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DEAD RECKONING 3:

My Fault


It was a pretty lazy day for me.  I was sitting and watching TV.  The cable company had recently added MTV|2 to its not-so-vast repertoire of news and sports channels.  I was checking out the new addition and I rather liked it.  There weren't any lame shows or cartoons here, just music videos in their purest form.  It was nice to always see a video in its full splendor and not cut off at the ends or with little "pop-up" blurbs.  Plus, they showed a lot of rare videos.  It wasn't without its down points, though.  They had a tendency to show a lot of videos from the 80's or artists that had a shorter life span than a mayfly.  But I still liked it, it was my kind of station.


*RiNg*


The phone rang.  I reached over and picked up.


"Hello?" 


"Hey, Caleb."  It was Sophia.


"Hey, what's up."


"Not much.  Whatcha doing?"


"Watching MTV."


"Cool.  There's a party down on Marshall Street.  Wanna go?"


Damn, as much as I loved spending time with Sophia, I wasn't sure whether I could really party.  I still had a history paper and a week's worth of math assignments to do.  And my grades didn't need to suffer anymore than they already were.  Damn sense of responsibility.


"I don't think I can.  I've got too much homework."


"Well, me, Jo, and Quentin are going.  The address is 1134 so if you want to stop by, you can."



"Whose house is that?"


"Hell if I know.  It's one of Jo's friends."


That didn't instill me with a whole lot of confidence about the quality of the party.


"1134 Marshall Street?"


"Yeah."


"Yeah, maybe, I'll stop by if I get done early."


"Cool, all right, see ya."


"See ya."  I hung up the phone and unzipped the backpack in front of me.  I wanted to get started right away, maybe I could get done with enough time to make it.  I took out the math book to get that work out of the way first.  First problem:  f'(x)=1 - 2x² + 5.  Let's see, a + h = x and x²…


I don't remember falling asleep.  Calculus must be more boring than I thought.  I probably would have slept through the whole night if it hadn't been for the bleating, beeping sound of the phone.  I picked it up.  


"Hello?"


"Caleb, what's wrong with me?"


Quentin?  I thought it might be him, but he sounded completely wacked out.  Usually, he sounded very calm, but now he was hysterical.  His voice was shaking and trembling like jello.


"Quentin?" I said.


"Why am I such a loser?  What's the matter with me?  Why does no one want to hang around with me?"


"Quentin, what's wrong?  Did something happen?"  I was starting to get worried.  I began to think of any ideas for why he was acting like this.


"What the hell is the matter with me?  I'm not that bad to hang around with.  I'm, I'm a fun guy, aren't I?  I'm smart, I'm intelligent," he sniffled.


"Quentin-"


"My god, I'm 17 years old and I haven't even kissed a girl yet."  He began to cry.  "I've got to be the only virgin in high school.  Do you know how depressing that is?"


A possible explanation came to me.  "Quentin, did you take anything there?"


"Why am I cursed to live like this?  I'm always alone.  You guys are the only friends I hang out with."



"Quentin," I had to get him to focus.  "Quentin, listen to the sound of my voice.  Can you hear me?"


"Mm-hm," he said between sobs.


"Now Quentin, did you eat or smoke anything weird at the party?"

"Uhh, I don't remember."


"Think hard-"


"This one guy gave me this little baggie that had some food in it.  I was hungry.  He said it was a natural herbal remedy or something."


"Did they look like little discs or caps?"


"Yeah, kinda,"


Shrooms, great.


"How many did you eat?"


"Uh, about twelve."


Oh, shit.


"What am I good for?" Quentin began to plead.  "I've got no friends.  I'm stuck in my house every night and I go to sleep and I play video games and watch TV every single night."


"OK, Quentin, do you know where Sophia or Jo is?"


"It's like I'm in prison, my own personal prison."  


"Quentin!" I yelled.  "Where is Jo or Sophia?"


"Sophia cut out.  I think Jo's…"


"Hey, what you think you're doing?" A distant voice on the phone said.


"Leave me alone!  Get away from-"


"Gimme that phone!"


"No-"  


Click.  The voices went dead.


