No Time for Love, Dr. Korba

An Adam Davenport Toilet Paper Alternative

I dedicate this to the following people in order of importance:

· Myself, as I am so damn sexy that I hurt myself (you know it’s true, ladies- bow chikkie wow wow!)

· Jewel-Osco, for the $2.95 Jewel-Brand 24 pack

· Led Zeppelin- see you guys on tour!

· Jason Kolkey, I want to buy your bass guitar and amp

· Janet Vega, for staying the hell away from Jason and his bass equipment (MS Word wants to change your last name to “veggie”)

· Jeff Korba, for being such a pathetic mook (MS Word wants to change your last name to “Korea”)

· Woodstock High School, for eradicating all of my real creativity and replacing it with this

· The good folks at Channel Eleven, for educational and spiritually enriching material that has helped me with many a case of diarrhea

· E-Machines, for creating the $500.00 doorstop on which I’m typing this and listening to Paint It, Black

· Buddha, for the great cookie recipe

· The members of 3 Pack, as we are the ghettoist bunch of white guys that ever got jiggy with anything. Word do my homies, beeyotch!

· Specifically Mr. Carlson, whom makes certain we all know just who the boss is

· All the rest of you, as I hate you all so much and the rage you create locks me in my room alone night after night with nothing to do but type and cry myself to sleep. Luv yous!

I have to type something down here. It’s become a tradition. Soon it will become trite and meaningless, like a few other symbols I could mention. Heh. Few.

Forward

Start Me Up

The response to the previous story I wrote was incredible. This tells me two things- one, I should keep writing these things, as people actually read them. Two, you all have absolutely no taste and should have your feet hooked to the bumper of a taxi and dragged through Central Park. Anyway, thank you America for reading, and please continue to do so.

You could send me money, you know. Money is cool. Please send all money to the following address:

Yeah, right. I’m going to give you my address. You’d all egg my house and steal my stuff. It’s MY stuff, you hear me? Keep your dirty dirty man hands off it. MINE!

Anyway, per usual, the following isn’t real. It takes place in the summer of 2003, when I will undoubtedly have a license. No one has given me the right to use their names, so I use them a lot. Vive le Ersatz Resistance! This is written in the same style as Tacos, as I am lazy and it is an easy style to imitate. Present tense first person. It’s different, though. This time it starts off like “Dude, Where’s My Car?” Aren’t you lucky?

Everyone go out and buy a real book. Go find some Thomas Disch. Idiots.

Prologue

Get Off My Cloud

I can feel it- my blood, MY blood, my life, throbbing through my body like gasoline. It pushes at my fingertips, pushes at my eyes, pulls me, feels me, heals me, drowns me in its waking moments, sleeping sore and still it presses on. Precious hindsight life begins to beg forgiveness, fortune’s told us, greed and hatred unforgiving, still we struggle, still not matter, draws through Satyrs whole. Feel the pulsing, let it drive you, rhythm flowing, guide me, heal me, bring me through this to my ending, cover me from drama’s twist. Private lives and public lies and stealing begging dying dredging futile feinting just awaking, not that it matters. Break this and find me a new one. I’ve always been obsessed with the children sleeping blest, softly pounding silences without my moot defiances and still my traveling moods of greener pastures waver on. Pouring down like frozen lives without the care of what she strives we suffer blindly driving through this drowning stream of what we do. My self-defeating logic dies with every waking breath but throughout the night we pass on care and heal us once again. I knew nothing before I came here, still I know nothing but I feel fine, it’s something in sickness (I feel no pity) that makes it all feel like a trick of the mind. Cannot we fail just one more time as I’ve gone astray? Play for your prayers and prey on the cenotaphs, sing for your food and I’ll write you a song. Pieces of inquiry stall through the ages with no recourse but to fall. Still, none of it matters, I lay on my side, and I feel all the world pass me by virtue of it. Nothing inside me is breaking through boundaries that never existed (I drew them in crayon).
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She’s A Rainbow

“Uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuhh.” I say. I am in bed. My head hurts and cognitive processes have been suspended.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmugh?” Someone next to me asks.

“Nuuuurrrrrggghhh!” I am frightened.

“Rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrruuuuuuuuuhh.” The person next to me sits up. It’s a man.

“YAAAAAA!” I am significantly more frightened.

“Kachew.” He says.

“Bless you.”

“Thanks.” Jesus Christ, it’s Davenport.

Davenport walks to the bathroom and looks in the mirror. “Huh. I fell asleep in my clothes.”

“Thank God,” I say. I mean it, too.

“You snore, Korba.”

“Davenport, that’s the last thing I want to hear from you concerning my nocturnal habits.” I look around and realize something. “Hey. This is a hotel.”

Adam is looking at the bedside table. “And a shitty one at that. Hilton plastic cups.”

“How does that make it shitty?”

