
 

 

Best friends can 

be bound by a myriad of 

things that only they two 

hold true. Some find it to 

be a sporting event that 

keeps them calling one 

another, and others find 

it events in the park, 

shopping sprees, or 

delirious evenings club 

hopping. But, these two 

had a wine fancy that 

glued them tightly to 

each other’s side for the 

better part of some 

decade. 

Don’t get any 

pretentious ideas about 

them sipping wine from 

long stems, enjoying its 

bouquets with cheeses, 

or even of societies built 

around barrels and crates 

that waited to be tasted 

then jettisoned to a 

spittoon. Only know these two spent their time guzzling wine, cracking bottle after 

bottle to see just which hue of red gave a better buzz and of which shiraz made you 

happy and which made you mad. On occasion they would dress for their drinking, 

but most of the time their wine tasted best in casual gear; blue jeans, or even in 

their pajamas if it was late enough in the evening, and once I remember stopping 

by to see them by the pool that they shared, each with a bottle, each with nothing 

more than a towel and a big smile wrapped around them. Their lips and teeth had 

an overcast of purple, the sun pushing forth their euphorias even more. And what 



can one do? You just sigh, nod, maybe try to smile....then say as I had done that 

day, “I'll catch you two some other time.” 

  The friendship began at a party for the Academy Awards. Now, I recall 

hearing stories about some distaste they had for each other prior to that night, but 

as in all great romances it was a shared interest that finally allowed the flood gates 

to reveal others similar needs.  

  At that particular party (had you gone to every corner of the kitchen to 

explore) you would have found beer here and whiskey there, but not a drop of wine 

to be found. That’s what pressed Meredith into depression. It made the party dull, 

boring. Beer is boring, or so says she. And as people mingled, cackling and 

laughing with dreary whiskey induced slurring, she couldn’t help but notice “that 

scrawny, red headed man” in the corner drinking from a paper bag. Now, that clue 

alone wouldn’t suggest anything remarkable, you know. It could have been Jack 

Daniel’s, a bottle of vodka he had brought all his own...it could even have been a 

fifth of a liquor flavored like chocolate or coffee, the kind of which Meredith 

abhorred. But, she studied him from the kitchen for a while, wondering just what 

was that in that bag? He would lift and swig, head held back and gulped. And just 

then did she see it, so sweet it slipped between his lips, the light reflecting from it 

as it slowly dribbled to his chin, his hand as in a motion made for romantic movies, 

slowly lifting to catch it lest it fall upon his white shirt. The shirt! Seems there had 

been one or two drops he had neglected to fetch, for their spotted on occasion were 

the subtle signs of red wine having polka dotted his attire.  

  It was as if all the commotion and roar of that party’s swing suddenly went 

silent as the subtle smile came across Meredith’s face. Wine.....WINE!  

  “That’s what I want, that’s what would make me happy.”  So, all party goers 

ceased to be and slowly she stepped towards Eric, eyes transfixed on the paper 

bag... 

  As was his action from the moment he arrived at the party to the moment 

known as now, Eric with head held back gobbled down some grand gulp of his 

drink, spotting from the corner of his eye that woman coming at him.  

 “What are-,” he had to wipe his chin again, “What are you doing here?” 

  “Looking for a drink.” 

  “There’s a faucet over where you were.” 



  “What have you got? What is that? Merlot? Cab?  

Valpollicello?” 

  “Val’s pole of what?” 

  “Valpollicello.” 

  He only arched his brow.  

“I know you've got wine, Eric.” 

  “What’s it to you, crazy lady?” 

  “Listen, you’ll give me a glass or I’ll spill the beans. Got it?” 

  “What do I care if you tell someone I’ve got wine?” 

  “I’m not stupid, Eric. You’re afraid to be seen with wine.” 

  “Oh, bullshit.” 

  “Why the paper bag?” 

  He fell short of an answer. 

  “This crowd isn’t likely to find a wine drinker very....masculine, I think. 

Hmmm??? This may be an Academy Awards party, but the intellect ends there. 

This is an excuse to drink and you know it.” 

  “It is not. Jack believes in the arts.” He was referring to me. I’m Jack and I 

could care less for the arts.  

  “Jack could care less for the arts. This is just another one of his excuses to 

throw a party. Like Columbus Day...President’s Day....” And Grandparents Day. It 

is a holiday. I swear it is. Check your calendar. “And don’t forget....what was that? 