This is not good, not good.  Quentin's OD'd on shrooms.  I don't think he's ever had drugs in his life.  I had to get over there now; otherwise he could be in serious shit.


I jumped in my black pick-up and drove onto the main road.  1134 Marshall Street wasn't too far away.  It was about midnight and when I got there, the party's energy was starting to dwindle.  But the lights were still on, cars were still in the driveway, and I could see the shadows of people moving around.  I parked on the street and entered the house.  People were milling around, holding cups of beer.  Luckily, I saw Jo at the other end of the living room, appropriately wearing a beat-up black "Limp Bizkit" t-shirt.   


"Jo," I said as I approached him.


"Whad up, Cal'b, ye made it."  He was nicely sloshed.


"Do you know where Quentin is?"


"No, dude, somewh'r' aroun' here." 


Great.  "Did you know he OD'd on shrooms?"


"No shit, dude!  Man, th't's cool, QT's nev'r dun drugs bef'r' 'n h's life."



"Yeah, great."



"Dude, try upst'rs," he droopily gestured to the stairs that were on my left.  I immediately headed up and saw Quentin curled up against a wall, next to a potted plant.


"Quentin," I said as I shook him.  "Quentin, come on.  Are you all right?  Wake up."


Quentin didn't move, but I could see he was still breathing.  I pulled him up with all my strength and draped him over my shoulder to make it easier to carry him. 


"Caleb, don't let me die alone," Quentin mumbled in a weary tone.  The drugs were taking their toll on his body.  The question was how much more damage they were going to do.


"Caleb, am I going to die?"


"No, you're not going to die, Quentin."


"Caleb," he clutched my shirt with his free hand and looked right through me.  "I just wanna go home."


"OK, we're going home."  I carried him down the stairs and passed Jo again.  "Jo, do you wanna give me a hand here?"


"Shur, man."  Jo ducked under and pulled Quentin's arm over his shoulder.  "Hey Qu'nt'n, how ye doin'?"


Quentin blinked as if he was trying to refocus his eyes.  "I don't feel so good."


"Hey, man, yer still cool.  It's all right, man.  Yer cool."


"C'mon," I said.  "Let's get him in my truck."


"All righty, then," Jo slurred.


We carried him outside and placed him in the passenger seat of my truck.  


"See ya, Qu'nt'n," Jo said, knocking on the window.


Quentin slowly tilted his head towards him, giving a sickly look like he was seconds away from losing his lunch.


I started my truck and headed back.  I figured I would take him back to my place and let him sleep it off.  That way he would have less risk of getting caught.  To my surprise, when we came to my driveway, I saw Sophia standing next to my front door.  I got out of my truck.


"Sophia," I called out.


"I stopped by to see what you were doing," she said as she started towards me.


"Help me get Quentin out."


"What?"


I ran to the other side of my truck.  "Quentin OD'd on shrooms at the party."


"How many did he take?"


"Twelve caps, I think."


"Great," she said sarcastically.


Sophia came to my side and grabbed hold of Quentin.  We half-carried, half-dragged him to my door, into the house, and set him on my couch.  Now I know what they mean by a sack of potatoes.    


"How could he be stupid enough to eat something and not know what it is?" Sophia said.  


"I guess that's Quentin for you," I shrugged.  I mean he was pretty smart and all, but not a lot of common sense.  

"You gonna just let him sleep it off?" she asked.  


"I guess so.  I can't take him to a hospital or they'll get the cops on him."


Quentin began to stir and shake like a fish out of water.  He tossed and turned as if he were locked in a perpetual nightmare.  Neither of us said anything for a moment as we just watched him writhe in pain.  


"Well, I'm gonna leave.  I'll call you tomorrow," she said.


"See ya."


Sophia exited my house.  I'm not sure why she left so early, maybe she couldn't bear to see Quentin like this, maybe she was bored.  Sophia's like that.


But Quentin was my friend, and I stayed up the rest of the night to watch him to make sure that he wouldn't die.  I can't say I know much about drugs other than the drivel I learned in Health class, but twelve caps don't do a body good.  All the time, I wondered if it was my fault.  Should I have gone to that party?  Should I have been watching out for him?


Damn sense of responsibility.

###

