
Moron Chapter 2
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Moron spent Christmas with his mother and her podiatrist boyfriend, Roger “Rodge” Minor.
Minor showed up wearing a Pink Floyd branded “ugly sweater”. Minor was completely obsessed
with Pink Floyd, the only classic rock band that Moron didn’t care for. He was the type of guy
that could tell you all of the track names in order when you gave him the title of any album. It
was clear, at least to Moron, that the man’s entire fixation on the group was because he shared
a first name with their star, Roger Waters. What a complete fucking loser thing to do. Imagine a
man named Albert becoming a theory of relativity fanatic. The one saving grace was that he
hadn’t been named Mick or Paul. Moron would be willing to fight the man if he had ruined one of
the bands he actually liked.

Moron’s mother could sense the animosity coming from her son and so she took him
aside to have a conversation about being nicer to Ol’ Rodge. She didn’t understand. It wasn’t
about someone “replacing his father” or the thought of someone being intimate with his mother.
What upset Moron was that he was inheriting a friend he didn’t want. The better things went for
them as a couple, the worse it was for Moron. He’d have to be around the weirdo every time he
came back, creating a negative connotation with the entire concept of “home”. But he didn’t
have the heart to say any of that. He just lied and told her he’d make an effort.

They all watched The Twilight Zone together on New Year's Day, and for his mother’s
sake, Moron pretended not to be annoyed when Rodge would give behind the scenes
anecdotes about the episodes.

The next day, January, a burden at any age, appeared like an alien spacecraft casting a
shadow across the entire state. Moron woke up in its darkness, aching. For what? To go back to
school of all things.
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Hank couldn’t help but smile when he opened the door.

“What are you smiling about, you big goof?”
“Oh, nothing,” said Hank, now almost laughing with joy. Well, it was nice to have

someone that cared.
Things progressed much smoother that semester. After just sneaking by in the fall,

Moron knew it was time to take his studies more seriously. He still didn’t have a major, but he
could at least get better grades on his general courses and, except for Introduction to
Astronomy, he stuck to his word. Astronomy was a bunch of bullshit. You’d think it’d just be
remembering the names of the planets but there was math involved. Someone should really tell
you that before you sign up.

Moron’s life changed when he hopped on a bus to go to the town center. Overly crowded
for three o’clock in the afternoon, he was obliged to offer his seat to a female student that got on
at the first stop. She accepted the offer and, as he stood there sweating in his coat from the
embarrassment of the exchange, asked him his name. Hers was Ruby.

Ruby was a PhD student at the adjacent university studying important and highly
scientific stuff. In the coming weeks she’d explain her area of expertise to Moron over five times
and he never retained a single word. It had something to do with mice maybe. Teaching them to



drive cars or something like that. Her face was a central casting librarian face but her ass was
bigger than some of the smaller countries of Oceania. They traded phone numbers and not long
after he exited the bus, she texted him and invited him over to her place later that night. Part of
him thought it was a trick, that maybe he’d be murdered, and part of him didn’t care.

Her apartment was lined with books, hard and soft, stacked like spiral staircases leading
to nothing. In the center of her living room sat an unfinished oil painting of a condor which she
made no reference to. There wasn’t a TV,  but in the corner of the floor, there were DVD sets of
The X-Files, Firefly, and every movie Studio Ghibli ever produced. She wouldn’t murder him, but
only kill something inside, and replace it. When he told her he had HPV, she said everyone did.
She waited patiently when Moron couldn’t form an erection. He didn’t understand what the
problem was. Once, in high school, he had prematurely ejaculated just by touching a girl’s butt.
Now, presented with an opportunity to live his fantasies, he sat hunched and useless, a stone
gargoyle. Ruby saw something in her novice and brought him up to speed to the best of her
abilities. They had eachother non-stop for a month. She taught him sex and other things she
wished she hadn’t. Unavoidable things. His protector and his betrayer.

Sometime in February, as they lay there after their lust, she turned to him seriously and
told him to declare his major as English.

