The Darkling Daze
Jesus, were you just around the corner?

Did You think to try and warn her?

Or are you working on something new?

If there’s an order in all of this disorder

Is it like a tape recorder?

Can we rewind it just once more?

WAKE UP! WAKE UP, DEAD MAN!

WAKE UP! WAKE UP, DEAD MAN!

—U2

When dreaming I’m guided

Through another world

Time and time again

At sunrise I fight to stay asleep

‘Cause I don’t want to leave

The comfort of this place

‘Cause there’s a hunger, a longing to escape

From the life I live when I’m awake

So let’s go there

Let’s make our escape

Come on; let’s go there

Let’s ask, “Can we stay?”

—Creed

Another night in any town

You can hear the thunder of their cry

Ahead of their time

They wonder why

In the shadows of a golden age

A generation waits for dawn

Brave carry on

Bold and the strong

Only the young can say

They’re free to fly away

Sharing the same desires

Burnin’ like wildfire

—Journey
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“Jim, wake up.”

A defiant moan.

“Wake up, it’s seven fifteen.”

A mutter: go way.
“You got to go to school, boy!”

She pulled his comforter back, exposing the bare skin of his upper back to the torturous, brisk morning air.

School. Yeah, that sounded good. Good ole education—incarceration!—it was the best.

Thanks, mom. Love you too.
“If you don’t get up soon, you won’t have time to eat! Don’t ya wantcha mornin’ oats?”

I want to sleep.
But he couldn’t, not anymore. Not with the intrusive voice of his mom seeping into his room like an epidemic of sonic poison, laughably reminding him of the Pink Floyd song that said, “If you don’t eat yer meat, you can’t have any pudding!”


Jeanie watched dumbly as her son fluttered about his bedding crazily, and awoke with emphatic audacity.


He shooed her out of the room, descended upon his bedroom floor like a flash flood of black rain accompanied by a storm of lightning, stirring aimlessly about; scrambling to ready himself for the day of learning and social scrutiny ahead. Oh, how he loved the game of school—its obstacles, its irregularities—and all the players that took part in it. His teachers were, for the most part, tolerable folks. And his fellow pupils could keep him fairly entertained, fully immersed in the fundamental process of institutional education for the full duration of the long eight-hour day. But he hated the initial act of getting there.


What the hell, though—right? Another day, another step closer to freedom. Sweet, glorious salvation….


Freedom. Hah. Jimmy hardly knew the meaning of the word. Life was such a drag. In a few hundred years, when nuclear war had eradicated humanity, decimated the global economy, and vaporized the graveyards, who would care? Seriously.


This is why he felt it necessary to indulge in the sweet nectars and blissfulness of life’s simple pleasures—Mary Jane, Jack Daniels…all of the popular folks in the neighborhood; and on the weekends, philandering. Intoxication of the mind and body, perversely, was the only way to keep it going, it seemed.


But first, there was school to be attended—that is, if one gave their concern to the rules.


The rules, from his perspective, were sanctioned thus: Drink lemon-lime soda high in caffeine, and the day would come to him as a welcome conflagration of events—eat chocolate chip oatmeal cereal bars, and no one would have to go hungry; that is, he was the only person that mattered, and he preferred not to be hungry—and, last but not least, take two amino acid dietary supplement pills before and after every meal, and lift weights as often as the arms allow; this enabled one to go about the day with ease…and, should the need arise to break the cartilage in someone’s face, the act would be quite doable.


Efficiency, tolerance, and patience: These were the gifts of the rules.


And Jimmy Dunbar was a gracious boy.
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Quentino Sanchez and Joe Bob Briggs were sitting lazily upon their swaying wooden perches—thrones hand-crafted from genuine oak by Briggs’ son, Ron. They were stockmen at the local grocery store, Wells’ Market. Today, they were taking it easy.


A portable CD player nearby was emanating the pleasant stereophonic sounds of an old Survivor tune: “I can’t stop thinkin’ about you, girl…. I must be livin’ in a fantasy world. I’ve searched the whole world over, to find a heart so true—such complete intoxication; I’m high on you!”
Joe Bob and Quentino were an infamous duo amongst the lesser ranks of the grocery store hierarchy. This was not because they were bad fellows; they were hardworking, friendly, and intelligent—they simply had a lounge brothers’ way with language and mannerisms, and seemed to have a hand on a wealth of inside information regarding the insidious inner workings of Wells’ Market. The customers despised the facial expressions they exchanged in their presence, and it had even generated a small effort to have them let go from their employment—but that seemed an overzealous solution to a nonexistent problem.

By the girls, they were loved—particularly their coworkers. They were constantly venturing to the nearby city of Barstow; taking their female friends on dates to the movie theater and sharing the hilarity of inexperience in a formal dining setting by making their way with serpentine sleekness into the social infrastructure of high-class restaurants, imposing upon themselves prestigious false identities, and playing their parts to the fullest. Sometimes, they even took the effort to act thus even in the private circle of the supplemental company of their one-night love affairs—but that required a falsified dosage of realism and lying that bore too much difficulty and guilt for even the notorious Joe Bob and Sanchez.

They were such hopelessly unromantic bachelors that not even the powerful lyrics of the Survivor song lofting about the rich, aromatic spring air could be appreciated by the likes of them. Not because they were bad guys, necessarily; they had just been mislead by the unseemly messages society had bestowed upon them.

When in doubt, blame society: This was the Joe Bob Briggs philosophy, in the subconscious sense. His conscious views on life were full of expletives, and rather obscene.
