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 I haven’t seen my friends in a year, but at least 
I have this bench. Every time I miss them, like now, 
I sit on this bench. The bench is outside a building 
where I always used to play video games, listen to 
music, laugh at obscure Adult Swim programs, 
drink, sometimes drink too much, vomit, and talk 
about life. The building where my friends used to 
live. Now, it’s a year later and those are just memo-
ries because those friends are gone. The reality of 
life fucked them over. So now it’s just a building to 
me, not a second home. I don’t sit on this bench 
waiting for my friends to get home anymore. I just 
sit here watching people go about their day; walking 
by looking down at their phones, running in panic 
of being late for work, and riding their bikes trying 
to save the Earth. I envy them. When they go past 
this bench, it’s just a bench to them.  

 As I sit on this bench, I remember how Rob 
used to vent to me in this same exact spot. He was 
never the type of person to show that he was wor-
ried or had problems. He always played it cool, but 
one person can’t hold as much bullshit in his head 
forever as Rob had on his plate. He talked about 
how he had all these dreams but, in order to get 
there, he had to work his way up in the world.  
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Besides the typical American Dream bullshit, Rob had a confidence issue. He was always talking 
down to himself, when he wasn’t playing it cool of course. He thought he could never make it to 
his dream. He thought in 30 years he’d be stuck in the same job, doing the same thing, and smok-
ing the same cigarettes on the same bench with the same people. All because he felt trapped where 
he was. He wanted to be free but didn’t know how given the circumstances. But he played it cool.  

 I came to all of these descriptive conclusions about Rob on this bench. Not when he was 
venting to me about his panic attacks after a 40 hour work week at some job he hated, nor when 
we were smoking pot at 3 in the morning when no one was around to care. I came to these conclu-
sions after he left. I psychoanalyzed him after he left, trying to make sense of what happened. Eve-
ryone does that. Everyone comes to conclusions about everyone else because they want to under-
stand. Who knows if it’s right. 

 Anyway, as I remember all the conclusions I made and memories I stored, my mind wanders 
to the night it happened; the night I lost Rob, his roommate Zach, my friends. All I have left of 
them is this bench. 

  I remember that whole month Zach had these extreme mood swings. Zach would get on one 
of the seats of his mood swing set and push himself. As he went up, he would try to make some-
thing of himself. He would go to community college classes and his job to get rid of his past of 
drug dealing and crazy home life. Then the swing would fall back and he would realize the real 
world can be stressful, and maybe Xanax, Oxy, or booze would help. This wasn’t one of my ana-
lytical assumptions, this was fact. When you live with someone you understand how that person 
lives. So this wasn’t an assumption, this information came from Rob’s worried conversations with 
me between his 7th and 9th cigarette of the day, every day, for a month. It came from seeing Zach’s 
passive aggressive, drug fueled rages against me or Rob when the dishes weren’t clean or the mu-
sic was a little too loud. And most of all, it came from seeing Zach studying for a Human Behavior  
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 exam one night and snorting cocaine off of the textbook the next.  

 As I sit on this bench, I remember that one night where Zach’s behavior came crashing down. 
I remember how on the same bench, through a cloud of smoke from his Marlboro, Rob told me 
how he’s had enough of Zach abusing himself when he has such potential. He told me how he’s 
had enough of Zach’s behavior adding to his stress. I remember at that moment, Zach came out of 
the building furious. He was all red, his hair distraught, and it was clear that he had been drinking. 
You could feel his anger and craziness even before he even spoke. He accused Rob of stealing his 
drugs. Rob did no such thing, but Zach continued to attack until he was screaming. The bench be-
came anything but a safe spot. Rob’s cigarette flew out of his hand as Zach started getting physi-
cal. I stood up, shouting, panicked as I didn’t know what to do. I could sense panic increase in 
Rob, and feeling the anger in Zach’s voice.  