Boxing day? I saw you at that party and don’t deny it.” 

  “Don’t be so smug, lady. I remember you bringing that hideous girl with you 

to the Flag Day Party. And if that’s not enough, I even remember seeing you lose 

your lunch at the JustCause-Its-Tuesday Party. So, you like to drink, too. I know 

you do, and don’t deny it.” 

  “I'm not denying it.’ 

  “Then where’s your drink?” 



  “There’s no wine.” 

  He smiles, that arrogant, ‘ha ha, I gotcha’ grin and slyly whispers, “That’s 

why I bring my own.” 

  “I don’t understand. Why wouldn’t Jack have wine? He’s had wine before.” 

  “Yes, and he decided to stop having wine at his parties cause Jack says only 

you, yes that’s right only YOU drink it then act like a fool around everyone else.” 

Meredith had a tendency to behave in ways that the rest of us happy with whiskey 

and beer couldn’t tolerate. Every libation has its own euphoric reaction on the 

personality. Beer makes you everyone’s friend and liquor can make you sedated or 

a tyrannical, depending on the person. (It makes Eric a fascist and that’s more than 

likely why you’ll find him drinking wine which leads me to-) wine makes you 

either stupid giddy or sensual and only your genetic disposition will decide. I had 

found that through the many of the parties I have thrown that wine makes both Eric 

and Meredith stupid giddy.... 

“Oh. Come on, share with me, Eric!” And she pauses to consider exactly 

what she could offer.... “I’ll make it worth your while.” 

  “I'm gay, Meredith.” 

  “That’s not what I meant. I’ve got a great bottle of Bordeaux I could share 

with you at a later date.” 

  “Let me get this straight.... You’ll gladly pay me Tuesday for a hamburger 

today?” 

  “Quoting Popeye doesn’t exactly impress people.” 

  “What year?” 

  “’88.” 

  “1888?” 

  “Oh, good grief! 1988, you heathen.” 

  “Not bad....but, not good enough. I want the whole bottle.”  “Well, that 

depends. What are you hiding in that brown paper bag.” 

  “You taste and tell me.” 

  “Really?” 



 “Yes...but, you have to agree to give me the entire bottle of the Bordeaux 

before hand.” 

  “Eric!” 

  “No deal!” 

  “Fine. You win. It’s insane what I’ll do for a drink.” 

“I knew you’d see it my way. Now fetch a glass.” 

  “Forget the damned glass, just give me the bottle.” 

  Meredith’s hands grasped around the brown paper bag as though it were 

water deep within the well of a worn desert. Meredith gulped a heavy enough bit to 

set her self satisfied. 

  “Oh, Eric, that's good.” Her eyes all alight with pleasure.  

“That’s real good. Yummy.” 

  “I know. Worth trading the Bordeaux for?" 

  She thinks for a moment smacking her lips. “Yes, I think so. What is it 

anyway?” 

  "Here. Take another sip." 

  She attempts to guess at its brilliance. “Chateau Monmot  

1987?” 

  “Eh, no.” 

  “Vandenberg, ‘89?” 

  “Lord, I thought you were better at wine tasting than this!  

No, its not Vandenberg. Sounds like some kinda car, actually.” 

  “Well, what is it, then?” 

  “Oh, one of my absolute favorites,” he says pulling the bottle from the 

brown paper back. “Yellow Dog!!! Woo-hoo!” 

  Meredith’s jaw drops as her eyes zone in quickly to the brilliant white price 

tag proudly announcing the cost at $3.99 a bottle.  



“Are you shitting me? Yellow Dog? I traded a bottle of Bordeaux for a sip 

of....Yellow DOG????” 

  “Hey, that was no sip, babe. That was a definite chug if I ever saw one. Let 

this be a lesson to you! Cheap reds rock! All that pretentious Vandenburgen, 

Hoofenschmergen, Macrommont crap! You people don’t know good wine until 

you taste it! And you tasted it and boy, were you fooled! You see? All you people 

and your labels! I could have smacked on some dorky Hoffschneider 1987 name 

on here and charged you $30 and you would never have known!” 

  She laughs! Can you imagine that? She laughs? “You are evil, Eric. 

Just....evil. I’m gonna get my fair trades worth. Hand that bottle here.” 

  A friendship corked from cheap red wine. How divine...The two were 

inseparable from that moment forth. Cheap red wine was made for best friends. 

