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I’m sitting in the car. Staring straight ahead at some stranger’s 
house. What the fuck is taking so long? How long does it take to 
exchange money for drugs? I’d honk, but the last time I did that 
Tyson flipped. I scan through the channels on the radio. Nothing 
on. I flick it to the Christian station. Sometimes AM is good for a 
laugh. It’s one of those shows from down south that gets rebroad-
cast up here. A guy who sounds like a cross between Boss-Hog and 
Jimmy Swaggart is describing hell, the gnashing of teeth, he says, 
along with a host of other evils, is awaiting fornicators and idolaters 
in the next life. Bullshit. I turn it off.
	 It’s hot. But I’ve got to stay in the car. A cop drives by and 
I slink down in my seat. Fuck. I hate being seen here. This place is 
sketchy. Big fence, mad dogs, a ton of broken down cars, and the 
house has moldy cardboard covering most of the windows. A guy 
got knifed right here last week. I nervously tap out a rhythm on the 
dashboard.
	 Then I see him. Coming out of the house. I can tell just 
by his posture that he scored. He slides into the car. Fuck he smells 
bad. Like I don’t know… rotten ass? God! I roll down the window 
and start to drive. “Whatcha get?”  
	 “Couple of those quick-release tens”
	 “How many?”
	 “Twelve”
	 “That’s it? Twelve total? Six each?”
	 “Yeah, you dick, it’s all he had. You don’t have to do ‘em 		
	 y’know”
	 “Sure. Yeah right. Let’s just go to my place and get fixed. 		
	 Do you have some change for me?” I ask hopefully.
	 “I owed him forty. He wouldn’t have sold to me if I hadn’t 
paid him what I owed. I get a cheque next week; I’ll get you back. 
Or you can wait till I get my script.”
	 “Whatever. You’re an asshole”
	 “Fuck off. Get your own hook up then”
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