'Shrooming

Once, at school, I went 'shrooming with this guy, Jeff, along, to babysit me.  What it was was that he loves to trip, has tripped so much that he has a permanently trippy personality, and when I decided to go shrooming, I asked him to go with me, because I don't like to go 'shrooming, alone.  Except, he didn't want to go, particularly, not that night, but he said he'd walk around with me and talk to me and stuff while I 'shroomed, so I wouldn't be alone, said he liked to be around 'shrooming people even when he wasn't going.  I knew what he meant.  I'm the same way.  So we walked up to Fiji and all the usual tripping stuff, and then we went back to his room, where we found his roommate, a guy I'd never met before named Clay.


It turned out Clay was going 'shrooming that night for his first time, and that he'd taken a lot more than I'd ever consider taking, even though this was his first time.  So Jeff decided we ought to bring him along.


When I'm on hallucinogens, I get very jealous of people.  I think it might have something to do with being terrified of tripping alone, but either way, I didn't want the roommate along with us because I was afraid I'd get left out of something.  I was also afraid of Clay.  I didn't know him, and my mind was tripped out, and he was 'shrooming hard, to the point where he wasn't acting very normal at all.  He couldn't form coherent words, and he'd do weird stuff, like, when we were all walking someplace, he'd all of a sudden drift off sideways and just stand there, staring at nothing.  Wa'd have to stop and remind him of where we were going, and get him to come with us again.  My friend could deal with his roommate acting all weird because he wasn't on anything, and was used to being around people tripping that hard, but my mushroom-befuddled brain couldn't handle it, and that was why Clay scared me.


The three of us walked up to the Greek bowl, and the roommate just kind of wandered off into the cement tiers of seats, and Jeff and I just sat and watched him, and talked.  After a while, Clay wandered back down to where we were and Jeff started talking to him, making him laugh, stuff like that.  The kid still couldn't really talk straight, but he'd sort of come out with unconnected syllables at intervals and Jeff was making up stories around whatever he came up with, and agreeing with him, and stuff, when campus security showed up.  Jeff did most of the talking, explained that only he had a student ID on him, that Clay and I had left ours down on lower campus and such-like, but what I remember most about that encounter is that Clay said that we were sorry we were making so much noise and that we'd be quieter.  The same person who had been completely incapable of making coherent sense a few minutes ago, had come up with an entire, logical sentence and managed to look like he wan't 'shrooming at all, the entire time security has there.  He hadn't been pretending or anything like that; it was just that something in his brain pulled together when it saw someone he recognized as an authority figure.  I've seen it happen to other people, too.  It's even happened to me.


But that wasn't the point of this story.  The point was something his roommate said later, when we were walking back down to lower campus.  He was talking about people all being shut up in balloons and how frustrating it was that we couldn't get out of them and acrually make contact with other people.  He's not the first tripping person I've heard come up with that idea.  In fact, sometimes, when I've tripped, I've gone sprawling across it, too.  It gets awfully lonely, being all shut up in your own little case that you can never get out of, whether you think of the case as being a balloon, or a paper bag, or your body, or your mind, or even lauguage.  Sometimes, when I've been tripping, I've wanted so badly to escape, to have everyone excape, to get rid of all the barriers that exist between everyone.  But then I thought, what if they all did go down, then wouldn't we all be the same person and already knowing everyone else, what would be left to discover?  And wouldn't that be even lonelier, being the only person to exist, and maybe it's better to have this mass mind, or whatever, all segmented off, like it is, so that it can keep itself company.  Unfortunately, I don't think that was the point of this whole story, either.  Maybe the story doesn't have much of a point.


But if nothing else, it might serve to illustrate how my stories get all side-tracked when it gets late, which might help to explain how I managed to fill nearly straight hours [see:  Tito] with chatter.  Also, I feel like it also was originally intended as an answer to the question:  Why did I go over there in the first place?  But I'm no longer sure how.