Pretentiousness and pomposity brim over in high priced Merlot and Bordeaux, but 

cheap red cabernets were made for the days two friends do nothing but sit and 

laugh. Meredith would do her best to impress upon Eric some crazy named 

vineyards.  

  “Boulet-vous who? Chakaraka what? Zitzenfurben???? Come on, Meredith! 

Yellow Dog!” 

  “That’s it. From now on I’m calling you ‘Cheap Red.’” 

I recall fondly that decade best. If you saw Eric, then Meredith was just 

around the corner...and if you saw Meredith, then you knew Eric was near the 

restroom somewhere. They were at every party, you know, and when they did 

arrive it was if they had their own language, their own sense of purpose and 

allowed everyone in on the fun. They were the entertainment du’jour for the better 

more of 10 full years. To some they were offensive, to others, brilliantly wicked.  

  They never made apology nor remorse of any kind for the way they were. As 

a matter of fact, they thrived on their eccentricities, and all under the guise of red 

wine. Not to mention you would find them in some of the most enthralling 

situations.  

  I recall a trip I took to the supermarket. I was there for some simple things, 

bread, milk cheese, and who do you think I should see, but Eric standing near the 

aisle that had an extensive selection of Brie.  

  “Eric! Hello! How do you do?” 



  “Hey! Doing good, what about you?” 

  “I’m well. No Meredith?” 

  “Oh, she’s here, over by the pate~.”  

  “Found a wine yet?” 

  “You know Meredith. I let her pick it out. If it were me we’d go for cheap.” 

“What did she get?” 

  “God, something I can’t pronounce, something from France. Twenty bucks a 

bottle! You know, I think someone lied to her.” 

  “Oh, really!” 

  “Yeah! I’ve found some great $7 dollar bottles in my time. And who says 

the best reds come from France? That’s a lie. The best one’s are from Chile.” 

  “You think?” 

  “Sure! Meredith always has to look her best, though, always has to impress, 

always has to show off....Oh, here she is now.” 

  And what did my eyes spy, but the exquisite girl painted from head to toe 

stark gray. If you need to back up and read that sentence once more, I would not 

blame you. I confess to you the woman was painted gray. Her hair had been 

painted black, as had been done with her lips and eyes. Her clothes? Some strange 

concoction of mismatched purple sweats!  

I was stunned. I took a step back to inspect the spectacle that I was sure to be 

a stroke of some sort coming on. But, no...It was a legitimate vision, it was a real 

scene. She was painted gray alright, and behaved as though not a thing were out of 

place. 

  “Meredith?” 

 “Well, hi, Jack! Got the red wine! And the pate~! Eric, have you picked out 

a brie, yet?” 

“What do you think of this one?”  

  “It’s....well....I guess for what we have to select from it will have to do.” 

  “Meredith?” I piped in again. 



  “Yes?” 

 “Is everything...Wait,” I stopped to question the intention, the reason. Why 

would she be dressed in such a mess and painted gray....GRAY! They were 

obviously already drunk. “You two have been drinking already, haven’t you! What 

is this? Bottle three or something?” 

  They both looked somewhat confused and even had the nerve to look at me 

as if I were off my rocker....I wasn’t the one painted gray! 

  “Well, no...Haven’t had a drop yet today,” says Meredith. “That’s why we’re 

somewhat in a hurry. We’re anxious to get started.” 

  “Are you feeling ok?” Eric asked of me, even putting his hands on my 

shoulder to offer comfort for whatever might be ailing me....ME! 

  Stunned, I paused for a moment before blurting quite loudly,  

“I'm fine! It’s Meredith I’m worried about!” 

  “Why, what have you heard?” 

“HEARD???? It’s what I see!!! Meredith! You’re painted gray! GRAY, I 

SAY! GRAY!” 

  She rolls here eyes at me, can you believe it? Rolls her eyes. 

  “No, I’m not.....I’m painted puce....a shade of lavender-”  “I know what puce 

is, that’s not my concern. Why are you painted that way!” 

  “We’ve been cast in a play!” 

  “I beg your pardon?” 

  “Oh, when was it Eric?” She asks him tapping her toe.  

  “I think about three weeks ago?” 

  “Has it been that long?” 

  “Yeah.” 

  “Well, three weeks ago.....Sunday, right?” 

  “Yes, on a Sunday.” 

  “We go for Sushi and saki...” 



  “Shaki....,” Says Eric mimicking being drunk. 

