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*victims of society

“Some time around when I was 
working on the Stigmata album, 
one of those dudes was in New 
York City with a friend of his, 
and I decided to take them to the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, 
and “show them some culture.” 
But first, we were up in the park 
walking around and I was get-
ting high right there in public 
barely even trying to be discreet. 
I had my jacket hanging over my 
shoulder, I was shooting heroin 
under it while we walked near the 
reservoir, joggers jogging by us, 
people walking past us, pushing 
strollers, not even noticing. See, 
that’s the thing with drugs and 
me—when I was a mess, I was a 
blatant mess, and I really didn’t 
give a fuck. I’m really amazed 
that I didn’t end up in jail, just 
for my blatant disregard for law 
and common sense. It’s embar-
rassing that I was that far gone. 
So anyway, we got to the museum, 
and I was all fucked up and sick 
as a dog, vomiting everywhere; in 
the Metropolitan Museum of Art, 
I was puking in the trash recepta-
cles! Trying to be discreet, when 
nobody was looking, I was like, 
“Blaaah!” You know the rooms 
with the knights on horses where 
they’ve got all the tapestries and 
banners? I was pulling tapestries 
and curtains over to the side and 
throwing up behind antique ta-
pestries! We went through pretty 
much the whole museum, with 
me vomiting everywhere. And 
mind you, the two guys that I 
was with were straight edge. For 
all I know, I could have thrown 
up on Marie Antoinette’s bedro-
om furniture or rug. Yeah, I’ve 
vomited in some great places.” 
Harley Flanagan - Life On My Own
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