“Because the stationary says ‘Bob’s Woodstock Motel’.”

“Oh.” I walk around, surveying the damage. There’s a broken lamp that Davenport’s coat probably knocked over, and the ice bucket is pathetically empty. “Nothing on the planet,” I say, “is more pathetic than a pathetically empty ice bucket.”

“I’m hung over,” Davenport says.

“You look hung over,” I respond. “I’m hung over, too. I can’t remember anything that happened last night.”

“How convenient. Neither can I. Why, can you imagine the hilarious antics we could have trying to figure out what happened?”

“Indeed. Page-turning material, I bet. I’m going to take a walk to try and clear my head. You coming?”

“Yeah,” Davenport says, grabbing his coat, “we need ice.”

I grab the key and walk outside. We head into the parking lot to get some fresh air. Today has all the appearances of a spring day, only it’s hotter than hell. There’s quite a bit of cloud cover, but it doesn’t help. Davenport, true to what he calls “an obligatory Cobain-esque quirk,” wears his trenchcoat. My God, he’s an idiot.

“You’re an idiot, Davenport.”

“Thanks, Eyebrow Man.”

I look around again. Something is wrong.

“Dude, where’s my car?” I say.

“Where’s your car, dude?”

“Oh, there’s your car, Davenport. I guess we took yours.”

“Korba, you get brighter every time I see you. Like the reflection of the sun off the grease on your forehead.”

Time to break out the big guns. “Shut up, Davenport.” We walk over to his car. “Are we going somewhere?”

“I guess so. We’re already at the car. Makes me feel kind of stupid, carrying the ice bucket.”

“You never know when it’ll come in handy, I guess.” We get in the car and drive off to wherever Adam has planned. I don’t care enough to ask. We’ll be back here, eventually.

“Hmmm. I’d really like to know where we were last night. Maybe Erin will know.” I take out my cell phone.

“Who’s Erin?” Davenport asks.

“My girlfriend, man. You know that.” I dial her number. It’s eleven-thirty, so I suppose she’s…

“Hello?” It’s her.

“Hey, Erin, it’s Jeff.”

The receiver goes dead. Odd. I try again.

I wait for five rings and her answering machine kicks in. I am commanded to leave a message after the beep. In fear of the repercussions (who knows what could happen if I didn’t leave a message after the beep?) I leave a message.

“Hi, Erin, it’s Jeff again. We got cut off. Anyway, I just called…”

I hear a click and Erin’s voice comes on.

“How dare you call me Jeff? After the way you acted last night, I’m surprised you have the balls.”

“Bu…”

“Shut up, Jeff. I don’t want to hear anything you have to say. You are the world’s biggest dick. What were you thinking calling me?”

“Wh…”

“I am so pissed at you! Don’t call me again, or I’ll call the police and have you arrested, you fucking bastard.”

“Da…”

“Good-bye, Jeff.”

Silence.

Davenport looks over at me. “Something wrong?”

“Uh?”

“Words, Korba. Use your words.”

“Erm… yeah. Erin’s nuts.”

“Heh. I know. She’s dating you.”

“Shut up, Davenport. Get back to the hotel. We have to figure out what happened to us.”

“Good. I didn’t know where I was going anyway.”
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19th Nervous Breakdown

We get back into the room and I immediately hunt for clues. Davenport says something about scoring some continental breakfast. I don’t pay attention. I walk around the room, looking for anything. Lamp is broken, but we already knew that. Sheets are disheveled, obviously. Shower is dry. Cups are clean, as is the sink. Jesus help me!

About four minutes later Davenport twirls into the room, closing the door. “I forgot it’s almost noon. We missed breakfast.”

“Did you find out when we checked in?”

“Yeah,” he says, shoving his hands in his coat pockets, “About eleven last night. We’re registered under the names Dr. Love and Sun Goku. Oh, and we have the room until tomorrow morning.”

“Anything else?”

“No. The night woman is gone and will be until nine-thirty.”

“Shit. Where were we last night?” I resume my search. After a moment, Davenport speaks.

“We were with Evan.”

I don’t bother to look up. “How do you know that?”

“Because of the bag of peyote I have in my pocket.”

That would explain a few things.

“And my wallet’s gone.”

I sigh. “Davenport, if you say one more thing I’ll scream.”

He smirks. “Your fly is down.”

3

You Can’t Always Get What You Want
Evan Petrie and Max Gantner are like two sides of a two-headed coin. Since graduation, they’ve become practically drifters, spending most of their daylight hours standing outside Dunkin’ Donuts and smoking. Davenport’s taken to referring to them occasionally as Jay and Silent Bob, respectively, though Max doesn’t really shut up all that well. Anyway, it’s our only lead and I’d really like to be able to stare my girlfriend in the face without getting slapped.

