Story time.


There was the time I shot a .357 magnum on the heaviest LSD trip of my 16th year. I believe it was one of three that year. That was pretty spectacular. Being 16 is spectacular in its own right. But being 16 and at camp, working for the summer, outdoors all the time, no parents? My parents were fucking Nazis, orphaned Nazis, afraid of the world and themselves and paranoid and scared for me and full of control - all wrapped in one mindfuck. Camp was always a unique place. A place of freedom, which immediately translated into relaxing. relaxing into self, lighting up a cigarette in front of adults, being myself. And soon thereafter, often, mischief. Camp was a place of anarchy and mischief, a place of potential. Perhaps it was just the age, but there was a feeling that anything could happen. Almost magical in essence, that feeling really just led to existentialist conversation. First times with drugs and girls. Experimentation. The outdoors. Boy scout socks. Picking up local girls at the mall. Canoeing naked at 2 in the morning.


I had purchased about 15 hits of LSD from a long-haired young man a few years older than me in Tannersville. In a parking lot. I believe it was a pizza place, or a junk shop. Perhaps a gas station. Yes! It was a small station with a small convenience mart for cokes and candy bars.


How exactly Hunter S. Thompson hijacked shooting guns on drugs is beyond me. There is a fine, outstanding American tradition of shooting drugs on guns, er, that’s not right – of shooting guns on drugs, that stretches back so far it eclipses that fucking nut job. So where I’m going with this is not some emulation of that bald freak. I hadn’t even read his work. I was 16 and didn’t even know who he was. Anyway –


That Saturday, in the morning, we dosed, sticking out tongues out at each other. I remember eating the two squares of paper with so much confidence. We canoed to the other side of the lake and waited. It was Marcus, Brian and myself. Marcus and I were tight, from the same area back home, and we had Brian along because Brian had positioned himself and I had enough acid for us and the older guys, which ended up being fine by everyone. 


We walked around the wilderness for a while, trying to figure out if it was bunk. It came on slowly, and I wasn’t sure, thinking I had been ripped off, when a branch covered in moss began to sort of slide around, bubbling, blending together and moving like magma. 


“I’m starting to get off,” said the Weisman.


“Let’s go back to the lake,” said the Brian.


We got back to the lake and then it hit like a furry of pure madness. We were all in cut offs, or scout shorts, regular Huck Finn's of Pennsylvania. It came on pretty fast after that. I looked around the pine glade and it sounded as if there was a helicopter above me. I wasn’t sure exactly what was happening, what I should be experiencing or how I should be reacting. Then it was almost as if I were in the Ardennes in 1945. Landmines all around the perimeter. I looked over at Marcus and there were purple stripes moving all over his white, pasty Slavik-American skin. As if he were a zebra with purple stripes, only the stripes were disappearing and reappearing all over him. It had a rythm to it. A fast one.


"I'm tripping," said the Marcus.


"Me too," said the Weisman. "Me too."


I just stared at him. He had frog eyes. I had to calm the fuck down. I looked away. I could not tolerate looking at Marcus. Brian was on his stomach staring into the stream, laughing. I departed immediately, in a B-line away from them. I laid down and stared upward into the canopy of the pine glade, a pine tree at my head. I started moving a branch around with my mind. I tied the branch in a knot. I got up and went to the bridge, a small bridge we commonly called "second bridge" as it was the second one on the road that wound through the camp estate.


I stared out at the sun-drenched lake and the lily pads. The coast fluttered and waved at me. A few dragon flies hunted, leaving trails like sustained comets. Brian was off destroying a dead tree, marching back and forth across the stream. Marcus was sitting next to me meditating or praying for sanity. I didn't much care which.


And we were like that for about an hour.


On acid, there is, much like Hunter has noted, fear and loathing. There is paranoia and a general psycho-somatic transfer of energy between people, animals, plants, insects, inanimate objects. I believe, having done enough LSD, that I can smell someone if they are on it. Given our youth and inexperience with the drug, we went through some fairly typical experiences. There was the urge of flight. We were driven to get rid of the canoe. And leaving it on the other side of the lake was a non-possibility, due to the responsibility we had to the establishment as counselors. This was the same weekend as the “Post’s” picnic. The Post was a bunch of old-timers who had stopped working as counselors and still wanted to be a part of the camp. They came up and did general maintenance, taking care of the buildings, cutting the dead wood so it wouldn’t fall down in a storm and kill a boy scout, and having fun with friends for a weekend every few months in the fall and winter. The picnic was their one day party to reward themselves, wherein they treated camp like it was their own little country club.


So much weird shit went down at camp, the old timers, mid timers and the above-18, adult staff were hip to most of our angles. Some were in. Some were clueless. Some were turning a blind eye. Some were pedophiles or fags so what could they really say about our pot-huffing, forty-swilling, cigarette-smoking, shit-talking, bad-ass party selves? Everyone, and I mean everyone, was nuts. And everyone was there to get out of society for a moment, go freak out, explore, flex the muscles, be yourself for a minute.


The Post’s main job was to cut dead wood and sell it to people who heated their homes with it. We made money for the camp and maintained the property. And trust me, standing dead wood falls down and kills campers – all over America. Google it. 


One autumn weekend, Matt, a long-standing camp counselor and active Post member, who was about 22 when I was 16, had just learned the magic of using a chain saw. With his usual vigor, he took on the snarl of a pirate or a Viking, and ran around like a madman with a cigarette clenched between his teeth and a fire in his eye. There was a new kid, somewhat uncoordinated, a bit chunky, and very odd. He sort of carried himself like a big galoot. Matt asked him to push a tree as he finished cutting out a wedge, forcing it to fall away from the rest of us, the work crew who would haul it with ice-hooks out to the road for pick up. I sat there and watched as the saw kicked back out, becoming one with the dork for a brief instant. The dork screamed, fell to the ground, grabbing his gut. Matt had, unbelievably, given this kid a brush burn on his stomach. With a chain saw. It looked like a mosquito bite he’d rubbed too hard, only a windbreaker and three flannel shirts had been shredded. That was camp. Crazy fucking shit was the norm. The kid never returned. The kid who almost saw parts of himself you never should see. That story is one of so many. Legends. We were legends.


So the Marcus, the Brian and the Weisman are three in a canoe on the other side of the lake, half-naked, pupils like saucers. We had decided to collectively return the canoe to the waterfront. Brian is difficult to collect but we get him back, away from ripping things out of the ground and trying to kill water in the stream. At this point he is a blithering idiot. Not sure if he’s showing off or really lost it. A mixture of both, surely. We canoe back… and the sky is like the ceiling in a large ampitheater. The coast is a model of camp. It’s surreal. There is an unreality to everything. The sky changes colors when I blink. And then when I don’t. Purple. Yellow. Blue. Red. Blue again. I focus on sobriety but that’s some kind of joke. I’m in full swing here.


We pull into the beach after the canoe ride, and the Marcus just walks away from the entire scene. He trudges up, past all the Post members enjoying their picnic: young dorks, pedophilic adult men, redneck truck drivers, fat Pennsyltucky hillbilly types, all of them, past the barbecue, past the simpletons, and keeps going. Onward. Away. The Brian kind of stands awkwardly. The Weisman gets him to help lug the canoe up into the row, turning it upside down against another one. 


And then I cop a smoke off the Ranger. And then I realize unlike the older guys who can trip on acid and hang out, no one knowing, that I can’t. My hands shake. My eyes are dilated to the extreme.


The Ranger is a position given by the Boy Scout Council to a handyman, of sorts. He has a house where he is allowed to stay, and a salary (not much). It’s his job to maintain camp, scare away trespassers, and be sort of the quiet king during the summer. Lend a hand. Be in the background. The guts. The backstage crew pulling the whole show off. It’s a good job in that you get lodging, about 1800 acres of land, and a 400 acre lake to play on. He was a young ranger, compared to the old one we’d had last who had been there throughout my memory, and he was a hip guy who had been around the scene long enough to have a tough, but compassionate, air about him. He was a good man. Solid. I asked him for a smoke. He looked right into my eyes and he knew. Wow did he know. I tried to hang but he just looked down, sort of like, absorbing the fact I was not just stoned, that I was a 16-year old kid at Boy Scout camp, tripping on LSD. Brian and I kind of trudged on out of there after that.


We went up through central camp, humming along, saying hi to people who said hi. We found the Marcus where he worked, at the Handicraft lodge, working on the never-finished totem pole running down the center of the lodge. My job was at Econ, ecology conservation, which meant I taught kids about the environment and took them on hikes. I was good at my job. But that day, I wasn’t working.


We reconvened. We looked at each other. We said nothing. Suddenly, there was the Benake. The David Benake. Camp eventually hired him, at Econ, but the summers past his parents dropped him off and never returned for 8 weeks. Finally, the council decided to give him a job. I remember I caught him jerking off once in the rafters. Jesus that was weird. 


The Benake demanded to know what was going on! The Benake wanted in! The Benake wanted L. S. D.!!!!


The Marcus walked away again. The Brian sort of disappeared, off to get rid of this thing in his own way.


The Benake gave me what I had paid for the tabs. I handed the Benake two hits, touched his forehead as a priest might, and walked away. I wandered. The Weisman wandered. Wandered and wondered and realized staring at the money newly stuffing the pockets that the Masses had been correct. LSD is incredibly lucrative when you mark up and distribute. The Weisman was not that fucked up, the Weisman realized, not to see which side of the bread was buttered.


Then, shots were heard. Ping. Ping Ping. Boom. Crack. Pop. Pop Pop Pop. Someone’s shooting guns! The Brian and The Marcus, lost along the way. The Weisman, raised with guns, a grandfather who made guns in Ithaca, ventured forth. 


That year the rifle range was being run by a guy who came straight from a trailer park in West Virginia. He brought an arsenal. We had a Chinese SKS, a few semi-automatic shotguns, whatever weaker handguns, the .357 Magnum, and whatever he never showed me. I would have found out because I like guns, but the guy was a one-off “gotta find a rifle range guy” hire, and he scared the fuck out of me. But I went down there. The Matt was there, fire in his eye, ear protection on his head. He smiled and shook his head up and down aggressively while another guy shot.


I sat down, tired. It was hot. And I was tripping. It was wearing me down. 


“Want to shoot Pete?”


“Okay,” I heard myself say. I was aloof at the range. Matt was the only one who knew me better than that. He started watching me. The range instructor put a .357 Magnum in my hand, said something about having to try it, and I started pounding away, hitting little, hurting my wrist, and hallucinating wildly, little wobbles and then LIGHTENING when I shot. Wobble wobble, colorful wobble, comet zing, trail and BOOM! In the meantime, the line was full of guys blasting away with every fucking gun there was in the little shed.


Matt knew and I knew Matt knew. I was giving him a contact high. When I was finished, I walked out of there like a beaten dog and Matt said, “I’ll talk to you later.” Which meant, you’re going to give me some of that stuff you’re on and you shouldn’t be shooting a fucking gun on ACID!


And that was the long and short of the time I tripped on LSD when I was 16 and shot a .357 magnum.

And New York.


Why do they bother? Babbling and overtired announcements on the subway. Loud and cackling Chinese screaming through my hangover. Amazingly disgusting people. All ethnicities and cultures. It destroys humanity. Takes compassion from me.


I've slept with over 180 women. Probably more. I made a list. I thought it would help rebirth some purity, but instead it just sat there staring at me. Every now and then I add a new name. Now more than then. The names aren't always remembered. Sometimes it's "Park Slope Israeli via Canada - underwear designer". Or "school teacher - chinatown". How about "rooftop - Mott Street".


This woman who I thought was a friend of mine was taking the piss out of me the other night. Really laying into me, unprovoked. She said all I write about is fucking girls. I said there was more to it than that. What about the drugs?


"Oh yeah, drugs. And self hatred."


I don't see the self hatred. There is philosophy here... She said she'd quote me some of the self hatred.


"I'm sick of having you offend me Liz."


"That's your problem," she said.


I got up and left. She's disgusting. Talk about self hatred... Well, she certainly did make me hate someone.

Sent from my Verizon Wireless BlackBerry
Prelude:


Making it home by sense of direction tonight, writing while riding parts of Brooklyn I never knew existed. Or at least never saw as I see them tonight. Beautifully-lighted steeples, some sort of lucid romantic dream, moonlit trees and castle-like architecture, only in a ghetto. My bicycle weaves through traffic. A man with a beat box on his shoulder, in 2009, hovers in front of a deli. I was even called a white devil, as in, I cursed a car who had cut me off and a man walking said, with a swagger:


“Devil don’t even act like he know he in de hood!”


And I kept riding. Ah, the July 2nd air, soon to be the 3rd and then, the Life, Liberty and Pursuit celebration... Real fireworks in Bed Stuy. Real fireworks in Bushwick.


Holy shit, I was on Murder Avenue all along (i.e. Myrtle Avenue). Figures. Keep stopping to write on this wireless thing I have, which is really a miracle, and then off  riding again for blocks and blocks, just riding. Nice date tonight. Nothing heavy on the flesh pursuit, just drinks. I get laid, will get laid, and pussy is a silly trip once you get to where I'm at. Might go see a guy about some dope. Either way, I got opium poppy tea to make at home and it's a better rebound anyway. I can go to the gym the next day. Odd, how people living in government-subsidized housing have awesome cars, and I ride a bike.


So when I'm on an off street, biking fast, and I here a 'hey man!' I don't stop. I don't even slow down. I've seen things here. Some heavy shit has been witnessed. So I head over to a group of young vampiros. By that I mean young, bright-eyed junkies of the 9th order. Good clean American kids. Real people, alive and up from Texas, in love with each other on a lot of levels. And we all get on with it.

Sent from my Verizon Wireless BlackBerry

Part one:


“Are you going to rape me again?” she asked.


“No.” I paused. “Sorry about that.”


She was silent, taking her shirt off and going through her sleeping ritual. Her breasts relaxed into the air, brown and tight, goose-bumped and beautifully nippled.


Such perfection. What did I do to deserve to be in the presence of such perfection? Such a warm, muscular body round in the right places? Something serious on the Darwin-scale of must-have attraction?


Her laugh opened up rooms where there were none.


She made people stare by just sitting there.


It’s terrifying when you have something. If you have something you can lose it. The potential of losing what you have is horrible. And the thought of losing perfection is pure terror.


But it’s a different kind than car-crash terror, or death by random act of violence terror.


Deserve has nothing to do with life. With what you get in life. 


We had come to this land from far away and for what, I wasn’t sure anymore. 


She was a native, okay, and from a big family, but I had never believed that old saying that you always marry the family. It’s in some Hemingway novel so I know it’s an old saying. It had been a long day of people coming and seeing her, and us barbecuing in her backyard. We had not said much to each other or had time alone. The previous evening I had been forced to interact with a guy who had, indeed, raped her many years earlier and I had drank much alcohol in dealing with the fact that he exists and breathes the same air I do, that here he was, talking to her, trying to get her to talk to him. Later that evening things had become, well, expressed physically. She had said no, I had said yes and well, I had met her rapist. Personally. I had also married the family. It felt like I had married the nation. It was a small, damp and depressing nation.


I don’t have a family. I don’t have a nation. I have an experiment. The great American experiment!


It hadn’t gone well in this small, damp and strange nation. Later on, we realized it fully. The drinking and the drugs and the drinking and the drugs had us going from the very loving moments to the more horrible instances of screaming matches and throwing our wedding rings down cobblestone streets. 


“Give them hell guys,” a merchant once told us when we said we were getting married.


We gave it to each other. 


I eventually came back to New York and sold my wedding ring on Canal Street to a Chinese gold merchant. $15 American dollars.


I wonder if she still has hers. Not in general but right now.


I want my fucking heart back.


Going through women like Kleenex. 


I want my fucking heart back.


She was an American. Persian by decent and very ethnic looking. We lay in bed afterward, her bed. She was on her way to South By Southwest, being a music industry executive assistant or something.


