the linens washed, and we’d pay you, mostly under the table. 

The only difference between one day and the next was those seasons: Busy as Christmas Eve at Kohl’s for a few weeks, and then dead as a stiff on a slab for a few months. In late spring rigor mortis set in.

They got what they deserved. That’s what I used to think. The tourists, the staff... the owner—Toni Bermudez, an old Cuban bag with a gold tooth who despised being in the place for too long. Her rich husband bought it, then died a year later and left it to her, so she kept it for sentimental reasons. She was hands-off when it came to authority—at least to a point. That’s why I got the run of the place. I didn’t cause her problems, so she left me alone. She spoke Spanish, of course. That was the one thing she was good for, whenever she decided to come in. She had a hand in making me what I became—and I didn’t realize she was doing me a favor.

In our advertising, El Palacio was described as a resort. That was a joke as well. It wasn’t as if there were a spa or a cabana on the beach, just rooms where you might not bring home bedbugs in your suitcases—thanks, former communist Europe—and where you should probably not bring a UV light to check the sheets. We also had a pool with an on-again-off-again love affair with algae and mold. None of my concerns. 

My domain was the desk, lobby, and general hospitality. Good first impressions are good cosmetics. The lobby was “fancy-shmancy” as my mom in Wisconsin would say. Fancy shmancy. 

Once or twice a week I’d get a call on the inside line and I’d never answer. Something like this:

“Mr. Kilgore, you have a call on the kitchen number.” 

“Tell whoever it is I’m on lunch.”

“It’s after two now.”

“I’M ON LUNCH!”

Reservations came in through the front desk extension, so it was either my wife or grandmother and I had no patience for either one.

As much as I tried to polish the turd, it was mostly for nothing. The Palacio was off the beaten path, no beach, just swamp and mangroves—part of the no-see-um-infested backroads, but for cheap rates one could do much worse for a place to rest and see the sights. It was only a few miles from downtown. A guest could catch a glimpse of the sleepy Gulf of Mexico on the third floor—even better if they brought a pair of binoculars. Hard to get it from my colorful description, but I do miss the place. The worst part was going home. I was usually anywhere but there. My wife could be a bitch sometimes. We’ll get to the details soon.

During the quietest time of the year—before summer vacations began—the humidity and bugs were a killer, and the work hours were reduced, except mine, thanks to me. Toni let me do whatever I liked, and I mostly did, including cocaine one night with a cute chick in 203 and her boyfriend who shared—both the coke and the chick. Coke is a fun drug, but my whole throat would go numb. I don’t know how people get hooked. Back then I thought it was a character weakness. It sure can be addicting, but I have a level head. The best thing about the job was that I could hire and fire my own people—and take a day off if I needed, as long as no shit went down when I wasn’t there. The truth is that it only went down when I was there.

One time a newlywed couple checked in. It was a special occasion, so I gave them the biggest room on the top floor with a king-sized bed, and a balcony that provided the only unobstructed view of the Gulf. With a wink and a nod on my part, they invited me up after hours. I know partiers when I see them. We drank way too much Jose Cuervo, and it was my first—and only—time trying crystal meth. It was the worse drug I ever did, and I never touched it again. I do remember I fucked his wife about three times that night before he had the opportunity.    

I stick to weed nowadays for nostalgic reasons.

For this story, we need to start with Allison. That was early June. Allison wasn’t a special lady in my life. She wasn’t even close to special—or a lady. On the contrary, she represented the end of the good life I thought I had at the time but didn’t.

It was bad enough that the tourist season in Naples, Florida was over, but Allison, the first storm of the hurricane season, was crawling toward the Gulf of Mexico, after tiring of the Caribbean. Given the forecast, the storm would bring nothing worse than some gusty winds—and of course heavy rain. Big deal. 

I kept myself busy that week chasing a goddam mouse in one dark corner behind the desk. I couldn’t call our exterminator over it, because Toni never saw it and didn’t believe the mouse existed. My Mexican wedding cookies had been ravaged a day earlier by that little bastard. They sold them at the bakery downtown on the way to work and nothing goes better with coffee. Powdered sugar all over my blazer, but while I kept up appearances—right down to my Calvin Klein underwear—I didn’t so much care at The Palace. It wasn’t the Hilton. It wasn’t even the supply closet of The Hilton. 

