About a month ago, Glenn had been in a bit of a column-writing rut, so he’s asked me to contribute.  The honest truth is he preferred to get shmammered the other weekend rather than keep tabs on everyone well enough to write about it.  It was up to either Rob or me to fill in (Jeff never remembers anything, plus it was his birthday).  Rob shuffled his feet because he preferred to get shmammered too, so the responsibility fell squarely on my shoulders.  Noting that I had a round of brutal tests coming up in less than 10 days, I heartily accepted.  Approaching mid-March, I’m finally finishing it.





The main problem is that nothing particularly crazy or story-worthy happened that weekend…





We all traveled to Austin chiefly to support Kevin, Chris and Amy while they ran a marathon on Sunday.  We arrived two days in advance of this chiefly to get drunk.  Jeff’s birthday happened to be Saturday...Valentine’s Day...indisputably one of life’s greater ironies.





Our plan was to take him to all the Trudy’s in town and feed him jugs of their Mexican Martinis.  These drinks are so strong that they refuse to serve you any more alcohol after you’ve imbibed two.  This, of course, is unacceptable.  He must drink more.  We couldn’t bare the thought of Jeff remembering even one second of his 26th birthday, so we decided to embark on the “Trudy’s Challenge”: a noble attempt to drink our 2 martini ration at each of the 3 Trudy’s in town.  Ha, Trudy!  A loophole in your communist attempt to keep us sober!  





Typically, getting Rob, Jeff, Glenn, Susan and Hari drunk would provide plenty of stories for me to choose from.  Just wind them up and set them loose… Don’t get me wrong - we were loud, obnoxious and hyper-sexual as usual.  Among the notable events:





1.	Susan humped Jennifer’s face and Glenn completely missed it.  It was hot.


2.	At various times, Jennifer, Susan and Michelle groped and bit each other’s breasts.  This was also hot.


3.	Glenn would periodically hump things when bored.  This included Jen, Rob’s leg, Michelle and a pillar at the Library.  This was gross.


4.	Jeff leaned in to kiss Susan’s friend Erin and was met with a headbutt.  He has now been headbutted twice in two months.


5.	Jeff peed on a wall outside a restaurant several feet from at least a dozen strangers.


6.	Rob slammed a snow/ice-ball into Jeff’s personal balls.  He was in serious pain, but doesn’t remember a thing.


7.	It snowed on 6th Street!!!





The night was actually a ton of fun.  The next day was great too - relaxing at my family’s house, eating, drinking, watching movies, drinking and playing Pictionary (word to the wise: never play with Rob and Jeff - they cheat).  It was an excellent weekend, but nothing notable to fill a whole column with except my own blabber…so I decided to blabber on about just that.





Fair Warning: here’s where the column gets "thoughtful".





I had two conversations that made directly opposing, but equally true, observations.  One was about how we’re all getting older.  Primarily, it centered on the fact that we no longer have it in us to drink like All-Stars two nights in a row.  I contend we just don’t care to abuse our bodies like that anymore, but it’s possible we can’t physically handle it either.  





In other ways, however, we undeniably are getting old.  Many of us are a birthday or two away from officially being in our late 20s.  Dude, that’s old, and we’re beginning to actually do old things, too.  Consider:  Chris is married (holy shit), Susan is nearly engaged (holy fucking shit), Jimmy is building a house, Jen and I will one day be doctors (scary) and Michelle and possibly Glenn may make a living out suing me and Jen.





The other conversation remarked at our immaturity.  We love dick and fart jokes.  We talk about sex constantly.  And everything we do centers around alcohol.  This is so we can feel more comfortable talking loudly about sex and trying to get some.  For us guys, God has designed a rude, limp, small, uncooperative surprise the few times we do succeed under alcohol’s goading.





After so many weeks, I hoped that I would find some sort of inspiration in a quotation or life experience or unexpected epiphany.  I did not.  And at this point, it’s time to just turn this column in.  With the promise of more to come later, here’s what I’m thinking now…What we often label as youth or immaturity, to me, is simply joie de vive.  That’s perhaps what we’re afraid of losing in adulthood - spontaneity, laughter, impulse and indulgence.  On the other hand, I’m not convinced these are incompatible with growing up and being responsible.





At this point, I’m too young and inexperienced to find that elusive “balance”.  Med school Blake is different from weekend Blake is different from family Blake is different from the more coalesced Blake I hope one day to be.  Until then, all these Blakes are a bit confusing and distressing at times, and they get in fights.  It’s like having multiple personalities.  It’s tiring.  On a positive note, I hear the 30s are when the dust finally begins to settle on who you are.  Shortly after that, however, you have kids and the learning starts all over again…





We do not change as we grew older; we just became more clearly ourselves. 


Lynn Hall, Where Have All the Tigers Gone? 1989