  “And we get a little fumbled by the saki, you know. We can have our fill of 

wine, but saki will getcha! Anyway, We were bored! Sunday, buzzed in the middle 

of the afternoon and bored! We wander out of the sushi house, stumbling down the 

street when we pass the theatre and they’re holding auditions.”  “You didn’t!” I 

screamed. 

  “WE DID! We auditioned, blitzed off our asses.” 

Eric chimes in with, “We got cast!” 

  “We’re doing Blithe Spirit!” 

  “I got cast as the lead! Charles Condomine!” 

 “And I’m his first dead wife come back to haunt him. We’re on our way 

there now to do a Sunday matinee.” 

 “Blah....Sunday theatre is filled with nothing but old people....OH! You’ll 

match all the hair out in the audience Meredith!” They had begun to speak to each 

other, leaving me there in the supermarket a somewhat slight bit embarrassed that I 

was being seen with the two of them. So I ask Meredith, “Well, why don’t you put 

the gray-” 

  “Puce.” 

  “Why not put the puce make up on at the theatre?” 

 “Oh!!!! Well,” She leans in to see if she can make it sound somewhat 

sneaky. “We want to see if we’ll end up in The Enquirer. ‘Puce woman seen in 

Publix. Mother of Batboy?’ Don’t you see?” 

  “Batboy?” 

 “Take one good look at Eric. Those ears? He could pass for an over 

dramatized sighting of batboy.”  “It’s true. I could.” He says.  

  I stupidly ask who ‘Batboy’ was. 

Meredith gives me quick insight into tabloid journalism and all its varied 

characters. “You never read The Star? The Enquirer? Batboy is a legend, Jack. 

He’s just brilliant.” 



  “Brilliant.” Eric’s tone made it sound as though they were quietly honoring 

an icon. “Especially when they spotted him driving that car, remember?” 

  “God, yes!!! He’s got this wormy face and these teeth!” And again they had 

begun their own conversation of which only those two participated.  

  “The teeth!” 

  “These teeth that are like all gnarled and fangy....And no hair! Just like Eric! 

Ha Ha!” 

  “On his head, she means, not on his teeth.” 

  “No, not on the teeth.” 

  “We’ve really got to be going if we’re gonna make it to the theatre.” 

  “Shit! We’ll be late! See you later, Jack!” 

  And in the moments it took for them to pursue their strange charades in 

public I could do nothing but stand silent and watch them carry on. As they moved 

towards the checkout, the looks they garnered were impressive, inquisitive. Instead 

of feeling embarrassed, as I first had, I began to feel uniquely proud of them and of 

the courage that they often summoned to simply just be who they are and nothing 

more. 

 I did see the play mind you, and the two of them were incredibly gifted as 

actors. Never would I have thought in a million years their portrayal of satyrical 

characters of the Noel Coward sort would have been so perfect....And it was true. 

Meredith’s make up matched every head of hair in the audience that Sunday. I was 

so driven with their performance and the manner in which the casting had been 

landed that I invited them to sushi once the show was over.  “Come on, you’re 

performances were unbelievable and  if I recall, you two have a tradition on 

Sundays. I’m taking you for sushi and saki.” 

  “Shaki,” Eric reminds me with a smile. 

  “Yes. Excellent performance. We’ll catch a little buzz before you two head 

home to enjoy that bottle of wine.” 

 “What bottle?” Eric asks. “Meredith, are you holding out on me? What 

bottle?” 



  Meredith looks to me puzzled. “I’m not sure I understand. What bottle of 

wine, Jack?” 

  “The one you bought this afternoon.” 

  “That bottle? You’re gonna have to keep up. Oh, Lord, that’s long gone!” 

  “When?” 

Eric confesses quickly it was done somewhere around act two. But, 

Meredith corrects him. “No, third act, when the portly girl playing your LIVING 

wife was running into the set!” 

  “Jack, did you see that? That was hilarious!” 

  The poor girl cast to play Eric’s current wife in the production was sadly 

enough on the heavy side, something the set designers hadn’t taken into 

consideration when they determined how secure some of the props should be. And 

as the heavy girl made some attempt to run screaming off stage through a painted 

scene of trees and bushes managed to catch her hip along side the frame and 

knocked the entire facade to the ground. Exposing technicians, and nearly nude 

actors waiting in the wings.  

  “That was just about the time I was trying to finish the bottle off. I was due 

back on set, you know.” 

  “Meredith, may I ask? Are you going to the restaurant painted puce?” 