“Why?”
“I think you’d make a great teacher, John. You remind me of my teachers. The good

ones at least.”
“How so?”
“You’re… Just trust me. You’ll thank me someday.”
And so Moron declared his major as English and focused on a minor in Education. When

he broke the news to Ruby, she smiled weakly, like there was something he was missing, like he
was a kid excited for Christmas, ignorant to the fact his parents were getting divorced.

“That’s great, John. Really great.”
The next week she broke things off with him. They were just at “different places in their

lives.” Moron left her apartment arrogant, stupid, storming down the street in the wrong
direction. It was all the same to him. He knew how to have sex now. He’d gladly move on to
bigger and better things. Unsure of how he got back to his dormitory, he found himself weeping
uncontrollably into his pillow. Hank came over to check on him but couldn’t find anything to say.
He just stood over Moron like someone watching a crib. Moron fell asleep and Hank went back
to his homework.
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Hank slowed down the amount of casual sex he was having and approached something close
to voluntary celibacy. Moron picked up where he left off and went to bed with anyone who would
have him. There are few miseries quite like that of a stranger’s ceiling the next morning. Despite
the horrors, Moron willingly entered the loop every weekend and sometimes on weeknights if he
could find someone to drink with. To combat the amount he was spending on beer and Rubinoff,
he finally got the dining hall job his mother begged him to get at the start of the first semester.
He worked, studied, drank, and never slept. If you’re going to do it, nineteen is the time to do it,
but even still, it was taking its toll.

Most of the students that worked at the dining halls would do everything they could to



appear to be present but not do any work. This of course left more work for the non-students
that worked there, adults for whom the job was their only source of income. Moron couldn’t let
them down, so he worked hard, and it paid unexpected dividends. There was something about
the unrelenting routine of washing dishes that mercifully shut his brain down. Being a zombie
had its benefits. He’d leave the hall sore and tired and a little happier. He eventually washed
enough dishes that some backup generator in his brain snapped back on.

What the fuck was he doing with his life?
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When Moron went home for Spring Break, which culminated with Easter Sunday, his mother
and Rodge told him they were engaged to be married. Rodge was so nervous that pools of
sweat had formed around his nipples and soaked through his light blue Nautica polo. Moron
threw mashed potatoes off of his face and stormed out of the house. It was the most violent
thing Moron had ever done (even if it was just ground up vegetables). He then came back in
immediately and sincerely apologized to them both. Shellshock prevented Rodge from
speaking. Moron figured that was the closest either of them had ever come to a physical
altercation.

Tremendous guilt actually made things between the three of them a little better. Moron
could no longer tap into that original anger he had for the foot doctor. Against his better
judgment, he asked Rodge to The Last Waltz with him. Rodge got overly excited and Moron
finally broke completely. There was something endearing about the guy once you got past all
the extremely annoying stuff.
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The hallowed “first nice day” of Spring exceeded all expectations. The university was more alive
than it could be any other day of the year. The first day of school came with an unsuredness and
the last with bittersweetness, but the first nice day was a culmination of everything that was and
everything that could be. Mistakes, feuds, and breakups were things of the past and never of
the present or future.

Everyone gathered down on the grass near the basketball courts, happy, hopeful, and of
course, horny. In the group next to Moron’s was a girl speaking and laughing too loudly. She had
a complete disregard for everything and everyone around her and Moron couldn’t look away.
Small, hair so black it was the absence of color, and eyes too big for her or anyone else’s head,
she was everything.

Moron turned only for a moment, to accept a sip of vodka or a cigarette, and when he
went to look at her again, she was gone. Without thinking he got up and started walking around,
group to group, searching. He wandered until the sunset, sure she’d be at the next turn. He
summited a mountain, crossed a desert, and wrestled a knife-wielding alligator named Emerald
Jack. Still, she was gone. Her memory stayed with him and unreasonably so. Ironic process
theory- every time he tried to not think of her, he did. She was out there somewhere and still
inside of his chest. They would meet again.

