Memory 5183
I was in a donut shop one time with this girl that I was going out with. We were sitting there eating coffee and donuts at three in the morning after partying all night. There were these taxi drivers sitting around, talking in some Arabic language or something.  My girlfriend started laughing, cause this guy was talking really loud next to her. He said, “You think that’s funny? You think that the way we talk is funny?” and he started yelling at her. I got up and I said, “Why don’t you mind your own business?”  He threw hot coffee in my face and I got jumped by about six or eight of ‘em – these little guys – and they were trying to hit me. It just felt like a bunch of little kids playing or wrestling or whatever.  I finally got really mad and started beating them up, a couple of them pretty bad.  They all took off, but I definitely put a hurtin’ on a couple of them.  I mean, they attacked me, so I fought back.

