The GoodTals

As far back as I remember I always wanted to be a Son of Taldrya. To me it was better than sitting on the Iron Throne. Even before joining from the fallen Aquillas I knew I wanted to be apart of them. It was bent over a table I knew I belonged. They weren't like the rest of the Brotherhood. They did whatever they wanted and no one ever came down on them. 


Ben ran the table games. Shadow ran the table bending. Every Tal did what they wanted and Howlader was no different from the rest. He was loud, obscene and knew when to throw a good insult. Everyone admired him, though everyone knew when to get out of the room when he was angry. His temper was like a storm, no time to prepare but all the time to clean up after. Even Yacks took a distance when Howie got mad. 


It was Taungsday when the mess went down. Jac had given Yacks and Howie a job to check in on one of his street dealers and I was to tag along. Learn the streets. See what it was like to be a "Good Tal." The dealer was in a bar on Severn Avenue and the three of us decided to stop by for a drink. Yacks and I sauntered up to the bar and enjoyed a sip, sharing toasts with the dealer. I never learned the dealers name and I'm happy, because I have no idea how to explain what happened to his mother. Howlader thought it best to bring a dame to the bar, an attempt at civil life I suppose. 


"Howie all dressed up and going to town!" the dealer cheered at Howie's arrival, though the former pilot ignored the cat calls and showed the skirt on his arm to us. 


"Yo! Come here," the dealer cried out. 


Howie excused his date and went over to meet with his former colleague. They exchanged a few jokes and Howie tried to return to us. But the dealer didn't stop throwing jokes at him. 


"Hey Howie, if I wanted to break your balls I'd tell you to go home and get your poutine!" the guy laughed towards us. "He used to be a fry cook. Made the best poutine you have ever tasted."


" I don't do that anymore," Howie muttered while throwing back a shot. 


"Hey, I'm just braking your balls." the death stick dealer muttered. "I haven't seen you in a while and am just trying to sith the spit with you. 


"Yeah, ok," Howie muttered back. Yacks and I kept our eyes at our drinks. 


"Just go home and get your poutine plate!"


"You mother #*&@*er" Howlader yelled, breaking his glass on the floor. "#*#% #$#@# #(%R(#( #(#$( (@#(@"


Yacks was up in a flash, pushing Howie back. I played defense, sliding off my stool and watching Yack's back. Howie's dame, sensing what was to come, backed away from the bar.  While Yacks calmed Howie down I was at the dealer's side.


"My friend is a bit agitated," I cooed softly, looking over at Martin. 


Uncle Martin was asleep in his chair, though the camera kept rolling. I didn't know whether to keep the scene going or not. I was leaning on getting the set director's attention when Howie went for it. Charging past Yacks he tackled the dealer actor full force, Yacks was on Howie in a second, pulling at his legs as Howie pounded the "dealer" repeatedly yelling epitaphs attached to 'poutine." I tried to hep Yacks but all we were able to do was to pull Howie's pants off. 


"You hungry mother *#$%er?" Howie asked, drawing a DL 44 and placing it into the swollen lips of the other actor. We tried to stop him but suddenly the actor covered the scene, if you get my meaning. Uncle Martin woke up and yelled cut. Howie stood triumphant, panting and staring off into space with  face I've never seen before. 


Howie never wore pants again. Soon he was out of Taldryan, on to bigger and better things. Yacks and I were treated like movie stars, though Uncle Martin never finished the film with us. Everything is different now. Thats the hardest part. I got a noob Tally to get me poutine and he brought me fries without curds. I get to the live the rest of my life like a plagiarist. 