The Dunkin’ Donuts parking lot is about half full with the lunch rush. As I thought, Max and Evan were standing outside smoking.

Evan smiles at Davenport when he approaches. “Hey, Davenport, want to buy some mushrooms?”

“No, thanks, Jay. I think I’ve had enough of your mushrooms. You pick the wrong ones.”

“Noogins.”

I shake my head. “One of these days that joke will get old.”

“Shut up, Eyebrow Man,” Davenport says.

On second thought…

“Oh, Davenport, I finished your T-shirt. ‘Free Winona 2002’ with the face shot of Winona Ryder.” Max bends down to open his bag.

Adam scratches his head. “I paid you for that seven months ago.”

“Better late than never, right?” Max takes out a white V-neck T-shirt with an iron-on decal. “Ryder” is misspelled.

Adam cocks an eyebrow. “Uh, gee, Max, thanks. What you’ve sacrificed in punctuality you’ve made up for in craftsmanship.”

“Thanks, man.”

“Oh, Evan, I have something that belongs to you.” Adam reaches into his pocket and produces the bag of peyote.

“Evan, before we get into that, I have some questions for you about last night…”

The door to the Dunkin’ Donuts opens. A police woman with a cup of coffee walks out to see Davenport offering Evan a good amount of peyote from his trenchcoat pocket, as well as Max smoking something that I just now realize isn’t exactly a Marlboro Light. She looks at us, we look at her, and at that moment we bolt for Evan’s car.

I think I’m going to be ill.
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Gimmie Shelter

Max is driving about ninety, going somewhere. I’m really not concerned about that right now- what I’m concerned about is the fact that I’m sitting on about three thousand bucks worth of Mary Jane (marijuana, cannabis, pot, whatever) dished out into little plastic bags.

“Adam?”

“What, Korba?”

“I hate you.”

“Shut up, Korba. Where are we going, Max?”

“Well, Part One is we lose the police gal. Part Two is we get somewhere and hide the car. Affably, there aren’t any plates on this thing. Part Three is we hide out until things cool down.”

I object. “No, Max. I can’t! Erin’s pissed at me! I need to find out what happened last night! So one of you tell me where I can find someone I can sit down with and talk to for fifteen minutes and then let me out of the car or I’ll jump out and tell her where you both live.”

Evan looks at me. “You mean you don’t remember anything?”

“No. Davenport either.”

“Shit, man, leave that peyote here. Go find Carlson. He was there.”

“You mind if I lose the cop first? I’d like not to be killed when I stop the car.”

“Whatever,” I say, “as long as we’re clear.”

I suddenly realize something.

“Shit. My wallet’s gone.”

“Damn,” Evan says, “you guys need a clover or something.”

“If your clovers are anything like any of your other plants, Evan, I’ll shove them up your ass.”

I rarely agree with Adam, but this makes sense to me.
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Undercover of the Night

Max eventually pulls into an alley and makes several sharp turns. He finds an open garage door, pulls in, and Evan quickly jumps out to shut it. They are too efficient for this not to have happened before. Max suggests that if Davenport and I are going to leave that we stay low and hang out in a café or something until nighttime.

Eventually, after sneaking out of the garage, starving in McDonalds for lack of wallets, walking over to Dunkin’ Donuts to retrieve Davenport’s car, and scanning the area for police, we are on the road. Unfortunately, neither of us have seen Kurt for about a month and aren’t even sure if he still lives at home. In fact, neither of us know where he lives. We make a quick stop at the hotel and grab a phone book. As I drive, Davenport sits next to me reading the phone book. He looks very creepy illuminated in the car’s reading light.

“Do you have any idea how many Carlson’s there are in here?”

“How many?”

“Many.”

“How many in Woodstock?”

“You’re lucky. Only three. I’ve been there a couple times before, so I remember what the house looks like.”

“Good.”

We drive in silence for a while. A not entirely unattractive woman jogs on the side of the road. Davenport smells like pot.

“I love her.”

Davenport, who looked very close to falling asleep, looked at me.

“I love her. Erin. I just realized that.”

“Hmmm. You’re making me depressed.”

“Oh, you’ve had twice as many girlfriends as I have.”

“More than that. Still. I don’t have one now. I miss the feeling, you know?”

I know.

I turn on the radio. Adam programs his stations funny- every station key is set perfectly so no matter what preset you hit you’ll always get static. I never understood it until now. It’s a really comfortable noise. I leave it as it is.

After searching for a while, we finally come upon what we were searching for. Adam recognizes Kurt’s house as soon as he sees it. We pull into the driveway and get out. We walk to the door and ring the doorbell.

“What time is it?” I ask.

“Ten fifteen.”

“Never mind. I don’t want to know.”

“What if he’s not here?”

The door opens and cuts off my response.

“Adam?” A woman stands at the door.