6
If December went by like a forgotten cigarette, then April boomed away like an exploding cigar.



Soon it was the end of the year and Moron had passed all of his classes, even introduction to
astronomy. When it came time for the multiple choice final in the raised seats of the lecture hall,
he just copied the person in front of him, bubble for bubble. He didn’t know who this person was
and had no idea if they knew anything about the subject at hand, but it was a calculated risk.
Moron knew nothing and this stranger must know more than nothing or at least have a
knowledge base equal to nothing. You couldn’t know less than nothing. Whoever this unwilling
Samaritan was got him a C+ for the year.

Hank surprised Moron by revealing he received straight A’s in both semesters so far. It
wasn’t that Moron felt Hank was stupid, it’s just that he never heard him mention school work
either way. If he continued to do so well with Accounting he’d have a very stable life for himself
upon graduation. What a perfect coworker he’d be. Shows up on time, does what he needs to
do, doesn’t ask inane questions like “what are you having for lunch?” or “how’s your family
doing?” Whoever hired Hank would be hitting the jackpot. That was ages away though. They
still had a few years to be young and carefree.

On the last night, Moron drank by himself on the small patch of grass outside the dorm.
His apprehension for the university had turned to disdain and then to something akin to
affection. He didn’t want to leave for the summer and was trying to squeeze one last meaningful
experience out of his first year, too naive to know that holding on to it was a futile effort. Dawn
came and went, the minutes slipping through his fingers, and one of the custodians gave him a
light tap with his work boot to wake him up. A few hours later, Moron was packed into his
mother’s car and en route home.

Moron Chapter 3

1
Sophomore began as so many do, a conveyor belt of forgettable experiences. Despite the fact
that Moron was starting his degree in English, a haze formed from the familiarity of their
surroundings and lingered in he and Hank’s new room which was only a building over from their
previous one. Within the year neither of them could have told you any concrete thing that
happened that September.
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Moron’s mother and Rodge, in a panic to get married, set the date for early October. The
celebration was held in Rodge’s mother’s backyard. Rodge’s mom was wheelchair bound, could
no longer speak, and required a carer seven days a week. When she became upset, she’d
pound on the sides of the chair, the rhythm spelling out “fuck you.” She must have kept still
when Rodge asked if the wedding could happen at hers.  After all, who wouldn’t want to help
their son tie the knot?

And what is October if not a ceremony? Its pink-orange hues provide a backdrop for the
year’s big send-off. November is the intermission and December the finale, but it’s the Octobers



that mean the most.  Summer’s charm is still easily called upon, and winter, well winter doesn’t
exist quite yet. The leaves are luminous with color, trees full of fruit, and fields are full of
odd-shaped vegetables. If one had to be trapped inside of a month, wouldn’t it be a kindness if it
were October?

Moron’s mother suggested that Moron invite a friend to the wedding and it stopped him
in his tracks. He considered his pals from his youth and already their faces were evaporating, no
longer a part of him. Boys gone off to make money in landscaping or construction or,
alternatively, to be swallowed and molested by the desert sands of Afghanistan. Calvin
Reardon’s face came to his mind, but not as it was as last he saw him. Instead the Calvin in his
head now was whimpering, tears running down his cheeks as the mall security screamed at him
for trying to steal a copy of Diplomatic Immunity from the Sam Goody store. Through his sobs
he looked younger still, and Moron saw him as a seven-year old mad he got caught in a game
of kick-the-can. These were the versions of Calvin that Moron knew, the man holding the M4
carbine in the village of Wanat was someone else. Even the boys closer to home, Tim and
Bobby and Paul, existed in the halls of their high school, forever seventeen, drawing enormous
dongs and tits on each other’s book covers. Moron, only down the street from their homes, felt
extraterrestrial, no longer in the same world. There was only one person he wanted to bring.

