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“Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow


    Creeps in this petty pace from day to day


    To the last syllable of recorded time;


    And all our yesterdays have lighted fools


    The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!


    Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player


    That struts and frets his hour upon the stage


    And then is heard no more. It is a tale


    Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,


    Signifying nothing.”


-Macbeth, Act V, Scene 5





Slip stared down at the crowd below him, pulsating to the beat of the music.  It was so silly yet so compelling, this ritual unfolding before him.  The bass pounded, shaking the building, trembling beneath him.  Fog rolled out of a little box by the deejay, and colored lights played about the walls of the gym.  A strobe froze the action, distilling a series of disjointed frames. People gyrated about, absurd motions symptomatic of their loss of self-consciousness in the group.  They were one - this moving mass - yet many, for there were those at home with the beat, and those who were, well, less than natural dancers.  


Then again, Slip was in no position to criticize, was he? He wasn’t even trying, the beat didn’t compel motion.  The wood of the bleachers was cold beneath him, a reminder of a world beyond the crowd below.  The cup of diluted orange juice in his hand was empty, yet he periodically sipped from it. He fumbled with his clothes, a ragged flannel and black jeans -  wishing he could stretch his cramped legs and hide his uncovered hands in his pockets.  His stomach rumbled, his eyes hurt, and his mind despaired. Did the people down there have feelings like this?  Or were they lemmings, drowned in a sea of oblivion wrought by the vibration of air molecules?


He doubted any of the crowd below was looking up at him. They were much too self-engrossed.  But how would he appear? Eyes glazed over?  Surely his trance-like state had found some physical expression.  They probably wondered why he hadn’t run out of orange juice yet.  Certainly he appeared a spoilsport - awkwardly alone in a decidedly group setting.  What a loser - coming to the dance to sit on the bleachers.  More than anything he wanted to leave, and more than anything he wanted to stay and dance.


 He felt kind of like God up here, watching.  Does God like to watch? he wondered. How does God feel when he watches?  Amused? Depressed? Slip was.  Surely God laughs at the people who build up those great philosophies on life and then die.  Plato, Socrates, Aristotle - what a waste of a life, this thinking.  Surely it did them a lot of good wherever they were.  But Slip was being hypocritical; it wasn’t as if he refrained from thinking. At least they made the best of their situation, he was sitting and moping.  The angst was pervasive, the futility omnipresent.  Yet he laughed, feeling the hollow and painful echo inside.  Slip was laughing at the people who danced as if it all had some relevance, as if the fun they were having was something more than a complex arrangement of subatomic particles acting according to a fixed set of rules.


An anonymous couple held each other tightly, a scandalous pose in any less liberal a setting.  Enmeshed, entranced, entangled.  Slip didn’t laugh at the couples, he stared longingly. Here was a diversion he understood and sought.  They weren’t thinking or worrying - they were having a great time.  A damn good time.  A better time than Slip was having.  Slip wept invisibly, his real tears reserved for his pillow at home. He had grown accustomed to the wetness of his pillow as he drifted off, the wetness of his blanket after a nightmare, the wetness of his sheets after . . . He was drowning, in this sea of wetness, everywhere a liquid to swallow him up. The couple’s mouths locked, and Slip wondered if they could taste the other’s saliva.  There’s a different liquid for you.





Slip was brought out of his reverie by the return of his friends, tired after dancing the night away.  Slip was tired too, not the sweet tiredness of physical exhaustion.  No, he was tired of all this bullshit.  He was going through the motions, but deep down he didn’t feel a thing.  He was an empty container, occasionally gaining pleasure, only to drain out the bottom. The drain, the self-consciousness.  He would trade it for oblivion any day.  Especially today.


Anyway, his friends were here.  Saying hi, begging him to join them.  He was used to resisting their offers by now.  He thought they looked silly dancing, but what did he know? They seemed to be having fun.  They talked and laughed, and Slip cracked a few jokes.  It wasn’t as if what he said mattered a few seconds later.  It was all automated, fleeting emotions, brief comments, pointless opinions. The music sucked, the air was hot - they kept saying so, over and over - but they were back in the herd a few minutes later, dancing with the rest of them.  They said it was fun.  But then they weren’t among those groups featuring females practically affixing themselves to their partners.  That seemed like fun.  There was an imaginary line where they decided to stop having fun.  Slip thought that was kind of funny.  They probably though they were great moral people, drawing that line.  A lot of good it would do them when they were dead.