“Hi, Mrs. C.” Davenport exudes a sort of Fonzie diplomacy in these situations. “Is Kurt around?”

“Oh my God, you haven’t heard. Honey, Kurt’s dead.”

I’m close to fainting.

“He was found murdered in an alley. Beaten up, with his head smashed in and his legs missing.”

I can’t breathe.

“They think it was a gang, but there’s nothing they can do. Whoever was there didn’t leave anything…”

Adam gets a steel look in his eyes. He thanks her for telling him and has to drag me away and into the car. He backs out of the driveway and drives to a secluded place where he parks the car. I’m petrified. He grabs his keys and gets out. Somewhere in my head I’m wondering what he’s doing. Then it slowly dawns on me, like a bucket of cold water down my spine.

Adam was getting out to check the trunk.
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Sympathy for the Devil
It’s impossible to grasp. I am in a car with one of my best friends whom apparently assisted me in the murder of an eighteen-year-old whose legs we’ve subsequently stuffed in the trunk of the car with a partially shattered 2x4 covered in brain matter. Davenport isn’t saying anything. I can’t tell if he’s stopped thinking or if he’s thinking a mile a minute. I know what I’m thinking- I’m thinking of the thunk Kurt’s legs make against the side of the trunk every time Adam makes a hard turn. I’m thinking of Kurt, lying in the alley, screaming for his life as we take a board to his head. I’m thinking…

“Stop thinking about it,” Davenport said.

“Are you fucking kidding me? We killed Kurt Carlson! His legs are in the trunk! I’m pretty much stuck on thinking about it. Not to mention that I made a complete ass of myself in front of my now ex-girlfriend in a way that I’ll never know of, though that worry is eclipsed a bit by the fact that I’ve killed a guy!”

“Shut up, Korba. We’re going to burn the car. Everything will be okay. No evidence.”

“Gee, that makes me feel better. What will happen when I get home? Will I find Janelle LeBroke’s severed head in my underwear drawer? Fuck you, Davenport. Fuck you and your fucking friends!”

“Get a clue, Korba, they’re your friends. I don’t remember anything from last night, but I’m sure I didn’t force any drugs down your fucking throat, or drag you by your thumbs to Evan’s party.”

“Well, Adam, you chopped someone’s legs off and broke their skull with a board. I’m just not sure anymore as to the extent of your influence.”

Adam doesn’t say anything.

“Look, I’m sorry. You’re right. You’re right, okay?”

“Kurt was my friend. I never wanted to hurt him. Why would I hurt him?” Adam, to my amazement, is crying.

“Adam, you were on something. It wasn’t you, it wasn’t me, it was the… whatever it was. He knows it, too.”

“Shut the fuck up, Korba, just shut the fuck up.”

I do.

Epilogue

It’s All Over Now

It’s been a month since Adam and I had our little adventure. We haven’t seen each other since. As it stands, neither of us has heard anything about it. Evan and Max were both eventually caught and arrested for selling narcotics to elementary school students. They are in prison and will be for a long time.

I am doing well. On occasion I’ll visit Kurt’s grave across from Olsen Middle School. I almost always cry. Erin and I have reconciled our differences, though I don’t think we’ll be dating for a long time yet. That’s all right with me- I’m happy with simply being her friend.

Actually, I’m headed over to see her now. I have a great car I bought used from a friend of my father’s. I paid only three thousand for it. The only problem is that it needs an oil change soon.

Apparently too soon. The oil light clicks on as I’m driving. Smoke begins coming out of the engine compartment. I try to pull over, but I’m pinned in the leftmost lane. I stop the car where it is, to the aggravation of the people behind me. Happy coincidence- across the other two lanes is a gas station. Halfway, as I cross the first lane of opposing traffic, I hear a loud horn from a Greyhound bus going about ten miles an hour faster than it should be.

“Oh fu--"

Busy, busy, busy.

~ Curious Bokononian Proverb

Afterward

Wild Horses
The other titles have something to do with their subsequent chapters. This one is just my favorite Rolling Stones song. If you haven’t noticed, douchebag, they all are Rolling Stones songs. Continuity.

I figured I’d punish Kurt in this one. See, he had the chance to read my book in English class, but he would rather watch fucking Casablanca and pass the test. Well now who’s on top, Kurt? Huh? Huh?

I type, and you dance, monkeys. Dance, monkeys, dance!

Okay. You’re done here. Go back to your homes and places of worship.

Idiots.

Did you like this book? Also try…

TACOS IN PARADISE

THE END OF THE WORLD

It’s the story of Jason Kolkey, a Machiavellian ex-Jewish atheist and his friend Adam Davenport. Join them as they go on an adventure they soon won’t forget!

Price: FREE!

Simply mention this book and call:

XXX-XXX-XXXX

Please be readily accessible to the author, as he is a lazy bastard and doesn’t move very easily.

