The Dangers of Alcohol by Grant Jones
I want to take this opportunity to apologize to my good friend Rick for embarrassing him at his fraternity’s party last weekend. My behavior was uncalled for, illegal, and in many cases, unnatural. And although it will be extremely embarrassing to revisit, I think what happened on that night holds a valuable lesson for my readers, for it was at Rick’s party that I first consumed alcohol. Let the following account of my Night in Hell be a warning to you all:
It all began innocently when I was playing Pokemon’s Revenge on my Playstation 2 (I highly recommend it—Mookiemon is in the game, finally!) when the phone rang. It was Rick, this completely awesome guy from my American History class. He had a proposition. He was having a party that Saturday and wanted me to come. I almost shit my pants. The whole time I was in college, the only other party I’d ever been invited to was at Best Buy for the release of Star Wars: Episode One on DVD. The only condition, Rick said, was that I dress in a suit and take peoples coats as they arrived. I accepted his invitation and wrote him sent him a thank you card the following day. 
I showed up Rick’s house at 5pm sharp on Friday afternoon. Apparently this was a bit early, but my goodness, the sun was almost down. Rick and some of his fraternity brothers were nice enough to give me a very nice apron, had someone not written ‘Beer Bitch’ on it with a marker. Rick took me outside onto the porch next to a metal barrel. “This will be your job until people start to show up,” he said. “Just bring us a beer whenever we ask. You know how to operate a keg right?”

“What’s a keg?” I asked honestly. Rick and his fraternity brother couldn’t believe I’d never tasted beer. I was hesitant at first, but when the brothers held me down while Rick pumped beer out of the keg into my throat, I thought, “Sure, why not try it?” The experience was not altogether unpleasant. I asked for a refill which I got while the brothers chanted “Sigma Delta Omega Pi! Chug that beer until it’s dry!” I admit at first the last was not to my pleasing but by my fifth cup of Bud Lite I began to acquire a taste for it.


By ten o’clock when people began to arrive I was feeling, as Rick later described it, “dangerously drunk.” By ten thirty I had passed out on the porch. Rick and the brothers tried their best to revive me but I would not come to. They said when they looked in my wallet and saw that I was not yet twenty-one some of the brothers freaked out. “If a cop had come and seen you,” Rick informed me in class the following Monday, “we would have been totally busted.” So Rick did what anybody in that situation would do; he disposed of my body in the dumpster.


I awoke an hour later in a pile of trash. Someone had emptied a bin full of glass bottles into the dumpster and onto my head. What kind of jerk doesn’t recycle? One of the glass bottles broke over my forehead, jolting me out of my coma. By the time I made my way back to the house, the party was jumping. I made my way inside and was talking to some ladies when Rick spotted me.


“Jesus Christ man, look at you, you’re bleeding like crazy,” he said and led me into the kitchen so I could clean up. It was in the kitchen I met a brother named Peter. He said I looked down and knew just what would pick me up. It was called a screwdriver and it must have had some alcohol in it because after seven of those I was beginning to feel a little out of control. 


According to Rick I attacked the DJ and wrestled the microphone form him. I was in the third verse of “I am the Wind Beneath Your Wings” before I could be restrained. I deeply apologize to everyone for this. I do a much better version of that song when I’m sober.


At some point I saw an old friend from high school, Molly Grimwood, sitting across the room. Molly was the most popular girl and school and had been prom queen our senior year. If I was ever going to have a chance with her, I thought, it was then and there. I was crushed when she didn’t recognize me. After all, she had once fallen out of her chair with laughter when I’d asked her to our freshman dance. I was devastated and tried to hang myself with the microwave power cord. When she saw this she laughed again just as she had those years before. It was too much to take. I opened the refrigerator door and started flinging eggs at her. I want to sincerely apologize to the young lady I did this too. In my drunken haze I could have sworn you looked just like Molly Grimwood.

For this behavior I received a severe beating, which must have only served to rejuvenate my system because within ten minutes I had lost my virginity in a dark room on the top floor of the house. When I came back down, my shirt sticking out of my open zipper, and told Rick what had happened, he was completely shocked. One of the brothers gave me a high five and the other brothers sang the Sigma Delta Omega Pi song. The mood changed drastically when Tommy came running down stairs and said someone had killed his pet chameleon. I want to apologize to Tommy for this even though I maintain it was the chameleon that made the first move.
At this point the brothers thought it was best to lock me inside the bathroom. They felt guilty, however, when they heard me trying to escape down the shower drain. It was only after I promised to calm down that they agreed to let me out. Somehow I found an unopened bottle of Vodka and what happened form then on I cannot say except that I have been told to apologize to Marty for calling his girlfriend “as ugly as an ox in labor,” and for Cindy for using her $300 Prada jacket as a canopy for my couch-cushion fortress. I would also like to apologize to the Sigma Delta Omega Pi fraternity for the destruction of their chandelier, toaster-oven, balcony, aluminum siding, basketball goal, aquarium, and vacuum cleaner (I’ll be happy to climb up the tree remove the vacuum cleaner and Gil’s hamster, which I believe is still inside, and give both a  proper burial).
Let my experience be a warning to you all. Alcohol is dangerous. I made a fool of myself, and I brought shame on Rick’s fraternity. (He is no longer speaking to me except through his attorney.) Let me be a martyr for you all. Do not make the same mistake or you too will be sued for property damage, sexual harassment, indecent behavior with a reptile, and the drunken steering of a washing machine through a school zone. 