 I remember the force Zach used when pushing Rob onto the bench. After that, everything 
happened so fast that I only remember bits and pieces. Such as Zach going inside, Rob and I hear-
ing loud noises coming from the apartment, and watching the police carry Zach away. After the 
whole incident, the apartment was trashed. Windows were broken, doors were off their hinges, the 
refrigerator was upside down, there were at least 15 holes in the wall, some of the couch was 
burned, and two police officers were assaulted, which was one reason why that was the last time I 
saw Zach. The other reason was: I don’t want to see him. 

 I remember Rob saying that was the last straw as he lit a joint on the bench later that night. 
He was tired of being stressed, worried, and depressed for multiple reasons. Now that one of those 
reasons was in some holding cell, probably screaming bloody murder because of his drug with-
drawal, Rob decided it was time to put life into his own hands. He realized he didn’t have to do an-
ything. If he wanted to do something, he had to go out on his own and make it happen. So that’s 
what he did. He does what he wants now, which is why that night was the last time I saw him. He 
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travels a lot, freelance writes, plays in a band, and does catering for extra cash. He lives by his 
own rules which is what he always wanted. It’s something that his confidence issues restrained 
him from doing. Or maybe it was Zach. Or maybe it was neither and I’m just psychoanalyzing 
my friend way too much. After all, I’m just a guy on a bench in the middle of the day thinking to 
himself. 

 Rob and Zach left me with nothing but this bench and the memories it holds. I remember I 
first met them while they were smoking cigarettes on this bench. I remember we all brought our 
guitars out and entertained pedestrians. I remember those three separate occasions when it 
snowed and we used the bench as a base for our snow fort. But Rob and Zach have moved on, for 
better or worse. Which leaves me. Indifferent. Sitting on this bench just reminiscing. Thinking 
about how ironic it was that Zach accidently flushed his drugs the night before when he was 
barred out. They might be gone, but at least the bench is still here.    
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A short story by Mitchell 

Kiliulis  

Thursday July 17th 7:09 PM 

 I’m at dinner with my girlfriend’s parents. 
Fuck. If I wanted to have dinner with narcissistic, 
unreasonable, jerk offs who think art is garbage 
and still use outdated descriptions for our Hispan-
ic waiter, then I would go to the fucking Republi-
can National Convention. I’m here only because 
of my girlfriend. The first girl I’ve dated that I 
want to talk to about dark secrets, why Pluto is so 
cold, and how she got so god damn smart. I love 
when she’s smarter than me. I’m in this strange 
limbo. On one hand, I want to support her through 
this dinner with her unbearable parents, but on the 
other hand, I’m at a dinner with her unbearable 
parents. I tell myself to calm down. It’s only one 
more hour of two adults I barely know insulting 
my job, aspirations, interests, and where I come 
from.  

 I’m in the middle of an extraordinary con-
versation about the weather when I get a text. I 
look down for a moment and its Peter. All he says 
is “hey”. For a moment, I am shot back in time. I 
am sent back to middle school and I watch the 
memory from above. I see Peter  and I fucking 
around as we were making up our own raps about 
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To Kill a Mockingbird or Romeo and Juliet or skip class and draw our own dirty comics. Then 

we’d get in trouble for them, go to detention, then draw more dirty comics. The memory shifts to 

his house where we would play cards and watch movies all night. Laughing until our sides hurt or 

there were no more 8th grade dick jokes to tell to each other.  

 But then I remember how he would skip class later in our school career without me. He 
would go hang out with people I thought were scumbags. He would even identify as a scumbag 
which is too bad; those scumbags were dull. It’s too bad those scumbags made him dull.  

 Just like that I return to reality. I return to this god-awful dinner. I look over at my girlfriend 
and she gives me that cute smile. I realize I was only gone for just a moment.  

 I ignore the text and eat my shitty dinner.  