  “Well, of course!” She says patting Eric on the head, “Come on, Cheap Red! 

We need more Batboy sightings!” 

  And in some manner of foreboding Eric says, “I’ll have to find you a 

nickname, Meredith.” 

  The entire evening moved rather well, and considering the graciousness of 

the restaurant’s staff it appeared as though there were nothing particular about 

Meredith painted head to toe with stage make up. But, I must make mention of 

some peculiarity, of course, for no interjection of Meredith and Eric would be 

complete without one.  

  We were forced to sit at the sushi bar, for the extent of the restaurant was 

packed to capacity. The bar itself was a sort of ‘L’ shape, with me at the corner and 

Eric to my right, Meredith to my left. All was perfectly lovely and dinner was 



enjoyed in the fashion in which it was intended....until Eric decided to make a 

toast. 

 “Ok. ok. ok....” Poor boy was already drunk. “I would like.... (burp)... to 

take this opportunity to...take a moment and...and to...take a reflect on what a great 

day it’s been, you know. I take it, you all agree. And don’t...take it for granted. 

Take it for what it is.... The weather was brilliant. Our performance was ingenious. 

Did you hear me? Ingenious. The set has to be repaired giving the union workers 

something to do to keep them employed for yet another week, which is good. And 

I’m here sitting with my friends while some fat girl cast in a play is at home crying 

because one swift turn of her hip is enough to knock down shrubbery......I adore 

you both. Thank you, thank deeply for a perfect evening.” 

  Now, he taps my glass with his in a perfect toast, but since Meredith is too 

far from him to actually, physically touch, he yells to her as loud as he possibly 

can, while motioning a toast, “Chink!” Of course, you and I both know he was 

mimicking the sound of the two glasses hitting each other in toast. Slowly, though, 

a stillness creeps through the sushi house...and Eric’s eyes grow wide, the 

restaurant staff stops in their tracks, all patrons stop eating and look our direction, 

and the man preparing the sushi, slicing eel, slices even louder, with conviction, 

with a taint of anger in his motion. 

  Meredith lowers her head and tries not to chuckle. Eric peels back into his 

chair, grabbing at his chest. 

  “Oh, my GOD! NO! Oh, MY GOD! NO! THAT’S NOT  

WHAT I MEANT!!!!” 

  I tired my best to console him. “I doubt anyone heard you,  

Eric.” 

  “Are you kidding me! I just screamed CHINK in a restaurant full of 

Orientals!” 

  And again, that steady silence got colder. 

 “Asians!” I screamed, “Asians, Asians, Asians! Calling them Orientals is 

rude! Rugs are oriental! FOOD is oriental! But, people are ASIANS!”  

“Oh, God, I fucked up! We’d better go! God, I can’t  



BELIEVE I just did that!” 

  “Check, please!” 

  Needless to say, the service was terrible after that.  

And for nearly ten good solid years, that’s what life was like with Eric and 

Meredith around. Then something shifted as destiny loves to do. I noticed that Eric 

and Meredith were not to be found as often. They did not come to the parties 

anymore, they weren’t seen around town, and the stories about their mad 

adventures were heard less and less. I was not the only one who noticed, their 

definite disappearance had many more than just concerned.....they were bored. The 

uniqueness in their friendship was something that everyone who knew them was 

envious of; a friendship that defied common definition. It was if they were 

perfectly suited for one another, but ill equipped for romance. Had they both been 

heterosexual, or homosexual for that matter, they would have been the romance 

that is remembered in literature for years to come. And whose to say their 

connection wasn’t a sort of romance? Whose to say that love and coupling have 

everything to do with the genetic make up we’re given at birth? And furthermore, 

whose to say that even though there was no sexual stimulation between them that 

what they had wasn’t a love more powerful than any husband and wife could have 

ever achieved?  

  We soon discovered the reason for the absence. Meredith had taken ill, 

seriously ill and had been in the hospital for some time. Unfortunately, her 

prognosis was terminal and she was not expected to live for too much longer. Eric 

was at her side day and night, even going so far as to pull in a cot to the hospital 

room where Meredith was so he could sleep there.  

  Just because of the nature in their speech with one another, they treated the 

whole episode on rather comical terms, never once pulling darkness into the dismal 

situation. Each morning he would wake, wash his face, run down to grab a coffee 

from the vending machine, then return to his best friend to ask while tugging at her 

leg, “Hey.....Hey.....Are you dead yet?” 

