Soap on a Rope

The Thing What Adam Davenport Wrote

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

· Myself, for I am becoming more and more like Leonard Shelby every day

· Machiavelli, Stalin, and Kurt Cobain, the amalgam what composes my personality

· Jason Kolkey, who’s lazy fucking fat ass can’t wait for a fucking half an hour to eat and leaves me at home fucking starving for cheeseburgers (yes, you are a blowhole)

· Charles Worthington quality shampoo manufacturers

· Tom Petty, who plays as I write this (before it was the Stones and before that it was Dylan/A Perfect Circle)

· Myself, for I am becoming more and more like Leonard Shelby every day

· Brad Lohmeyer, you smell

· Neil Gaiman and Jhonen Vasquez (does that make me spooky?)

· The United States Armed Forces, for not drafting by highest ACT score

· Look behind you! A three-headed monkey!

· Rex, for cutting my hair and dignity about an inch shorter

· The Jerry Falwell Ministries- my check is in the mail

· My bank (stop payment on check number 185-32)

· Laurence Peter, Catherine Dexter, and Ian Barbour, three people you’ve never heard of

· Evan Petrie, for not-quite-blind optimism

· Max Gantner, for not-quite-blind realism

· Mr. Burke, for not noticing the fact that I’ve printed out every one of these copies on the school computers

Anyone for an insulin shot?

Forward

Digitus

Welcome to the third installment in the series of stories that should never have been. I want to die.

Dear Maynard, you’re stupid.

These events take place in the fall of 2004, followed by the winter of 2009. A bunch of whiny, whiny people wanted to be in my story. “Hey, put me into your next story,” they say. I pretended to care, but in reality I still don’t give a fuck. You know what, assholes? You can be in my fucking stories when you give me some fucking money. Otherwise, your character will be inserted on my whim, not on yours. I’m not writing these things for my own health, goddammit. I’m writing them to entertain YOU. I could be charging a dime a copy, but I’m being a fucking philanthropist here. So stop your bitchin’.

And on that note, a little insight into the backstage workings of an Adam Davenport piece of literary gold. Right now I am sitting in my room in front of my computer. I just finished watching Memento for the fifth time in the last two weeks. I could’ve been over at Lucas Noland’s house watching Signs, which is a very crappy movie, but at least I could’ve been out. No. I am at home. Stuck here, without a car, without cash. Every day has faded into a bleak, gray routine.  I wake up, shower, through some means arrive in the mental hospital I’m checked into, endure eight hours of mind-numbing drivel, come home, lay down, attempt something like a half-hour of homework, give up, watch half a movie, and go to sleep. There is very sporadically a meal involved.

Fuck it. Life is good.

Prologue

Caedere

October, 2004

I was in the courtyard. People were standing all around me, creating a claustrophobic atmosphere, to the nth degree as they were all convicted of doing… whatever. The entire place smelled, even the outside. I didn’t like it. Prison, though not as hard a life as one might imagine, is definitely dull and repetitive. Kind of like high school. Wake up, get dressed, eat, exercise, eat, twelve-step program, eat, free time, exercise, eat, stare at ceiling, sleep. Occasionally we’ll clean up a highway or something. No real responsibility, but no real pleasure.

If I miss anything, it’s real people. Intelligent people. As I sat there, on the plastic bench against the wall of the institution, I watched as people played cards for cigarettes and had arguments over who’s biceps were more grotesquely overdeveloped. I thought back to the trial. Evan sat next to me, looking for all the world like he just swallowed a lit cigarette.  The amount of… product the police found in our cars and our apartment, as well as the fact that we were caught selling it to minors, was more than enough to send us away for a very long time. Eight years. Our lawyer was a twig of a woman who stuttered a lot. Evan and I, who shared a prison but not a cell, had spoken much about her. She barely put up a defense. We were blatantly guilty, though we lied like no one ever has, but she barely supported us. We might as well have defended ourselves.

My thoughts were interrupted suddenly by the sounds of a struggle, the same one that happens every day. Someone insults someone else’s orange jumpsuit or something, someone whips out a sharpened spork, someone ends up with a broken arm. Once before that day I had seen someone killed, strangled to death by a large Mexican fellow. I was bored, so I walked over to watch.

As I approached, I recognized one of the combatants. Luther, a burly bald white man with a barcode tattooed on his neck. Someone played way too much “Hitman” as a kid. It was a moment before I could identify the other person as the great and mighty master of the arts of kickass, Evan.

Evan was carted off in a gurney. The white sheet he was covered in slowly seeped red. I haven’t seen him since. No one told me what happened to him.

