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We sat under the bridge, smoking pot from a long blue bong.��I inhaled, then couldn't breath. I was so alive I'd reversed and started to die. It was amaising.��Bright sunspots flashes in the corners of my eyes��He laughed at me, then took a hit and was just as high. Twittering in branches like a sparrow. ��He was the sparrow.��With his childishly chubby cheeks and pale brown eyes, he was a sparrow. Plump and cheerfull, I couldnt resist giggling back, though I couldnt breath.��He gazed at the roof of the beige cougar, and blinked languidly.�How can blinking be gracefull?�But it was.��We sat for hours, listening to one band after anouther, so incredibly demolished I began to watch the drops in the mirror as if they were demons.��Demons.��Creeping around in the dark, I started whenever they crawled past my door, and tears ran down my cheeks.��He couldn't see my eyes mist, and I was comforted.��We talked philosophy, why was the world...�I told him I agreed with the Nazi's, even though Hitler was a jackass. I forgot he was part native. I forgot his eyes wern't light blue like mine, but brown. His hair chestnut, mine blonde.��I just plain forgot.��And It was good, because we didn't need to be anywhere, or really do anything. We just sat there, enjoyed each others company.��When we drove to the bypass and parked by the tunnel, everything was tinged �blue�and everything was tapered �yellow��He waited outside the car for me while I went behind the small square building, giggling at how silly I felt. How lucky I was to have a friend guard me from self-created monsters while I peed.��I curled up in the passenger seat, we listened to classical music without talking.��There were no longer demons skittering around the cougar.��I was so high I touched the stars through the sunroof. No sun touched it now. Only rain.��And it was good. 





