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Tim Roth was busying his way through the afternoon.  (As was I; we shared a vessel and a mind in this particular excursion to the land of Dreams and Nonsensicalness).  With his bellhop hat on, we wiggled through the mess of people in the hotel, doing his best to get some bloody work done.  Good lord, is it busy! he thought as he weaved and darted.  He’d been trying to tend to a customer in the dining area a few halls away, but the short walk felt like an epic trek when he had to sift through the gossiping hoard voices and purses and colors and hats.


It seemed no one changed their midweek plans, even with the imminent zombie attack looming over the town.  In fact, there must have been more people than usual.  That’s what a potential disaster is for, then: partying.  Another excuse to chit and chat and clog the hallways up.  


He held out just a little hope that they would all get eaten by said zombies.  Then they would turn undead, hunger for each others’ brains, all in all be of better use to socie-

“Tim Roth!”  bleated the boss’s voice from the loudspeaker.  “A customer at Table Seven has been awaiting service for the past four minutes!  Enough of your fooling around and get back to work!”


He curled his lips in perturbedness.  There goes the last of my ethos.  But he was realistic.  He knew he had no ethos.  But he did enjoy pretending that he had some credibility or face in the establishment - he had been working there for a long time.  


A very long time.  For as long as he dared to recall.


Eventually he clawed his way into the dining hall and visually assessed the situation at Table 7.  With a twitch of his lower left eyelid, he saw that it was the regular who was as rich as she was a – er – let’s just say a vocal individual.   


He approached the table in question with his hands clasped together at mid-chest – a gesture of submission and humility universal among the kind who shared his hat.   He scratched up his Customer Service Smile.  “What seems to be the problem?” he cordialled from behind his teeth.  


The woman, whose pores seeped jewels and obnoxious, looked him up and down. “I would like some salt.”  


He held his pose.  “Surely you shall find some salt in shakers on the tables.”


“There is no salt in the shaker on my table,” she blurted in a semi-Hamptons accent. 


“Then allow me to get you one from another-”


“I want some salt from the refrigerator.” 


“Sorry?”


“I shall have salt from the refrigerator.”


He paused, his hands still clasped together.  


She set her jaw.  She narrowed her eyes.  She was not to be unconvinced.  


 “Right away, miss.”  He spun on his heels and trumped off.  


Salt from the refrigerator, he thought as he stomped down the hall towards the kitchen.  Salt from the refrigerator!  If his job weren’t on the line, he’d give her some salt.  Yes, he’d give it to her well!  


He wasn’t quite sure how the mechanics of his unvoiced empty threat would work, but it gave him brief and powerful satisfaction, as unvoiced empty threats should.  (He particularly enjoyed the ones that involved his coworkers or clients.)


Now, it may seem that this gentleman is perpetually crabby about his vocational circumstances.  If he takes such pleasure in fantasizing about the downfall of everyone who surrounds him, would he not take even more pleasure in leaving, in never having to interact with them again?  Mayhaps, but being in and of the Dream of which he was in and of, there was just no other option than to say.  The Walls of Reason and Existence simply did not allow it.

Besides, for as much as he crabbed, he didn’t really hate the people.  Yes, they were horribly bothersome and tiresome, but the likes of these so-called people weren’t worthy of such a strong negative emotion.  Nay, there was but one substance in the world that he truly, passionately, wholly hated in every sense of the word.  And that was snakes.  He hated snakes.  A lot.  


Sometimes when he felt particularly mad and murderous, would allow his mind to visit the notion of snakes, and he would then feel a love and kinship to whomever was gnawing on his last nerve.  He’d rather spend a night in a hot tub with that wench than breathe the same air a snake sullied.  


His boss Mr. Johnson boasted owning a boa constrictor.  And for some ungodly reason, he insisted upon taking the thing to work with him on a regular basis.  But never did Tim Roth speak a word of protest (or suggest the concept of overcompensation) around his boss.  He just thanked his lucky stars that Johnson never actually went to work, so the interaction between them was limited to aural and written messages.  Still, Johnson needed to utilize few rhetorical techniques when asking Tim Roth to stay late or come in on weekends – the mere mention of his pet would get Tim Roth up and at ‘em.   


He “excuse[d] me” and “pardon[ed] me” his way through the crowd into the self-serve kitchen area.  The crowd in the area had thinned to a dull roar, and his blood pressure had begun to subside.  But when his hand was just about to grasp the refrigerator door, he was struck with a crystal-simple revelation.  You can’t find salt in the refrigerator! he said inloud.  He stood there silently for a moment, at the end of his wits.  Appliances and annoying people buzzed about him.  He began to voice his every complaint that crossed his mind in a vocal release that would crescendo in a fortéd tirade hissy-fit.  [The following will be the excerpts in which he used complete words and sentences.]