“I think I need a therapist.”


“I have one.”


“I don’t really believe in therapy though,” I said. “It’s a racket.”


“Hm. I guess.”


“No one ever heals. It’s like religion. There’s no end to therapy.” I paused. “I don’t have any health insurance anyway.”


“I do. Finally,” she muttered.


“I think about killing myself every day.”


“Really? Why?”


“Routine mostly.”


We burst out laughing.

Well, it was a good year for pussy. Had been. Girls falling into my realm easily enough. Getting too close and being sent away. An example, why not?


“I want you to lick me everywhere,” she said.


She wanted me to lick out her ass. Play with it, stuff things in it.


“I don't care how macho a guy is on the street,” she said. “He's had something up there. It feels good.”


She was convincing. I had to hand it to her. A regular Madonna clone. I've had lots of experiences.


"What's wrong with me?” said another one, an Italian girl from Connecticut. “Why am I doing this?"


And then she kissed me. And I felt her small, tight breasts. And I twisted a nipple. 


“Ooh. Not too rough.”


“Okay.”


I went for it and felt below the line of pubic hair, into her soft, sensitive cooch. She reached underneath my boxer shorts and touched me. I shuddered, overdoing it, hoping that would get me somewhere. We brought out drama in each other, and I knew from her dreamy, wet eyes it would work.


“Okay,” she said, resigned. “Let’s go to my room.”


The girl had made up her mind.

Gina’s boyfriend lived in Vermont. We were in Brooklyn. She'd met me a few hours earlier on the street. I had passed her, turned around, following her into an overpriced Korean health food store. I pretended to check the price of beer, went back outside and sat on a bench. 

A black man was asking pedestrians for change. I sat, we made eye contact, I shook my head no, and then I thought of my life, immediately and completely, that it had come to this, following women into health food stores. Not much had changed. 

A passerby said no to the man, and entered the store. Then it was the man and myself. Eyeball to eyeball. That particular community called the streets.

She came out of the store and sat right next to me. She had purchased celery, and some other items which were in a black plastic bag. I just watched her at first. She sat close to me. Comfortably close. In retrospect, she had made up her mind then.

“Celery huh?”

“I have a rabbit,” she said. A chipper response. Enthusiasm registered in her voice. 

And she had a pet rabbit in a special mesh carrying case, which she took out. It was a soft, black rabbit, rather young, and tethered, on a leash. She tried to feed it the celery but it wasn’t hungry. The black man was all eyeballs, literally doing a little dance, getting close but not too close, as close as he dared, oohing and aahing, and then he said something about the rabbit in Ebonics. Gina responded and I was immediately pissed about the cock block, but then the Korean grocer came out of his store and asked the black man to leave, people complaining, etc. The man apologized with a noble humility and left. I breathed easy. Fortune kept turning in my favor. She and I discussed the rabbit. It was an interesting way to pick up a woman. Or for a woman to pick up a man. A woman who had a boyfriend. Living in Vermont.

As I spanked her ass while fucking her without a condom, about two hours later, I thought - what's wrong with this girl? Why is she doing this?

What’s wrong with me? Why am I doing this?

I couldn’t make up a better anachronism. Everyone has that one racing through their head.

“What’s wrong with me? Why did I do that?” she asked herself out loud, her ass a scarlet red.

I liked her, which was the terrible part. She was intelligent and mildy sad about life, just the way people I can really relate to are. A general existential malaise is needed for me to hook into anyone. Those chipper, plastic smiley creatures I cannot stomach. When they have those “What’s wrong with me, why am I doing this?” moments, they go buy a pair of shoes or polish their sports car.

Gina was a photographer for the NYPD – a forensic photographer. Taking photos of dead people. People who died under bizarre circumstances. Murder victims. Suicides. OD’s. I found her work intriguing. She told me about a 9-year old suicide who had jumped off a 15-floor building in the projects.

“Jumping is an impulse, and after he jumped, you know, he had 15 floors to turn himself around, so he landed on his feet.”

“What did he look like?”

“A very fat black 9-year old kid. All the bones were broken below his rib cage.”

She wouldn’t speak to me the next day. Only text messages. I was all crunchy and achy in my heart, pining more than normally to fill the voids of my life. And she’d cut me off completely. She had “made her decision” to “stay with her boyfriend” who she had known since she was 14. I wasn’t in touch with anyone I had known since I was 14, except my parents, and then, barely. Fuck, I don’t even speak to my asshole brother who lives in Philly.

And I realized immediately what had happened. And I was immediately sad and then pissed off about it. In intervals. Which is about the most normal state for me in these situations. In my soul, there is a great sadness right next to an intense, almost violent anger.

Here, a miserable, pathetic person has succeeded in making me miserable and pathetic. It was a trick, and I’d fallen for it. I had been happy, doing all right, fucking mindless meat puppets. Women who bought shoes. 

A woman of substance and life experience and one who smelled good to me had used me to break out of her insecurity and feel wanted for a few hours. I didn’t need that. My emotions swayed between anger and sadness, and deeply realizing my life is constantly coming to its end.

So I Facebook’ed her boyfriend and said – 

“Because I’ve been fucked over by so many women, I want you to know. She said you loved her unconditionally. I hope that includes fucking me last Sunday. Good luck.”

I am a completely evil son of a bitch sometimes. There’s no denying that one. 

I’d worry about some gun nut driving down from Burlington and camping outside my place, but I don’t care. I’m a suicide anyway. I suppose that’s what this is, the last memoir of a bipolar psycho.

Part 2

There was the stripper. She was named Kate and I met her on East 3rd Street. Just came out of the Mars Bar after my buy back (you buy 3, you get the 4th free – but you’re not supposed to ask for the buy back, it’s rude), got on my bike, saw her, stopped, told her I was making a movie and handed her my card. She called, if I remember right, the very next day. I’d thought she was going to be older than she was, and with some kind of an office job or a gig at a gallery, from the cute spring dress and the well-kept appearance. But looking back on it, those cowboy boots spoke and told a miss-matched message – a transient, thrown-together message.

She had moved from Florida and was staying with the Hare Krishna’s on First Avenue. $600 a month for a room she rented on a floor of rooms. Windowless little rooms. Top floor - sixth floor - walkup. 

Hare Krishna slumlords. Right here in America. I mean, uh, overtenants.

When we met, she was two weeks late on the rent and had $50 in her bank account. We drank coffee and I realized she was just a little girl, twisting her hair in a curl, holding her mouth down and away, giggling.

“Jesus, you’re broke,” I said. “So what are you going to do?”

“I have to work,” she responded, somberly with a down-turned mouth. “I’m going to a place tonight to see if they’ll take me.”

Four days later she had $1500 cash, after paying her back rent and buying $900 stiletto fuck-me boots. That’s what young women can do.

Kate said she was 21 but who knows. We met one night and talked and it felt like what we said to each other meant something. I suppose. Once you learn it’s all bullshit you have more fun for a while, but then you’re sliding on a banana peel toward jadedness.

We ate together at Odessa. I think I had the borscht and then a hamburger. I believe she had a chicken sandwich. I think she asked me to order for her, in fact, and I ordered her a chicken sandwich. She liked me and the next night she came directly to Greenpoint, to my apartment, all the way out on the point, Manhattan Avenue between Clay and Dupont, where we had a tryst. 

She had a very nice body. I mean, she had a very, very nice body. Black hair, white skin, tall (5’9”), lythe, well-formed breasts and hips, and an attractive pussy and ass. She had Arabic lettering tattooed somewhere around her hip which I found curious, because she did resemble a Middle Eastern hybrid with some European blood. She had Arabic palms, for instance, heavily muscled on the bottom. Regardless, in her little girl way, it was unique to see her reactions to things.

This was not the first time I had brought a woman to Babes in Toyland, the uber-hip dildo and vibrator shop, and purchased a small pocket-rocket vibrator as a gift. It was also not the first time the woman thanked me profusely after experiencing an electric vibrator for the first time. It was also not the first time for a lot of things. But it might have been the cutest.

“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” she said, energetically, in my bed, rolling around naked on my too-stained and sweaty sheets, turning that fucking thing on again.

She called her pussy her “tulip”. That’s what I mean by cute.

It was an amazing room, really, remembering it. It looked out to the back of the block, right into a tree’s canopy. Toward the end of my stay there, every morning a dog would bark from a lower floor of one of the buildings across, from around 4 AM onward – for three or four hours – every 60-90 seconds a yip. This ruined the whole atmosphere and I escaped to Bushwick – where I bought a small building in an industrial area where after 6 or 7, it is very quiet.

Kate the Stripper was back in my cocaine phase, which lasted roughly two years, give or take. It was never an intense addiction but certainly a habit. I suppose I was addicted at some point, however I always managed to rein myself in, bottom out, fix up and get clean. The gear was pretty good, ether-heavy, mildly cut but generally a great product.

Kate was obviously surrounded by the seedier side of New York life. Strippers are competitive and nasty with each other, but she said she stayed away from the crazy ones, those insane drug-addled, family-less women living in nightmares. Her hours were insane and I’d stay up nights wondering if she was going to make it over after her work, which was dawn. Wondering if she wasn’t a whore. Wondering a lot of things and just burning time, counting down to 30. It was easy enough to stay up late. I was on coke all the time.

Usually she stripped downtown, close to Wall Street, with the corporate money, but one night she said she went to Harlem and she was the only white girl. When she went into the back, all her belongings were thrown all over the dressing room. She never went back, and surprisingly reported that only one guy that night liked her. They mostly gave their attention, and cash, to the “other” girls. Ha ha. I suppose double entendre is one of those things you get after paying all that fucking tuition money. 

Of course, I was interested in her experiences as a story, and on the existential end. As an experience. The clients, the bouncers and even the owners can try to turn girls into whores. At least that’s what I’ve heard. I never asked and she never told me, only to say that the bouncers kept the guys from touching, constantly, were tough fucking guys, and that the money was good. I saw that part. Just having a conversation with some old timer would make her $200.


It was beginning to feel like the booze and the blow were turning me into mush, and also a genius, but one that couldn’t create. I couldn’t even get a line down, except for song lyrics. I had been having sex with my next-door neighbor, Melissa, whose bedroom shared a wall with mine. The wall was thin and I knew she heard me with other women. The buildings on the block were wood-frame 6-families, ugly, tinderboxes.


I’d cut Melissa out again, because frankly I had other options, and she smoked, was very loud, listened to horrible music and resembled some Jim Henson creation, like a muppet or a fraggle or something. And so stupid. Dumber than dirt. It hurts to be dissed - but stood up by a muppet? I was angrier at myself when she wouldn’t respond to my invites... and I hate to be so mean, but getting dissed by a fraggle?


Kate was much more intelligent but women of class, women of culture – I was robbed. Something terribly wrong occurred somewhere along the way. Bad decision making, I guess. A poor familial platform. The no advice advice of my folks.


Where was I? Kate the stripper. Oh boy. What a mess that evolved into. A nice, sweet, cute girl. I can still see myself at 8:30 in the morning on a Tuesday, coming down on a crazy cocaine binge, having an argument with her outside a busy L-train subway stop, all these people, all going to work, normal people, and us, out on display, strung out and fighting.


"I won't call him. We've done enough. The fucking sun is up."


"You've done enough. I'm not done! Give me the number!"


"No Kate."


"Give it to me! I want it!"


She hits me with little kid cheap shots with her little fists, even trying to get my cell phone from my pocket.


"Jesus! What the fuck?"


"I want more!"


"No.”


“I want MORE!”


“You’re a fucking crackhead."


"Fuck you! Call him!" She looked at me, her hair a mess, her eyes on fire. “CALL HIM!”


"I called him three times last night. It's almost 9 in the fucking morning! He’s not coming back! He’s ASLEEP!"


"YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE!!!! YOU SELFISH FUCKING ASSHOLE!!!!!"


These bitches will be the end of me.


What would it have been like to have been born into an established family? Those troubling, arrogant rich kids, people who never work for what they have and who don't know what it is to struggle? It must be nice to have all that money and have everything make sense. But how boring is that? So I suppose I wouldn’t have it any other way.

And how interesting is my scene with a 21?-year old stripper outside a subway stop in Williamsburg, Brooklyn? It’s a life worth living. Definitely.


Al Gore’s son, Al Gore Jr., was arrested going 100 mph through the LA suburbs. His father is quoted as saying he hopes his son “gets the help he needs”.


If I were arrested for going 100 mph in a car full of drugs while driving under the influence, I would not “need help”. I’d be “in trouble”.


I guess that’s interesting. The differences between us.


And so Kate finally runs off away from me in some little kid temper tantrum and here I am, walking back home through a spring morning, the smells not getting through my wrecked nasal passage. I see the fresh green of spring on the trees. I just don’t feel spring. I see the sun shining on my forehead. I just don’t feel the serotonin being produced. I see my functioning self while working as a real estate broker in Soho. I just don’t feel functional.


Strung out on coke. Again. Seems like I’m on every night for a week, off for two nights. There’s something not right about it, but something so right about it. Rich kids must fall into this trap and just never get out.


And then I clean up and it doesn’t take an intervention. I even keep my drug dealer’s phone number in my phone, just to prove my self-will is strong. My mind makes a decision, and sticks with it. The rushing hit of a coke high never to be felt again.


It’s the next day you feel like shit and I was walking home, expecting the world to turn upside down on me at any moment. Feeling like my head was going to break like a light bulb. There’s a cute girl walking down North 10th Street. She has this great fashion sense, healthy-looking legs, probably a good job, a boss who gives her Friday afternoons off. I get spun up on girls on the street, like I’m a little dog with a boner.


What happened to the acetic Weisman? The existentialist Weisman? The Weisman staring at stars and the veins in a leaf?


At times the greatest fear was that I wasn’t living life to my fullest potential. I even remember discussing it with an old friend once. About things that scare us. And I said I was scared I wasn’t living my life to my fullest potential. 


Bukowski has something for that: They say that nothing is wasted; either that, or it all is. There’s some dark comfort in that, if you’re spun up on your potential… But I say – there is no potential. You’re a product as much as a producer. I’ve come to find that’s true. And now I’m not scared of anything. I’m literally fearless.


And all my friends have problems. And I have problems. And I want so much for all of us until I promise mistakes. Such an impossible world and an impossible place to be pure. I erred on the side of idealism for a long time.


I’m getting on a bus. I am sitting on a bus. I am crunched into a chair. I am putting my hand to my face and staring at what I must look like to the odd ball people. I’m going the wrong way on the commuters’ typical route – I’m going back to the residential area from the subway stop. The bus has old people, retards, disabled mental cases. And me. A few yuppies get on, going to LIC through Greenpoint, maybe across to Midtown on the E or the 7.


Look to the voids in your life to find out who you really are.


And if you are a void?


I have nothing. 


Give me your context. 


I’d follow you around the world if you could fill a glass. Just one.


Give me a good story. Give me Kate the Stripper. Fuck.


None of it is worth anything without love. 


Good luck finding or trusting anyone ever again. It’s basically surfing through the jaded shit. For them and you.


People want truth. Some bottomed-out, never-going-anywhere, end-of-the-day, get-us-through-the-night bullshit. I’d be an idiot to try to provide that. Given that I understand life. So I’m not a leader. And I pull sluts and art girls.


It hardly suits me, the way they made the world. The greatest gift is comfortable solitude.


I can hardly believe these things I’ve seen. Sometimes I can’t believe how lucky I have been. At others I am the most unlucky person in the world.


All those god damn outdoor tables. All that drinking and writing. All these fucking journals filled. All these photographs. All that hitchhiking. All those trains. Pissing off Ponte Vecchio. Dodging fags and whores with their aggressive pick up lines. Sighing at the beauty of old Europe, sighing at the anarchy of the American west and the counter culture, sighing at that thing that felt so full and never felt as if it would empty itself, that space between my ribs which now can’t even throw a stone into a river.