“You should seal up your cookies, Mr. Kilgore.”

Jason worked in the kitchen and was just out of high school. College wasn’t in the cards for him—one day he came in with his shoes on the wrong feet. He was one of only two or three people who worked at the hotel who wasn’t from Mesoamerica. He was a cute kid, but prematurely pear-shaped, so he probably looked weird naked.

“My cookies, my business, Jason. And what are you doing in my lobby?”

“No one came in to eat. We’re all cleaned up already.”

“I’ll be over to check.”

At least he was an American. The Guatemalans were the worst—always trying to get something over on you with a complicated sob story in broken English.

By about three o’clock, on that day in June, I was about as bored as I could stand, so I decided to take a tour of the building to terrorize the staff. I checked out my look in the mirror as I passed it. I decided I needed a haircut again; I liked my sideburns squared off.

On the way to the kitchen, I spotted the chubby Guatemalan maid. She was leaning against her trolley, eyes half closed. She jumped to attention when she saw me coming.

“Maria!”

“Luz.”

“What?”

“My name is Luz,” she said, pointing to her chest. 

“Do we have any mousetraps here?”

“No sure,” she said.

I scrutinized her for a few seconds and noticed she was unsteady.

“Have you been drinking?”

“No, Mr. Kilgore, no drink. Just tire. Baby at home. Always hungry, always crying.” She smiled, apologetically.

“Okay, go home.”

“Thank you. I sleep then.”

“And don’t come back.”

Just like that. That’s how I got when I was annoyed. I blamed it on the mouse.

Yeah... I fired a single mom on the spot. You can do that in Florida, and that’s how I was then. Most of the staff were her friends and family but they wouldn’t quit; they needed the work. Later, I discovered they did have some sense of solidarity. My mistake on that. 

I wrote a note to myself to buy a mouse trap that night and to bring it in the next day. I knew just what to bait it with. Cheese is overrated. I needed cookies.

Oscar was in charge of the kitchen, but that never stopped me from doing a thorough inspection after lunch was over and then doing writeups if the cooler log wasn’t filled out, or the counter wasn’t sanitized properly. None of that was my responsibility—it was his—but if I wanted to maintain authority, I couldn’t do it by staring at a monitor all day. Sadly, the guys did everything right, so I documented a nitpicking mistake I invented. It was the end of a long day, and I was bored. 

I punched out, which I used to find humiliating. Gods don’t live on a clock. My time is mine, and I don’t like renting it, especially not for cheap. I made it my own time as much as possible by eating behind the desk whenever I liked and watching Green Bay on the TV whenever they were playing. 

Before getting out of there, I locked my keys in the cabinet and then walked to my car. I drove the two miles down the road to the tiki bar for a drink—something I did at the end of the day—everyday, if I could—not only before going home, but sometimes rather than going home. Did I mention my wife was a bitch? That was the way I saw her then. I used to avoid the house as much as I could, but soon, I’d leave that house for the last time. 
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The Volcano House was like a theme park for drunks—run by a guy named Popeye, not surprisingly. He was about six-foot-five, had a neck tattoo and rode a Harley.

Vicky was behind the bar most nights. She was a bit too skinny—I didn’t much care for those runway model bodies—I like something to hold onto, but she still had a cute ass on her. We fucked in our cars—twice. During the busy season, they had another bartender on that everyone called “Zone.” I was never sure if that was her actual name, short for her name, or a descriptive nickname. She had a high-pitched, breathy voice, like Jackie Onassis sucking helium. She wasn’t nearly as good at banter with the regulars as Vicky was, and she’d never get their names right—or their drinks either, but I thought she was blowing Popeye, and that was the only reason she had the job.  

The bar was the whole nine yards of the South Pacific with palm-thatched canopies over the booths, a deck lit with torches out front, and drinks served in coconuts or tiki gods with paper umbrellas. You could almost forget you were on the wrong ocean, except it got a little chilly in the winter at night. I haven't been to Tahiti, but I’m sure you never see your breath after a cold front goes through. Very friendly place though—for Florida. Not fancy-shmancy, but cool. 

