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Max McNett

Just Another Friday Night

I shift uncomfortably in my back-corner booth. It’s dark back 
here, even for a bar, but I prefer it that way; the last thing I 

want to do is draw attention to myself in this particular booze-
hive. There is a plastic Pabst Blue Ribbon sconce that fl ickers on 
the wall next to the booth. When the fl ickering starts to give me 
a headache, I give it a jab with my elbow. To my surprise, it blinks 
on and stays lit. Feeling like the Fonz, I take a large pull from the 
rum-and-Coke that the leather-faced bartender with her hood-
ornament hoop earrings made for me a few moments ago. I spit 
the shoddy concoction back into the plastic cup. It tastes less like 
a rum-and-Coke and more like a shit-and-piss cocktail. I casually 
push it to the other side of the table and glance around the tavern. 

There’s a band playing tonight, another a shit-and-piss cock-
tail. They’re terrible, the singer in particular. Heavily tattooed, 
he’s clad in dark jeans and a sweat-soaked wifebeater, banging 
away on his black guitar as if it were all he knew how to do. At 
least that’s the impression he wants to give. His eyes are clenched 
shut as he sings in a throaty rasp that seems a little too rehearsed 
to be honest. It all does, really: the voice, the guitar plastered with 
stickers, the sad attempt at a sort of Elvis-on-amphetamine swag-
ger. Like the crude pictograms inked onto his fl esh, it’s all been 
drawn on. It’s as if he’s trying to cover up some less-than-desirable 
identity that would no doubt be victim to a hail of beer bottles 
from the direction of the bar. I might throw one just to break his 
spirits. At the very least, I’ll likely wind up being the jackass who 
yells for “Freebird.”

The band strikes up a slower tune, and the few people still 

in the joint get up and migrate to the patch of hardwood desig-
nated as a dance space. I don’t really mind the singer now. The 
saccharine grit in his voice is much more tolerable when he’s not 
barking the words to “Ring of Fire” like a junkyard dog in heat. I 
watch as varying levels of inebriated folk come together, locate a 
partner, and begin to slowly swivel and sway on the spot. As the 
band warbles through what sounds like “Stand By Your Man” sung 
by that dude from Creed, a particularly lush middle-aged couple 
stumbles into my view. 

She’s older than he by a decent margin, perhaps not old 
enough to be his mother, but maybe old enough to pass for a for-
mer babysitter. Both their eyes are closed and they’re whispering 
into each other’s ears with big dumb smiles on their faces. What 
little light there is in the tavern bounces off the rings on their 
respective fi ngers—wedding rings. But it doesn’t take much for me 
to fi gure out that these two aren’t married. Not to each other any-
way. No, the way that they’re dancing with each other, looking as 
though they’re attached together at the crotch…no married couple 
dances like that. Only horny high school kids dance like that, kids 
who are patiently waiting for the dance to end so they can sneak 
off and go play games like, “Is it in yet?” or, “How does that feel?” 
or everyone’s favorite, “You’re done already?” 

I can’t help but wonder about their spouses, and what they’re 
doing while these two are basically dry humping each other to 
the tune of “How Deep Is Your Love” by the Bee Gees. Are they 
sitting up with the kids, waiting and wondering when their sig-
nifi cant others will come home? Does her husband have any idea 
that she has completely forgotten about him in favor of the hand-
some younger stranger with half a hard-on? Does it cross his wife’s 
mind that maybe, just maybe, he’s got his mind on more than just 
“a night out with the guys?” But then again, maybe it’s these mys-
tery spouses who are the bad guys here. Maybe she decided to go 
out and leave her worthless, unemployed husband to sit at home, 
smoke a bowl, and fall asleep to cheap Cinemax softcore porn. 
Maybe he’s tired of thinking about how his wife sometimes calls 
out his brother’s name in bed, and he needs to distract himself 
with anonymous drunk sex. 

The song ends, along with the band’s set. Everyone on the 
dance fl oor putters back to their respective barstools and booths 
and falls back into mumbled conversations and fresh beer. I 
chuckle and shake my head. So this is the best that this little town 
can do in terms of a “good time” on a Friday night? Pretty pathet-
ic, in my opinion. But then again, who am I to judge? After all, I’m 
nothing but the cynical bastard who sits in the back and laughs at 
everyone else. 
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From across the bar, I hear someone shout “FUCKING 
ASSHOLE!” which is immediately followed by a beer bottle that 
crashes into the wall a short distance away from my head. A fi ght 
breaks out and soon everyone is throwing punches, howling 
in pain, spitting out curse words. More bottles are thrown and 
broken. The fl ashing lights of a police car appear outside the dirty 
front window. 

Ah. On second thought, it’s time to leave.

Vladislav Frederick

How to Cross Language Barriers
“No comprende, Senora”
Means he has no fucking 

Clue what “stir” and “redo” and 
“fi x these apps” should mean to him.

When they don’t understand your 
Demands, it’s easy to take offense.

After all, if white servers speak English, 
Shouldn’t brown cooks be equally able?

So how do you correct these clueless
Mexicans on something they were

Doing well before your monolingual 
Arrival? How do you make them understand?

Do you shout and scream as if a high
Volume can turn English to Spanish?

Do you revisit the pregnant pauses of 
Teaching an infant to make words?

Do you enunciate each and every 
Vowel in each and every word?

Do you both sign and mime as if
Hispanics are deaf and love Charades?

Or when all other options have been 
Lost in translation do you think to

Remember it takes two to make language 
Barriers do you then think to learn what the

App chef means when he says
“¡Aprende nuestro idioma, Puta!”