  Groggily she would answer, “No, but you will be soon if you don’t let me 

sleep.” 

  “Listen, if you’re gonna be dead soon, why don’t you get up! I mean, you’ll 

be sleeping an awful lot once they throw you in the ground.” 



  “God, I feel awful....How much did we drink last night.” 

  Eric laughs and says, “We didn’t drink anything, sleepyhead. It’s the 

morphine....” 

  “Oh...yeah....I nearly forgot.” 

  “So how long do you think it will be?” 

  “For what?” 

  “Before you’re gone.” 

  “Well, I hope its any day now. I mean, if its gonna happen then let’s just get 

it over with. I HATE being in this bed, in this hospital.....in this outfit for God’s 

sake.” 

“Tell me about it...You’ve been nearly dead forever now....” And his eye 

twinkled and he brightly shined a stunning brilliance in his smile. “That’s it! That’s 

your nickname! ‘Nearly Dead!’” 

  Meredith laughed at him for as long as she could before the coughing was 

too unbearable to ignore. It was becoming more and more obvious that their time 

together was dwindling. 

 “Yeah.....Nearly Dead.” As much as they had tried these few weeks to keep 

their spirits high, it was the natural course of things to feel a sadness dawning. 

Now, this had nothing to do with death itself, for they had discussed that on many 

occasions throughout their ten year run. They believed that death was not the end, 

but just another journey the soul is bound to take. The sadness they were beginning 

to experience was the fear of loneliness. They were to be parted and split and not a 

day had gone by in the last ten years where such a thing had happened.  

  Meredith had already begun to pressure Eric into leaving the hospital on 

occasion, to go out and get some fresh air. The worse Meredith got, the more she 

persisted. 

  “Go! Have fun! Do something! Your sitting around here all day like some 

buzzard is depressing me.” 

  “Nah, I’m fine. And I prefer ‘vulture,’ thank you. It has a more sinister tone 

to it.” 



Secretly she praised him for standing by her side. She feared the loneliness, 

too. She feared being alone when death may come, and feared Eric being sent back 

into the world without her. 

  By now the illness had taken so much out of her, that one sordid morning the 

doctor in care of Meredith pulled Eric aside to suggest plans be made for her 

burial. “I don’t expect her to be with us tomorrow morning,” said the doctor with 

as much politeness and respect that he could summon.  

  Eric only stood in the hallway, staring with a transfixed denial on the floor. 

If he moved, he thought, he could cry. There staring he stayed for an hour or more 

before composing his reasoning and rationality and returning to Meredith’s room 

with his morning coffee. 

  “Still dying, darling?” 

 “God, worse than that.....I’m so friggin loopy. How much morphine did I do 

last night?” 

 “You did soooo much that they’ve had to have another semi of it trucked in. 

And you know, I told the doctor, ‘Just give her a couple of bottles of red 

wine.....That’ll sock her out.’ I’ve seen you pass out before and its not pretty....” 

  “Mmmmm, that sounds so good. Red Wine. A Beaujolais....a good one.” 

There was a look in his eye that revealed precisely what he was so hoping to 

hide. But, Eric had never been good at that. He could forever hide his emotions 

from the tongue, never once speak about what hurt him. What angered him? 

Surely, he was forever ready to spit profanity at whatever it was that annoyed him, 

but not with matters of the heart. That was impossible. Never would he say he was 

hurt. He didn’t have to. Those eyes of his would get big, would swell, would dart 

away, and when the pain was so great it was overwhelming him, he looked the part 

of 6 year old nearly about to pout.  

  Meredith pipes up, realizing with some grand determination that this may be 

it....This may be their last day together. “I have an idea,” she says. She motions for 

him to come closer. 

  “Hey, Nearly Dead, I’m not to sure about that breath of yours.” 

  “Oh, get over here!” 



  He leans in closer pretending to make this face of repulsion, trying to find 

the humor always in this upsetting scenery.  

  “I have an idea,” she says in sneaky whisper. “Why don’t you go out and 

grab me a bottle of that Beaujolais that I like.” She turns her head left and right to 

see if anyone is listening. “Bring it back here with some glasses and let’s do this 

dying thing right.” 

He smiles slightly, a slant in his eyes calling about some mischief. “What if 

we get caught?” 

 “What are they gonna do? Kill me? Kick me out of the hospital? Go! Hurry 

back! I’m nearly dead!” 