So many trysts in my jaded late 20s. Going through women like Kleenex. Among them a young blonde, also from Florida. She responded to me one evening when I was misbehaving in some of the worst ways a drunken hater-of-humanity can – but there is always something, some hook of attraction to someone free from the shackles of human kindness. I imagine she was into me as one would want to walk with a pride of lions, or swim with sharks, as one might have stood next to Stalin in awe of the pure inhumanity. I bet he winked at a few of them, before he shot them out of his paranoid mind.


I met the blonde one night at a party. I can not remember her name. Amber? Jessica? I had somehow grabbed a girl’s ass at that party and her boyfriend was extremely pissed off at me. It’s all a blur and I don’t even remember doing any of it, but they say he threatened me, and I threatened right back, and it turned into a Lower East Side mess. I’m sure it happened. I have fragments. I had run out of cocaine and turned to booze to avoid getting cranky. I do recall asking everyone there if they had any heroin. Then leaving and getting into a cab. I believe it was there, in the backseat, where I puked into a plastic bag provided by Mohammed the Cab Driver number 1,354.


“Oh. Whoah.”


“You going to throw up?”


“Yes.”


“Here! Throw up in bag!”


“Okay.” 


Blaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah! Blaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!


This is fun. 


In the rush of life, sometimes a cab ride up Third Avenue to the Queensborough Bridge, across and over it like a tidal wave, through LIC and over the Polaski Bridge, sometimes that’s like meditating on the stars when you’re a kid. Or just getting home. I opened the in-motion cab’s door and dropped the bag full of puke somewhere around 9th Street.


I went to Cuba two days later, amidst the MTA strike of Christmas 2005 that shut down the city completely. Those fucking guys make more than teachers. How nuts is that? The people behind the glass at the booths make more than teachers.


And I’m back after my trip to Cuba, via Montreal for 3 nights… And what a trip. More journal entries. More insanity. More scars and more girls. More of life lived.


And there is the blonde, in my apartment, playing scrabble and talking, she having emailed me and us having chatted throughout times. She invited herself over that very evening, and here she was. 


The sounds of a car passing outside blasting Reggaeton insinuated the idiocy of the driver’s mind. I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again – fuck that fucking music. Fuck it at 9 at night. Fuck it at 5 in the morning. Fuck it to hell.


I grinned at the blonde. I made a word. 


We laughed about nothing at all. 


She was acting very nervous. I could smell the anticipation. She was wondering if I was going to get around to it. She literally started squirming. I noticed right away and I wanted to juice her into an almost animal submission. My goal was to de-evolve both of us into something out of National Geographic. Through the simple tool of patience.


I had just gotten back from Cuba and I had learned a thing or two about patience. I told her how I had tried the cocaine there, which had been ridiculous because it was ephedrine and sugar. Which got us to talking about cocaine. Which got me to call my drug dealer, who had succeeded in not dying or getting arrested while I was gone. Which got me to go outside and wait for him on the corner of Dupont and Manhattan while she was upstairs.


My cocaine dealer had a large scar running down the side of his face. I never asked him where he got the scar. A question like that isn’t appropriate to pose to a person you have this kind of a relationship with. 


When I first met him, him being a nameless person I don’t want to know anything about, I had beeped, he had called, and we had met. He was simply known as “the guy”. When he pulled up in his Lexus, his hand was holding his phone up to his head, and I knew it was him. We had coordinated exact positions. Who else could it be? I got into the car.


He was immediately screaming into his phone:


“I told you! I told you! Half an hour! Why you keep beepin?!? I told you! Why you keep fuckin beepin!!! Stop beepin me every five minutes yo! I told you – half – an – hour! HALF – AN – HOUR!”


His hand lowered the receiver for an instant to say, calmly, looking right into me:


“Yo, what you want?”


His hand quickly raised the receiver back to his mouth.


“I told you motherfucker! Half an hour! I got people in front of you!”


His hand lowered the receiver.


“Yo, man, what you want? What you want?”


“A hundred dollars worth of cocaine.”


“YO! I’ll be there in HALF AN HOUR! Stop fucking beepin me! I got a lot of people to see before you!”


He hung up his phone by slapping it shut.


“Sorry bout that bro. You know how it is.”


“I certainly do,” I said (I had no fucking idea).


“So a hundred of white…. he rummaged in his satchel. Anything else?”


“Got any heroin?”


“Nah. Just weed.” 


He did look me over for an instant at that one, taking in everything in an instant, missing nothing.


“All right, well, I got another guy for that.”


I could smell him thinking about my potential as a cop. I could smell his gun within reaching distance. I could sense every molecule of his thought process. 


But what followed was an equal exchange of values – my cash for drugs a quality of which I can only describe as if someone were to get off an airplane from Columbia and hand me some freshly processed blow. It was there twenty minutes after I beeped him, delivered to my street corner. New York is the greatest city in the world! Havana is a fucking dump – and the drugs…. it’s like decaf coffee.


I like my drugs to have drugs in them.


A new slogan.


A new world order!


The night with the blonde was a bit less dramatic. 


They guy showed up.


I knew him.


He knew me.


I copped.


I went back inside. 


The blonde from Florida was where I had left her. I threw the blow down like it was no big deal and casually started the ritual, not rushing. 


I could see myself through her eyes and I was cool. I was the definition of cool.


I had learned how to wait during the last two weeks. That’s socialism. Hurry up and wait. 


I was going to make her wait. I wasn’t going to act until she wanted it, both the blow and me, more than she could handle. Control is a very elemental, simplistic device most people have no ability to implement. It takes great exercise – for instance, pretending that if I have another beer, I’ll end up with testicular cancer is enough to implant in my imagination a device to cut me off after a night getting so sauced I could float in the chandeliers. That kind of will-power, the imaginative type, the whatever-it-takes type…. that seems to be rare in this world and luckily I have it. The greatest times in my life were when I used it to stage life itself as others might stage a theater production. And it’s helpful for all kinds of things. I’ve used it and gotten out of enough traps to think I can conquer anything. 


Eventually, we kept drinking vodka and doing lines, and no more scrabble at all, don’t you know, just us talking and listening to music. She revealed herself and I just watched, ready to pounce. I looked at her, with her ass sticking out, with her turning at me with direct eye contact.


She was sitting on my bed when got up and attacked her. She had basically humiliated herself with her own body language at that point. I took her. I just ripped her clothing off and got her down, bent over, on all fours, shaking like an animal – quivering in anticipation. I smelled her body and her readiness. I slapped her ass. I said something, “you like that, yeah?” or something along those lines. It was the jungle and we were two animals. I ripped open a condom grunting and saying things like, “You want it? You want it?”


She was silent, which was surprisingly a great response, somehow proving to me that she had gone into an animal state. I believe she moaned when I rubbed her pussy, which was very ready.


It took a long time for me to cum because I had had many engagements with other women recently and the cocaine was keeping the climax from happening. Something about the frontal lobes and the pleasure centers I’m sure some neurologist douche bag can explain to whoever gives a damn.


Besides that, the next door neighbor with the thin walls. I didn’t care that the neighbor could hear us, but of course somewhere in the back of my head, way back, the good guy realized she could hear me fucking, which also slowed down the climax. Too much consciousness. I couldn’t lose myself to the orgasm. Which is why I don’t like orgies. But along that line of thinking, masturbation would become better than copulation… which I disagree with, I suppose. However there are all kinds of hunger and all sorts of new experiences can be considered “better” until they are old again. 


The neighbor was a bitch about noise when she came home from clubbing at 3 AM, and I knew she’d fuck guys and let me listen without a thought, however she hadn’t. The blonde was loud and I kept on going despite her shrieks and moans. I actually heard the neighbor walking around at this point, walking around making noise the way someone will huff or scoff at someone else. And the blonde kept on moaning.


When I did cum, she was completely sore, dry, relubed, dry again, relubed again, screaming at each hump and then finally cum on, all over, her ass relentlessly covered in man juice.


A moment later and I asked and she started telling me about the problems with her boyfriend.


“Does your boyfriend hump you like I do?”


“No,” she said, simply, resigned to the fact, still quietly getting her breath. “No, he doesn’t.”


She seemed so sad saying that. 


I, however, was in the devil’s playground… a sort of heaven if you can follow the vision. It’s like opposite day.

Part 3


You have to get out New York sometimes. After about 48 hours, I’m usually ready to go back. After 72, I’m like, “Please just take me back to my city. Please.”


Walking down Elliot Street in Brattleboro, Vermont, I wore my sex drive in every move. A group of teenage hippie freaks sat on the stoop outside a second-floor squat performance space. It was a cute young girl between two hairy, bizarrely-dressed guys.


“This guy’s checking you out,” said one of the boys, turning his excited, young head from her to me to her.


She blew air out of her diaphragm, real cool. 


“Watch out, man,” she said. “I’ll cut you down.”


“I’ll cut you up,” I responded, walking by, looking directly at her eyes, face, to her breasts and hips, back to her eyes, continuing on.


“Damn,” I heard one of the guys say.


She blew air out of her diaphragm, only not as cool as before.


Walking away through the sun, I felt their eyes on my back. It felt like a movie. The edge I carry in New York slides off people more cleanly there. Unsheathing it here, I see these Vermont hippies don’t understand their fascist enemies. Failing to understand your enemy guarantees defeat. That’s why most hippies graduate after a certain age. I left them with their jaws open to go meet up with Jack. Jack the anarchist. The anarchists understood everyone. I can’t take that away from them. They’re like the Aghori – everything is sacred because everything is God. Only with the anarchists it was everything is sacred because everything is allowed.


We were going up to Montpelier for a weekend. As always, we would stay at Jack’s place, at the “Compound”, a collective of anarcho-syndicates. It was basically a hunting lodge. The people are black bloc, violent-action revolutionaries. The Seattle WTO protests, destroying Starbuck’s – that was them.


Their lives were starting to make absolutely no sense to me anymore. Where once there was some political romance and good conversation, now it was fat eye-sore alcoholics with guns, depressed with their situations.


In our 20s, it was, “Yeah! Let’s drink ourselves to death!”


Now, in our early 30s, it was, “So. Let’s drink ourselves to death.”


To life. And to death. I suppose.


Most of the friends I have arranged throughout this bizarre life are equally intense, only in different directions. Hardcore would be the single description of all of them. Somehow it seems as if each is trying to harness a moment, the emotions of which are as varying as the individual. We are true Americans, I’ll give us that much. I won’t give us much more. Neither will America.


“Nice wife beater, sir,” said Jack.


“It’s what I wear when I don’t want to wear anything,” I answered. A prepared line, as ever the writer that I am.


He was always polite at first. And then at the end as well. In the middle it was bad. Usually. We shook hands. The next night he would projectile vomit across a table, spraying everyone across from him in the face, turning his head to have most of it hit a dog before covering his mouth and running for the toilet.


“What? It’s my place! You fuckers!” he said, returning to the table and responding to the various looks he was receiving.


The fact I was taking my rental car and driving it to an anarchist compound in northern Vermont for July 4th did not escape me. It was all arranged, free will, equal exchange of values, all the way around, taped up like a box. The car was fully insured. This was the American dream. Going somewhere to forget you are an American on America’s birthday.


I spent Christmas in Cuba once, I was so fed up with the garbage can of my culture. Just to get away from a fucking holiday, because if there’s one place you can forget about Christmas, it’s hanging out in a communist nation. I remember I succeeded until about 4 in the afternoon when I had a revelation on a bus to Camaguey and said to the fat woman next to me who needed to wipe her ass, “Feliz navidad.” She looked puzzled, thought about it for a moment, and smiled, responding in like kind. She wiped her ass at the next pit stop, and I watched two dogs humping in the parking lot while waiting for a pork sandwich. The old cars, the constant eating of pork, the absence of toilet paper, it was enough to make a man a Republican. That was still a better episode and adventure than this one turned out to be.


The “Compound” is a 28-acre lot purchased with inherited money by Nelson, and opened to the rest of us by his politics. A bigger part of it, I had my suspicions, is that each living there has to pay a portion of the property taxes. Nelson probably likes having them around too. So, I always have a way out of this rat race if I want it. I can always go live at the Compound. Build myself some plywood shack and freeze my balls off half the year.


When Nelson bought it, it came with a hunting cabin and its garage / firewood house. Basically they were living all year long in a place designed to house hunters for 2 weeks or a month. Eventually they built more “houses”. Most winters they lose the 30-50 pounds of overweight mass they collect every the summer. They wake up to chain smoking, sleep to quarter-filled whiskey bottles. 


As a trade they are archeologists. There is a law on the federal books stating every time construction starts for a school, an airport tarmac, a housing development – archeologists must survey. And if fossils are found from potter’s fields, Native American artifacts, etc., they have to dig it all up and mothball it in some warehouse, or relocated graves. 


It’s keeping them alive. That’s for sure. Once that law gets changed and no one has to do it anymore, they’re fucked.


The tough-guy persona they put on was true for the most part, however it didn’t allow for the fact that most of them had a serious semblance of responsibility to each other, and while they wouldn’t have admitted it, to humanity at large. They have jobs, granted it’s back breaking work. The ugliness of real anarchists who showed up every now and then at the Compound, the real criminals and rapists and murderers, made me uneasy. The sociopaths you’d meet passing through, at their parties, for instance someone’s friend’s friend who ended up there, those guys were the real anarchists. Bank robbers and jewel thieves on their way back and forth to Canada. Drug dealers. Insane gun nuts, all of them.


And everyone had a gun. 


“Going to the store? I’ll come. Let me get my gun.”


There were 3 hardcore guys who lived there – Nelson, Matthew and Jack. But they didn’t really pull anything off. Even when some junky-fuck raped a girl at one of their bigger balls-to-the-wall bashes, nothing happened. The cops showed up, took names, took her to the rape unit at the hospital, all the while the rapist on his way back to whatever dungeon small town he came from – eluding the law completely by the general scene’s misguidedness.


It was the last time. I wasn’t going to go back there after this one. Jack’s maniac friend, Phil Wilder, showed up and called me a fag all night, saying he’d piss on me, screaming that he was going to fuck me in the ass later. He just got drunker and drunker.


“You should kick his ass,” said one girl. “He’s drunk now.”


“He knows where every gun is here. And he’d come at me.” I knew these things to be true. This guy was different. “I’m from Brooklyn. I’ve seen some shit.”


She smiled. 


I couldn’t leave because the road up there was eroded beyond night driving. I had to wait until the morning. I left the next morning, having asked all night, very politely that the maniac kill himself. 


“It’s really the best move for you.”


“Fuck you! You’re a fag!”


“No. Seriously. Suicide is a very good alternative. You’re clearly in pain.”


“You’re a New Yorker!”


“Have you considered the easiest methods? You could easily get as drunk as you are and swallow about 300 aspirin. Very easy. Simple.”


“I’m going to PISS ON YOU! HA HA HA!!! I’m going to FUCK YOU IN THE ASS!!!”


Someone moved from the fire to the house. Everyone else just listened to us banter back and forth, like it was an insane asylum.


Phil filled a beer bottle with gasoline and put it by a log seat, undoubtedly hoping I would be its victim. His girlfriend was the lucky one, spitting the mouthful into the fire with an expletive, and cursing her man. 


He really was a piece of shit.


I got up before everyone, having slept with a machete and a baseball bat. I wrote a note to Phil, urging him to commit suicide, and put it where he’d see it on the kitchen table. It was very early and I got myself down to town and waited for the café to open. I stood on the small bridge watching the only two feet of water in the sunlight of morning. There was a hatchet on the silt bottom and an old pair of jeans. I watched a crayfish crawl from under a fold in the jeans, hesitate, start back for the jeans, before going forward to a rock between to two objects. It moved slowly in the sun, and I imagined the water was cold.


Back in Brattleboro fast as I had left, the cats from the compound, along with the chain smokers and shady-day river swimming left me sneezing and blowing my nose. I contacted Gary. He arranged to get me invited to a dinner party. 


