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Dave

“So, do you think this class will be a breeze?” Dave asks me as we leave our Chicano/a History class in the Olin building.  “I don’t know dude,” I answer.  “The professor seems cool, but it does seem like there’s a lot of work.”  This was the first time I really ever talked to Dave Arrington.  We were in the same Communications class and sat next to each other.  This was probably because we were fiercely outnumbered by women.  We were two of thirds of the total male population in the class and sought refuge in one another.  

We both had a similar “Southwestern” relationship with one another.  We knew “of” each other but didn’t really “know” each other.  We would say “what’s up dude” at the parties but didn’t know much more than that.  We began to learn a little more about one another as we progressed through our class.  We found out that we liked to hunt, loved beer, and had a passion for sports.  But that’s as far as our conversations would get in class.  We had reached a wall that many people at this school probably experience at our school.  We were acquainted but didn’t know anything more than what was shared to each other in class.  But things would all change in the summer of 2006.

* * *


“What’s up dude.  I’ll head over to your place in like ten,” I tell Dave on a Saturday afternoon.  “Yeah, man.  That’s cool.  See you then,” he replies.  We knew as we were talking on the phone that we were both nursing a hangover.  We just didn’t mention it.  I stumble over a couple of beer cans out onto my porch where I find a couple chairs and a keg shell thrown out into the lawn.  Someone must have gotten some bad news last night.  I’m pretty sure it wasn’t me but I’ve been wrong before.  I make my way out to my truck and get in.  I pull out of my driveway and drive one block down to Dave’s house.  I know I could have walked but it was too damn hot.  I needed air conditioning for those twenty seconds it takes to get down to Dave’s place.    

This summer Dave was staying in the Red House.  This house, much like mine, has a party reputation and usually stays busy on the weekends during the school year.  Many nights my friends and I have stumbled back and forth down the sidewalk from our house to theirs looking for a good time.  We would leave our parties to visit their parties and sometimes they would do the same.  

I walk towards the door past the three cars in the driveway.  I knock and Dave says “Come in.”  I walk in and Dave greets me with a handshake and a smile.  “What’s goin’ on man,” he asks as I sit in the den on a leather chair adjacent to the couch.  We both sit facing the object that brings many males together, the television.  

The College World Series is on and we immediately get into a sports discussion.  Dave plays Lacrosse at Southwestern and I play baseball.  We should have known where this was heading.  “Yeah.  I played baseball in high school and was thinking about playing here but my shoulder began to give out,” he tells me as North Carolina leads Oregon State by a run.  He didn’t strike me as a pitcher when I initially saw him.  He’s about 5’9” or 5’10” with a strong, stocky build.  He looks more like a fullback or a linebacker on a football team rather than a hurler.  But I could tell as he went on that pitching was something he was good at and loved to do.  

His story was the same sad story that happens to many young pitchers.  He got overworked and worn out.  “I was doing pretty well but my shoulder just couldn’t take it anymore.  When they ask a high school kid to go out there and pitch two or three times a week, you’re not going to last too long.”  

Dave was the go-to guy on his staff in high school.  He was the one they went to for the big games and when the game was on the line.  Dave doesn’t seem to mind that kind of pressure.  He’s a laid back type of guy who just goes with the flow.  “I just don’t get too upset or overwhelmed very easy.  I try to stay as far away from the drama as I can.  And when it does happen, just deal with it then.”  He chooses to cross all the bridges in life when he gets to them like he explained to us in his first draft.  “Like in the instance of learning about my real mom, I just dealt with it when I was ready, and am still dealing.  You just gotta keep going, you know.”  He exudes a real “roll with the punches” attitude about things that calms you down when you’re around him.  

His appearance gives off the same vibe.  He’s wearing a pair of jeans with the bottoms frayed and a striped polo shirt.  His hat rests on the glass table waiting to be thrown on if a trip is made outside the house.  His feet are dressed in a pair of Crocs and are propped up on the table next to his hat.  He leans on the arm rest of the couch while his right hand holds the remote.  

Oregon State goes up two to nothing on a home run.  We both are amazed at how hard and far the ball is hit out of the park.  “That’s the worst feeling,” Dave says, “when you give up a homer that gives the other team the lead.”  It sounds like he’d given one of those up before.  I knew what he was talking about.  I never pitched but I had definitely struck out with the bases loaded in the last inning.  He and I feel the same about it.  Those kinds of things just happen to everyone.  We weren’t too proud to admit it either.  We just laugh about it and flip the channel to check up on Sports Center.  

A commercial for beer is on and it has the nagging wife/girlfriend stereotype in it.  Two guys are trying to watch the game while one’s wife is nagging him about the lawn.  “Sometimes you just want to hang out with the guys, you know,” Dave says.  We both realize that we used to date girls that are friends and find common mishaps that led to the relationships’ downfall.  We determine that we probably weren’t at the maturity level needed by the women we were dating at the time.  He admits that he could only be with her in doses.  “I mean, I liked spending time with her and things between us were cool, but I couldn’t handle being around a girl all the time.”  