They let me out five years later on parole. It was half a year before I could leave the Chicago area. I found an apartment with a friend, who was also arrested and jailed, though not for as long. She needed help with money, too, living in her car and sleeping in Jewel-Osco parking lots. Sometimes she left the car on so she could listen to the radio. There’s nothing sexual between us, we just help each other. We both have jobs and a little money saved. I am, to this day, drug-free, and so is she. We don’t even have a TV. Little did I know everything that I had built, protecting myself and her, would soon come crashing down upon us like… well, like something.

Name an eight-letter word that has “kst” in the middle, in the beginning, and at the end.

Inkstand.
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Coleorum

December, 2009

She is still in the bathroom. It’s been almost half an hour. I’d really rather not piss out the window, as lots of old people live in our neighborhood and have this annoying habit of walking around. Even though it may be fun to see how many I could hit, I decide not to. I have to piss really badly- the velocity at which it would escape my body would probably blow off someone’s head.

“Hey!” I yell.

“What?” the voice behind the bathroom door queries.

“I have to piss!”

“Do you have to tell me exactly what you’re going to do in the bathroom? Or would you like to give me your entire urination game plan?”

“Well, past using my right hand on offense and keeping my left hand ready in case I fumble, I’m sure that necessity will dictate my strategy.”

“Max…”

“Just get out of the bathroom, Mellie, before I use the couch.”

“Fine.” She opens the door holding a bottle of eyeliner. “Hurry up. I need to get back in there.”

“You know,” I say as I close the door, “the Borders staff will survive one day without you wearing makeup.”

“You’d survive without testicles. That doesn’t mean you’re going to neuter yourself.”

“That’s different,” I say.  “Your makeup is there for aesthetics.”

“So are your testicles.”

“Go to hell, Mellie.”

I piss. The doors to heaven open and God himself steps off his pedestal for a moment and pats me on the head as if to say, “Attaboy, good job.”  It’s seven-thirty and I have to be at work in two hours. Of course, I wake up when Mellie wakes up. She isn’t incredibly graceful and trips over things, making a lot of noise.  I turn on the water to wash my hands and wonder about where I’m going and where I’ve been.

Mellie and I switch places. I go to the kitchenette and turn on the coffeepot. Like I said, completely off drugs. I watch it slowly fill to the halfway mark. Mellie still isn’t out of the bathroom, so I pour myself a cup and walk to the front door. Mail has been slowly piling through the slot for the last three days. I have nothing better to do… well, Mellie gets an employee discount so we have lots of books. I guess I have something better to do, but I don’t care. I walked all the way to the fucking door and I plan on making that walk productive, dammit. Nothing else today will be.

Seven letters. Yay. Letter number one, I may have already won a million dollars. Great. With that kind of reliability in my life, why buy insurance? Letter number two, we can apply for a platinum card. Great. I have two. Letter number three, Revlon preferred customer card. Make a Mellie pile. Letter number four, utility bill. Mellie pile. Letter number five, Christian Coalition for… whatever. Reading the rest of the envelope would be a waste of my time. Letter number six, Christmas card from Mellie’s parents.  Mellie pile. Number seven is a magazine, Computer Yearbook 2009, Christmas issue. Ooh, check out the hard drive on this month’s centerfold. Mmm. I’d set you up on my network anytime. Let’s SMS each other, baby.

Mellie walks out of the bathroom, swaying her hips like a supermodel. She puckers her lips at me and bats her eyelashes. I flick her in the forehead.

She’s laughing when she says,  “Ow! Asshole!”

“Oh, you know you love it, Sis.”

“Yuck. Don’t call me that. I don’t want my chromosomes associated with yours, eeeew.”

“Hey, don’t act like yours is the only gene pool no one has pissed in.”

“At least I don’t have the whole trailer-trash sleeveless v-neck undershirt and stubble thing going on. How long have you been wearing that same pair of boxer shorts?”

I look down. “I think I only have one pair.”

“Eeeew.”

“Just turn them inside out every morning. It’s like a fresh pair.”

“Eeeew.”

“Hey, don’t act that way. What do you think I filter our coffee through?”

“I’m leaving.”

“Hey, pick me up something by Kafka, okay?”

“What do you want?” Mellie’s an inch from closing the door.

“You pick. I trust you.”

“Bullshit, you trust me. Bye!”

“Bye.” I down the rest of my coffee. I walk into the bathroom and grab my toothbrush. I stare in the mirror and I say to myself, “My undershirt isn’t that trashy, is it?”
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Popularis

I work at Burger King. It sucks, but I suppose it’s safer to have an ex-convict serve you a cheeseburger than it is to have one dicking around with your organs. Though it would make for a more interesting story, the drug dealer that would be an open-heart surgeon, but I work at Burger King, so eat shit.

Actually, I’m not the guy who gives you the food. I’m the fry cook. Okay, the assistant fry cook. Leave me alone. I’m better off than you are. I’m betting you still live in your parent’s house, huh? Huh? Huh? Huh? Asshole.

