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Drink Me

Let me tell you this right now. I’m not a good person. I could tell you everything I’ve done, give you my credentials in crime, but fuck it. The point being, when you go to ask yourself what the hell I was doing down the storm drain in the first place, just leave it alone.

Assume it was illegitimate, okay?

It’s just before five and the sun won’t be up for another hour, and I can see shit but I can’t pick out details. When I’m done here, I’ll walk home and get in the shower, wash the shit off me, drop my work clothes in the wash, start the washer running, make some breakfast, three eggs sizzling in a pan usually, and head off to school. When I get home I’ll switch the laundry over to the dryer. Dad will still be sitting in his armchair, either drunk or asleep. I’ll go back out. That’s when my real life will begin.

But for now I’m on the clock, so to speak.

The storm drain’s made of cement. The outside faces the high school property, the chain link fences and the busted asphalt and the weeds growing up through the cracks and the trash blown up against the fences. I squat down. I’m wearing shitty-ass stained camos, not because it’ll help me hide but because that’s what the homeless fucks wear around here. You see a homeless guy in camo crawling into a storm drain, you just leave the situation alone. Plus nobody cares when homeless guys disappear and don’t come back. It’s been dry lately, so that’s good. And there’s no dog or raccoon shit in piles around the outside of the entrance. Even better.

I crawl inside. But before I do, I look back at the school. The windows are thin little slits. Always reminds me of a prison. This is the moment where I always look back, asking myself what the hell I’m doing this for. 

Then I remember that the stupid shit I get up to, the stuff that makes it a miracle I’m not dead or fucking crazy already, that’s how I keep my shit together the rest of the time. 

I take a deep breath, don’t smell anything I shouldn’t.

And then I’m in, and the smell of dust and trash turns cool, kind of moldy. You don’t notice what you can’t smell anymore until after you’re done smelling it. 

I don’t use a flashlight because I’m not fucking stupid. My eyes itch. When I squint the surface of my eyeballs feels kind of gummy. I crawl forward. I can crouch at first, but eventually I have to get down on my hands and knees, and then I have to pull myself along by my elbows. 

I used to get nightmares about that part.

My eyes start to water. I have to sniff back hard.

The cement’s still dry underneath me. I feel some dead leaves, maybe a couple of fast-food wrappers.

Then comes the hard part.

For some unknown reason, some cockgoblin put a cement brace right across the tunnel. In order to get underneath it, I have to think like a snake or some kind of human slime mold and ooze through. I just about crack my skull on it every time. On the other side is where the gold is, where I get the stuff. 

I pull off my backpack and shove it through the opening ahead of me.

It hits something solid.

I yank it back. It slides back toward me, no problem. I hold it in front of me like a shield and lay there, just listening. 

After a few seconds, I decide the suspicious noises I’m hearing are really just my own heartbeat and the sound of my own breathing. I can hear the sounds of trucks using their air brakes out on the highway about a half mile off. But I can’t hear anything from the other side of the cement brace.

I shove the canvas backpack forward again in the dark. And again it hits something.

I can’t sit up, I can’t turn around. My hair’s brushing the cement above me. 

My options are figure this the fuck out now, or deal with it later. Let me tell you something else about myself. Most people don’t get it. Not in their whole fucking lives. But I do. Later’s always worse. So don’t ask me what the fuck I was thinking when I didn’t just turn around and leave. You gotta ask, you’re never going to get it, just leave it alone.

I get my flashlight out. 

And as I do so, I feel this wet spot along the bottom of the backpack, at the same time as the smell hits me.

I don’t know if you’ve ever smelled a meat locker before, like that, only rotten. My fingers smell like it too, from the wet spot. Only stronger.

It’s not that I don’t expect the smell. It’s what I usually come here for. But the fact that it’s leaking wetly across the floor instead of hanging like glistening, gummy globs from the ceiling, that’s new.

I turn on the flashlight.

Now I can see how small this place is. The lower quarter of the tunnel’s stained black from stormwater and dirt. Thin white lines show where there’s cracks in the cement and water runs through. There are grooves in the cement brace showing where they used boards to mold the cement. 

I see the gap under the brace and I think how the fuck did I ever get through that? It’s maybe four inches of space. No fucking way my head ever fit through there. But it did.

I shouldn’t have turned the light on. I shouldn’t have looked. Now that I know how small that hole is, I’ll never fit through again. It’s fucked, I know it’s fucked. Next time, I’ll have to take the long way around.

The trickle of liquid running out from under the brace is black. My backpack soaked most of it up and smeared the rest around. 

I catch myself thinking, not knowing why, That’s the fresh stuff.

I put the flashlight on the bottom of the drain, then jam it up under one side of the brace. Then I work the backpack around until it’s out of the way, along my side, and I lay my cheek on the bottom of the tunnel and look through.

There’s a pile of bodies there. 

Only…smaller.

Shit, they’re no bigger than my hand. And they’re all shoved inside a wire container, about as fine-meshed as a window screen maybe, maybe the wires are a little wider apart. A strainer, I think. The strainer’s fused to the cement somehow—glue or something, I don’t know. I start to reach out toward the strainer.

There’s a bright flash of light and then I hear a plop plop plop, like someone’s taking a dump in a dugout toilet.

I freeze with my hand on the other side of the brace and the flashlight still on. But I don’t hear anything else then. 

After my eyes get over the flash of light, I study the bodies inside the strainer again. The bodies on the bottom look more decomposed than the ones on the top. Which is odd, because I’d last come here a week ago. It’d take longer than a week for bodies to get as bad as these ones are. 

I look to see if any of them are familiar, but they’re too rotten.

And yet there are no maggots. Where are the fucking maggots?

Now, normally I’d scoot my ass back on out of there, pretend I hadn’t seen anything funny, and ever go back there again.

But.

I was actually there to meet somebody.

She goes to my school. Stutters every time she tries to speak to me. It’s cute. 

“Care?” I whisper. “Care? You down here?”

“Oh God,” she says, from what sounds like a fuck of a long ways away. And then she calls my name a couple of times. Her voice sounds like furry caterpillars are stuck in her throat. She coughs and something makes a thick splattering sound. 

I look through the hole around the sides of the strainer but I can’t see her.

“You see the light?”

“I see it.”

“Can you move? Can you reach me?”

I put my hand through and reach around, but I don’t feel her hand. I take off my jacket and shove my shoulder in the hole until the cement scrapes off skin. 

I touch her, I just barely touch her fingertips.

They’re above mine, and they make me sick to my stomach. They’re all chewed up, so I can feel the meat. No skin on the ends of her fingers. And they’re not bleeding, they’re kind of dry, like it’s been a while. Since she got hurt.

“What’s going on, Care?”

“Came to meet you. Got here…feels like years ago. I felt something tugging me. I saw that stuff on the ceiling and I…”

Inwardly, I groaned. 

“I scraped some off and ate it.” Her mauled hand isn’t even flinching from me touching it. “Went through just fine. A hole opened up underneath me and I fell through it. Fell for ages. Landed in a pile of leaves. Went inside a room with a million doors in it…the little door to the garden was there. I unlocked it and waited. I grew bigger, then smaller…when I was small enough I went through. It was good, for a while. Then the cards caught me and…here I am.”

She wasn’t a bad kid. I should have said no.

But of course I needed the money. I always need the money. I still should have said no.

The truth is I wanted to fuck her but I knew it’d be a bad idea for her, like making someone with a heart problem run
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