The Night I almost died
By Andrew Sztein

Authors Note: (What are you about to read has been taken, uncut, from the Canucklehead Blog, also known as my Live Journal, its all true, down to the last word, or at least as far as my alcohol riddled brain can recall. If you want to maintain a good image of me in your brain, or perhaps, if you are a family member who doesn’t wish to know this much about a fellow family member, I strongly advise you not to read the following text. For the rest of you, enjoy the tale, and I hope you learn a lesson from it too! If you’d like to see more, I have pictures of the night up at my photos site, under the album title, 17 shots later… or you can just cut and paste this link: 

http://ca.pg.photos.yahoo.com/ph/offspringscool/album?.dir=6917&.src=ph&store=&prodid=&.done=http%3a//ca.pg.photos.yahoo.com/ph/offspringscool/my_photos
Cheers!

Andrew)


It is a wednesday, that means that 4 nights ago, I had an experience that was likely the most frightening I've ever had in my Life. For you see, Saturday night was the night that I almost died. The worst part about it, is that I brought it on myself by my own stupidity. Perhaps saying that I almost died is a bit of an exagerration. Or maybe it isn't, to tell you the truth, I don't even remember the whole evening, so whenever there's a chunk of the evening that I don't remember, i'll simply include a handy [scene missing].

It was a friend's birthday, so we all got together (I'm not going to name any names here, that wouldn't be fair. I don't blame anyone except myself for my behaviour that night.), and had a party at my buddies house. Five of them live there, plus with all the people they invited, I think it was between 12-18 people. A fair sized birthday bash. The evening began with my purchase of 12 bottles of beer (A six of Keith's, and a six of Rickard's Pale Ale, the two finest brews on the planet!), and a pizza. We watched a movie (Road Trip), and had some good chats. However, once the bottle of rhum was broken out, all hell broke loose, at least for yours truly. It started quickly, and went even faster. I already had two beers in my system when the shot glasses were broken out. Sure, Two beers isn't much of a buzz, but when you add it to the amount that I'm about to inform you about, it becomes painful. One shot became two, two became 4. At four shots, we did that "Jump on it" dance from the Fresh Prince of Bel Air. If you don't know what I'm talking about here, just realise that its a dance that anyone can do, and in perfect synchronisation. The steps mainly involve thrusting your pelvis in tune with the beat, and then spinning in a circle while twirling your finger above your head. I'm pretty much the worst dancer on the planet, and I even with 4 shots and two beers in me, I managed to dance it to perfection! Anyway, the flow of shots continued. 4 shots became 8, and the night began to get blurry. However, since I was drinking shot after shot, in such quick a succession, I was drinking them far too quickly to get any sense of how drunk I was, or how drunk I was going to get.

The final count for the drinks that night was: 2 beers, 3 shots of Vodka, and 14(!) shots of rhum. That's a total of 17 shots of hard liquor, in case you needed me to do the math for you.

This is where things really began to fall apart. The evening I just described was actually just the prerinking phase of the evening. 17 shots was the pre-drinking! Obviously, I didn't know when to say when, and I would soon discover how terrible a mistake I had made. As the group decided to go to On-tap (A nearby bar), it became apparent that the cars wouldn't be able to fit everyone. Somehow, and I have no idea who voted on this, but me and on other guy had to ride the bus. So, me and my pal hop the bus, but after what I think was 5 minutes on the bus, I start to feel really, really, drunk. So drunk in fact, that the last really clear thought I had in my head was that the bouncer at the bar would have never have let me in, considering the state I was in. So, I tell me friend that I'm gonna go back to the house, and sleep off my substantial buzz. 

As I get off the bus, I begin to stagger back to the house. I can recall my brain thinking clearly, but it was as if my brain was cut off from the rest of my body. I was concentrating as hard as I could on walking straight, and about where I was going. My body wouldn't listen. Even as I walked by people on the street, I was sure they knew that I was totally tanked, and I just prayed I'd get back to the house...

[Scene Missing]

Next thing I know, I'm sitting on my friend's porch, with no recollection of how I got there. I must have found the place on my own, but regardless, I don't remember actually getting back to the house. There's a flash light in my eyes. I can see two of my friends standing to the side, and there is an ambulance in front of the house. The paramedic is asking me questions like where do I live. My brain immeadiately told me my address, but I couldn't get it out very quickly. I could see the Pizza from earlier in the night on my jeans. I also noticed that my cell phone, my digital Camera, and a few little other odds and ends from my pockets are laid out in front of me. 

[Scene Missing]

I'm now looking at the ceiling of the ambulance, I think the paramedic is trying to keep my conscious, but I can't be sure. He holds up three fingers, and asks me how many he is holding up. Once again, my brain tells me that he is holding up three fingers, but my body won't let me get the words out. Eventually, I manage to get out a weak "three". 

[Scene Missing]

There's an IV in my arm, and my stomach feels like its been pumped. I feel nausous, but my stomach feels totally empty. I assume I had my stomach pumped, but I don't remember anything of the sort. It is now 5 AM, and we had originally left the house at around 10 PM, which means I have a nearly 7 hour gap in my memory. The IV in my arm stings, and I ask the nurse what it is. She explains to me that it is a Saline Solution, and that it helps to keep me hydrated, and it'll help with the inevitable hangover. I thank the nurse, and apologize to her for being such an idiot, and that she won't be seeing me back in the ER anytime soon. She says that she's sure that I've learned a lesson, and that if there IS a next time, they don't give the Saline Solution, and therefore, I would have to deal with the full brunt of the hangover. Confident that I am in good hands, I roll over and go back to sleep. 

I am woken up several times by nurses asking me questions. I suppose this is because a night of heavy drinking is on par with a concussion perhaps? I don't know, but 9 AM eventually rolls around, and I am told that I am free to Leave the ER. However, all I have with me are my puke stained clothes, and my wallet with my Bus Pass. I don't have my cell phone, or my house keys. Both are back at my friend's place. The nurse asks me if I have anyone I can call to pick me up, and I say the only person I can think of is my grandmother, and if I call her it would completely break her heart. I hope she never reads this, but in the case that she does, I hope she knows that it'll never happen again, and that I've definitely learned one hell of a lesson. Anyway, I call another friend, who wasn't there the night before, and ask if I can go to his house and sleep for a while. (My roommate at home wasn't answering, and therefore, I had no way to get into my place) Anyway, I go to his house and sleep, and eventually, get back to my place. Later that night, I discovered three electrodes on my body. I apparently was even hooked up to a heart monitor. I decided the keep the electrodes, They serve as a good reminder of how dumb I was that night, and they'll always make me remember not to drink to that level ever again. 

I'm not about to come out and say that I'll never drink again, because simply, that's not the case. I know I'll drink again. However, I can safely say that I've established my record for alcohol consumption in one night, and that's a record that will stand forever. 

I know what I did was stupid, but I know that I'm not a stupid person. A stupid person would go back out and do the exact same thing the night after. I'll definitely remember this story the next time I decide to pick up a drink. I hope you, dear reader, will do the same!

Cheers.