The featured cocktail that night was a jungle bird. I’ll try the specials for something different, but I wasn’t a fan of pineapple juice, so I'd ordered up a Captain Morgan’s and Coke. Wrong ocean again, but pineapples aren’t Polynesian either. Kilgore for the win. The cocktails are weak there. They probably watered down the liquor for all I know, but they got no complaint from me. I hung out there for the mellow crowd and the kooky ambience, not the buzz—and I still needed to drive home anyway. Vicky was flapping her jaws with the sweaty douchebag, Bobby, who always sat at the other end of the bar, so I flashed her my bank card. She smiled.

“Hey, Elvis, how the hell’ve you been?”

“You just saw me yesterday.”

“So? How’ve you been since yesterday?”

“Miserable.” 

Yeah, my first name is Elvis. My mom and her first husband—my dad—an arrogant tort lawyer who’d moved to Hawaii—were rabid fans of The King and had an Elvis Presley-themed wedding. Good thing their first-born wasn’t a girl. Ironically, I turned eleven the day he was found dead in the shitter, but by then they’d filed for divorce and my mom was already dating Hank. Anyway, that was the worst birthday ever... until my 29th.

Being an Elvis toughened me—not in a “Girl Named Sue” way—but I had to be the coolest guy in the room to get away with the name. “Elvis Kilgore” needs to be either the strongest bully—or the most charming, charismatic jock. I ensured myself some clout by being a bit of both. Plus, I was blessed with my dad’s irresistible good looks, something, it turns out, that’s also a curse.

Most people tell me they like the name, that it’s unusual and identifiable. Great, but I also can’t hear someone calling my name to pick up a food order without also hearing someone else in the room sing “Heartbreak Hotel.” Bobby felt obligated to do that every goddam time he heard my name, including that time. I gave him the finger. So, it should be easy to understand why I publicly preferred “Kilgore.” I have a little sister, with the ordinary name of “Cheryl.” We didn’t know where she was most of the time. She’s had problems.

“You could call me by my last name, you know. “‘Hey, Kilgore,’ would be good. That’s what Popeye calls me.” 

“Yeah, I know. So, what are you having, Elvis? The Captain and Coke again?’

“Good guess!”

She poured a shot into a glass of ice, filled it with Coke, and set it in front of me.

“I don’t need to be a mind-reader. You either tell me you want to try the special or you get Cap and Coke. You weren’t going to get a jungle bird because it has pineapple juice in it.”

“Good memory too! I don’t like how pineapple juice eats my lips and tongue.” 

“It’s a good drink though,” she said. 

“I like pineapple on ham.”

She propped her elbows on the bar.

“You have a pretty good tongue and lips, if I remember. You don’t want to damage them.” 

“Oh, you’re getting a big tip.”

She laughed.

“You’re a good-looking man, Elvis—though, honestly, a bit like Nazi high command.”

“I take that as a compliment.” 

“You would. You need to learn a little humility. It’ll do you good.” She grabbed an empty glass from under the bar. “Stop feeling like you’re entitled to special attention.”

She walked away and tossed me a glance back and a smile. 

I thought she was a cool girl and would make someone a decent chick on the side, but then it wouldn’t be long before I’d never see her again.
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I moved to Naples from Wisconsin about two years after I was married to be close to my grandmother. She and my grandfather moved here many years before that to retire, but then he passed on. Her kids and grandkids visited as often as they could, and my cousin Katie eventually moved down to Florida as well, but she was still about an hour away. Kelly and I felt a bit bad that no one was right in Naples to keep her company. So, Kelly and I applied for some positions in the area, then got a rental house set up and went south. 

Grandpa was loaded back home and used the fruits of his fat investments to buy a pink, stucco house on stilts in Naples near the water. Grandpa died in 1986. His ashes were on Grandma’s bedroom dresser with his picture on the urn. He looked like Gerald Ford, but I knew that only from the urn. I barely remember him in real life, except for being a lump on a recliner on occasional holidays. Maybe if he got some cardio, he’d have lived longer. 