Somehow one of the women, one of the two attractive women, the blonde, managed to sit next to me at one end of the vast apartment’s loft living room, on a love seat. Every man had taken his turn making their run for her through various forms of conversation, and I had sat, simply, on the love seat, all alone. After the mingling had run its natural course, she had mysteriously ended up next to me.


“So how’s it going?”


“Not bad. How are you?”


“This is really a treat for me.”


“Dinner?”


“Just a party with nice people. Last night was a bit of a nightmare.”


“Oh?”


“Just at a commune type thing up north. There was some ugliness.”


“Oh.” She was alarmed.


“But this is really nice in comparison. And after New York. Look at them, no one’s pretentious, just normal. How’s Brattleboro treating you anyway?”


“Oh, I just moved here 4 months ago.”


“How’s the dating scene? You’re straight right?”


“Yeah. I am. It’s weird. It’s a weird town.”


I was getting good signs, but didn’t let on. And didn’t care too much.


“When I leave my apartment I know everyone I see on the street, so it sort of reminds me of high school, in the hallway, you know?”


I laughed.


“What’s it like in Brooklyn?”


“Oh well. I used to worry my partner would cheat on me, because, like, I’ve had girlfriends do that. But then I realized that relationships only last about 2 weeks.”


“So there’s no time to cheat,” she laughed. 


I sobered.


“I want something serious I guess. It’s tough.”


“Yeah.”


“I suppose I’ve fucked enough of those little shop of horror chicks with their Betty Page haircuts and stupid tattoos.”


“Do you have any friends?”


“Friends? What’s that mean? I have allies, and enemies.”


There was a pause.


“That’s sad,” she said, after taking a sip of wine.


“I suppose it is. But, it’s the truth. Can’t ask for much more than that.”


“Yeah.”


“I try not to take things very seriously. Sex at least, not really.”


“I need to feel something,” she said.


“That’s fine, I can understand that. But it always gets to where, like when you do wait around to feel something, and you say to yourself – I’m not going to have sex until I meet someone I like – your libido turns into an Arab holding a gun to your head and you’re fucking someone you totally would never fuck, someone you can’t stand –“


“Ha ha ha! I know! It’s horrible!”


“I mean, sex at that point becomes like an act of terrorism. Better to have some sort of maintenance sex, like brushing your teeth or something.”


We kept talking, admiring the depth of our conversation.


“So we should hang out after this.”


“Sure. That sounds fine. This is weird but…”


“We shouldn’t leave together.” I took a sip of my wine.


“Oh my god, how did you know?”


“I understand politics. And I’m psychic.”


“There are five guys here who want me.”


“Lucky you.”


We went over each one. This one is gay, that one is crazy. Afterward, she left. I waited five minutes, said goodbyes, and met her on the corner, as arranged. She took me to the house she was house-sitting. It had hens. No rooster. The hens had gotten out of their coop and had to be rounded up. There were two cats. We had discussed who had condoms, and I urged her to stop at the last convenience store on our way here. She hadn’t. I had had a whiny session, like a little kid. She had stopped the car and asked if I wanted to be driven back downtown.


Later on, in the shower, she asked if I could pull out.


“Yes,” I said quickly.


Astoundingly, there I was, getting laid in Vermont, in the shower of people I did not know. I turned her around and we made noises until I came on her ass as water fell over us.


“It’s good,” I said. “Thanks.”


“You don’t have to thank me.”


“I always make that mistake.” I washed off in the shower, and progressed to the bedroom where I fucked her all night long.


But the real work of art was Phil Wilder. 


Suicide, that was my line, all night long, and I pushed it on him. I didn’t provoke like he wanted. I don’t specifically enjoy violence. And he was about 80 pounds and half a foot bigger than me. He had a longer reach and more power. 


But I found out about 6 months later that he had done it, from Jack, via text message. 


How? I asked. 


Hung himself, he said. 


Well, he found a way out.


I smiled, hugely, crossing Lexington Avenue in the sun. I had made the world a better place.

Part 4


I’ve taken the first hot bath I’ve had in three years, since the siege of Stalingrad.


I’ve taken the first hot bath I’ve had in three years, since I moved from that horrible room share in Queens.


New Yorkers – we are stronger that the CIA.


Brazilian. Czech. French. German. Cuban. Canadian. Russian. Italian. Mexican. Belgian (who could forget). Chinese. Indian. South African. Serbian. Jews from the south, Brooklyn, California, everywhere. Israeli. WASP. Mix breed. Swedish. Arabic. Younger. Older. African American. Hispanic. Rich girl. Poor girl. Professional. Stripper. Fun night. Horrible night. My place. Their place. Rooftop. Barroom bathroom. Office. Stairwell. A bar early evening before they open. A Pilates studio. A terrace overlooking southern Manhattan. Montreal. London. San Francisco. Arizona. Seattle. In front of people. Alone. Drunk. Drugged. Sober.


There is no end.


I'd been in a strange funk lately, and praying for death to run faster than evil, from the old Greek thought:

Death tries to run faster than evil, but doesn't always win.

My inner Hitler twisting me in strange ways. 

So many inner dimensions. Schizoid if they cross and start in on me all at once.


This god damn town. It gets into your bones. Walking around at 5 in the morning. 
Wishing it would get colder. Wishing someone would try to mug me. Wishing I could get off this thing and really feel again.


Wishing a lot of things.


Why do I do that to myself?


Is it out of boredom? A testing of my will? I think boredom. Maybe both.  Pushing limits?


Day three, no heroin. It had been a 4-day binge and now this. This fixing up.


Day one, I feel like a walking skeleton, as if I have leukemia or bone cancer. Black coffee tastes like water, battery acid of digestion enhanced, it is a tasty treat in the mind. I never thought I could feel like a walking skeleton, sitting down in the subway, walking up the stairs. In my deepest acid and mushroom trips, never did it occur to me. Complete awareness of the bones. And they ache, a pain like no other. I feel their carbon composite, the molecules from which they are made. But it isn’t missed, truly missed, in the frontal lobes. Not yet. It is still present, as if the whisper from a loudspeaker haunts a coliseum. Heroin takes about a day to evaporate from the system.


Day two, I cry for no reason. I think of screaming at my brother, tearing at my exwife's clothing and pleading with her, of the tragedy and horror show of my loneliness, the failures of my birth rights. I consider the purity I tried for, and the corruptness handed to me. I think of the script I could not have written getting me to where I am, an unattainable state. Rousseau’s phenomenon of an unsocialized man. So far away from humanity. An island. The things missed most in life, missed so strongly on day two. 

Having someone to call. Anyone to understand, even halfway around the world. The thing I miss most.


Day three, I find a blues man and I sit, stoically and incredibly, drinking some benign Pabst Blue Ribbon, as he tries to reach me. Like the coffee, the beer is somehow enhanced by the specter haunting my body. It is immediately analyzed, what is of benefit taken, and what is not there notably missed. My body is now a laboratory searching for one molecule. The blues man makes jokes, little tiny jokes to the hipsters who giggle. And then he looks up at me, squarely, and he falls somber. He looks away. I can tell he knows the score. His joking is annoying, even to him, but it’s something to do between songs and the idiots laugh. But when he turns again to his music, once more it is rich, and truly sad. A black man from Bed-Stuy who has traveled the southlands and learned the blues, etched it into his bones with fish hooks.


And he reaches me. Because he sings for me. He sings for Phil Wilder and Jack and Nelson and that blonde I fucked in someone else’s shower. 


And so I am less alone. 


And so I am here one more pathetic evening. 


It’s the worst when you can’t cry. When you need to and can’t.


I will always prefer a suicidal bluesman to a perfect haircut.


I can’t explain how dark I’ve gone. To the depths I’ve made my way.


I can’t explain things the way I want to. 


I can’t make the silence of nothing speak.


And the little poems come out of me still, little analysis of my state.


In missing it, it’s there. 


The void of a thing


is the presence of the thing


in theory.


Awareness of the absence


is awareness of the opposite –


so the junky knows junk


as much in its absence


as in its presence.


Which has been my way out


of heroin


and an eternity of traps,


real and imagined.


If it could only be that easy with everything. Or anything.


The first few times you kick are easy. 


After that you see where things are going.


It might not even be the junk you miss. 


It probably isn’t.


It could be another void – youth, a lover.


I’ve been a junky always.


It’s hard to describe what was going through my mind back then. Or easy to describe, just hard to make it sound believable and real. It should sound both, believable and real. It is.


I’d make cute little faces at her. I was good back then. Good enough to try for her and really have her enthralled. We had times together, things rock musicians must have between each other on stage, only on European train platforms and western American gas stations, in the dust of the desert. Bars and diners. Streets. People stared. Stopped. Looked. We had so many levels to it, and so much invested.


Only to find it was a game, something played. And it ended. Quickly. Unraveled, unfolded and over.


The sunlight sweeps the land, same as the shade.


And we change, try to renegotiate our broken souls.


Oh boo fucking hoo.


I drank straight vodka like water, my face numb as the mirror I snorted those lines off. The squat was one of the last in Williamsburg, Brooklyn. I was there with an old painter friend, Mike, and this new set – a young fag who wanted me, two brothers with that brotherhood energy, wary to everyone else, brothers who made rock and roll together, their drummer was along and a few others. I’d never see them again, so what did it matter.


We went next door to someone’s ground floor apartment, basically a storefront converted. He had a bar, an honest to god bar, as his living room. Full bar. A full bar.

I couldn’t get over her. I walked passed a glassy-eyed porn star, went to the bathroom and took a six pound shit from the coke. I drank more vodka.


Getting over her was impossible. I finally realized we don’t get over anything. We are only able to see it from a different perspective. I did heroin that night as if it were coke. And the young fag told me to just go nod out in his bedroom. I walked all the way back to Long Island City, so incredibly fucked up I can’t believe I lived. The “God Bless Deli” on Manhattan Avenue in Greenpoint will forever be remembered as the place Mike and I stopped for water. Jesus were we thirsty. Those Arabs didn’t pay attention to us at first, but there was something there, something beating between us. Some formal animal presence.


As the sun rose and Mike’s evil, ever-present grin bid me goodbye, I entered into a realm, and have stayed there. A deadening of energies was the course set. No more to relate as the Arab does, but to pass, informal and incognito, through the actions of city life.


For many years after that night, I have lived like a balloon in the wind.


After having their highs, the highs of certainty - the arrogant, superficial grasping – the highs of righteousness – I know where I landed. I still see them all around me, gesturing, driving, buying clothing, eating food, drinking at bars, at cross walks, at red lights. 


My great big family.


My sudden divorce.


I left the healthiest girl I had ever known in the nation of her birth, a country of health care and a huge network of support. I knew she was fine. 


And that I was fucked.


What did my asshole brother say to me, Jesus what a prick: “Gee, that didn’t work.”


He’s a doctor, he’s so healthy.


“I made you an uncle again.”


“You have to be a brother to be an uncle.”


I had, and have, no one, nothing. 


I did try to go straight. I applied to jobs. The city didn’t want me. The United Nations didn’t want me. I would have gone anywhere in the world and done anything. I would have watered the flowers in the public parks with the retards. I tried so hard to just go straight and be normal.


I worked on it.


It worked on me.


Mostly. Pretty much.


I just broke apart, exhausted. 


Let me tell you when.


I boiled water to make pasta. I had a box of angel hair spaghetti. It was a real dump of an apartment. Bugs everywhere. The tenants downstairs were from Ecuador, or some real mountain jungle shithole in South America. They must have left food right out on the counter, fry pans of meat and potatoes. The bugs would climb right up into my bedroom, and make their way to our kitchen. Their kitchen was below my bedroom, so you can imagine my dismay waking up at 8 in the morning to the smell of boiling beef. 

One night I heard a string on my guitar twang. I knew right away what it was. I turned on the lights, found it, newly fallen off the ceiling, close to my amp. It scuttled away as soon as it was observed. I killed it with a shoe and went back to sleep. I liked those shoes. I bought them in North Carolina that summer I worked construction.


So the water bubbled ferociously for the pasta. I added olive oil and salt. I opened the box of angel hair and dumped it in. I turned the gas down, the water calmed, and then I saw them – very small, miniature cockroaches floating, very dead, on the surface of the water. There were about a dozen of them. I opened up my other box and saw them – very small, miniature cockroaches climbing up and down the length of pasta, having a motherfucking field day. They reminded me of lice I had seen on Grateful Dead tour, crawling on my own hair after riding in a van owned by Kate, a girl with one lung who smoked Camel filters nonstop. I can’t make stuff like that up. One-lunged Kate out of Mass, with her green VW pop-top van and her Camels.


I shoved that pasta in with the rest and boiled those bastards right then and there. I then turned the heat off and made a batch of iced opium tea, sitting myself down to have a good long think about how to get out of that apartment, letting the tea kill my appetite and lay me out for a long nod.


That was the beginning of something – the beginning of a dark, dark stretch. The move to Greenpoint. It was the exgirlfriend who tore me up, tore me to pieces and hung me out to dry. She made cunt-dom, the whole realm of being a cunt, seem rather frail in comparison. Her killing method was slow, slow and eternal. And she taught me something in hanging me out to dry, something I’d rather not have learned. Something I can’t forget.


I’ve become such a son of a bitch. I’m a prick, really. I even feel like the word – prick. Prick. 


It’s all I have.


With my ex from Europe, it was all wet. I cried everyday for a year. I could cry on command. I was in the ocean. Swimming in sadness. The exgirlfriend, who I met as soon as I was fully healed from the European, she dragged me onto the shore. I was sadder and more broken than ever before, and the real horror was I couldn’t shed a tear. It was dry grief, because she showed me how pointless it was to give a shit about anyone. That was the terrorism of that monster. I could sit in the sun but didn’t feel it on the frontal lobes. I felt sadness deeper than a canyon and couldn’t cry.


Am I even a human anymore?


I see humans and can’t imagine I’m one of them.


I could be anything. But I can’t be human. I can’t be. I must be something else. I feel like an alien. Acid for blood, math for a soul. A human-sized insect. 


I see humans. I watch them relate to their needs and they appear as stupid animals, weak structures to carry consciousness around on. And what stupid self-reflection. Not even the seed of an idea of escaping their own fragile plight.


To what sort of evil end have I come? What did it? 


The ex and our mutual abuse, no doubt. The following disaster was the one though. That was the one that buried my heart. RIP. 


But my mind - Could it have been the drugs? Did they twist me that horribly? 


No, it was all dark for me before the whole game started. I was born like this. My own private horror show.


Tell the fortune teller I’ll bring my own fate with me.


She’s some dumb bitch I used to fuck, fate.


The little boy, son of an exgirlfriend, newly discovering his body, related to himself almost as an animal might, pulling on clothing like a calf will wonder at its own too-big hooves.


Maybe it was the environment.


I didn’t ask for any advantage, like all these around me throughout it all. A fair playing field would have been nice.


Talk about a grudge.


I’m as bitter as Hitler.


Bukowski’s poor liver.


Porno babysitters.


Liz was from Philly and somehow knew some people loosely connected to my hometown, which is about an hour north. She was Sicilian, with curves and heavy, sensual features that dripped sexuality. Calling her rubenesque is, of course, cliche but that's what she was.


She was an older woman. Five years or so older. She had orgasm after orgasm, and she was a little nuts so the things she said were creepy, interesting, stupid, annoying, and brilliant all at the same time.


"Don't cum yet - oooh - don't cum - aaah - oh my god, oh my god, oh my god I'm cumming. Oh my god I can do that so easily. It's too easy for me to DO that!"


I did enjoy her when she wasn't focused on getting older, which is when she got really crazy, abusive and selfish. She knew I was only in for the sex and at times she really resented that. She was sweet-smelling, like incense. Like my high school girlfriend. It is always nice to smell that. It reminds me of the exotic quality of first times.


