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we got to talking...
 -OK, Jimmy Carter would be proud, I’m sure. You look 
like shit. Go do your cash out, then talk to Steve.

His vision was blurred and he made a huge mess of the paperwork. 

Liquid gold flowed through his veins. His eyelids were heavy. He 
felt distant, itchy, and warm. The world was muffled and muted. A 
fuzzy shape grew large before him; then spoke…

 -Matthew ... Matthew! Wake up! Are you done with that? 
It’s time to go! ... This is a mess. And look at you. … Matthew, 
look, I’ve been meaning to talk to you. ... I know you’re dealing 
with some stuff right now, and I’ve tried to be understanding. But-
 -Steve,
 -No. I’ve gotta say this. ... Your numbers just don’t add up. 
And it’s only cheques. I mean there’s no cash. None. And look at 
you. I can’t send you out like this.
 -Steve, man
 -No! … It’s over Matthew. You’re done. I’m sorry. I’ll need 
your ID and your receipt book before you go.

 He stood on the street corner outside, waiting for a bus. 
He hated Steve for firing him, and he hated all those people behind 
all those doors because they had all said no. He hated Tyson for 
getting him that job and for showing him the ropes, for giving him 
that first shot of dope. And he hated himself for taking it.
But as he fingered the receipt book and blank ID card he had 
swiped on his way out of the office, a strange mix of pride, shame, 
and fearful anticipation swelled up within him. He was afraid of 
what would come next, but he needed to eat, didn’t he? And his 
habits needed to be fed too. And starting tomorrow he was a free 
agent. He probably had a month before people started catching on. 
He’d best get to work straight away … doing what he had to do.
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