It was all Florida lifestyle bullshit at Grandma’s—seashell pink and seafoam green with shiny tile floors. I tried to visit her twice a week, because I wanted to have her house one day—just not in those colors. I could paint everything if it were mine. The wife and I moved down about a year after we were married, and I still had a bit of a glow about us—but just a little. She didn’t feel like the major drag that she did later. Her parents owned a small brewery and a Christmas tree farm back home, so there was that at least. Like my own family, hers had money too, but hers was older and had more prestige.  

The wife, Kelly, married an Elvis, and I made her name alliterative like some major market TV news anchor. Why did I marry her if I disliked her so much? I didn’t at one time. I tried to convince myself I was in love in the beginning, but I hung onto that delusion too long, and I got caught up in the idea of a wedding spectacle with all the gaudy trappings. Her parents shelled out over fifty thousand of that beer and Christmas tree money for a horse-drawn carriage, a five-tier cake decorated with white candy roses, and to have the entire outdoor venue enclosed with a wrought iron fence festooned with white roses that matched the cake. 

I wanted the big wedding to impress my friends with a reception with a live band, top-shelf liquor, and gourmet catering. Kelly wanted a designer gown and professional photos of her and her gaggle of bridesmaids under an arbor—with white roses again. She wanted to have all the traditional crapola her older sister had, along with the gifts that came with it. We almost matched in gifts, appliances, and cash what her dad put into it out of his own pocket. He paid for the event, and we reaped the rewards—who could take a pass on that deal? It’s almost worth getting married just for all the free shit you’re showered with. 

Three years later, it was all in the toilet. 

Grandma thought Kelly was the greatest thing since the IHOP started offering a senior discount, but only because Kelly was better at kissing her ass than I was. Kissing ass was never my strong suit.

Another incentive for the marriage was that Kelly was hot—the kind of big-tittied, blonde trophy wife ballplayers liked to have on their arms. Kelly was a cheerleader, naturally, and I was a ballplayer myself in high school and college. I was a running back, a position that’s easy to play, but hard to keep playing for long. I was the blue-eyed, fair-haired “all-American” to match Kelly like a bookend. I wanted to have her with a ring attached, just to show I won her. I was never a star player, to be honest about it, and missed a lot of practice, but at least I can say I played, and I did.

It was the day after college graduation that I proposed to her, and right after that things fell apart. Not for us yet, but I went to college only because the son of a lawyer and a chemist was expected to, but all I wanted from college was to pledge a fraternity and bang cheerleaders—which is where Kelly came in. Long hours and stacks of paperwork weren’t appealing. I was studying chemistry as an undergrad to make Mom happy, with a goal of becoming a pharmacist, but that was after changing my major twice and I wasn’t really interested in hanging out behind a counter pushing pills. If I were going to sell drugs, it was going to be on my own time. Besides, I just squeaked by with my grades and wouldn’t have gotten into grad school anyway. I felt the same way about doing research and writing papers as I did about getting an icepick lobotomy.

Kelly’s still hot to this day. She looks incredible in spandex tights, at least the last time I saw her, but she’s also still a bitch. She needed to be, but that didn’t change the fact. I hadn’t mentioned it, but we’re no longer together. Not surprising, I’m sure. I’d rather not go into it if I didn’t need to, but later it’ll explain some of what’s happened and why it happened. Also, you can’t call a woman a bitch and expect that to speak for itself.

At about eight the next day, Toni called me in her most condescending Cuban capitalist voice. 

“Elvis! Are you coming to work today?’
“I suppose so. I mean, I can.”
“Well, you come to work. We need to do hurricane preparation!”

I checked the clock again. Yes, it was eight. Most mornings, she was still zonked out on Halcion at this hour, so she was serious. 

“Toni, it’s only a tropical storm and will go over the ass end of Cuba first... even if it comes nearby.”

“And then pick up strength. That’s the forecast. All I have is in this hotel, and we need to secure the grounds at least and we can’t do that with who I got here.”