I kicked her out once - just one of those mutually agreed upon freak-out fights. She had actually kept telling me not to cum while we were having sex. And I was nowhere near an orgasm. She kept telling me, talking to me like a man slave. I pulled out, got up and said, “Get out! OUT!” my finger pointed to the door.


She was confused at first, but I was having a temper tantrum.


“OUT! GET OUT!” I flung my finger at the door again, my schlong hard and flapping around.


“You’re fucking nuts.”


“Get out! OUT! You treat me like a fucking child!”


“Who buys a house out in the middle of nowhere anyway! It's so weird!” She was getting dressed now.


“The guy in fight club?”


“Lose my number.”


“Don’t call. Don’t write. Don’t email. Don’t drop by…”


“And your cock isn't even that big!”


Which she admitted was a lie when we hooked up again a year later, after I saw her walking through the rain on Prince Street and ran after her. She was sadder than I remembered. It fizzled out. I still email her and try to get her to come around when I don’t have anything lined up, but she ignores me.


But updating now, we just got back together for a few more fucks.


Bread and Butter, a convention of European clothing and apparel designers / distributors / retailers. Opening party, lots of free drinks. Talks about the previous year how much more the party had cost. Difficult conversations were going to take place this year. Recession, and all.


The next night, a club. A great DJ. I had a business meeting early the next day but I had secured a place in a woman's heart the night before. She was there. I was there. She was ethnically Berber, Moroccan, but from Holland. Didn't drink. Tall, modelesque, Arabic, Muslim. 


DJ Lucky from Atlanta rolled in 10 deep, his posse big, tough looking guys from Georgia. DJ Lucky was all smiles with a bit of a walleye. He wasn’t working that night. It was a very good Italian DJ on the tables. DJ Lucky saw this girl and I think he literally licked his lips. He walked over and spoke to her.

 
“I have a boyfriend,” she said, pointing at me.


He turned to holler over the music.


“Yo, that your girlfriend?”


“Yeah,” I nodded.


“You're a lucky man.”


I paused. I thought about that - in the context of everything in life that we deal with, and I suddenly smiled.


“Yes I am,” I responded. “Yes. I am.”


The luck has lasted a long time. Even through misery and errors and bad judgment.


I looked at her and she smiled at me. 27 years old. I was the third man she would sleep with in her life, mere hours away. She smiled back and we giggled as DJ Lucky moved off toward a group of blonde Americans. The energy was old, nomadic – a mingling of biologies as ancient as the conflict our people are constantly fighting.


Between the loud ipods, the fags, the cackling people of the ghetto, all the eyeballs – the subway is an impossible place to have a nod, a nap, a thought in your fucking head.


I wonder how many murders have occurred due to a disturbed nod? Someone's bouncing-leg energy waking up a monster who’s busy forgetting themself? I've got a sniper's crosshairs in my head. Zeroed in on you, ego freak conversing with your girlfriend, hungry fashionistas, fag undressing me with your eyes, panhandlers, dirty scumbag gangbangers... White people. Black people. Latin people. Everyone. Anyone. All loud in your different ways, all disturbing the juice and what it does to me. Standing too close, not holding on to something so I have to concern myself with your center of gravity... An arrogant stance, out on display, newly arrived here and on the stage of the pedestrian culture... Ridiculous puppets of nothing. If only I had a hammock strung between two trees. 


Those who hover are the worst. They are creepy. Hovering is an act of metaphysical desperation from the unloved who have not embraced solitude.


The things I come up with.


Opium poppy tea is an amazing drug. A kaleidoscope of opiates. A literal rainbow.


The worst part of the whole thing of my misery is, I tried to get it right, all of the time. I know how hard I tried. And telling my folks or my brother how I wanted to live was like communicating with retards in the park. I gave up with them and things went wrong very early. My fate was guided by the retards. And then it went wrong with such impact. I just shrugged eventually, and chucked it all up to a pattern of displacement. An inherited orphan-outlook from my parents.


People who come from places, from families, from established networks, they are untouchable to me. Once in a great while I find myself being considered by one of them, and I feel almost like a human animal in a pet store. And so my rejection is fierce. Uncivil. My dismissal is as complete as their lives are whole. They, always having someone to call who will understand whatever it is they are going through. I suppose that's what I miss most of all. Someone to call.


I have indeed shed the skin of dreams. I've stepped out from previous ideas of life, seeing them now as mockeries. I get higher than Perry Ferrell's dead mistress and chat with Edgar Allen Poe over an opium pipe. He's so boring. But not much interests us existentialists unless it's frontal cortex stimulation. We all have our currencies.


Walking past buildings I fucked in, places I strolled past years earlier, graffiti I wrote 9 years ago, I'd trade you my stories for a plane ride out of town to a foreign coast, a woman with perfect nipples, the laughter of children. But you won't buy my blues. I'm no Kurt Cobain. I was never very good at being cool.


So let's get on with it, making a stab at normalcy at my local Irish pub, I looked up from a steady stare out the window at the street and said, “Hey Nick, I quit.”


“Hm, wha? What?” I’d disturbed him from reading, or pretending to read. He pretended to read sometimes, and just sat there nodding out.


“Junk,” I said. “I quit.”


“But do you ever really quit heroin?” he waxed philosophically, looking up from his airport pulp, pinned grey eyes and a clichéd line he’d made up all on his own.


I wish he hadn't said that. I wish he hadn't said that. It was practiced and obviously something he had used before. But it was such a true statement.


The realization of truth. The curling up of the blood. The thought of it. Yeah, some of that would be nice right about now. Grab Guinness. Drink Guinness. Look out window at sun falling on street, pedestrians passing by.


“So. Can you help me?” My standard line to cop.


The moment of expectation. Heroin, as fierce in its absence as in its presence.


When I first moved here, so full of hope. Who would have ever thought David Byrne would be such an asshole? A world full of nightmares. Self-absorbed. Self-employed. Self-obsessed.


Staring at this drink, it looks like it will burn through my hands, both resting here on the bar, waiting for me.


I swear to fucking god reaggaeton is enough to make a man join the Klan. On the subway, hearing the beat from someone's ipod - through my ipod. It's fucking gross.


You’re disturbing my disturbed thoughts.


On the subway people look at me like I'm someone famous. I've only ever lived to be anonymous and mind my own business, at least to a greater extent. I rarely did stage my history the way others stage plays. Not for lack of balls or intelligence. I always let my emotions get in the way of things. Seductions of women I might have had, business I failed to get, fun I missed out on. But I had to be me. Those times I did stage things, they were wonderful.


Incredible how the most creative, poor area becomes the home of businesses run by the most privileged, who are born into it. Thinking now about Bushwick.

Part 5


Birds coming off the roost, I want it to be night forever.


Suicide is the great result of the following equation: 


Pain + Hopelessness to End Pain X Pressure and Reality to Complete Act = Potential to Accomplish.


People who kill themselves rarely want to die. They want the pain to stop. You learn this with time. So dark in the sunlight, it just doesn’t get into my pores. No serotonin produced, despite the glare. It’s so impossible. It’s amazing how difficult everything is. It’s amazing how everything is so much, so impossible.


Birds coming off the roost, I want it to be night forever.


What happens to us? 


We become inscrutable. Even to ourselves. Like the Japanese. No, worse. They at least have each other to nod back and forth across the valley of separation. We just have more mountain to hump. A lot of fog. The American way.


That I have always been a junky I realize. The frontal lobes’ stimulation has been of paramount importance to me, if not through drugs and alcohol, then from sex or even working out. Something, anything, fucking sunlight will do the trick if there’s nothing else around. Staring at a beautiful thing for a long time. At the waves. Life is beautiful like that, like the waves, beautiful and time consuming. A lover can be like that. So can drugs. But you don’t get angry at the waves. At least sane people don’t. 


It’s not a difficult thing to realize you’re a functioning junky who has yet to hit bottom. It’s pretty clear. All the useless philosophy you come up with. All the incredible visions and feelings you can’t share with anyone. It’s cathartic to just come out and say it though. I guess that’s the draw to Narcs Anonymous. I can put things in front of it, sure, set priorities, but once goals are realized and things accomplished, I am going to go stimulate my frontal motherfucking lobes. Like a golf ball in a golf ball cleaner.


I like to fuck. I like to drink. I like to get fucked up. While weighing health against certain substances, decisions are made and calendars are adhered to.


And so you have my current incarnation.


And it might not be happy, but I’m not blowing smoke up my own ass about the state of things. Which makes me one up on most of you.


I didn’t make it to any destination. I had some time to kill. I went to Strand Bookstore and looked at girls. I went to the bathroom and laid a beehive bump on the crook of my thumb, snorting it right up. God the heroin in my veins, makes me feel more dead than alive.


Those girls make me so nervous some days I can’t do anything but follow one, trade up and get passed off on another, better, hotter, different, more appealing, better legs, rounder ass. It’s the legs. Then the ass. Or the ass then the tits. Anyway, the whole hot thing. I could trade up all day. All fucking day. Just a pervy letch. Walk out the door and let my dick do the directing. Take my cock for a walk. It would probably be the same as any other day. Like days in board rooms, on phones, computers, negotiating millions of dollars, directing lawyers, asking architects, requesting secretaries... I don’t see much difference in any of it. Just killing the time that kills the self.


I know what you’re going to say, I’m not like you. I’m not as fucked up by things. By the world.


That doesn’t even distinguish a response, you boring bland white bread nothing. You can’t even hold an interesting conversation unless it’s about golf or gold.


There are so many kinds of white powder.


You’ll see.


Ever get drunk in the middle of the day?


Don’t worry, you will.


And one night in this avant garde, bohemian music venue there’s this famous guy, Moby. Slumming, I guess. Even Caesar dressed up as a citizen to get kicks every now and again. He has this reputation around town, and I’ve heard it, of being old and still a man about town. I remember vaguely introducing him to my ex before I heard all the gossip, just out on the street one sunny day:


“Natalie, meet Moby. Moby, this is Natalie.” And he looked her up and down.


Natalie came from Europe, as we have learned, from a culture of farts and Jewish jokes. But that was a long time before this night, and recalling the velocity of his interest, and being weirded out by him then, now with four years in between it’s almost as if I’ve gone through worlds and he’s still the same thing. 


He’s a real piece of work. He looks like shit, all bloated with beer or something. Not looking the vegan eco-friendly hyper-intelligent music genius at all. Every time I look out at the room he’s sitting at a different table talking up yet another fine young female. It’s embarrassing somehow – almost like he makes it bad to be a winner. Bad to be a famous American rock star! But there he is, wondering if they’d let his old flabby flesh ride on their good young thing. It must work every one in fifty times, keeps him going.


I go to the bathroom and leave my girlfriend at the bar. On the way back I’m talking very briefly with Rasp Thorne, this far-out artist who makes everything you can think of and has created 4 different personas of himself, one for each medium. I look over and see Moby is talking to my then-girlfriend. It’s okay. I could really give a shit. She’s 5’10” and he’s a midget. I know she’s no star fucker, or even a materialist, so I take it in stride. I glance over again and she’s looking at me while Moby is leaning deeply into her aura. She looks pretty seriously at me. I cross the space.


“Hey.”


“Hey,” she says. She rolls her eyes.


Moby is looking at me looking at her. I can feel it. She falls into my torso, and I put my arm around her.


“Moby, right?”


“Yeah.”


“Could you quit hitting on my girlfriend?” Beat. “Who do you think you are? Kruder and Dorfmeister?”


I smile.


“Kruder or Dorfmeister?” he asks.


“Right,” I respond, grinning broadly. “Whichever one is shorter.”


She giggles, grabs my torso again and pulls me in, excited, with energy she doesn’t know what to do with. The best kind and he knows it.


Moby slides off the bar stool, defeated. Once again hitting on one of my girls.

The world is a lonely place for the rich, arrogant douche bags of the world.


And for the rest of us.


In kind, my friend. In like-kind.


And there’s this other one, my ex-cocaine best friend, did 7-years in a state penitentiary years earlier. Ooh, did we break up for-finally today. He owns a technology company, makes a lot of money, and his business tactics are so fierce and strong it makes me wonder, who fucked him more – the brothers or the Aryan nation?


“Know what I love about you?” I asked my cousin.


“What?”


There was a long silence. I ate a piece of beef negamaki with my chopsticks, chewed it thoughtfully, swallowed. I drank a sip of saki. Just when it was clear I wasn’t going to say anything else, and that was the point – just when the silence was a smidgeon over board, transitioning into a slight, into a very deep and recognizable – fuck you – I said:


“Your lifestyle is so good.” 


Another pause, a gesture with the chop sticks as I arrogantly chew the beef, another small snort of saki. 


“And your productivity is so low.” 


Pause, swallow. 


“It’s a helluva ratio.”


Wiping of face with napkin, crushing it and holding it in left hand.


“It’s infinity!”


I smile. Drop napkin.. Another snort of saki.


“You see, what we have here, in our family, is trust fund…”


Gesture with the chopsticks.


“…and trust none.” 


Gesture with the chopsticks. 


“It’s a matter of necessity that I trust none. It’s a matter of birth that – you – trust – fund.”


Long, drawn out syllables sustain meaning.


“I just want to serve you a little bit, just a little episode, of my trust none. See, here you invited me to eat, and here I am – eating. You trusted I would behave myself. But there you see what I have been forced to learn – and there you have my lesson.”


It didn’t get to any of them. It fell on deaf ears. I hate them most for their lack of being interesting. 


They could at least have been interesting. 


All that money I never had.


They could have at least been interesting.


To ask too much is truly rude. 


I know.


And the exlovers fighting over your heart, as if it were something you had any control over:


“Look at you, with your career and your money and your art and your real estate.”


“Well, I work hard at it. I’m good at it.” I like dramatic pauses. “What was it you’re good at again?”


The slapping of the face. 


The hating of rejection.


The not giving a shit about someone who cares “so much”.


It’s retarded, what people do to each other. We should just sit in rooms silently, drinking whiskey. Like Arizona stoicism, finally, the excess soul baked away by the sun and the dry heat. Only the basics, the lizard mind and a little bit extra. We should interact using the barest necessities. Sometimes you get to thinking that’s the way, the right way, western stoicism, everything thought out, every movement seen from beginning to end beforehand, executed with dedication, commitment. Conducted like men and women – no turning back halfway. Everything with forethought. Deliberate action. Going to the jukebox, playing a song. Eight ball, corner pocket – and doing it. 


But New York, shit man, this east coast, it’s a squawking bird. An expressive monkey. A beautiful girl you go to speak with but then realize right away there’s something terribly wrong with her eyes, or that she’s a man, that she’s got something wrong with her. It’s fucking diseased.


Her mascara bled in the shower.


She had panda eyes.


You can not, will never be able to realize how, with that cute eastern European accent, it was enough to make me wonder at how much the despicable rat race for money really matters.


Then, afterward, in about an instant of post-orgasmic reality-sinking-back-in clarity, I remembered I ride the subway everyday and have no health insurance. 


For instance, today’s ghetto wisdom overheard from the colorful crowd of the L train:


“N’ I said, if you come back to me don’t come back with a herpe, nigga!”


That degradation is compounded when you also realize her presence in your life is almost entirely based on your market value, how this one is in your league, that one is out, this one is into restaurants, that one requires a man with the right apartment… 


Until you start wondering why this town just doesn’t throw in the towel and have a red light district up in Long Island City.


Until you realize how that would make it almost possible to fall in love here based on a completely different set of values. 


And that would destroy more lives than it would save.


And that’s funny because it’s true.


It might be the terrorist videos I downloaded, or the Apocalypse Now DVD I watch all the time. I can’t stop thinking about carrying her head around. Not cutting it off, but that’s the obvious line of thought. Just carrying it. How heavy it would be, what it would look like. How the tongue would hang. What the eyes would look like. Especially when we cuddle and stuff, when she pushes her head into me, or leans it against my shoulder. I can’t stop picturing what her head would be like, carrying it around, to the café and down the street.