  “You can say that again.” 

  Within an hour’s time he had returned with a backpack and how the nurses 

did not realize that he was carrying something suspicious is beyond anyone’s 

guess. He had a ball cap on, the brim pulled so tightly down to conceal his face he 

gave the impression he was hiding something. And the backpack itself clanged and 

clinked from the bottles of wine hitting up against one another. 

  “How many did you bring?” Meredith asked so pleased. 

  “Three!” 

  “NO!” 

  “YES!” 

  He pulls out from the backpack the Beaujolais and only showed it to 

Meredith who had anxious hands outstretched to greet it. 

  “Nope,”  defies  Eric,  “We’ll  get  to  that  shortly.  

First.....Yellow Dog!” 

  “NO!” 

  “YES! One for you,” handing the cheap bottle to Meredith,  

“and one for me.” 

“You just couldn’t resist, could you?” 



  “They don’t call me Cheap Red for nothing. Besides, cheap red wine was 

designed with best friends in mind. Your Beaujolais was made for pretentiousness 

and special occasions.” 

 Halfway through each of their respective bottles the effects of the wine had 

begun to show on their purple grins. They were laughing at the giddiest of things 

and reminiscing about some of the strange characters they had encountered 

throughout their days. 

  “Remember the homeless woman? Toada?” So called because she 

resembled....well, a toad. “Always suing  the government? Her lawyer was her 

imaginary friend.” 

  “How fucked up is that! And she was paying him!” 

  “He doesn’t come close, though, to when we were actors. What was that 

crazy security guy’s name?” 

 “Big old’ Bill! Kept telling you, ‘Eric....I don’t mind if you’re gay or 

straight. Won’t mean shit when the aliens come.’ The look on your face when he 

said that was priceless, Eric! ‘The aliens?’ You asked. ‘As in Mexicans?’ Jesus, I 

thought I was gonna lose it.” 

  “The funny thing is, people think you and I are weird. They don’t know half 

the people we’ve seen that really take the cake.  

Like the guy in Melbourne.” 

“Melbourne is full of whacks. You’ll have to be more specific.” 

  “You and I were walking down that weird little street that had an art 

gallery....And there was that painting of the old man, straw hat, overalls, hands in 

pocket, just a grinning! We sat there for the longest time thinking, ‘How unusual a 

painting. It’s so.....unusual.’ He looked like some serial killer. We snap back to 

reality, come out of our daze, spin around to leave and the man is standing right 

there! Straw hat, overalls, hands in pocket-” 

  “Just grinning! I have never screamed so loud in my life! My favorite, 

though is Carlos.” 

  “Carlos? I don’t remember any Carlos” 

  “Eric, come on! From the vending machine!” 



  “Oh, yeah!” 

  Meredith tosses out the thickest Latin accent she can muster,  

“Hey, Enrico.....Joo Lik-a hot penis???” 

  “I was like, ‘Beg your pardon?” 

  “And again he asks you, ‘Joo Lik-a hot penis?’ He’s tapping at the damned 

vending machine and you STILL had no clue what he was trying to say. He’s all, 

‘Joo can try my hot penis.’ He puts his money in the machine, makes his selection, 

pulls out this bag of hot peanuts and you scream, ‘HOT PEANUTS!’ He nods his 

head and says, ‘Jes....Penis. Joo wanna try my hot penis?’” 

“You know, I actually use that line sometimes on guys. If I’m not sure what 

side of the fence they’re playing on I’ll ask.... ‘You like penis?’ They’ll go, ‘Say 

what?’ And that’s my cue. “Peanuts. Do you like peanuts?” 

  As they laughed Meredith’s eyes grew heavier. You could  

hear her breath labor to take wind. “Let’s just suffice it to say that if all the people 

we ever came across were to meet, the room would explode....And thank you.” 

  “For what?” 

  “For being my soul mate.” 

  You could sense it beginning....or ending, rather. 

  Eric lowered his cowering eyes.  

