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The Death of a kid we called 'Popeye,' and why we still don't feel bad...

This story came to mind recently, thought I'd share it.


-


There once was a high-school pal of myself, Mark, Murray, and a kid called Jay. 

(Jay's isn't his real name, but I digress)

-

Our Pal Popeye :

Jay would have a facial expression he employed constantly (perhaps involuntarily,) of which he squinted an eye, so, we called him 'Popeye.' Think of him as a cross of said cartoon character and comedian Drew Carey. Jay always seemed to have a sense of humor about himself, admitting he had man-tits, and bragged about them; he also did odd, entertaining things, like swimming in a public pool with a wetsuit on, looking at small kids and saying 'I'm in this purple bodycast because some kid peed in the pool and I got scales for skin, now! Yarr! Yarr! Gug-gug-gug.' 
…Okay, he was an idiot, but a fun one to be around. We trusted him, he was our friend.

For the longest time, Mark, Murray and I thought he was a decent lad; but we were wrong, so very wrong, apparently.

One day, Murray had gone to Jay's house to retrieve a NES game he'd lent him, but Jay wasn't home. Jay's mother let him in, and Murray promised to be quick in looking for it.

Murray found the game... and more. He found games that Murray had 'lost' months previous, CDs that Mark had long 'misplaced,' and other items that we'd long assumed had been 'stolen' or 'lost.' Murray soon called us to inform, and we wanted to make sure we weren't crazy or too assuming, so we thought about the situation... meanwhile, Murray took a few of the offending items, and would make the excuse to Jay that he was 'borrowing them,' so Jay would be half-suspicious that we knew the truth. We wanted to make sure they were, indeed, ours. They were.

We'd later leave marked $1 bills around our room, in our car accessory holders, we'd leave CDs and such around that we knew he'd like, whatever bait we could afford to temporarily lose. The stupid kid - in every instance, they disappeared promptly. Soon after that, we'd silently distanced ourselves from Jay, who soon took up pals with his neighbors, some guy named Timmy (another fucking idiot,) and his resulting ‘douchebag’ friends. Jay didn't know we were as mad as we actually were, we made it appear that we were too busy, and not even hanging out with each other! It was working, and we were so disgusted with Jay, we didn't even want to explain ourselves.

Time passed, and all seemed fine, until the Octavia incident. (not her real name, it's an anagram plus a few letters, okay?)

-

Galpal Bid Sniper :

Octavia and I dated for a while, but it soon became something I really didn't want to be involved in; and she began getting a little creepy. So, enough with the weaning, I thought, I’d just break it off. Little did I know, Jay had been calling her all the while, trying to get her to break up with me (he didn't know that I wanted that relationship to end,) and when he found out we actually broke up, he'd call her INCESSANTLY. She became pissed-off, and began flirting with a guy just to have someone to beat Jay up. (High School, don't forget that, work with me, here...)

One day, this suitor, a guy named Alan, I think, called up Jay's house and said in 30 minutes, his car would blow up. [image: image1.png]


 Thing was, Alan really just egged the car a few minutes previous, even breaking and throwing a few in the car (the windows must've been partially down,) and both sides of the offending incident admitted it to be 'thorough.'

Result? Jay's (aka Popeye's) family wanted to sue me.

Why?

"You were so mean to that girl you drove her crazy and she hired some guy to harm my baby boy/brother because a nice guy like Jay can't win in a world with assholes like you, you come on my lawn, I'll fucking shoot you, you come on our street, I'll run you over, you show up at the mall, I'll throw you down to the first floor, we know cops, we're going to sue you for a new paint job!"

Okay, these backwater people are angry, and backwater justice needed to be served... but to me? Apparently so. I'd had the story explained to the older brother, and he and his family stuck by Jay, acknowledging that what was described was indeed true, but that didn't change the fact that I should be ‘John Deer-ed’ to death. How can one resolve this?

"You asshole, you were such a nice kid," the mother said. [image: image2.png]




Murray, Mark and I were on the fine fence of hilarious laughter, and utter horror, once this became apparent... and ongoing.