Mostly I’m stuck wondering:


What’s wrong with me? Why am I doing this?


That’s not going to go away anytime soon.

Part 6


That one I am considering right now, she was an Arab, black-haired, of Syrian decent. I know her eyes were watery pools when I met her, and that they could become crazed bonfires. She was crying over her exboyfriend. A tear fell out of her eye, crawling along those lashes, until it literally splashed onto the whitest of cheeks. Perhaps she was more for Sevilla, but no, never, she would have burned it down — she was a New Yorker inside, and if she had not been raised in Arizona where I met her, if she had been east coast, she would have been one in a second.


When I met her, it was someone else’s perfect moment and they weren’t even there to see it. 


She wants him to stay and she knows he won’t. 


She’s crying wonderfully and he’s made her this way. 


He is that good – good enough to cry over. 


That’s what makes a man feel valuable, a woman’s tears. It signifies our worth. And we feel good when we make women cry. And that’s why. The guy who was missing the show was a kind hearted junky type covered in tattoos and I came to learn his father had committed suicide when he was nine. Poor fucking guy.


So does he stay or does he go? she wonders, crying. 


That moment and whoever he was, he was missing it and I was seeing it, wishing her bad luck wasn’t so god damn attractive. Her tears, like the twin towers, her Gemini spirit manifest, rolling out — splashing and then rolling.


“Why are you crying?”


“Because,” she said, the tear splashing into her cheek. “Do you have a cigarette?”


“No, but I can get you one.” I immediately asked some research nothing of the college campus’ arboreal / concrete scene and they handed me one fresh Parliament Light.


“Great,” she reported, inhaling as I lit it and exhaling with: “A bitch cigarette.”


She stopped crying immediately.


This is the benefit of doubt: not being led to the insanity of belief.


Mind as instrument, and this is what we do for kicks: we kill animals, harpoon whales, fight against fascist meat-eaters, legalize murder or try for marijuana. We create confusing rituals whose ends are simple fornication.


But some of us don’t act as if we like it. We don’t act as if we like any of it. We act angry or disturbed. And we all cry. No more feeling each other anymore. Our bleeding hearts are rented out for less than they’re worth. And we aren’t even artists half the time. And if we are, we’re lazy and unpaid. And we never ever smile because all you need is love after you do Ed Sullivan and sell millions of records. And we never, ever fret for the perfect day we let get away. Because we didn’t have the Euro-trash cash to fly to better weather. We stick it out and cry for the other half who cry and aren’t even artist, who don’t even have the fucking medium to express the energy that plagues them.


I didn’t mention that my birthday began that first night at the Palo Verde bar room of this crazy girl of Syrian decent with black eyes and black hair and white skin and parallel bones. Right at midnight. And we got totally wrecked in that room. Completely drunk, drove back to my place in separate cars. That was to become a theme.


I had met her as she cried for no reason. Later she cried while we made love and I understood she did have a reason, only I’d forgotten. When I woke, I took the garbage out in the cool light of dawn, before the sun comes up and stings the eyes of Arizona. Back in bed, she woke up, slept again for a few hours, had to go to work, said I was in her dream, kissed me, and left.


I checked my messages and I called another girl. She was thousands of miles away and wished me a happy birthday and knew about the Syrian girl because she knows everything subtly and especially this because she feels it and asked before I volunteered. And she cried because she said I was the best and she cried for her lonely mother and all our lonely mothers and the Afghanis and the terror and the terrorists and for the beauty of life and for the goodness of all people. She cried and cried and I was 25 that day wondering when I would cry like these women who mean so much to me because they cry out of distance,  one physical and one just far away. It was a very surreal way to spend a birthday. And I came to learn we were all full of shit. Especially the girl who was far away.


She was much like other modern women in that she was confused about whether to sell herself to the highest bidder, or try for something pure. She kept in mind tolerability and, when lucky, compatibility. She could have had richer men, but with her preferences – rock and rollers, artists, the avant garde, those with soul, either real or pretend – she opted out for this tattooed junky, the man she had been crying over. She felt deep things about Kurt Cobain, which I think she shared with many of her contemporaries. She made fun of people’s fashion, even of things as uncontrollable as their bodies. We would drink at that little hole in the wall bar out in our Arizona desert, a bar filled with graffiti, the Palo Verde – the PV, which is a double entendre for an amplifier used in making rock and roll – Peavey amps. We would lose ourselves in booze and madness and mayhem, and she always stank of a frenetic, mercurial edge, but we were drinking buddies, sometimes lovers, and every now and then friends. She was a miracle in a nightmare, a nightmare in a miracle. After I copped her that smoke, we had gone to the PV.


The night George Harrison died we had just left the PV and I was following her car so the cops could not get behind her, she being drunk – drunker than I was at least. When it was announced on the radio, at a red light, she got out of her car and came back, screaming at me with tears, sadness, rage, insanity:


“We only have two Beatles left!”


“Wha- What are you doing?“


“George died! George Harrison died! George is DEAD!” she screamed.


And she marched back to her car. 


And then, there were other times.


“I WANT IT!”


“I’m not gonna let you drink while I drive,” I said finally, decisively, relaxed but firm. She was angry I would not buy her a forty of beer, first of all, and, secondly, let her drink it as I drove.


“I think about you when I shit,” she said, after a spell of pouting.


“What did you say?” I asked, pronouncing every word carefully.


“I said,” she said, matching me, “I think of you when I shit. What are you, fucking deaf? I think of shitting on your face. It speeds things up.”


“You’re so cold Mira. You’re like a fucking robot you’re so cold.” 


And I shook my cool haircut side to side, Raybans in place, the sun shining down on rocks and bushes passing by. 


She kicked me in the shin as I drove. It took some manipulation of her body and then she kicked. It didn’t change the driving I was doing much and afterward, she sat as close to the door as she could – or I should say, as far away from me as she could. I remained quiet, enjoying the pain and her madness, knowing how wonderful life was and how bizarre an adventure it is. 


She compensated so wonderfully. Like when someone is freaking out there is the cold sense of logic in everyone else’s head saying, Why is this person freaking out? 


She compensated for the insanity of others all the time. Mmm. You could use her, certainly, to make yourself look good. To feel sane. To collect yourself and say, well it could always be worse on the old inner terrain. I don’t have it that bad.


Oh God, I don’t know. I can’t help it. There are these moments of complete and total animalism I cannot explain. She hated it as much as the old religious books say you should. She hated wanting me. She hated fucking me. There’s not much to talk about anyway at times and the body does feel things but we all know they’ll never admit it, and neither will their ilk, their followers, so why should I? Why should I even speak to them? Those religious bastards with all their escape routes, disappearing and reappearing and her not even being called what she was, that liar.  That killer. Some of us had her figured out.


Like that first night, the night I met her, when she cried while I was making love to her – and that first night it was making love. There’s nothing else to describe it. She never fucked me. That seemed reserved for the people she liked. Wow, did she hate me – which is odd, to only give me the sweetness in bed as a punishment. I can’t quite wrap my head around it all.


So what to do? Meet the girl and marry and move out and be a good suburban Jersey fuck? What other fate is worse than death? Go to law or business school and move off to a disgruntled white Brooklyn? Get me one of those pretty girls who almost made it as a model? Go to dinner parties and be nice, behave, enjoy the company of enemies?


I walked the New York streets today and the signs said, “Blood drive.” I was a walk-in and they would not take me. Two of this great town’s women’s menstrual fluids had gotten on my cock, and oddly, both condoms broken wide open. It had happened some time ago and tested and clean and still, no good, no bueno. You cannot imagine the amount of rejection this town offers the typical pedestrian. It was two women, on two different occasions, two separate sexual liaisons. I don’t mind; in fact the blood makes me feel more alive than most things. Perhaps I need war. You should know, I’ve tried it all but that. And these women, regular and beautiful and nice women and I, a somewhat tragic fuck / case. 


Why do you even reject my blood? Or is it especially? 


And what should I do now? 


Or should I sit inside the mind, in one place, here now in your Chinatown, apartment sitting for this someone my own age, richer than myself, and try, once again, while he traverses a street in Paris or Venice, to deal with that for a while longer? With just sitting in one place, inside the mind trying to get out of it?


Oh God, I miss a lot of things and it’d be easier but if I killed myself now it’d be like the fever dream. Like the alternate endings to Natural Born Killers you only see in the director’s cut. I can’t go yet. I need to share. I walk these streets on a warmer night than most, walking around my town, and life is good. My friend’s graffiti is all over. I am a well-connected loser. I call myself Bohemian, avant garde; we all have egos. 


I can not have a conversation about what is on MTV with any enthusiasm at all. 


I am sorry to all those I offend. And I’m not.


I can not tolerate most fat people.


Without Hitler’s extreme, I would have probably been a proponent of eugenics.


No, life is not only good walking around my town. Life is great. Nowhere else would have me and here I am. Spring is on the air. There’s a young Latin couple grinding into a building, too busy finally to be suspicious. Life is great! But suddenly and drastically the smile fades and turning back to the mean streets, it is not my Pisces Sevilla, nor my natural place. Where this could be like hugging a woman’s torso, ass against chest, hands across her sex, on her thighs, head on her sensitive side, the scent a dream coming to life, it is the same pose with a woman not known, impossible to love, someone unshowered, insane, drastic, frightening, poised to mood swings. It is also the energy that propelled you to this stance with this stranger. 


I apologize, but Times Square never made much sense to me. 


It might if you turned the lights off. 


And I shake my haircut side to side. I am a man and once upon a time I wanted to make her laugh and make her even. It was like that in the boring suburban village that bred me and I know this town has ruined that forever and I thank you while being repulsed.


Living here, with you, is much like life, like playing yourself at a game of chess. It’s looking at your reflection in a subway window, and watching it do something you’re not doing. But you know all this.


She knew it too. Without ever even having been here.


Do you stay or do you go? she asks.


The sweet smell of rodenticide as the trains push in and out of her unorganized sensitivity, a metaphor less apt rarely put forward.


As I find my own name, the name of my father, bewildering. I stare at it on business cards newly made for me. Is this I? I feel removed from these letters that make the strange sounds which encompass me. 


These are death testicles of madness, urges and motivations. These are whatever else happens. This is the sustenance that kills. But we have to die to make room for newer things.


You haven’t felt normal in a long time. There are more reasons than you can name. And after they all build up on top of each other, you wonder where to start. I’ve been there too. 


They say when you’re on heroin, you need to do it in order to feel normal. That’s really interesting. 


What do you have to do when life fucks you up so much you don’t know where to start un-fucking it up? Heroin?


I haven’t felt normal in a long time. I’m having trouble seeing what the point was to any of it, ever. The nihilism just isn’t going away anymore. Everything seems so small. 
You succeed, you fail, the difference is nothing. 


It just doesn’t matter.


There I am, jet lagged, slightly drunk, being yelled at by the Arab. The Syrian. Now in LA. Her insanity is unquenchable. It is the eternal fire.


“That’s it!” she screams. “We’re done! You’re erased from my phone!”


“Oh yeah I am,” I tell her. “You’d give a man cancer. You’re fucking amazing.”


“You’re always going through some kind of trauma!”


“Around you, yeah.”


“Yeah well, shouldn’t have been a miser!” she screams, as if I’m made of money.


“Yeah right.” I’m resigned. There’s no point arguing. But she always manages to get it out of me. “Whatever.”


“All you want is sex anyway.”


“With someone else,” I erupt. “You? I’d rather spill my seed into my belly button than your deranged pussy.”


“Yeah right.”


“I’m learning my worth!”


“Yeah right! You ALWAYS want to FUCK ME!”


“Yeah right. Sex for you is a very hygenic experience.”


“Yeah RIGHT! You ALWAYS want to FUCK ME! THAT’S ALL YOU EVER WANT TO DO! Suck on these tits!” And she pushes them into me.


“Lady,” I blow air with my diaphragm out my nose, fending her off, “I’d rather stay at home and pop zits.”


“Well you shouldn’t have been a miser.” Now she’s playing with her phone.


“You know what your problem is?” I say, a calm between us. “You still give a shit what other people think of you. Still giving a shit what they think.”


“You know what your problem is Sky? You’re still not over Natalie and you probably never will be! And she looked like a boy!”


“In New York, they call me Skyler. I’m much more of a Skyler than a Sky. If you had any insight you would know that.”


“My name is Skyler, my name is Skyler. You fucking loser.”


“Well, I guess you’re like me in one thing.”


“What?”


“You still believe in your own myth.”


“Fuck you. Asshole.”


I tried. No reconciliation over a drink I wouldn’t buy her. I was simply too tired to stay out. She was simply thirsty.


“I’ll be Israel. You can be Palestine.”


“Oh, fuck off!”


I speed into a bad park job. We both explode out of the car. And she kicks me out of her place at 1 AM. This is a guest house above a garage. It has a balcony. She lives there because she is a caretaker of a 12 and a 14 year old, driving them around LA at their discretion. The judgment of her employer must be askew. But I know. This one can pull any look together. She’s like a beta Courtney Love. Stress on beta.


So I drove back to her house. I collected my belongings and left. Happily. She, arms dangling out a window above me, flicks ashes on my head while she talks coolly into her cell phone, in the calm of post freak out, as I walk out and down the long driveway to the street where my rental is parked, unlocked, windows open, crooked to the curb. I feel her hatred on my back.


I drive north for three hours until I find a place on the coast copless enough to be suitable to crash.


And why did this happen? Because I was exhausted and wanted to sleep and wouldn’t buy her alcoholic eyeballs another beer.


I spread my sleeping gear on the beach, imagining myself on a horrible commuter train, packed to the brim, a neurotic little monster twitching to my right, eyeballs large, energy nervous, contagious; another, perhaps a smelly homeless man standing too close. There is someone touching my arm.


Stop touching my fucking arm! the mind screams. The lips do not move.


Maybe there is a woman full of pretension, or even worse (ironically, better yet), one with a sweetness, soft eyes who would be impossible to try for in the environment of the subway.


There is chatter. Bengali. Ever hear loud Bengali? Arabic. French. Russian. At least it isn’t English, but no matter the language, it sounds stupid.


And then I realize, while my vacation needs a vacation, it is still a fucking blessing to be alive on the Earth, sleeping under the reality-TV-polluted stars.


I’ve been through so much. You get there and wonder what next. Next is next.


And I go on and I go on...


To LA for a vacation – vacation from what I used to ask myself during spring break and dumb college breaks – but now I know – a vacation from work, from the frantic animal frenzy of the marketplace – but a vacation from life, that’s what I really want. But no, no, no – I get California. I get LA. There are traffic lights. You have to drive everywhere. The weather is beautiful every horrible day after the next.


A goddamn nightmare of a time there and you’ve heard all about it but I never did go off on what happened next.


So I drive up the coast.


San Fran. Run into far too many hippies.


Going south again after five days going north.


It’s nice but I feel ruined and tired and don’t you know this is the way I went with Natalie on our premarriage honeymoon?


I quit smoking on that trip, in Big Sur, and I’m sitting in Big Sur at this Henry Miller Memorial Library and I’m getting drunk on red wine. 


I’m eating cheese.


I’m trying to forget. Forget and understand. Just get things straight for once. She’s gone, yes, but she was a liar and a cheat. And the love of your life.


There are these hippies. This fat, bald, super-tanned old man in a T-shirt, shorts and flip-flops; this young burnt wiry redheaded guy who seems stoic; this big-boned blonde new-age healer who’s interning at that famous spa. 


They all seem covered in Big Sur dust to varying degrees. I suppose I am too, somewhere between the redhead and the girl. The old man is really dusty. Dirty might be the right word.


Anyway, I’m sitting here and I’m trying to understand how they simply sit around just like they sit around in Boulder, in India, in Spain and Australia, just sitting around all the time either giving each other empty stares or bragging about something or other, usually drug related. Maybe they’re telling each other, no arguing with each other, about which type of soap is environmentally and capitalistically more kind to the barefoot children in indigenous parts of Paraguay. But I suppose NewYork scenesters are worse in their spic and span way. No thank you, Lou Reed. I’ll stay at home and watch the History Channel, drink V8, snort my life and my wife right up my nostrils.