He sat and watched them dance.  The lyrics were an odd thing, too. Much more vulgar than much of the dancing, and every so often more romantic than the dancing.  The lyrical hyperbole was humorous, like a marching band at a wedding.   They were just here to have a good time, they realized it didn’t mean anything. Still, the music had power.  A particularly jazzy number found itself on the turntable, and even Slip found himself tapping his foot, moving his head.  It was all-encompassing, the music, and for a moment - just a moment - there was nothing but the rise and fall of notes.  But he knew better.  He could help knowing better.  These were just arrangements of notes, an arbitrary arrangement, a legacy left by the eventually-dead.


Another slow dance presented himself, and Slip resigned himself to suffering though even more couples enveloping themselves in a private world where it was just the two of them. But then Hope Bates walked up.  It was an entirely unexpected occurrence. She knew that he was somewhat obsessed with her, a crush, though the word sounded so Fifties. But he knew that she had every right to get something more, more than him.  He kept telling himself to not care - it didn’t matter right? But there are certain things that cling to the soul, that gnaw themselves a little niche to affix themselves to. And this was one of those things.  As fleeting, arbitrary, pointless, this was - it was there. And it was just another ache in his existence, trying his patience with his harsh inventor. If he had the nerve, he would have asked her to dance. Hell, if he had the nerve, he would ask one of the really popular girls to dance.  Fuck, he’d ask ‘em to have sex.  But he wouldn’t do anything.  He was resigned to that.


“Would you like to dance?” she asked simply.


He knew right then someone had put her up to it.  Someone had taken pity on him, an occurrence that yields annoyance but also pleases, and had told her to ask Slip.  Still, he wouldn’t consider refusing.  Making an excuse, though, was an option to at least try.  He didn’t want her to be troubled with charity. Or maybe she wasn’t put up to it, maybe he was just a last resort.


“I don’t really know how to dance.  Maybe you should ask someone else. Maybe Charles or…”


“Oh come on, it’s easy.”


Slip gave in.  He knew he would.  It was irresistible. And so he followed her, his feet banging on each successive level of bleachers with a loud clang, a knell hearkening his doom. The floor was sticky with spilled orange juice, not Slip’s, other people’s.  She led him toward the crowd, and Slip stood there cluelessly. Then her arms were around his neck, a heavenly touch if ever there were one.  Her soft brown hair brushed into him, and for a moment he caught her beautiful blue eyes, illegible mirrors in the dark lighting.  Then the feeling became germane, and he moved his arms around her waist, clearly awkward.  No doubt everyone else was trying hard not to laugh.  Hope was probably fighting back a rollicking laugh, at this fool.


Next they were moving. And now he found himself thinking.  This was pretty damn unexpected.  Wasn’t Slip supposed to be lost in a sea of sensuality? But, no, here he was thinking.  It’s a damn pity, he thought, that our brains don’t come with off switches.  So he pondered her arms around him, her seemingly mechanical grip - as if she didn’t want to be there, his clumsy movement, his shifting arms - begging to move lower - carefully restrained, their bodies - not touching too much (her restraint or mine? Slip wondered). And they moved, for what seemed an eternity, this careful crossing of hidden barriers.  He watched the people around him, curious.  Barriers everywhere, and not a drop of openness to spare.


Then the music stopped, and they quickly separated.  It seemed like only a moment, and he cursed his memory for not recording more.  In any case, there came a low.  The same the proceeds any high.  And here he suffered, withdrawn, doing his best to act happy.  The little details, the little questionable details, that make one wonder.  The whole arbitrary nature of the process, the whole secretive aspects of life. Did that dance matter? he wondered.  He knew the answer, even as he asked the question.  And he returned to his silent aching, practically numb.