Not much more than a few days later, we'd found out Jay had called all of our previous girlfriends at some time, with the same bullshit, but, obviously, not to the same backlash-end, over the years. Apparently, he'd also name (false) names, dates, and acts Mark, Murray, and I committed to 'cheat' on our then-girlfriends, and that Jay pleaded to us to stop womanizing, felt bad, and 'confessed' our crimes to the girls in question, while being subtle as he hit on them. 

Jay was pretty much excommunicated, if he wasn't already.

-

The Death of Popeye :

The following facts are culled from the neighbors' explanation, the newspaper report, and some local cops we knew that filled in the rest with a tint of crazy-but-true humor.

About a year later, Jay was in the backseat of his pal Timmy's car (Timmy driving,) with the usual unnamed moron in the passenger seat. They were on a stretch of the I-10, going nearly 100mph, westbound out of Kenner. 

Jay thought it'd be funny to piss from the back seat of the car, onto the highway. He rolled down the driver's side rear window, and leaned out, propping himself up on his locked arms, and, I assume, 'flowing free.' Genius-that-he-is Timmy thought it'd be fun to swerve the car at such speeds. Super-Genius Jay wasn't to be outdone by such petty danger, so he leaned out even further, to which Timmy swerved sharper, not to be called a chicken!

Jay’s upper body hit a 'Keep Right' sign at over 90mph, which yanked him from the vehicle promptly. I can only speculate on the sound. Timmy and ‘Unnamed Moron’ screeched the car to a halt, and ran back to the scene in panic. According to all sources, there was grey matter on the scene... yes, his fucking brains were leaking out. Bright-Bulb Timmy attmepted to give CPR, to, obviously, no effect. He and Moron stayed there until a curious cop came, the boys, of course, lied about what happened, but the evidence, for Christ's sake... skid mark length, force of impact (Keep Right sign,) and the fact that there was urine along the side of the car, and all over the road in a trail that greatly preceded the site of the incident... and the DOA with his pants unzipped and down in the middle of a fucking highway ...well, I doubt the cop expressed his deepest sympathies. I'm not sure if Timmy was high, drunk, or just that stupid, nor do I know if he was arrested, but I'd like to think he was.

- but the story doesn't end there -

-

Coming to Terms with the Sudden Death :

Murray, Mark and I had a macabre idea, all thought in unison before we verbally expressed it.

[image: image3.png]


 Steal the Keep Right sign [image: image4.png]




Luckily, it wasn't taken by the cops, and it was surprisingly clean, but its tell-tale dent, and the fact that we knew which exact I-10 exit to find it, we believed (and do to this day) it to be 'the one.' We all autographed it distastefully, and, in morbid tradition, had a 'Death's Day' drunken outing every year on 'Jay Day,' and we'd bring the sign out with us, and have pictures taken with it. I'm surprised I didn't get slapped with a murder charge, if you let the parents tell the story, since I'm sure I was responsible for his death, too.

So, are we assholes? [image: image5.png]




We never asked for the additional NES games, CDs, and VHS tapes back, we never took those marked bills back, nor did we tell the girls anything but 'Jay lied to you.' We never went back to the parents, we didn't crash the funeral, we didn't egg his car. We didn't harass the family. We didn't know what to do about Jay's bullshit, we were actually all hurt and confused, but apparently it came out and vented in a bizarre fashion, prompted by the wheel (100mph wheel) of Fate. We didn't wish it, we didn't actually hope death on the kid. We didn't want anything but to never see him again. We didn't even tell our story to anyone else. I should also mention, we also didn't lean out of the car window to piss on the way home.

By the third year, we decided to either steal the headstone, and lean it against the door of Timmy, (the idiot accomplice to Jay's death,) with the words 'murderer' scrawled on it or simply quit celebrating 'Jay's Death Day.'

'You know what, Popeye? Fuck you. We've given you too much attention already.' 

We didn't think he was worth it anymore, and, everything being fair, he never bred.

One day, Mark, Murray, and I sat around and gave it a ponder... 

"...Are we sick assholes?"

"Yeah, perhaps... but you know what?" I then coined that day, "much worse things happen to much better people."

We drank to that. [image: image6.png]




It's been well over 10 years, and I still feel pretty damn much apathetic about the situation.

-

Stuntcock decided to show you this image:
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