“Isn’t everybody else there already?’

I hoped I could buy some time and squeeze in a shit, shower, and shave at least. I hated being rushed, especially when I wasn’t even out of bed yet.

“That’s the other problem—only two people are here! Marta, Oscar, Jason, and Rosa, all called me personally this morning and said they were not coming in because of the storm... and because of you!”

“Me? Jesus.”

“Yes, you, and you are no Jesus. You think my butt would be here at this hour if anyone else was? I was hoping at least you would be here, seeing that I scheduled you. Also, I got a call from Luz Castillo this morning. She was in tears. I told her she could come back.”

Dammit.

“Sorry,” I said, “OK, give me a few,” and I hung up.

Kelly shouted from the sofa. “Was that Toni?”

We stopped sleeping together entirely a few months earlier, and before that, only when she felt guilty about spending money.

“Yes.”

She made her way to the bedroom doorway.

“I know you don’t like me telling you what you should do and how you should do it.”

“You got that exactly right, Kelly. No inaccuracies.”

“But I’m going to tell you anyway.”

“Fuuuuuuuuck.”

“God, just listen to me for once. Put the attitude away for a few minutes, at least.”

I got out of bed. “What you’re about to say, you’ve already said about a dozen times, and I said ‘fuuuuuuuck’ every one of those times.”

She had the back of her wrist on her hip, so I knew this was going to be bad.

“I told you I bought a book about separating with love.”

I pushed past her and headed to the bathroom. She raised her voice.

“Elvis, you’re not listening to me.”

“You’re exactly right again. You are on a roll.”

“I need you to listen to me. It’s a valid need.”

Just as I got to the bathroom doorway, I turned and said to her, “If you’re starting off with ‘valid needs,’ then I’m not going to let you waste any more of my time. I’m not interested in doing anything with love at the moment, especially separating—we discussed it. I’m interested in taking a very quick shower, getting my clothes on, and getting to work.” Then I shut the bathroom door.

Over the sound of the shower, I heard her shout, “you should be going to work when Toni wants you there!” Not relevant to her previous topic—just her way of telling me I was lazy and shiftless—possibly also to remind me that she had a job in her degree field—Exercise Science—and I did not. She said something else after that, but I purposely tuned it out. Don’t know or care why she couldn’t wait until I was out of the shower to yell at me—probably time restraints. She wanted to get whatever yelling in she could with the time available. 
I soaped up and shampooed up and then rinsed off—about two minutes tops. I turned the water off to hear a general outline of Five Simple Steps to End a Failing Marriage with Love by Dr. Dickhummer, or something, I did stop for a few seconds to look at my muscle mass progress in the mirror. I’d been working out for years, but mostly for fitness and endurance. I started putting serious effort into bodybuilding in just the past few months. Also, mornings at the gym were another distraction I used to keep myself away from the house. 
I took my robe off the hook and threw it around me. She wasn’t going to get the privilege that morning of seeing my freely swinging and sizable shlong. 

Yet, she followed me back into the bedroom. 

“I know you don’t want to save our marriage,” Kelly said. “I don’t think I do either, but I’m hoping we can learn to live together in harmony for as long as we need to—”

“Kelly, I want to get my clothes on and go to work,” I said as quickly as I could get it out of my mouth.

“—to get whatever we’re doing worked out,” she said again standing in the doorway.

“Going to The Palacio to do work. That’s all.”

“I’m not stopping you.”

“Yes, you are. You’re getting in my way, and I’ll need to get back in the bathroom.”

Then she started crying. I didn’t even yell at her—yet. But it was crying only designed to annoy me—high and piercing, like a goddam three-year-old who didn’t get a cookie. I told her to stop. She was warned. She didn’t. So, I hit her. I’ll admit it, and I’ll admit it again later.

I justified it then because I didn’t hit her hard. It didn’t even leave a bruise, like happened the one other time.  It wasn’t the first time, but I felt then that twice wasn’t bad.