“I don’t like working here,” he began, staring into space with incredulity and derision.  “I don’t like working here at all.  I hate working here.  I hate how I have no reason not to work here.  I hate Johnson.  I hate snakes.  I hate their sick sliminess and lack of legs.  I hate people.  How I hate crowds of people.  How careless and idiotic they are even in the face of a zombie attack.  I hate snakes.  And how I hate Johnson!  Flaunting his damned snake just because he’s the damned boss!  But most of all I hate snakes!  I bleeding hate snakes!  I bloody bleeding   hate-”


“Tim Roth!”

He froze.


He whipped around.  “Mister Johnson!”  he managed, just as soon as he knew his voice was capable of masking pitch and panic. 


Before Tim Roth could fully comprehend his looming doom, Mr. Johnson, with malevolent casualness, placed the snake into Tim Roth’s arms.  “Nonsense,” the boss laughed.  “You just need to get to know her.  Now, I don’t want to have to give you this lecture again.  You’re one of our best.  But I think we need to talk about the basics of customer service.  If I may refer to the Employee Manual, it clearly…”


The boss kept talking.  But we had no idea what he was saying.  Tim Roth was distracted.  

There was a snake in his arms.  


He held back the bile.  He held back the reflex to shriek like a mangled cat.  He wished he could drop it and run.  He wished he could hurl the beast onto the ground and run away.  Get a new job.  Lob off his arms.  Forget all this.  Leave forever.  


But he couldn’t.  He could only take it.  Touch it.  Hold it.  Hold above the ground , with his own arms, all of the two meters of animal.  


He couldn’t drop it.  Why couldn’t he drop it?  Why is he allowing himself to be terrorized by this inflated man and his pet fiend?  Because the boss would become angered and fire him.  And that just would not happen.  The possibility simply existed outside of the jurisdiction of reality.  He was bound by the laws of backwards somnambulance, and he could do nothing but hold the slinking thing with his rigid, unwilling arms.  


He couldn’t breathe.  He couldn’t think.  The snake, innocent as a lamb, adjusted its long self only to better sit on her unsteady foundation.  But to Tim Roth, it rocked and reeled in a perpetual attempt to destroy his job, his sanity, his psyche.  Leaving short residues of its own fleshish substance, it meandered languorously up and down and around his shock-still limbs, its every foreign muscle kissing and pushing and kissing and pushing at his pale skin. 


It was surprisingly heavy.  He was sure that if adrenaline hadn’t given him the arm strength of an ape, the demon would have fell from his arms and through the floors and down to whichever bowel of hell from whence it came.  But of course, he couldn’t let it drop.  His existence depended on it.  It was destroying him from the inside, but his Life depended on it.  He felt like Atlas holding up the earth.  Whilst being sodomized by Satan.  


But like all moments of horror in one’s life, the eternity was over in a flash when his boss relieved him of his burden, fed him some closing remarks, and walked away with his snake.

After about ten seconds, Tim Roth slurredly thanked him for his advice.  Looking forward at nothing, his arms held rigid in the same position, he dazedly stumbled off.  


Simon Pegg sat on the stairs, between the ones that go up and the ones that go down.  He didn’t have a particular reason to; perhaps he was being Vigilant in case of Zombies, for he had Experience.  Or maybe he was just there, because it was a Dream and things, such as people sitting places, just happen without explicit reason.  


He watched with mild concern as Tim Roth emerged from the other room: his legs had the stability of a newborn Frankenstein creation, and his hands were still erect before him as if they’d done something which Tim Roth could not believe.  As he approached, Simon Pegg saw that his eyes were fixed milkily ahead as his mouth spoke of nonsense and his face spoke of utter horror.  Did he kill a man? Simon Pegg mused lightly.


Tim Roth’s only endeavor had been to get to a restroom and wash the uncleanness off.  How he longed to burn off a few layers of his skin in a cleansing sink.  But how he whimpered when each bathroom he encountered proved wholly occupied by the great number of guests, so he just kept on staggering, holding his arms as far as one can hold something that one is attached to, all the while making pitiful noises akin to those of a broken plush dinosaur.  


“Do you have a restroom downstairs?” he asked Simon Pegg, (for the setting was suddenly now Simon Pegg’s  house).


“Yeah,” he replied.


“Goodies.”  


Tim Roth descended the stairs in the most not-falling-down-the-stairs manner he was capable of.  Simon Pegg watched him stagger into the basement and slink behind a corner in the direction of the purifying restroom.