Hank showed up to the wedding, a cartoon ape in a suit, ostensibly to provide Moron
company. What ended up actually happening was quite different. As soon as Rodge’s mother
found Hank in her sights she wouldn’t let him leave her side. Any time he started to walk away,
she’d beat on her wheels like the Mongol hordes of Ghenghis Khan banging their drums on the
way into battle. Hank was a patient man, but Moron knew that even a saint wouldn’t be able to
withstand this torture. Thankfully she fell asleep during the nuptials. Now free, Moron’s mother
allowed him and Hank to drink as they wished. There weren't many others there, yet still no one
noticed or cared when the two of them snuck off into the living room.

They happened upon a well-crafted and maintained chess set and Hank asked Moron if
he knew how to play. Moron admitted he knew how to play but confessed he wasn’t very good.
Hank didn’t mind. He opened with the King’s Gambit and Moron countered by bringing his pawn
to d5.

“Did you do that on purpose?”
“Did I do what on purpose?”
“Your pawn. Why did you move it?
“Weren’t you setting up the thing where my king gets trapped?”
Hank smiled big and drove his fist into his palm with excitement. “See, you know how to

play.” This was the most animated Moron had ever seen the man.
“Guess we should get a board for the dorm,” said Moron.
“Oh, I’ve already got one.”
“Nice, well, bring it up when we get back.”
“What do you mean? It’s already up there. It’s under my bed.”
“Hank, you’ve got a chess set under your bed and you’ve never once asked me if I

wanted to play?”
“The time wasn’t right, was all.”



3
Two people were about to enter their lives and break their shared mundanity.

When they got back to school, without much ado, a kid named Timo started showing up,
first around their dorm, and then inside of their room. He wore a DC Shoes zip-up hoodie with
the logo repeating all over it. It smelled so much like weed that a drug dealer probably could
have sold it as product on the street. Here smoke this sweatshirt, you’ll get high as a fucking
kite. Some people heard Timo say that he was from Italy, someone else heard Germany, and
still others heard Egypt. Hank, who had been opening up more and more behind closed doors,
guessed that Timo was probably born and raised five minutes up the road. Moron found this
astute, but they’d never find out for sure. His only real proof that he had been out of the US
were packs of cigarettes that bore close-ups of cancer holes in lungs or dying babies, wrappers
they used in foreign countries to dissuade people from smoking. The students at the college
found the packs hilarious and they ended up being his “in” with various friend groups.

The kid was completely out of his mind, loved to argue with anyone over anything, and
had an opinion on everything, even subjects he had no knowledge of. Some people seemed to
find his brand of mania interesting, but Moron and Hank were not two of those people. Yet, the
boy appeared in their room more than any other. He’d interrupt their chess games or sit down in
their chairs and put what he wanted to watch on the TV or play the songs he liked. The only
thing that Moron and he shared in common was a love of Lupe Fiasco’s The Cool, but that
wasn’t enough to build a whole friendship on. Occasionally he’d demand to play one of them in
chess and make moves that he knew he wasn’t allowed to make, put his piece back in place,
then make another illegal move. Things went on like this until he would make up some excuse-
that a girl was coming over to his room or that he’d been asked to go backstage at some
concert in the city- and disappear until the next afternoon when he’d be back to make their day
a little worse.

“What should we do about it?”
“Not sure,” said Hank. “Let’s make sure to lock the door and you and I can meet at the

library tomorrow instead.”
They followed Hank’s plan, and God’s honest truth, Timo was at the library waiting for

them when they got there. They started to think he might have bugged their room but thought
better of it when they considered how lazy and scatterbrained he was. But, like a fly, just when
you suspected he was gone out the window, he’d reappear in the corner.

“I think I might actually stab him to death,” said Hank when they finally managed to
shake him that evening.

“Hmmm. Can’t be doing that. Plus you wouldn’t need the knife. You could throw him off
the ceiling like a little baby. What if we just tell him how we feel?”

“Who throws babies off of the ceiling? But okay. I’ll handle it,” Hank said as he took a
deep breath and continued. “I’m a wordsmith afterall.”