This is where you hate me, because I hit a woman, but I used to believe men could hit women if they insist on asking for it, we give them a warning first, and if we pull our punches. My dad was a fine example for that. I thought three warnings were sufficient, and if she wanted to hit me back, I was okay with that. It’s fair. Instead, she didn’t. She ran into the bathroom and locked the door. The bathroom—just where I wanted to go. Instead of hitting me, she wanted to make me feel guilty. Anyhow, she got the last laugh, but we’ll get to that soon. 

I needed to get into the bathroom so I could spray on my Eternity for Men, which I had forgotten in my rush, and to get in a last piss, but no, Kelly was in there sobbing and screaming “fuck you.” I told her to open the goddam door five or six times. Since it wasn’t our house, I wasn’t about to kick it in. So, I told her she could fuck herself too and left. I did not like leaving the house without my cologne. 

Okay, so you know why I married her. Why didn’t I divorce her? It was in the works a few months earlier, but she made it clear she would have fought it, and I wasn’t yet ready to give up what we were sharing. The house was a rental—a concrete, blocky piece of shit that you can find all over southern Florida, but it had all my stuff in it, and my stuff meant way more to me than she did—or nearly everyone else.

It took me an hour to get to work after taking time to console Kelly so she wouldn’t call her friends or the cops to escalate the situation—and Toni was already pissed off before I got there. 

When I finally arrived, she was in a mood—drumming her fingers on the front desk, tapping her foot. 

“Good morning, Elvis,” she began. “I hope you had a good sleep.”

“I suppose I did,” I said. “I have a clear conscience,” I added, believing it would be important to highlight. 

“I spent an hour doing your job.”

“I apologize,” I said. “I had some complications at home.”

I explained the situation, but mostly the parts that didn’t make me look bad, and she offered no sympathy. 

If you want to feel small, have a middle-aged Cuban woman harangue you for a half an hour—especially when she includes details of your sexual escapades and drug use. She closed that with a list, counted off on her fingers, of what I should have been doing and wasn’t, and then what I shouldn’t have been doing that I was. Finally, a long stare.
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So, I was fired.  

While the storm was going by, I stayed in the bedroom, mostly watching ESPN and Cartoon Network. Then one massive gust of wind came through with a crack of lightning and knocked out the power. 

Kelly was on the living room floor with her mat doing stretches or something. When everything went dark, she shouted, “Dammit, Elvis!” like it was my fault. Then she got up and lit some candles. I read a dirty magazine by flashlight like I was thirteen again.

At least being fired saved me the work involved in getting The Palace back in shape after whatever Allison might have done to it. The birdbath was knocked over at the house—but that was all. 

So, the next morning I drove by the hotel to check it out. The roads were clear enough to the south. I was curious if the building was damaged even a little bit after all of Toni’s urgency. Also, I wanted to make it look to Kelly like I was going to work, because I wasn’t about to tell her I lost my job yet. Luz was standing in the driveway and stuck her tongue out at me when she saw my car. 

All I noticed from taking a turnaround in the parking lot was that a piece of siding blew off and there were more palm fronds floating in the pool than usual. A potted cactus was missing out front, but that was probably just stolen. It was a nice cactus. 

Toni’s reason for canning me was the Guatemalans bitching about me, and all the smoking weed with the guests—oh, and also fucking the guests—but mostly that first thing. She never complained about the second and third issues before, though she must have been aware. Believe it or not, I told her right in my interview that I was pansexual and had an open marriage (open on my end anyway). With a face like mine, I got away with behavior I shouldn’t have. As for the weed and the cocaine, I considered it her problem for never drug-testing me. It’s not as if she didn’t know about that either, but she let it slide. 

After I left the hotel, I needed a drink. If saggy-assed Toni didn’t need me at The Palace any longer, the Volcano House sure wanted me at the tiki bar. I regularly gave them money, whereas Toni was giving me money—and not nearly as much as I thought I was worth. More importantly, it was still only 11 a.m. and I had five hours to kill before I could go home.

Sadly, The Volcano was out. It’s not that I’m against drinking in the morning, especially not that day, but the bar wasn’t open yet. 

So, I stopped over to my grandmother’s house and visited her for a while first, no matter how much I dreaded it. Besides, I
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