I knew what he was saying.  He wanted to be able to do what we were doing at that moment.  We were just hanging out, watching the game, and not worrying about pissing the lady friend off.  “I mean, I knew what time of the day, each day, that she would call, when she would come over, and what time she would want to leave if she did.  I just don’t think I was ready to know all of those things, you know,” he added.  Dave wanted things to be more relaxed at that point in his life and he couldn’t change how he felt.  “I know dude,” I respond.  “I’m just glad to be single right now and be able to worry about me.”  We both acknowledge that we didn’t do that enough then and that we’re making an attempt at it now.  “I just can’t act married yet,” Dave goes on.  “I’m going to have plenty of time in my life for that and now was not the time.”  It’s a weird thing for us to imagine especially in our current mindsets.  North Carolina reclaims the lead.  The natural light from outside begins to fade and the room is illuminated only by the large television.  We proclaim that we are hungry and agree to call one another once we figure out what would be on the agenda for this Saturday night.

We pull up to H-E-B ready to raid the beer aisle.  Taking into account those who might come over we overshoot just to be safe.  We decide on four Keystone Light cases and one Milwaukee’s Best 12-pack for Dave.  He and I had seen one of the new Milwaukee’s Best commercials on T.V. earlier that day at his house and he proclaimed that he was going to be drinking the Beast tonight.  We throw all the cheap booze in my truck and head back to my place.  

We flip on the television.  North Carolina had won 4 to 3 over Oregon State.  The game we started our day with was over but ours was just beginning.  Dave sets up the cups in a pyramid shape at the ping-pong table.  It’s beer pong time.  

Dave and I go up against Brad and Ray.  They’re unbeaten but we feel we’ve got the edge.  The edge we’ve got is that we’d been drinking longer than they had, and at that point it seemed like a plus.  We beat them and begin setting things up for the rematch.  On their first shot of the second game Brad and Ray sink it in the same cup.  Dave and I are now in trouble.  By rule we have to drink all the cups (ours and theirs) on the table.  As we drink all the cups our egos from the first game come back down to a normal level.  I get me and Dave another beer from the fridge and we sit in front of the T.V.  

Dave and I sit on the couch and pop in a movie.  We agree on Team America: World Police.  It’s one of Dave’s favorite flicks.  We have similar taste in movies and begin to name off our favorites.  “Old School, Wedding Crashers, 40-year old Virgin, they’re all great movies,” Dave tells me as Team America gets started.  No more than two minutes into it we all start quoting the movie.  Someone who hadn’t seen the movie probably would have wanted to slap us because we recited every line.  Dave didn’t do it as much though.  He sat back and enjoyed.  Dave isn’t really one to be loud or obnoxious in these types of situations.  He is content to sit back and laugh at the funny parts while I made a fool of myself trying to recite the lines.  Dave, by no means, needs to be in the spotlight.  He has a cool, collected vibe that one could notice as we all hung out in my den.  He didn’t have to be the center of attention and the rest of us who were trying in our slightly drunken dazes came off as somewhat cheesy.  

I glance at Dave.  It was getting late but there was still time for another beer.  As the alcohol takes hold of us we begin to realize that we wouldn’t mind the company of women now.  “Dude, where the ladies at?” Dave asks.  We definitely were having a bit of a sausage fest and the sound of a soprano voice would have been welcomed.  We were by no means looking for a random hook-up; just wanting to hang out with our friends who would bring a different element to the get-together.  But it was ironic how Dave and I started the day talking about how we didn’t need the company of women in our current states.  We were in a different state now though.  We could stand some female conversation.  We scrolled through our cell phones.  Damn Georgetown in the summer.  We’ve got nothing.  What the hell should we do now?  

Then Dave spotted him.  One of my friends passed out on the couch.  Dave immediately made the claim.  “Ya’ll, he left his shoes on.”  This is a huge no-no.  Especially in the eyes of a guy who has been a resident of the Phi Delta Theta house.  Dave seems to be more excited than I had seen him the whole night.  It wasn’t the same reserved guy who could barely talk about his ex.  Instead he rallied my friends and me to embarrass one who had fallen early to mid-party hibernation.  

Dave and I scramble to my room looking for a Sharpie.  We find one.  It was like finding an oasis in a desert.  We stop by the kitchen to pick up a fresh beer and go to work.  Dave leads us in writing many different taunts on any of his exposed skin.  He wakes up in the middle of the debauchery and we scatter.  Dave makes the statement one last time.  “He shouldn’t have passed out with his shoes on.”  We all laugh.

It’s 3 A.M. and our balance is shot.  Dave tells me he’s going to head back to the Red House.  I give him the handshake-one arm hug like many do to their buds.  We both realize that with our little “guy’s night” at the house we’ve made something out of nothing.  What else were we going to do that night, start our paper for Journalism?  

Reflecting on the happenings of that Saturday night I realized that that’s who Dave Arrington is.  Dave’s the same guy we all are when we’re hanging out with our buddies drinking a beer.  He’s the same person we are when we’re hanging out with our girlfriend.  But it’s the little things you notice when you get to know someone better that make them an important element.  We all brought something different to the table that Saturday night and that’s what made it fun.  Dave’s coolness and relaxed attitude rubbed off on all of us and definitely made for a more exciting night.  Because hell, we’ll all have plenty of time to be married.  

Author’s Afterwords


I got in a bit of a rut writing this paper.  I just had no idea where to start.  Dave was someone I knew a little before this piece but wasn’t one of my close friends.  He and I met a few times with no success and things were looking bleak.  So what would we do?  


We met that day and just hung out.  That evening we both had nothing to do so we decided to hang out and drink a couple of beers.  I had no idea that whole day that I was getting all the research I needed.  It was an eye-opening experience because I always thought I was so good at reading people and when I finally had to do it I found out it was rather tough.  


It was a great experience because it really did help me break down the walls that many of us keeps with people we see everyday but don’t really know.  It’s cool to know Dave better.             