Anyway, at the moment the assistant fry cook is taking a break out back. I’m drinking a Coke (“Don’t sue me- I’m funny.”- Jhonen Vasquez) and reading a newspaper. Hmmm. Russia is showing no signs of relenting. Peachy. Let’s read the obituaries. I get a kick out of some of them, especially the detailed ones.

Janet Vega, died December 12, 2009. Choked on a chicken bone. Interesting.

Brad Lohmeyer, died last week in a freak welding accident. Lost half of his face. Wonderful.

John Headley, died November 30. Mauled by a cheerleader during a basketball game. Saw it coming.

“Hey,” my manager gargles from the doorway, “your break’s over. Get back in here.”

“I’ve only been out here for five minutes!”

“Don’t give me that shit. Get your ass back in here now!”

“Hey, asshole, don’t talk to me like that. I’ve been out here for five fucking minutes. Ask Clint.” Clint is the fry cook.

“Fuck Clint. Get your ass back in here!”

“Fine, dick.” I get up. I’m done with my newspaper, anyway. “Does your wife know you’re such a dick?”

“I don’t have a wife.”

“No wonder. You’re a dick.”

“Shut up, you little shit. Get back to work or I’ll fire your ass.”

Ah, the great American economic system.

A little bit later, Kelly asks me to man the counter for a minute while she goes outside and smokes a cigarette. It’s slow today, so I say yes. I end up standing there for fifteen minutes. Finally, a customer comes in. He looks familiar.

“You’re working in a fucking Burger King? What did you do, lose a hemisphere?”

“Shut up, Davenport. Where are you working?”

“Nowhere. It’s good to see you again, man. I thought you were dead. Where’s Evan?”

“Dead, probably.”

“Neat. Gimmie two number twos, just ketchup and mustard.”

As Adam waits for his cheeseburgers I catch him up on what’s happened. He does the same for me.

“Wow. Twelve cheerleaders?” I’m impressed.

“Yep. I’ve got pretty much no money left.”

“Must’ve been fun, though.” I smile.

He smiles back. “The lawsuit wasn’t, but everyone stopped caring.”

“How is Kolkey?”

“Who?”

Adam’s cheeseburgers are here. I give them to him and he pays me. “You know, if you’re going to be in town for a while why don’t you call me? We’ll do something.”

“Why?”

“Isn’t that what old friends do?”

“If we were truly old friends you would’ve sprung for my cheeseburgers.”

“Okay, asshole, just call me and we’ll go to a movie or something. 555-0134.”

“Yeah, yeah. Okay. See you, man.”

“Later.”

I finish work, leave, and go home. When I get there the light on my answering machine is flashing. Neat.
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Damnatio

“Well. I do believe that is the best free meal I have ever encountered,” Adam says.

“Shut up, Davenport. Every meal you encounter is free. I should charge you rent.”

“Christ, Kolkey, I sleep on your floor and eat tacos. Big fucking deal.”

“Aren’t tacos deductible?” I ask.

Mellie smiles. “Just call it a business expense.”

Bennigans. Home of the Big Irish, two half-pound hamburger patties and cheese on your choice of white or wheat bun. Why not pick one up right now?

Contrary to Adam and Jason’s bickering and constant necessity to call each other by each other’s last name, they both seem uncharacteristically happy. Adam used to mope around high school in a deep blue funk whenever he wasn’t completely manic, and Jason is just generally a scary little ball of rage. But Adam is smiling from ear to ear and Jason is laughing. If I didn’t know better, I’d think they were human. But I do know better- they are Martians. Actually, I think Adam’s from Jupiter.

“Okay, you two, why are you so damn happy?” Mellie, who asks this, obviously notices the same things I do.

“Oh, we’ve found happiness with our new religion. Would you like to know about a great man named L. Ron Hubbard?”

“Seriously, though,” Adam says, “We just got back from Minnesota. I don’t know if you know Greg Thomas, but his wife and he have a great little house up there. We stayed up late and did all sorts of stuff. Good times, man, good times.”

My head suddenly begins to throb. “Ow. My head hurts.”

“Why?” Adam says, “Did you…”

The ringing in my ears suddenly overpowers Adam’s voice. I slide slowly from out the booth, and I lay quietly on the tile below me. Far off I hear Mellie screaming something, but all I can see are her feet. She’s wearing her black heels. I always liked those shoes. My, but this tile is comfortable. I think I’ll rest for a moment.
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Grillus

I wake up alone. The room is dark, and everything hurts. I’m hooked to a machine of some sort, but I can’t tell what. Everything, aside from being dark, is blurry. Out of focus. I suddenly have the overwhelming urge to vomit, but before I do I pass out.
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Odoris

The second time I wake up I see someone. A woman in a white coat stands over me, looking at me. Things are still blurry, but they come into focus rapidly. I blink.

