k)oston is sprawled out across the river, a rangy field of weeds and twisted metal. tomb of
the last all-night diner within a 100-mile radius. you're on your way back from the remains
of kenmore crossing the harvard bridge to the rhythmic accompaniment of your portable geiger
counter, pockets bulging with crumpled packs of camels and aspirin for your roommate.

[they cost you a meal and a pair of socks, but it was worth it].

you turn right when you hit the institvte, and trudge down the infinite flashing
your dosimeter badge at guards and ignoring the admins who scowl at your cerulean
hair and disheveled appearance. you pass the crowd of japanese tourists in
their radiation suits, the posters advertising research studies or parties, and,
outside, the heaps of scrap metal MIT has now taken to calling 'modern art'.

you pass east campus and reach your destination - the stately columns and six
stories against the glowing post-apocalyptic sky. vyou've come home to senior haus.

and then you're inside, but before you head for the stairs you drop off the
geiger counter at desk and wipe the radiocactive dust from your combat boots.
rob's there - a resident who never left, the haus haunt - and you talk for
a few minutes, then dodge as several doomcom residents run into the lobby
firing disc-guns [sharpshooting classes after dinner every night; you keep
any rats you kill.] vyou hang a hard right and you're heading up. stopping
on the 2nd floor to toss chrome's "3rd from the sun" on the haus stereo [they
don't make 'em like they used to, man] you end up on the balcony talking with
old-timers until the sun sets.

but eventually you continue up the stairs, past the layers of murals and the
grinning skull. the third floor lounge smells of the borscht and boiled
cabbage simmering in little bulgaria. vyou keep climbing until the stairs end,
and go out the door to the roof to find your roommate sitting naked on the
fire escape poring over alice in wonderland and eating week-old pizza.
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aspirin duly delivered, you duck back inside to grab a worn philosophy
text from the shelf. heading for the towers balcony to read kant in the
illumination of cherenkov radiation, you hear noise from the courtyard and
look out to see people tire-swinging, donating blood and skin to the tree.
there's a breeze blowing off the bay, and you've the last piece of pizza
in hand. sure, you're a student eking out a hand-to-mouth existence in the
disorganized remnants of the best technological university in the world, but
sometimes, none of that matters.

"SPORT DEATH!" you yell over the balcony.
your friends shout back, "ONLY LIFE CAN KILL YOU!"

"senior haus, last bastion of sanity," you think, and stare at the trash fires
burning across the river, where some poor bastard is wearing your socks.



