Where were you last night?

Where were you last night?  You didn’t answer your phone.  It was not funny; it was your turn to drive.  Because you didn’t turn up, I had to take my car.  You knew we were playing against the Fish and Anchor, or as we call it, Bitch and Wanker.   You know that John doesn’t drive and that meant I had to drive instead.  
Well, the worst thing about it was, I can’t throw darts unless I’ve got some beer inside me.  What a match it was; I scored one hundred and eighty, then one hundred and twenty one out with a treble seventeen, twenty and a bull to finish.  A lovely six dart finish from a 301 start.  I was magnificent, and John and the rest won their games too.  We had a clean sweep and drank a few more complimentary beers.  Sausage and chips came out after all the games were finished.
I thought I’d have a few more beers and get a taxi home.  Well, that did not happen as the taxi did not turn up.  I was supposed to ring back, but when I did I could not get through to them because the lines were down.  What was I supposed to do?  That did not go down well.  “Bloody hell”, I thought, “I will risk it to drive”.  I had to drop John off, as he was pissed as assholes.   What could I say?  You must be wondering why we have to drive at all.  We all come together from different villages, taking turns to play darts against each other in the Publican’s League.  We go from pub to pub, and we have mates that will travel.  That’s how it goes around here.  
So I drove John home.   Then I saw a cop car, so I panicked a bit.   I decided to go on the back roads home, but they knew what I was up to.  They were waiting in ambush for me when I rejoined the main road.  They breathalysed me – I was just over.   They had to take me to Aberystwyth police station, where they would breathalyse me a second time.
Thank god the wind was rough that night, and had blown a tree over.  The police car had to turn round and go the longest way to Aberystwyth.  When we eventually got there, they made me blow into the breathalyser again.  Thank the heavens, I was under now.  They said I could go home.  We got back into the police car, and were half way back when they were called to an emergency.  The police apologised, but told me I would have to walk.  They dropped me off at the bottom of Temple Bar.  Thanks!
I didn’t fancy walking up that hill, so I walked back through Cribyn.  It was a long walk back to the car and it started to snow very heavily and it was still very windy.  Before long, I looked like the abominable snowman.  My phone was dead, so I couldn’t phone anybody, and there were no more telephone kiosks any more.  It took me two hours in this terrible weather.
I got to where I thought the car was, but the snow had blown off the fields, and I think a tractor had driven over it as I could not see where it was.  I had to walk all the way home.  When I got into the house, my mum was crying, screaming, with tears running all over her face.  “Well”, I asked her “what’s happened?” she said “it’s your father”.  I said “what, he’s dead?” “No”, she said, “worse than that. Why didn’t he come back last night?” 
It was not supposed to happen.  It was your fault. I felt so bad this morning, with the shit you’ve caused me. Well for the hell of it. Why was it?  Why did you do this to me?  My mum’s gone totally mad.  You’re supposed to be my best mate, my blood brother, fuck, my best friend!  Why would you do this to me?  You know I love my darts, my luck’s so fucking bad lately, but last night I played like a hero.  I went to it like hell for leather.  Then it comes back to you - what were you doing last night? 
Mum could barely get the words out – you ran off with my father!
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