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Confessions from the bottom of a bottle of whiskey: The life of Charlie Hunter


I’ve spent my life doing what I called “writing.” I took my life, changed the names and put it on my word processor. I may have added some extra details or took away the harsh fact that I am a raging alcoholic that thinks that he is really a failure. I may have made my friends like me. But, in the end, my stories are just my existence scribbled on an electronic cocktail napkin. Sure, some people may have said that I was “influential,” an “interesting case,” or a “writer who breaks the mold;” but they are simply using euphemisms for my insanity. I think I’m going to stop writing one of these days. I’m just going to shut my laptop and sit back. I’m going to just give it all up. It’ll feel good too. I know it will. It’ll feel like I’m getting reborn. Everybody needs to get reborn sometime. Some people do it by finding some higher level within themselves. They do it by trying new things and spurring themselves to new heights. I do it by giving in to the pressures of the half-wits that tell me that I’m a “failure…a waste of space that sits in front of a glowing screen, getting high on writing about himself”. The peanut gallery calls me nuts. I found that funny, and I still kind of do. Still, I think they are right--no matter how hypocritical they may be. They call me a “satirist of myself.” I’m the guy who finds great pleasure in self-deprecation. I would make a great stand-up comic. If only I wasn’t so damn afraid of speaking in public. In front of large groups, I freeze up. I nearly go into convulsions. No, stand-up is definitely out. Maybe I could publish books. No… that wouldn’t work. I would only publish those books that talked about my condition. Only the ones that talked about a chain-smoking, depressed, alcoholic that is mad at the world and trying to prove his worth. That won’t do. I really just don’t know what I am going to do. Maybe I’ll just have another drink.
************************************************************************

Charlie walks over to the liquor cabinet. He flings open the door and pulls out a fresh bottle of Jack Daniels. He tears the lid off with a disdain he usually reserved for life. He poured the whiskey over the melting ice cubes in his glass and takes a swig. 

************************************************************************
I’ve had just about enough of this. I just feel like I need a break. I just want to stay at home and do nothing. I want to feel lazy. Damn, I want to be lazy too. I just want to stop pushing myself anyway. I want to stop giving myself stress. I know I don’t work well with stress, anyway. I just want to be Kerouac. Is that too much to ask? I just want to leave an indelible mark. I just want to be something. I’m so… sick…sick and tired of being nothing.

************************************************************************

Charlie breaks down. He begins to sob, tears mixing with his whiskey. He can’t even feel the tears falling. He’s too drunk. Or maybe it is just the fact that he doesn’t care. He’s just pissed off. He wishes that he could feel again. But then he realizes that he didn’t like that either. He takes a long, smooth drink of the whiskey and somehow regains his composure.
************************************************************************


You know, there’s this great line in one of the Counting Crows’ songs. It’s in “Omaha.” It goes, “In the middle of the night, there’s an old man treading around in the gathered rain. And, Mister, if you’re gonna walk on water, would you drop a line my way.” I love that line. I think I’m gonna tell it to God when I get to heaven. I think that would be appropriate. I just feel like I never got anything. No talent. No flair. I just got a laptop and a bag of tricks. I got the ability to spin Americana into literature. I turned whiskey into wine. That was probably the devil’s trick. Water was too pure. He had to give it to Jesus to do the rest. I turn all the symbols that make my life inherently American: alcoholism, depression, chain smoking, religious indifference… the list goes on. I just feel that the days I care are quickly waning. I just sit in front of glowing screen getting high on the glow. My friends were right. I’ve got the laptop on my lap, my glass of whiskey on the desk, and my unfiltered Marlboro in my mouth. I told myself I was going to quit my bad habits. But I’m not much for stick-to-itiveness, except when it comes to my bad habits. First, I said I was gonna kick the drinking. Then I got mad at my friend for telling me I was quitter. So, I quit trying to quit. I took back my glass of whiskey. Ha, I showed him. Then, I was gonna quit smoking. But I haven’t got to that yet. I’m damned by circumstance. I’ve still got a carton left and those things are expensive. Then, I was gonna stop writing. It’s such a perpetuator of all my bad habits. The problem is I’ve got this great idea for a story. It’s about a guy who is a washed up writer, at the end of his rope, ready to hang it up. Then he gets an idea and starts to write about it. The idea is about another washed up writer in the same situation. The situation sort of repeats itself. But I don’t care. I’m gonna call it Confessions from the Bottom of a Bottle of Whiskey I think it’s gonna be really good. You should all read it. 
******************************************************************************

Charlie turns to his computer and begins to type on the eerie white screen. He pours another glass of whiskey. The bottle is now empty. Charlie tosses it in the trash and tells himself that he needs to go to the store for more whiskey. Charlie pulls a pack of Marlboros from a pocket in his wrinkled jeans. As he writes with one hand, he lights his cigarette with the other. He begins to softly cry as the words flow onto the screen. He slowly begins to truly feel that his friends were right all along. He wants to shut off the screen. He wants to pull away. But he wants to feel like he means something. Damn, he wants to mean something. He’s tired of getting this way. 
******************************************************************************

I guess I better go. It’s 2:00 am and I just feel like I’ve exhausted myself. Being drunk and insightful always takes it out of me. I hope you all read my story. I know I never will. But I never read any of my stories. I don’t think I need to read the things that I have lived through. I wouldn’t ask you to read about being normal, so don’t ask me to read about being insane. 

******************************************************************************

Charlie turns off the computer.

******************************************************************************
