A Bad Trip
Where am I? How did I get here? I was just at John’s house, so how the bloody hell did I end up in the middle of the street. Wait, was I at John’s? No, no, my heads feeling too fuzzy to remember. I’m almost certain I was at John’s, we were celebrating, I think? Yeah, we were celebrating finally graduating from school, I arrived at his an we had a few drinks…. that doesn’t matter, what matters is finding out where the fuck I am. Alright, take it easy, just breath Dan, just look around you. What do you see? Flickering streetlights, a cemetery, a bunche of houses that looked like they were just copy and pasted next to each other. Was that statue there the entire time? I’m sure it was. Right, what else do I remember, uh, well, um, oh right, when we were getting drinks John asked if I wanted to head out for a smoke. I told him I didn’t have any ciggies, but he said I could just borrow one of his, he’s always been generous like that, though now that I think about it, it did taste quite funny. And the burning, my throat felt as though it were on fire, but he probably overstuffed it or something when rolling. He always does that. Wait, when did that statue move? It was just over there a second ago now it’s…. god what did John give me?
I’m running now, I don’t know where it is I’m running, all I know is that anywhere is better than there. Somethings chasing me, I don’t know what the fuck it is but it’s something. I pull out my phone an instantly dial John’s number…. No answer, fucking typical, eh probably asleep or off with Jane again, utter wanker, he’s the one who put me in this situation in the first place. I dial again. “I’m sorry, the number you just tried to call is currently unavailable.” Oh, fuck you. It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s… oh shit! Fuck, calm down, just a fucking squirrel, wait, when did it stop running? You know what? It doesn’t matter. Come on, think, what would Dad do? He would probably tell you to man up and to just power through, he was never that sentimental, I miss him though. 
Don’t worry just keep going, you’ll be fine, this isn’t your first time being this drunk, am I drunk? I honestly don’t know right now, and I can’t think enough to care. I just want to get home. Why do my legs hurt so much? How long have I been walking for? Ha, just a couple of the thousand questions that have been going through my head tonight.
Wait, there’s a house with its lights in just ahead, maybe they can help me. I walk up to the front door of this house, well when I say walk, I mean stumble up to the front door like an idiot, but I digress. I knock on the door a few times, an old lady answers.
“Hello there young man, how can I help you?” She asks, honestly feels good to have contact with another person for the first time tonight.
“Hi, I’m so sorry for disrupting your evening but I seem to have gotten a bit lost, had a few drinks I’m afraid. Could you tell me where I am?”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Well you’re in the middle of Bristol my boy.” Oh, I am so fucked, I live in fucking Swansea!