When Timo came to their door the next afternoon, knocking hard and quick like an
imbecile, Hank opened the door half-way.

“What are you doing? Let me in,” said Timo.
“We’ve got work to do today. Maybe some other time,” said Hank.
“Don’t be an asshole. Let me in,” said Timo trying to push past Hank without much

success.



“Not today,” said Hank while lightly holding one of Timo’s arms. Timo tried to swim over
him like a linebacker in football but couldn’t manage to do so, and so instead he ducked under
and almost got inside before Hank grabbed him by the shoulder and flung him back into the hall.
Timo flew through the air and splattered against the wall like a gnat on a windshield.

“I’ll kill you, bro,” said Timo as Hank closed the door. Timo stood outside the room
knocking and shouting and calling them pussies and cunts. Inside the room Moron was laughing
so hard he wasn’t making any sound. Hank lightly chuckled. The RA soon came out of their
room and made Timo leave the building. The next day “someone” threw eggs off of Hank and
Moron’s window when they were out at their classes. The RA caught that same someone writing
“cocksuckers” with a sharpie on their dorm room door and interrupted them before they could
finish. When the maintenance man came to wash it off they could hear him shout  “Who the hell
is COCKSU?” They soon found out that Timo didn’t even go to school there. The police banned
him from campus. Sometimes they’d still see him in the town center arguing with cashiers in fast
food places or smoking cigarettes in playgrounds and when they did he’d give them the middle
finger and then run in the other direction.
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If Timo was the darkness, then Corrina was the light. Hank met her while she was working at a
coffee shop. She had recently transferred to the university from an out-of-state school and was
looking for new friends to hang-out with. It didn’t take long for her and Hank to become a couple
and no one could blame either of them for their haste. Corrina Turner was living proof that truly
great people still existed. She looked like she burst out of a 1950’s ad for laundry detergent but
she held none of the pretension or rudeness that you’d expect from someone with those
aesthetics. The only thing preventing Moron from falling in love with her as well was the
knowledge that it would ruin everything. Sometimes he’d forget and find himself staring at her.
She was funny, reasonable, and, most of all, kind. Not nice. Kind.

It’s foolish to think that your friends are always going to be around, that things won’t
change, and that no one will get hurt. Yet, if they had thought that it’d be the three of them for
the next few months or the next couple of years, they’d be underestimating their bond. The
three kids hiding their faces in fear as they watched The Descent on DVD in dingy sophomore
year housing would remain a trio throughout their lives. Corrina Turner would eventually become
Corrina Howard. She was the greatest thing that ever happened to Hank (and ranked pretty
high up there for Moron too). But, that’s for other chapters.

5
Moron felt it was time for a Corrina of his own. Hell, he’d take someone even 60% as good. He
lay in bed at night erect, his physical desire for Ruby never having sated, and yet he was aware
that it wasn’t and could never be a true love. He begrudgingly admitted that she had been right
in ending things and with this acceptance came a loneliness that Hank and Corrina’s company
couldn’t quench. Moron went on a few lunch dates at the dining hall but it wasn’t a sexy place,
especially when you were the one that would have to clean the dishes later. One girl asked him
to a showing of Jean-Luc Godard’s Breathless and he fell asleep fifteen minutes in. Another one
brought him to a Thai restaurant and became angry when he said there were too many
vegetables in the food. To put it simply, things weren’t going well. Logic be damned though,



Moron sensed his big break was just around the corner. All you had to do to agree with him was
ignore all evidence to the contrary.

When Moron went home for Christmas, Rodge greeted him with Dylan: A Biography by
Bob Spitz. He was so excited to see Moron’s reaction that he gave it to him on December 19th.
Moron had actually got him something too: a Twilight Zone t-shirt with “The Mystic Seer” on the
front of it. Moron’s mother cried happy tears when Rodge unwrapped it. They were functioning
like one little happy family.

“So, when are you going to bring a girl home to meet us, John?”
“Next semester. I promise.”


