A Funny Story

by Mari Peacock

Chris Farley did NOT die. He never drank and drugged himself into the ground. He didn't party to death. He actually lost weight and moved into the apartment next to me. That's right, Tommy Boy himself was my through-the-wall neighbor.

It was in Del Cerro (aka The Ghetto), my first apartment in Cedar City. With it's glue-down carpet, no insulation and cracks big enough to slide a fly-swatter through (yes, we tried) we could hear and oftentimes see what was going on next door.

I knew it was Farley as soon I saw him moving in with his younger brother; their cases of beer and cigarettes and baggies of pot in tow. They were quite loud and used their favorite expletive in EVERY sentence, even when it didn't fit, they found a way to throw it in there. They drank beer at EVERY meal. They also drank it in-between EVERY meal. They were pot-heads and drunks and the elder brother had the hearty-dumb laugh, shaggy blond hair and no-clue attitude that so famously accompanied the actor.

There were 4 apartments in the complex with room for 6 occupants each. However, only 2 people ended up in each apartment. One day Chris (I still can't remember his "real" name) and his brother Jeff were having a little BBQ. They invited everyone from the complex. It ended up being me and all of their party friends. I brought my Sprite and they all had their beer. And being the good Mormons they were, the brothers suggested we say a blessing before we ate. Chris offered it. I remember sitting there thinking, "We're blessing beer, we're actually blessing beer!) The meal was great although they kept forgetting not to use their favorite word at the table.

A few months later some of the party boys' friends were visiting from Minnesota, the boys' home state. They were all hanging around outside when I went out to take some garbage to the dumpster. They asked me to drive them to the truck stop that was clear on the other side of town. I asked them why and they told me it was to get money. I told them no, that they could drive themselves. They kept asking and almost started begging. They said I could take their Bronco but they wanted me to drive. I asked them why they needed a truck stop to get money, why not an ATM. I guess one of the friends was a truck driver and they could get extra money at this particular truck stop. I again asked them why they wanted me to drive and said, "Why? Are you drunk?" They all replied, "Yeah, that's why we want you to drive!" With this revelation I contemplated taking them in my own car but didn't want the stench of smoke to go from their clothes to my car. I agreed to take them.

We climbed up into the black Bronco to be met by hanging dice and ripped vinyl seats covered by some cheap seat covers. The pungent smell was almost enough to knock me out. Nothing like the party car to cruise around in!

We were on our way when Chris and the Bronco's owner whipped out their corn-cob pot pipes (Frosty would be so ashamed!). I turned to towards the back seat to ask Chris what he thought he was doing. He said, "Oh yeah dude, roll down the windows." So there I was, driving down main street in a trashy 80's SUV with two drunk guys who were getting high on pot.

Fear of them trying to drive themselves was the only thing that kept me from turning around. We made it to the truck stop, got the money and were on our way home when Chris yelled out, "Stop at the liquor store!" Of course I questioned him and he said, "I'm serious, stop at the liquor store." So I pulled into the parking lot and waited while they went in and loaded up on hard liquor.

As we pulled onto the road to our apartments they told me to take them to the grocery store. I told them to forget it, that we lived close enough that they could walk. I drove home and parked and got out.

Later I saw them coming home from the grocery store. What do you think they had purchased? Why it was nothing but beer of course.