  “I’ve been trying to push away the sadness I’ve been feeling lately, because 

I don’t want to bother you with depression in your last days. Good Lord, that’s the 

last thing I wanted to do was to make you feel sad. My eyes for the last two weeks 

have hurt. There is this pressure behind them, all these tears I keep pushing back. I 

know at some point I’m gonna have to admit to what’s happening, but I’d rather 

not. I want things to be the way they were a few months ago. Just us laughing all 

the time, not even having to say anything. Just laughing.” Eric smiled and slipped a 

chuckle in between the weltering tears. “All I had to do was just look at you and 

start laughing. Good God, you’ve got one of the most unbearably funny faces. But, 

I can’t bare to look at you right now because I wouldn’t laugh. I’d start bawling. I 

just keep thinking about what happens next....What happens when you’re gone and 

I’m out by myself now. I’m gonna be so alone.” He realized Meredith had not said 



anything and still he could not look to her direction. He didn’t dare lift his stare 

from the linoleum floor, his eyes concentrated on the cluster of blue and gray 

flakes in the fake tile.  

“Meredith?” 

  No answer came. 

  Still, without looking at her, he tugged at her leg and said, “Hey.....” his 

voice cracking somewhat. He made the beautifully noble attempt to smile, but the 

tears had begun to slowly show themselves. Still he did not look at her.  

  “Dammit,” he whispered under his breath and stood, pulling the nearly 

empty bottle of wine from her hands with his eyes looking about elsewhere. The 

remains of the Yellow Dog were sent down the drain of the bathroom sink. The 

empty bottles were put into the backpack and Eric moved around the room trying 

to discard any remnant that may have suggested he had once been in the room. 

And strange to see the metaphors play through psychology when someone close 

dies. The poor man never once looked at Meredith.  Before leaving, he 

remembered the bottle of Beaujolais that they had not gotten to. It was retrieved 

with trembling hands off the night stand before he quietly slipped out the door to 

inform the nurses that Meredith had died. Ball cap pulled down over the wet, 

painful eyes, and backpack clanging full of wine bottles, this sad little man with 

head bowed walked out of the hospital and into the world alone. 

  We like to think processions and funerals and all traditions that mark the 

passing of life are intended for the dead, but we are reminded when the truth of 

life, of it’s loneliness sets in, that these productions of ceremony and show are 

exclusively for the living. Death reminds the living, not the dead, of the separatism 

and loneliness that now face those left behind. And Meredith’s funeral was no 

exception. Although beautiful, it was eerily traditional, strangely normal. ANd 

perhaps because this distinct service for friends and family was the facade, whilst 

the real ceremony played on elsewhere. 

   Friends from across the globe came to say goodbye and even I made the 

drive out to pay my respects. The weather couldn’t have been more agreeable and 

the church in which the service was held was distinctly Meredith. Slightly Gothic, 

non conventional and beaming with filigree and imagery. The hymnals sung by the 

choir were not sad, but reflective. When people dried their eyes, they did so more 

out of happy memories, rather than somber reflection. For with every tear you 



heard a chuckle, a laughter, a sigh for the good times. It was not long into the 

ceremony that I realized Eric was not there. Too some degree I was stunned, and 

disappointed. My first reaction and instinct told me that it was in very bad form for 

him not to have been there considering how close they had been. But, the more I 

thought about it, the more it was made clear to me that he simply could not handle 

a ceremony that did nothing but clarify for himself and all the world to see that 

Meredith, the friendship, and an enormous part of Eric’s soul was now dead. I 

don’t think he could have handled seeing a congregation of people remind him that 

he had forever lost that which had made him whole.   

  I discovered some time later through a mutual friend, that as the funeral 

service was being held, Eric was at home in his pajamas, sitting on the floor, blinds 

drawn, lights out, drinking the bottle of Beaujolais he had brought back from the 

hospital the day Meredith died......crying his eyes out finally for the first time. In 

some brilliant mindful try, I realized that was the true funeral ceremony for the one 

left behind. The symbolism uniquely perfect. No casket, no grand church. This 

ceremony spoke of truth. Darkness, loneliness....and a simple bottle of a favorite 

red wine. 

  No one saw Eric again. Oh, he’s alive somewhere surely. I’ve seen clues. A 

distant relative of mine passed away not too long ago and was buried in the same 

cemetery Meredith was. To say my respects and just curiously feeling the need to 

see how well maintained her grave had been kept over the years, I wandered over 

to her resting place. I saw fresh flowers, the tombstone freshly dusted, and a small 

card dangling that said, “Happy B-Day. Rest in Peace until I get there. Batboy.” In 

front of the flowers, just aside the tombstone was a replicated tombstone made of 

the same ceremonial granite, but much smaller in size. With pristine and clean 

engraving it said, “IN LOVING MEMORY OF CHEAP RED AND NEARLY 

DEAD.”    

Cheers. 

 

 


