What Would Elvis Costello Say? A portion of a short story

 "So, I met Elvis Costello
today."

Ian raised his eyes briefly
from his book to look at his
friend. The action was pretty
much the most acknowledge-

writer!"

sing?" . '
2 don't know man,
replied Tyler’ﬁd' tractedly, .

Pop icon. ThlS is huge'" -
"Great. ‘Happy for you
lan uttered, sounding drowsy.
Tyler sounded exasperat-
°d. "What you reading any-
Way?" he asked.” @
"Robert Browning" Ian
Vas beginning to think Tyler

was purposely distracting him.

"Oh yeah, he sucks." Said
Tyler mockingly as he turned
and walked towards the kitchen.
Ian seemed too lazy to come up
with a response.

Truthfully, Tyler was
worried about Ian. He had been

£ : partymg and pendmg time with

"Uh-huh. Then what?"

"You know. Typical after
party stuff." Ian answered non-
committally.

"Man, what's up with you
lately?" Tyler asked his friend,
although it was directed more
toward the wall separating the
kitchen and living room.
"You've been doing nothing but
slack since the start of the
semester. As Elvis Costello
would say...well, forget that, I
have no clue what he says. But
my point is, if you get put on
academic probation or some-
thing don't hold me responsi-
ble." '

"I'm fin,
a good t

ode, right?" Ian was becom-
ing irritated with the i increasing
dxstractlon of his best friend, not

to mention his apparent obses-

sion with this Elvis Costello per-
son. They had been friends for

 nearly their entire lives and

~ Tyler had never pestered him

od accompaniment for
f the Red Hot Chil
coming from Tyler's
headphones. It was all about
Blood Sugar Sex Magic, but
the sex part. .
/ ~ The question caused Ian
to raise hlS head. "Went out.
Party at James' dorm."

. this urgently before. Tyler

. must've thought his attitude and
~ laziness was getting worse, but

. it was normal. Wasn't it?

- "So who's the new girl-
riend?" Pressed Tyler.
i  "She'snota glrlfrlend
st - ’n
~ "Acasual sex partner that
pu've never even met before?”
yler interrupted, "Yeah, that's

* pretty smart pal."

"Why are you stressing
about this? You'd do the same
thing."
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"I'd probably at least find
out her name first. Did you hap-
pen to get her name, you stal-
lion?"

"Didn't think so. Tell me
you at least, um, protected your
investment, shall we say?"

" "

"You jackass. You'll be
dead before you're thirty. You
don't know where that girl's
been. She could be the sexual
partner record holder for all you
know."

" "I'm tired and hung over,"
lan said in response to his
friend's barrage, "I'm hitting the
hay early tonight." He pulled
himself up and began to saunter
to the hallway leading to the two
small, stuffy bedrooms.

Tyler watched him pass
through the kitchen, trying to
figure out why his best friend
and he were growing apart so
quickly, after so long. He shook
his head and looked down at his
hands, which were poised over a
flattened expanse of Pillsbury
Crescent Rolls, ready to separate
and roll them into individual
mini-buns. He realized his hands
were shaking and, embarrassed,
he set them on the counter. He

‘knew it wasn't jealousy he was

feeling for lan and his new wild
adventures, it was fear. Fear of
losing his best friend, not just to
a pack of drunken women, but
emotionally as well.