Saturday October 31st 11:55 PM 

 What is it about your early to mid-twenties that makes you love binge drinking? Is it the cul-
ture, the stress of becoming an adult, or a little bit of both? Either way, all these people definitely 
aren’t just casually celebrating Halloween. A couple of beers in a Dracula costume is celebrating 
Halloween, not that girl in the corner of the room wearing lingerie, bunny ears, and vomit. As I 
look around this room, I know I don’t belong here. Parties like this are too much stimulation for 
me. I prefer a small get together. Something that doesn’t involve the lingerie, bunny ears, and 
vomit. However, my girlfriend is having fun. She hasn’t seen any of these friends in months so the 
least I could do is loosen up and mingle. As I look around to find the keg, I get a text. It’s Peter 
with another “hey”. My mind leaves this loud party and goes back in time to behind a random rock 
at the state park. 15-year-old Peter, the seasoned veteran of weed hands me a bowl and all I re-
member was from that day on, I felt more comfortable with that smoke in my lungs. For about a 
year it was nothing but talks about our existence, giggling at Tom and Jerry, and spacing the fuck  
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out after school. We grew as people together. In various degrees of sobriety, we would help each 
other with homework, bullying problems, our self-consciousness, our issues with depression and 
anxiety, and what to do when we finally got laid. 

 Peter always reacted to these problems dramatically and I logically. He was impulsive and I 
thought things out. At first, I thought that’s what makes us different and opposites attract. Then I 
saw him come to school high and drunk, fist fight his dad multiple times, vandalize everything he 
came across, and smash his ex-girlfriend’s mailbox.  

 I snap out of those memories when I look down at my phone and hit “ignore”. I then go back 
to looking for the keg.  

Tuesday May 3rd, 9:04 PM 

 My girlfriend broke up with me over the phone. She says she just doesn’t want to be in this 

relationship anymore. That makes one of us. I’ve tried to not get depressed over it with success. 

I’ve treated it as a shift in my daily routine or something I have to adjust to. I just really wanted 

this to work out because something felt different this time.  

 I repeat this same speech in my head as I’m walking up to the door of my friend’s apartment. 
I then remember that some pizza, beer, and friends yelling at each other over Mario Kart will make 
me feel better. I swing open the door ready to be greeted by the sounds of those activities. I freeze 
in the door frame while I scan the room as everyone greets me. I then see Peter in the corner of the 
room. As we lock eyes, I remember how hard I pushed him away. The last year of high school and 
first couple years of college he became duller and I became more confident. I became more in-
sistent on pushing his bad influence away and he became more indifferent. I was smoking pot and 
worrying and he was just smoking pot. During our eye contact, I remember all those times he 

called me drunk and me being very concerned for his wellbeing.  The memories shifted to 



 9 

attempts at connecting again but not connecting and, in hindsight, I wasn’t sure if that was me 

overthinking everything or if we really weren’t connecting. Just for a moment, I felt like going up 

to Peter and saying “you fucking changed” but I knew his response would be “so did you”. 

 However, in this same moment, I ran through all the memories of playing football at the park, 

mooning passing cars, making friends with random people on the beach, spitball competitions in 

class and staying up until the sun rose just to say “I told you so”. I then remember I am standing in 

the door way, so I walk into the room, go up to Peter, and say “Do you remember that time when 

we tried to perform wrestling moves on each other and I broke your fucking arm” 

 Peter laughed with that laugh I missed, smiled and said “I was just thinking of that today ac-
tually!” Conservative parents, dress up parties, and talking to a cute smile doesn’t even compare to 
Peter. But then again, seeing your friend abuse himself, be abused, and vomit from too much 
drugs in his system doesn’t even compare to getting your heart broken. There are a lot of memo-
ries I shared with Peter, both good and bad. But I don’t care about the past. I missed Peter.  



 10 

A special thanks to my editor Jenna Noell.  

Follow me on Twitter: @m_clueless 

Published: 7/20/2017 


