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By Zachary Dinerstien

It’s a pretty good crowd for a Saturday as the usual crowd shuffles in…


“Hey man!  Turn that Billy Joel shit off!”


“Fuck you!  This is my personal CD player and my personal CD.  I’ll listen to all the Billy Joel I want to.  You can’t hear it anyway so shut up!”


“Yea?  You turn it up so loud I can hear it through the god-damned headphones…and you mouth the fucking words!  What is it with you and that song man?  You’re so fucking annoying!  Bringing that pussy shit in here…and why would you bring a CD player to a rock show!”


“Fuck you!  It’s my personal CD player and there’s down time before a show.”


“Jesus Christ man, down time?  You’re a fucking idiot…God…Billy Fucking Joel…”


“You shut the fuck up!”


The insides of the coffee house are alive with conversation.  The band will go on in about a half hour and the members of the group could be anyone in the room.  Everybody looks weird enough.  A few Goth kids in black, a whole lot of punkers and the usual flannel wearing townies.  The punk shows always sell the place out.  Mostly there are little skater punks tonight but there are a few guys littered around the room sporting Mohawks.  An old guy in the back keeps shouting ‘Sabbath!!’ every five minutes.  Anything really goes.  The Virgo Bat has a nice vibe and the people around the area come here for it.  A few of the girls in the club are wearing hippie dresses  Most have the riot thing going on: Short hair, ripped stockings, clothes with colors and patterns that don’t quite match.


A kid with black rimmed glasses and short red hair orders a cappuccino and a glazed cinnabun at the counter.  He’s got a pink tie on and a white dress shirt.  He’s wearing bowling shoes on his feet, the kind that you can only get from the bowling ally.    The girl next to him is wearing a white shiny dress and plaid converse.  Her hair is shaved in the back with long bangs in the front, dyed green.  She’s smiling.  A group of Goths to their right are talking loud enough for both of them to hear.  


“Razor wire,” says a short, chubby goth with blond hair.  She’s pulling down the back of her shirt, exposing long red marks that look like scars.  “We rapped it around a log and threw it into the fire and then James, my brother for this month, threw me onto the log and I rolled around on it for like, at least half a minute.  We were really fucking drunk.  It hurt like fucking hell.”


Her friend is tall with darker hair and a terrible complexion.  “You’re lying,” she says, “Razor wire would fucking kill you.”


“No, I’m not lying.  You saw the scars.”


“Bull shit!  I saw the scars.  Razor wire cuts  right through you.  You’d bleed to death.  You’re full of shit Kir.”


“Well…I think it was razor wire…”


“It wasn’t razor wire…,” The girl with dark hair says and turns away.


The boy and the girl at the counter quietly give each other an ‘oh my god!’ look as they get up and walk outside.


Across the room is a small group of guys who mostly wear bright colors.  They stand in a group of five.  They have on striped, button down shirts left open to display the band name or picture on their tee shirts.  The conversation is more or less centered around a taller guy with long brown hair and a short beard.


A short kid wearing a teal green shirt with a picture of Mighty Mouse walks over to the group.  His black hair is thinning on top, but his face is young, making it hard to place his age.  


“Hey guy’s,” he says, “what’re we talking about...?” He squints his eyes and smiles up at their faces.


“Hey Rob,” Luke, the one with the beard says, “We’re talking about Flaming Lips records, post major label.”


“Yea…originality is a hard thing.  I mean, it’s tough if you wanna be creative and you run out of ideas cause then you’re not, and you just end up doing the same things over again twice.  You know?”  He laughed like a nymph from a story book.


The five guys give him a quick confused look.  Conversation picks up quickly as if they’re used to this sort of thing.


“Is Drop coming tonight?”  A kid in a striped winter hat asks.


“I think so,” Luke says, “I gave him a call earlier.  Said he might come by.  He likes the band…and, you know,” Luke gestures with his head to the side. “she’s here.”  


The kid with the hat laughs.  “Right,” he says, “So practice this Friday?”


“Good for me,” says Luke.


A third guy with shaggy hair nods his head.


“Cool,” says the boy in the hat.


They each look at Rob.  He’s staring at a Dracula poster on the wall.


“Yeah right, Sure.  Friday sounds good,” answers Rob without looking up.


“Good,” says Luke. “Cause I was thinking about adding a synthesizer to that song we were working on…


A girl calls out from the left side of the Café,


“Drop!”


A few people turn around to see who it is.  The girl has long fine hair and a hippy flower dress.


The boy who has just walked in looks to his left in surprise.  His dark brown hair runs past thick, black-rimmed glasses, half way to his shoulders.  He’s carrying a sketch pad and is staring at the girl running towards him.  


“Hey Drop,” the girl says, smiling nicely.


“Oh…Rebecca…”


“Watcha been doing man?  I haven’t seen you here in a while.”


Drop clears his throat.  “Well…nothing much.  You know.  Just hanging out.  Not doing much.”


“Yea, I gotcha.  Hey, have you heard of the new band that’s playing next week?  Death Bag?  They’re really happening.”


“Oh…no, I haven’t…”


“Well, you should check ‘em out.  You like death metal?”