So I’m there, here, in Big Sur, and I offer everyone some of my wine. They all accept it. They always accept what I offer! They are very polite.


There is nothing going on. No one is really saying anything at this juncture. It was the same in Spain. I left a bullfight and they were protesting the killing of bulls and I said, 
“SAVE THE HEADLICE! SAVE THE HEADLICE!” That was fun. A few of them thought I was on their side. Ha ha! 


It was the same in Philly marching for Mumia when I crossed the line to stand with the dead cop’s family and friends, who were outnumbered dramatically. The other side was just too outrageous! But really there was nothing going on. Just a lot of noise. It’s the same for them in Thailand and Greece. I’m sure of it. It must be the same with them everywhere. They are very pure in their devotion to a certain set behavior.


So I get into my rental, the cheapest rental they had, this red Hyundai, and I drive south. I tailgate this girl in a red Miata with its top down. I’m drunk. I’m speeding. I’m on Route One. I’m squealing around curves. I’m alive!!!! My liver hurts!!!! My eyes are puffy!!! I’m FREE!!!! Ha ha ha ha!!! FREEDOM!!!


“Get off my ass,” she screams over her shoulder as we drive down a curve. She had on one of those Con Dutch trucker hats with wisps of dark chestnut hair falling out one side. Funny side note there on the hat, this guy was a motorcycle clothing and accessories designer who never wanted to sell out to anyone but motorcycle enthusiasts. Some say he was a racist; I don’t know anything about that. He dies, his son keeps it motorcycle oriented. His grandson finally sells the business to a Danish guy who sells out and they have one of the most successful branding campaigns of recent memory…


So… tangents ruin me as a writer, and moving on…


“Get off my ass!” she screams over her shoulder as we drive down a curve.


All right, you in your Con Dutch hat. I might be drunk on red wine but I’m a reasonable man, God damn it! 


I slow down. I take photos on my digital camera right out the window. Pics of cliffs and the ocean at 70, 80, 90 MPH, 400 feet below. \


I pass a half-naked hippie carrying a huge, larger-than-he-is makeshift knapsack. 


I’m on her ass again. Whoops. 


I pass her in a straightaway. 


I drive a mile, pull off in a dusty swirl to the side of the road. 


I get out to whale watch. The dust flies around me. I feel my six-pack through my T-shirt. The four or five cars I passed speed on by. She’s the last one. I feel my image through their eyes, but I hardly care what they think. I’m straight body-soul narcissism. I am the western code. I’m young, I’m fit, I’m beef fed, my veins are buzzing with life and lust and wine and the air of the earth meeting the sea. Can’t get any more west than that. As Neal Cassady said, we ran out of land.


I hop back in the car, pull the clutch out and am driving again, rambunctiously, passing all of them again, forcing my will upon the physical world. I feel the rental drinking gasoline. I feel the red Miata watching me. It’s more the car now than the girl. Something happens with identity and cars. I don’t know.


So I’m the leader, again. I stop again. They drive on by, again. I start driving, again. I realize I need coffee. I’m crashing from the wine and fully realize how far I have to drive by the time I sleep. The sunlight is beginning to get long. 


I think of pussy, like most men. 


I can’t find the Miata, but look for it crazily, hungrily, insanely. 


I see it, finally, there, slowly pulling into a gas station. 


I pull into the gas station. 


She goes to piss. 


I go to get a cup of coffee. 


I time it so we’re in the parking lot at the same time, parked side by side. I think she does too. I don’t care. After this “vacation”, I’m screaming to get laid, do heroin, anything to get my frontal lobes to float away from this physical god damn fuckjob hump of a world. 


But if it works out, fine. If not, fine. I can’t care about anything too much anymore. That’s the wake up call we get dished if we’re around long enough. Just do what you do and see where it gets you. Start over, rearrange some pieces here and there, fine-tune and rework.


“Sorry for the driving.”

 
“Oh, it’s just that I hate being tailgated.”


Her neck is over reacting. She’s nervous. She’s into me. She’s obvious. We get to talking in the dusty parking lot and I’m drinking steaming coffee, leaning up against the Hyundai rental. The sun is on its last bake of the day; there is a chill to the air. It’s like nothing but a California sunset along Route 1. No comparison. No metaphor. 


I give her my card. She gives me hers. No email. No webpage. Just a phone number and a swirly insignia. “Massage therapy,” reads the card. 


Fringe hippie; crunchy would be the appropriate adjective. We’re both driving rentals. We don’t really identify with our cars. I do, however, identify with my business card. 


All right. Enough judgment. 


We keep driving. Sorry I’m telling this story and not showing it, but the dialogue was so trite, I can’t recall what it was.


I take it easy. I slow down. I figure the warm, wet paradise of her pussy is gone, gone forever down the road of life. 


I stop a lot, see some porpoises hundreds of feet straight down a rock cliff and an eighth of a mile out. They are uber beautiful and I can hear them splashing as they jump up and down, swimming farther and farther out, maybe 15 of them. I see some whales blowing mist a few miles out. They were really small from the distance, but at least I saw them. I see some sea lions farting and belching in the sandy beaches north of Cambria. 
They were fucking gynormous. I see the Japanese photographing them. I see the sunset. There is an American kestrel on a wire. It is a very colorful bird; a Cezanne Earth-tone blue and tan and orange in bird form, so handsome with that black line along the eye. There is a coyote on a hill, proud looking around, then walking, looking as if he is getting away with something. There is the love the coast has, one last time, and I really love it and try to keep it in my heart for I go back to that loud angry city of dreams... failing...


And then she, of the red Miata, calls me. She wonders if maybe I want to hang out with her tonight. But I have this pot to drop off at a friend’s place, a retired professor from forever ago, in his 60s, no connections. I picked it up in San Francisco, hope it treated him right.


So I say yes, I’d love to “hang out” with her. I drive, talk on the phone, turn on the light, and look at the atlas, all at the same time. I can do that. I’m that good of a driver. I tell her she should go to Santa Barbara. It looks like we’d have immediate access to LA, where I’ve got to get to by 12 the next day to get on the plane, and where we could still have enough time to spend a night together. We’re all right, planning-wise, but she gets excited, obviously, and stops at the side of the road...


“Okay. I’m going to stop and look at my map.”


I remember she said that, and while she tells me she’s doing it, I see her brake lights a mile and half up through the clean, suddenly chill, dusky, fast-arriving night, really the last moments of light in the day, the landscape with a shadow with a very dark blue to black sky.


“I see your brake lights.”


“Really!?!”


She thinks this is just about the most amazing fact of physics ever. I talk to her until I pull in, in front of her on the shoulder. I hang up, brake and stop, dust swirling around. She brings her atlas over to my car. Now she’s really nervous. Nervous in that, I know you know you’re going to fuck me later and I really want it. Women are so great. 
We coordinate. I called the prof and he drove over to Route One from his place. I dropped off the pot and hope it treated him right, wished the guy, Bert, a good one. 


In the meantime, she got herself down to Santa Barbara and rented the room. I buy her dinner. We have a one-night stand. I’d poached girls off of the subway in New York, one or two. In bars, sure. The internet. Streets in Europe. Fuck, libraries. Yeah. Now, Route One in California. Not much difference. Why should there be? People who meet in transit are usually very horny and have great sex, in the sense it is superficial and completely needed. Something about Darwin, passing on of genes, fuck there were times in my life I could have, and if I had any sense would have, fucked women on trains going through Italy who didn’t know a word of English. But I was not yet a man, I suppose, and maybe it’s for the best.


So anyway it was five months later. She called me. I had drunk, drank, drunken, much red wine and was on my second vodka, ice, olive nightcap. I’m far away from what happened out there in that zone of the perimeter. It was like a dance being done by characters in the cosmos, not me. Not who I am, here, now, drinking and thinking and wondering about my plight.


“So a friend of mine wants me to come to New York in March.”


I don’t say anything.


“Are you still going to be with the mother then?”


The mother was a term we used in reference to the woman I was currently dating, who I loved very much, who was a parasite mindfuck with a six-year old son. I had actually woken up the morning after in Santa Barbara, had sex with this voice that was on the other end of this phone, driven to LAX and flown back to my city, where that mother was, and made love to her, all within a 24 hour period. Pretty crazy. So, I felt as cold toward the phone and this voice as the vodka in the pint glass.


“I don’t know, Tanya, I don’t schedule break-ups around trysts.”


And she goes on and on about how there are no good men in Seattle, ignoring my disdain for what she had said, just going on and on… How the good men, the attractive men, go around the circuit of all these attractive and desperate women, get STD’ed out and jaded and then reclusive and ruined. She’s in the supermarket. Other women are nodding to her in agreement.


“See, I’m in the supermarket! These other chicks are agreeing with me!”


“Huh. There aren’t many meatheads in New York. They can’t afford it. Just slime-”


“No! No! I mean skinny tech-dorks! After one conversation with them you feel like killing yourself.”


She always interrupts me. Her inflection and mindset makes her feel more important than other people when she really isn’t. I am so far away from myself when I have relationships like this.


“So yeah, Tanya, I don’t schedule break-ups. around…”


It’s strange how great sex can be with someone you can’t stand.


And I have now graduated from innocence, admitting to myself the truth, at last.


It’s the Holocaust of Decency


I went to church one morning, a cold morning here in New York. 


The mother, her kid wakes up early and she doesn’t want him to see me in bed with her, so it’s been the typical, me getting out of bed at 5:30 AM and leaving. Once or twice he came out of his room and watched me put on my jacket or tie my shoes. I always ignored him. He’s really a great kid though, really a nice person down deep and loving, but he is slightly autistic and a little retarded on top of that. He yelled at us when we’re talking seriously and thought we’re fighting. He hated when his parents fought, before his dad moved out. Seriously, I didn’t know what I was doing most of the time in that thing, but it was nice and her bed was warm. I guess we were playing house. While she pretended to be a wonderful woman, and I played dad, our lies must of wrecked that poor sweet hearted retard kid of hers. 


So I leave before dawn and I’m not always happy about it because on these cold winter days it’s a fucking drag dragging myself out of bed, eyeballs puffy from the booze that put me to bed. I sometimes go to a diner run by Bengali immigrants to eat a 3 dollar omelet. Once or twice I biked around town with my camera, went down to the Fulton Fish Market to stare at the outer space fish they bring in, I shot some footage of the sun rising over the bridges. If I didn’t do something like that, I got on the train and rode it back with the scary people awake at that hour. I’d ride up to my refuge detention center up there in Queens. 


There are some great sunrises over New York in the winter. There are also some very cold mornings here. I have found I can cope quite well with the weather. Maybe it’s because I quit smoking and my capillaries don’t get restricted very fast. 
Oh, it’s very high-brow living up here in Queens, let me tell you. Sometimes I’m like:


“I still pay rent here, right?”


Cause usually it feels like, groan – he’s back. Ridiculous, tangential, but:


Fuck Latin music. Fuck Latin music right to fucking hell. Fuck it at 10:30 in the morning. Fuck it at 4:30 in the morning. Fuck it at 9:30 at night. Fuck it. It’s retarded.


And: Fuck Mr. Softie. Fuck Mr. Softie to fucking hell.


That last one is an ice cream truck and it’s not around in the winter but you get the sense of how loud it is around here – that fucking ice cream truck runs the same song over and over and over and over again without ceasing, even when standing in one place, right in front of my window. Other than that, I mean:


Oh, yeah, hey, we’re just emptying a dumpster at 2 AM, talking loud shit out here on the block.


“Yeah, Tony, he’s a fucking piece of work, ain’t he?” says one trash man, shouting to the other over the hydraulic lift banging the dumpster up and down, the lids clanging.


And fuck Ralph the racist African-American from Texas. Fuck that fucking black asshole right to fucking hell. He’s like a redneck only black, completely insensitive and completely idiotic. He didn’t know how to strain out a can of tuna fish when he showed up here. That asshole finished jerking off an hour ago. I was awake them on my own accord, reading. Now, fucking dumpster belongs to the awning manufacturer across the street – and what assholes those guys are. I went over to ask for some corrugated cardboard one day and you can’t believe the attitude.


“I don’t know,” says the Latino welder, “but you – you fuck off. You go fuck yourself. Right away!”


Cat scratching at a garbage bag outside my window. Dumped water on its head. 
That was in the spring, so don’t you worry. I wouldn’t do that in the winter.


Oh yes, it’s very high-brow living up here in LIC.


There is a club on the ground floor of where I live. For a week there, a woman would consistently be shrieking her misery at someone, night after night, right outside my window, completely drunk on the pay phone. Time: 3:23 am. I told her sshhh, with compassion. She kept it down after that… So fuck…


No wonder I’m willing to get up at 5:30 in the morning to get out of this cockroach haven, but the mother has this thing – she lives above a lesbian bar. Six stories up. She never had her air conditioners removed for the winter and the sound just comes right in. There are a lot of lesbian fights down there. I know what you’re thinking, but it’s true and they are loud – viciously loud and their voices are the worst kind of animalism…

Ralph the racist African-American from Texas also enjoys cutting all his body hair off with loud electric clippers. He enjoys doing it between 12 and 2 in the morning. My wall borders the bathroom, so you can understand how much I hate that fucking black bastard. 
So fuck… I took to crashing at her place for most of the winter and…. Fuck…


You would too. I don’t wake up here. I get woken up. Living here for a year and a half was some kind of fucking limbo prison cell. Some kind of dream. An unreality. I can’t believe I made it there that long… and for what… for the pristine protection NYC has to offer me from the boring dreadful rednecks of the out-there America I despise. Hicks and hippies, it seems like, everywhere. So…


I went to church I was so lost. I know I was living someone else’s lifestyle, crashing at the mother’s so much. It’s like something that just isn’t yours, doing something like that. Like claiming a musician’s emotions because the song brings you there. There are other examples and I could write them more glibly, but I went to church because of this fucking headache of a nightmare I live in and I tried, I really tried hard to see and feel the love of god but it never makes up for the love of women and children. God never makes up for the comfort of a warm bed in the middle of the winter with some glorious soft woman who smells good to you, who you love, even if she’s fucking you over in the process. God just wasn’t there at all in comparison. I saw the images and the silence and the motions of the priest and then the people got up to eat the little wafer and I remembered how long ago I had done that without being Baptized and how stupid I felt when someone’s mother looked at my like I was a little evil kike motherfucker and then I was told later that that was a sin. I mean – fuck that. Sin. So I’m sitting in that church right there on Mott Street north of Prince and I tried to get some sense of it. There just wasn’t anything there. Just resentment for those it was helping. I kept thinking of my past with Catholics at that fucking hole of a high school I went to and I kept thinking of Africa for some reason and all the people with Aids who didn’t use condoms because the church told them not to. Then I got angrier and angrier and the anger built until it was perfect and then it broke. I realized what it was. It was a trick I didn’t get and I wanted to get it. I needed to get it.


You know how hard it is. I’m preaching to the choir. That professor friend of mine is an old fisherman who made more money fishing in Alaska in the summer than the whole school year. He once told me life is easy until you weaken. Ahab, without Moby. He cared about things with a leveler head than me. I loved how he’d say “Christ!” when I knew he didn’t believe. 


And when I showed him that torn up armless Iraqi kid after Operation Shock and Awe and he cried - how I didn’t cry and that photo was so horrible with his little arms gone and him crying. I know that kid is alive and curses the pilots daily, the whole enterprise, Bush and all, saying Allah will send them to hell. Now that kind of help, if you believe and God can help you with something like THAT – well, that I guess I have backward resentment for. 


Backward resentment. What is that? 


Adoration.


