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Introduction

The Pink Flamingo Lounge


If you’re a lucky person in this world, you have a true friend.  A friend who talks to you, listens to you, and gets you into and out of trouble more times than you can count.  Some people have been lucky enough to not only have one true friend, but two, or even three.  This is not a story of those people.  This is a story of the sordid, violent, drunk freak show candidates I was absorbed by for five years who pretended to be my friends in order to place me in embarrassing situations they could then later blackmail me with.  Ah… the memories.

Now we all have friends we’ve had for our entire lives, those friends that you were in diapers with or traded notes in 6th grade with – the ones who will always be there.  But there are also those friends who came later, when you were out of high school, going into college and were just starting to figure out who you actually were and where you fit in the world.  Suddenly you looked around you and realized that everyone around you was doing the same thing, and you started meeting people you never would have spoken to in high school.  So you made some friends, drank some beer, and started to truly experience college.  

Ah, the American college experience.  Religious leaders and politicians worry that the alcohol-saturated campuses of the modern era are destroying the next generation and causes degradation the likes of which have never been seen before.  I’m amused and annoyed by this.  First of all, I think it’s pretty obvious that they were quite drunk during their own college experiences or they’d remember that it wasn’t really all that different in the “good old days.”  Secondly, who said degradation was such a bad thing?

My own group of freaks in college contained a very strange range of people.  We often were amused by the fact that none of us would have given each other the time of day in high school.  There was the brain, the superjock, the goth, the Trench Coat Mafia guy, the punk, the redneck, the popular chick, the druggie, the good girl, the drama queen, the dork, the one from the wrong side of the tracks, the slut; you name a high school stereotype, and we probably had one.  We somehow managed to all collide on a small college campus in the Texas sun, started drinking and shared more than any people outside of rehab.  The result of this strange friendship was the Pink Flamingo Lounge, a house that practically celebrated degradation and debauchery.  A house where we could all congregate that was free of nosy neighbors to complain when we started mud wrestling at 3:30 in the morning.

It’s been my experience over the last few years that any house containing three or more college students at any given time forms some kind of inter-dimensional portal.  After the right amount of alcohol is imbibed, you realize the portal door is open and it calls you forward to a land of randomness.  Once through the door, you enter a dimension in which sharp pointy bushes effectively break falls from second story windows, articles of clothing disappear without warning, white cats suddenly end up multicolored, and, in general, all the laws of man and physics are forgotten.  

Now there are many that will tell you this dimension doesn’t actually exist.  They claim the alcohol simply causes us to go stupid in the head and everything else that happens is caused not by a magical land of no consequences, but by the insidious mix of hops and barley affecting our cerebral cortexes and medulla oblongatas.  This assumption of cause and effect is incorrect.  

After extensive research conducted by the Pink Flamingo Lounge Institute for the Study of Inter-Dimensional Portals In Which the Laws of Man and Physics Are Forgotten (the PFLISIDPIWLMPAF, also know as Tuesday), this author can conclusively prove that alcohol does not cause anything.  It is simply the key to the lock on the portal door.  Think of it as a combination lock.  Eleven Milwaukee’s Best to the right, two rum and cokes to the left, twenty-two Jello shots to the right, and that door pops right open.  At last count there were 2,837 known combinations of alcohol that would open the dimensional door.  It’s a dimension that apparently likes to be found, so the number of possible combinations is virtually endless, and we’re still testing new ones as we speak.  

(Turns out that hangovers aren’t caused by alcohol, either.  We discovered that there are little green creatures that attack sleeping people.  It appears that alcohol is chemically similar to their pheromones.  Once they’re attracted to you, they jump up and down on your head, make food in your stomach turn sour, and coat your teeth with their reproductive spores.  This is what causes hangovers.  Now normally we can’t see these little beasties, but with extensive experience and training, you can watch them work.  There are even a few Drunken Masters who claim that with the right combination of alcohol, ramen noodles, and cheap perfume you can distract the little bastards and avoid a hangover all together, but this has yet to be proven.)

What follows here is simply a record of the experiences of one group of college students inside that portal and outside it on a quest to enjoy all that life has to offer, exploring everything and anything that catches our eye.  (Ooh, shiny things!)  It involves drinking, sex, friends, enemies, lovers, ex-lovers, professors, pranks, parties, and stripper poles.  You know, the average American college experience.  So, kick back, pop a top, and enjoy – because that’s what life is all about.  And for all the other college students out there, always remember – don’t let your classes get in the way of your education.
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