“Good. You’re awake.” The doctor smiles at me. “I’m Dr. Brown.”

“Hello, Doctor. Why am I here?”

“You passed out in the restaurant you were in. Your friends brought you here. We’ve performed an MRI, and the news isn’t good.”

“What?”

“You have a brain tumor.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, well.” The doctor looks at her clipboard.

“What can I do?”

“Nothing much. It’s an odd shape and in a bad place, too deep to operate without severe damage…”

“What does this mean? How long do I have?”

The doctor looks at her clipboard again. “Not long. A week, maybe, and you’ll have to remain here with us.”

“Fuck.”

“Your two male friends are gone- they left right away. Your female friend, however, has been here all night. She filled out your insurance forms for you.”

“Can I see her?”

“Sure. Just a minute.” The nurse leaves for about two minutes. The person in the adjacent room is watching “It’s A Wonderful Life” with the TV on very loud.

“Max?”

“Mellie.”

“Oh my God, are you all right?” She hugs me as well as someone can hug someone else in a hospital bed and kisses me on the forehead.

“Well, Mellie, as you’ve surely noticed I am not fine. I have a thing in my head.”

“I know. She told me.”

We look at each other.

“The doctor says you have about a week left.” Mellie is crying.

“Yeah, I know. And I have to stay here.”

“Is that what she said?”

“Yeah.”

The person in the next room has turned off the television. The room is silent, but for the beeping of machines.

“Max, I…”

“Mellie, you have to get me out of here.”

“What? You’ll die!”

“I’m going to die anyway. Whether it’s in seven days or in an hour, I don’t want to stay here.”

“You know they won’t let you go without the insurance clearing.”

“Then just take me out of here now.”

Mellie is still crying.

“Listen, Mellie, I know. I feel horrible asking you this, but if I don’t get out of here I’ll go insane. Please, just help me get out of here?”

Mellie stands up and walks out. I feel like vomiting again.
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Levare

I am awoken by a tugging sensation in my arm. I open my eyes and see that the room is dark. I move my neck and see Adam huddled over my arm, pulling out the IV. Jason helps me into a wheelchair as Adam grabs my things.

“Where’s Mellie?” I ask.

“Shhhh!” Adam whispers, “The nurse will hear you.”

“Mellie is in the car,” Jason whispers. “I hope you appreciate this, asshole. I could be asleep right now.”

“Eat a dick,” I mutter under my breath.

Adam pushes me through the hallways, one moment at breakneck speed and suddenly he’ll stop and wait for about two minutes. Then he’ll go off again, mystically navigating through the darkness like a bat through a cave. I feel disoriented as anything. We finally break out into the open air. The moon is full and there is snow on the ground. I suddenly realize that it’s Christmas Eve.

“Don’t you two have families?” I ask.

“We sold them,” Adam said.

I’m carted off to Adam’s car, then unceremoniously tossed in the back. Jason jogs around to the passenger seat and Adam, who teleported himself into the car somehow, drives off in a flash. I suddenly realize that my head is resting in Mellie’s lap. It’s very comfortable.

“Hi,” I tell her.

She’s crying again. “Hi,” she manages. “How are you?”

I smile. “I’ve been better.”

She smiles too, but doesn’t stop crying. She combs her fingers through my hair. I turn my head so I can see the sky. The stars shine like beacons in the night sky. My vision blurs and the stars grow large. It hurts my eyes, and I turn back to Mellie’s eyes.

“Mellie, I… I love you.”

“I know.” She smiles. “I know. I love you, too.”

“I feel really tired, Mellie. Really tired.”

“It’s okay, Max. Go to sleep.”

“But I want to stay here with…”

“Shhhhh. We’ll talk in the morning. For now, just sleep.”

I look outside again. The stars are back to normal, and I smile. I close my eyes and sleep, comfortable as I’ve ever been. I look forward to the morning.

“Everything’s Alright”

A Song by The Volta Sound

Afterward

Margo

My present to you is this. These are what the Latin titles translate to. Consider it the DVD special feature.

Finger

Stab

Balls

Democrat

Conviction

Grasshopper

Perfume

Ease

Border

I felt like writing something comfortable tonight. To help me sleep. So I figure, what could be more comfortable than Max dying?

I hate you. My loathing knows no bounds. Go to hell, you stupid fuck. I hope you get MARRIED someday. To a Roman Catholic.

Also Available from Adam Davenport:

Tacos in Paradise: The End of the World

Starring Jason Kolkey

No Time for Love, Dr. Korba

Starring Jeff Korba

YOU WANT! YOU WANT!

xxx-xxx-xxxx