“Well, not really.  But you know, if they’re good…”


“Yea, they’re really heavy.  If you’re not doing anything on Tuesday you could come to the show.”


“Yea…ok”

Some time passes as Rebecca looks past Drop’s face and into the rest of the crowd.


“…Hey.  Do you like Yo La Tengo?” he asks


“Yea,” she replies, still looking away.


“Well, they’re giving a free concert at the Munstitute next Saturday and if you wanted I could…”


“Hey Drop, I’m gonna go, ok?  I’ll see you later.”


“Oh…ok.”


Just then the lights start to dim and a voice comes on the microphone saying, “PLEASE WELCOME…THE NEUTRINOS!”  People start to clap and cheer.


Rebecca is half way around when Drop reaches out to her arm.


“Rebecca, were you ok that night?”


“Huh?” she asks, shouting over the noise.


“That night, when I walked you home.  You…”


“What?”


The noise in the coffee shop gets louder.  Over the clapping, up on stage, the boy with short red hair and the girl with dyed green hair say into the microphone, “Hi…Thank you…We’re the Neutrinos…How are you?”


“That night, when I was walking you home.  You were drunk…I walked you home.  Were you…”


“I’m sorry sweetie,” she says smiling, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”  She turns and walks away.


The room starts to quiet down.  Drop stands listening to The Neutrinos start their first song.  It’s in French.


Over on the right side of the room Rebecca is talking to two guys.  She starts dancing slightly to the music.  Drop looks down at the sketch pad in his hand for a moment.  He’s in the middle of the room.  Looking around he spots Luke and his crowd and heads over.  He stands between Luke and Rob who are watching the band play their opening song and nudges Luke.


“Hey man,” Luke says, “These guys are good.”


Drop nods with a grin. “Yeah?  As good as The Fucking Flame?” he says gesturing to the guys around Luke.


“Nothing’s as good as The Fucking Flame!” Luke says laughing.


Drop glances over at Rob staring intently at the band on stage.  Drop brushes the hair away from his glasses and listens to the rest of the song.  When it’s over, the room breaks into applause and the rest of the group turns around.


“Hey Drop,” says the guy with the hat.


Shaggy hair nods his head in Drop’s direction.


“What’s new man?” Hat boy asks.


“Not much, just working.”


“Totally,” Hat replies


Rob looks up.  “I think they sound like Sonic Youth mixed with Le Tigre.”


“Totally”


“They’ve got such a great sound… like if Joan Jet played a keyboard.”


“Mmm” Drop says with a nod.


Luke looks over at Rob. “They don’t even have a keyboard.”


“Yeah, but I’m talking about their overall sounds quality…”  


Drop is interrupted from the argument by a girlish laugh from the other side of the room.  He glances over and sees Rebecca giggling at something one of the guys says.  The Neutrinos start their second song.  A tight look goes over Drops face.  Luke follows his gaze.


“Forget about her,” he says nudging Drops shoulder.  “She’s a waste of time.  She’s with a different group of guys every night.”


“Yeah, right.”


“No, I mean it.  Every other night it’s a different group.  And they’re always a bunch of sexed up frat looking guys.  You know what I’m saying?”


Hat boy hears the conversation and turns around.  “No shit man, always guys.  Never any girls.  I’ve never seen her once with a girl.  The girl’s looking for something.”


Drop tightens the side of his mouth.  “Yeah, I guess your right.”


“Seriously, she’s not worth it.  Come hang out with us tonight, there’ll be girls around.”


“All right, sure.”  Drop looks around, “I’m gonna go chill for a bit and then take off.” 


Drop nudges Rob and he says good bye.


“Hey,” Luke says, “come by later tonight.  We’ll be hanging out.”


Drop passes back a smile.  He moves himself to a couch in the back center of the room surrounded by bright posters and colored Christmas lights.  He listens to the rest of the show with his sketchpad on his lap.


“Sabbath!” screams the man in the back.

Everybody in the coffee house seemed to enjoy the music, including Rob and Luke.  Rebecca spent most of the night dancing by herself near the front of the stage.  Rob talked to Drop for a bit about philosophy and geometry relating to the fourth dimension.  He said good-bye to Rob again and left early before the show was over.  


Drop walks the three blocks back to his apartment building with his hands in his pockets.  When he reaches his apartment, he climbs the forty two stairs to his room and unlocks the door.  His place is small and dark.  Taking off his suit jacket, Drop walks past his tiny kitchen, where he tosses his jacket over a solitary chair, and into the living room/bedroom where there is no couch -- only a low bed and a TV on the far side of the room.  His clothes are in piles on the floor.


Noises of cars carry through the window.  He sits down on his bed and stars at the room in the dark.  His sketchbook lay open next to him on the bed.  After a while, he looks down, picks up the book and puts it on his lap.  Inside are pictures he drew that night.  They are all of Rebecca and done in ink.  In the pictures, she is dancing or standing in place with small flowers drawn in.  


Drop lookes at the pictures for a long time.  At some point, he closes the book and puts it on the floor.  He takes off his spectacles and folds them neatly on a tiny, bed-side dresser. Without removing his pants, he lays down on the mattress, pulls the covers over his shoulders and faces the wall to sleep.