The world on fire. Taxi from Africa, the Grand Hotel. He was drunk. A big party last night. Back. Going back in all directions. Sleeping these insane hours. I’ll never wake up in a good mood again. I’m sick of these stinky boots…


Jim Morrison’s voice saying the words and I can believe them, feel them, live them, only they aren’t mine. And mine aren’t yours.


Get your own fucking life.


Insensitive. Uncaring. Inconsiderate. Unkind. Selfish. Self-centered. Spoiled. 


What made me this way?


I had very good teachers.


I’ve tried to be presentable, but I’m not. I’m a total fuck driven by money and power. I’ve been burnt and battered by beautiful women and bastard businessmen – my brother, my father, my mother, teachers, cops, homeless people – I’m sure I’ve hurt a few of them as well and fucked with enough people. 
I'm 32 and pathetically single. I’m supposedly devoted to my career because fuck – you build on people, you build on mud. I think Stalin said that. So I’m building on money.

I go out. I meet women. The whole traditional love thing never happens. I guess I'm ultimately humiliated by my romantic life. I have been successful with women - right - no doubt about it – and that’s what I’m writing about here, among other exploits. But eventually it's just fucking empty, like really tired going through the motions when it leads to nothing, everytime. 

I see women I could positively worship. I fall in love at crosswalks. That doesn't help. Every now and then I meet one I have some serious connection with, chemical and spiritual and on more than one level, and we have a tryst, like this one I started out with. But she has a boyfriend. Or I’m too far jaded. Or she’s got dollar signs in her eyes. Something is always wrong with it. And it’s easier not to try to build something. It’s like having control over the situation – because just as anyone can walk out on you at any moment, I can walk out on anyone.

I always thought there are three levels to compatibility – spiritual, intellectual and physical. Getting more than one out of three means you probably date for a while and figure out if it’s going to go anywhere.

Not anymore. Now I have no ideas at all about anything. I know nothing. I don’t want to pretend I know anything. I am an idiot acting as a selfish bastard feeling like a docile man-slave being led to the sex-experiment room.

And fuck it. Fuck it. Fuck it. Fuck it. 

It’s who I am.

Allison, a woman who truly understands me and anticipates my position on everything, has me in her phone not as “Peter” but under “Crazy”. Yes, that’s my name in her phone. I call her and her phone lights up and says “Crazy”. There you have it.

She and I dated for a long time. That was fun. She’s from Texas. She works at a bar on 36th Street. Once she opened the bar when there was no one there and she gave me a blowjob in the alcove, where no one from the street can see. 

I went in to see her last night. 

“Remember that?” I asked, pointing to the alcove.

She looked at me with a grin and a giggly look in her eyes.

“Yes Peter.”

“Hey, it was a beautiful thing!”

“Blowjobs are beautiful things.”

Crazy.

The guy down at the bodega, a sleepy-eyed Puerto Rican with 9 children from 7 women, he’s a good guy. Very mild mannered, the wisdom of the ages, all that. Good-guy genes, maybe. He feels like a good person, if you can dig that.

Every time I ask how he is, he says, languidly, over-tired, Christ-like, “I'm goo-o-o-o-ood. Thank god for that.”

Tonight, needing what he has, that centered inner-peace, I tried him out a little, out of serious desperation.

“I’m all right, thank god for that.”

“Really? God? You see god?

“Ye-e-e-es! Ye-e-e-e-es!” he says slowly.

“Because when I look at the world I don't see god,” I tell him. “I just don't see god.”

“Well, it’s like,” he pauses, choosing his words carefully, thoughtfully, putting his arms on the counter, dangling gold bracelet and rings, “do you see the wind?”

I look at him, this simple man with 9 children from 7 women. He looks back at me. He’s sure of himself. I can dig his certainty. I can really sink into that certainty.

But I just walk away from them, shaking my head, the three other latinos and the one black islander leaning against the ice cream cooler. Someone mumbles something about me going through something.

“Muchacho tiene treste…”

There are things I remember from time to time that make me smile. Like how she was freaked out that on our country roads there are no lights, that driving by headlights alone was something bad ass that only a bad ass American could manage. How I saw in Belgium the lights every 10 feet, on every road, even in the country peasant hick areas, and how pussified they all seemed, immediately. A people constantly conquered. Offering the Nazis beer and chocolate, a piece of ass. No history of revolution in the flat land.

I smile at the time that rabbit with the broken spine appeared in the backyard, trying pathetically to hop away. A victim of a hawk strike or a car, and she watched me shoot it in the neck with a .22 at 20 yards. It was a nice shot, although I aimed at its head. It scratched with its hind leg at its neck for an instant, trying to get whatever had bit it out, staring at me, and then the jugular bled out and the rabbit was gone. 

That is a warm, dark feeling. A feeling of manhood and competence. Manhood is a dark smile at first. Something you waited for forever and now you finally have it. It’s a dark cocky anarchy. Then it develops on its own. For some it’s a solid humility. At its best, I believe it to be held up with grace. At its worst, horror at self and insanity of various forms. There are a million mad men to come, but only a thousand ways to save the day, and a billion ways to run out of your own mind.

You see, by the time you reach my age, whatever it was you were going for probably didn't work out. At least 7 or 8 of those “things you were going for” pass you by. You know more are on the way. And you take what you get. We all take what we get, no matter who we are.

I've gone back, been forward, rearranged things, made and been made, fucked and fought, scarred and been scarred.


Americans. Most of us come from families who have been kicked out of every decent country. Or we were slaves of some variety, traveling flesh, used by those who owned and controlled. 


And so here we are, crawling over each other for a cracker. We fight. We fuck. We get used to it. We get used to it rather quickly.


She was amazed at our murder rate. For instance. I grew up surrounded by murders. Suicides. Certain things I will not share. I suppose there are things even I will bring to my grave. Certain unproud moments of thievery, deceit, lies and inhumanity which I have taken part. But these make us even more human, perhaps.


In Europe I saw them, bored with each other. Bored with themselves. I was like, “Look at these guys. They are not fascinated by each other at all. Not in the slightest. They're bored with each other!”


I have to hand it to them, they can be very civilized with each other. 


But it’s back to the very interesting, very dangerous, what-the-fuck-is-gonna-happen-next American experiment.


The world can turn on you fast. Like some kind of pet cobra. 


One day, you lose everything and everyone you love. Then you keep on living. Which is odd and bewildering, and the only thing you have trouble getting out of your mind is that somehow, somewhere things once made sense. That has happened to me a few times, some instances more devastating than others. And so you wash up somewhere and keep living like some sort of zombie.


“MmmmmmMmmmmmm.”


She crooned like a cat.


The headache was like a cloud in his head. A misty formless cloud that would evaporate if he focused on it. But then she would run her nails over a patch of skin, over and over again, the same spot. She crooned, again like a cat.


“MmmmmmmmmmmMmmmmmmm.”


And he would get distracted, focus lost, the headache returning. He visualized the pain as an amorphous shape, a cloud, vaguely a dirty red, a flat red, one dusty blood-on-sand color.


He had drank much vodka the night before. She had smoked a pack of cigarettes in front of him. The smoking and the drinking at the outdoor café had led to her house where they had moved on to white wine. The smoking disgusted him. Her music was sometimes good, sometimes bad. She was Brazilian, vaguely Eurotrash. Brazilian, beautiful. A good heart in a bad world.


I realized it was my headache. It helps to think in the third person but not always and only if you do it well. You have to be kind to yourself.


There he was. There I was, in the bed with her, and recalling the evolution from vodka to a dry white wine, I swore never again. But I did do it again, with the same woman, two nights later. Last night in fact.


Despite the thing of lying in bed all day with a horrible hangover and a beautiful Brazilian girl, I knew the terror would return. It always does. As it did today, with her loving, good and peace-filled heart right next to mine.


Watching myself then, at that time, in the kitchen, moving my body around hers, in the moment, seeing myself pick things up, drinking liquid, talking, looking out the window, touching her, holding a shoulder, leaning against a hip bone, kissing, an arm about her waist, a hand on a breast, kissing again, taking off a shoulder strap – and then stoically being watched by her brown eyes – I knew the whole time the peace was a façade, that the terror would return – that no matter what moments of peace and tranquility I was going through, the horror and displacement, the reality of something not tangibly wrong, but absolutely fucked, would emerge.


Terrorism from the inside out.


Time is a terrorism of its own, I suppose. As are certain realizations.


If I disappeared, it would not make any difference to anyone.


I would do anything to stop the terror in my head, I said to myself. I believe I’ve proven that.


I want to sharpen sticks and hunt large mammals.


I need to sharpen sticks and hunt large mammals.


Give me a nail gun, a board, and your chihuahua.


Please.


I’ll count to four.


All while in that kitchen.


Sure enough. Pretty soon. A few nights later. The dark side of my bipolar condition flips on and he is walking through the industrial nowhere of Brooklyn calling someone, anyone, no one, and for what? 


To talk about the nothing where he is and the no one he sees out of.


He walks through the street. He dodges dog shit. He is attracted to vacuous spaces – the dead, industrial rusted-out shells of manufacturing. He is stylish without trying. People might look at him and consider him attractive, well-adjusted, perhaps normal. Maybe exceptional. If there were people. But there is no one. His preference. He sees a car which has been burnt beyond recognition. It is as gorgeous as a Degas. There is a rat flattened to a pancake, its tail curling like some comedian’s joke. A comedy of errors. A life well-lived as a punch line.


He considers suicide, again with a gun.


It is a gun or a noose.


Since he was very young.


Putting him to bed.


That or incredible violence on those he hates.


Sure enough.


Pretty soon.


I can go on like this forever, he thinks.


I’ve been going on like this for years now, he replies.


He wonders when and how it will end.


I wonder when and how it will end?


Living for those moments of occasional tranquility in some stranger’s kitchen. Is that living?


Where before there was an excitement to things, now it is all a nihilistic dead end nothing to nowhere.


I recall valuing things. Having interests and responding enthusiastically. I remember knowing nihilism without feeling it.


Che Gueverra was enamored when he learned of Stalin’s iron grip on a nation.


I would love to have an iron grip on things here, now. Everyone would get two more weeks vacation.


Che Gueverra is quoted as saying he would have dropped the Russians’ bombs if they had been under his control, as they sat in Cuba sunning themselves.


I would probably have said the same thing. I do love to posture.


Che Gueverra viewed violence and terrorist measures as keys to maintaining a nation-state.


Are there any others?


Che Gueverra once executed a 14-year old boy. It’s true. Google it.


All your heroes – from Gandhi to that Theresa person – I can tear them to shreds until you see nothing, believe nothing, have no where to go.


I can go on like this forever.


Perhaps you shouldn’t listen.


I can’t say I would.


I wouldn’t.


I would turn the station.


Who can I call?


I am an orphan in my mind. 


I believe most men of any caliber are.


Wow – that building has problems!


Today I slammed into a woman on my bike. I took her out. She didn't know English very well and she was crossing against the light, looking the wrong way. My shoulder hit her where her neck met her head and she fell down hard. She was holding her children's hands, only they were a step behind her.


"Mama!" one screamed.


She was fucked up. An ambulance came. Cops came. I didn't get a summons but that's because I started to cry. I was sober but the ups and downs of heroin use and drinking made me very emotionally unstable.


I bike too fast. Last night, on dope and a serious amount of beer, I literally played in traffic.


Been working out every day. Muscles growing and I'm feeling strong. Last night a 22-year old woman could not believe I am 32. But I am. I am 32 and I went to pieces because I ran over an illegal immigrant on my bicycle.


How many times have I gone to pieces? On public benches in public parks? Homeless in Spain? Homeless in America? Homeless in New Zealand? Homeless at home? 


Where else can you go to pieces? No where else really pops than in public.


I can tell you that the healthy attack the weak, quickly and savagely. How you know yourself in health and in weakness, after a certain amount of time. You can not hate either role when you see them in others, or in yourself. 


It is only the way of things. 


To attack is nothing, and savagery is the norm. When weak, you understand their snide remarks and rolling eyes.


What else can they do?


What else can you do, as attacker or attacked?


Fade off to the nondescript wallflower, I suppose.


But who wants to rot in that compost heap? Direct eye contact leads to nothing… you might as well be reading a book of your life instead of living it. 


It’s some Buddhist monk attempt at neutrality. Yet they eat, and so they kill... Not very neutral.


I can also tell you that to hate the pattern of weak and strong – if you are smart enough, yes, there lies a trap – to hate the human. To hate the monster you are.


To figure out the human monstrosity, the Stalins and Hitlers and impossible egos within us all, and to hate that.


And if you don’t become a wallflower, and you realize that to hate humanity and its energy is to hate the wind, or the ocean’s waves, that itself is a realization which takes a lot of time to adapt to. To find a new format of interacting with the world after that, well, that’s when things become interesting.


The darkest patterns are to be avoided, such as hating humanity, hating humanity and its monsters; besides, it is entirely foolish, if not impossible. You may as well reject sunshine.


It almost becomes a comfort, finally being welcomed to your design, if you’re pure of heart. A heart of darkness, though it may be.


I can also explain how you dreamed when you started, about all kinds of ways it was going to be, could be, and now, could have been. I know how quickly you came to learn the world is tortured and ruined.


I know all about how the generation you belong to has gone through the same process. You are all together in this knowing, more or less. Some less and some more, but all you do is torture and ruin each other, with a strange form of cruel compassion that stinks of depravity and mischief.


There is a moment when you learn it’s all a slow-going horror show, a slow blade creeping into a bull’s back. You know his confusion right before he dies – how strong he arrived and how quickly he was analyzed, tortured and killed. 


It is this way with every generation. All of them. Even the nobler ones that stick out of history, almost always by happenstance.


I can tell you, and you might believe me, even as I know with clarity how the Christ of everyman is not strong, that we are all Romans now. The ones that are left after a certain point in a society’s progression must become Romans. But there is something wrong with it, and an awkwardness in knowing the other, Christ extreme. How awkward it is, our odd curiosity, that it might be more rewarding, laying our neck down to the altar of sacrifice. Like terrorists. Consciously dying for a cause.


What is all this shit with “heroes” anyway?


We once were unaware of it and a football player would do something spectacular, walking off the field like it wasn’t any big thing, some fantastic maneuver to win the game. It is there that it worked for us, in our strong, stoic acts of accomplishment. No more. Our arrogance is generations old now and too thick a skin to shed.


Finally, I know how being alone is the only holy thing you can ever wish for. How tired I have become of casting stones and crucifying. I’ll cast no more stones. I am tired. It is glory to be by yourself, to have your books, your booze, your writing, your classical music, maybe a something-special from time to time to get you through the night, or through the day.


There is a story somewhere here and I think it is in the first deer I killed.


I was 15-years old. My father and I had gone hunting in the backyard of our simple Pennsylvania two-acre estate. We were on an old stone fence, which had once kept sheep in certain areas. The trees were the third or even fourth growth since white people had shown up and chopped everything down, but they were mildly big ash and beech.


The slow-coming dawn was impossible. In the darkness, below me in a field of thorn bushes, I witnessed a group of deer enter the arena, calmly beginning to eat.


They were freely going about their business and as it got lighter, a very brief instant, I saw them plainly, as if it were a black and white dream. 


I tried to get my father’s attention but his head was turned away from me, toward the other corridor. He had taken a deer the year before as they had entered our space from his end, and had done it well with a bow and arrow. Thinking he had missed, his arrow hitting a tree, he had pulled it out only to realize the arrow had gone through the button-bucks neck, his hand covered in blood. We found it and I slit its throat, happily and without a thought. He had been impressed, having never had to dispatch an animal without a firearm. It was simply something which had to happen and most of me, I feel, has been wasted by nonaction. I did it without even thinking, as the animal kicked its life out and stared up at me.


But that morning, on the stone wall, it was anterless deer season with a rifle. I saw one walk behind a bush, its backside sticking out., a black and white movie of shapes. Very dark out, very cold and dark. I stood at one tree and at the other was my father. I looked over the ten yard expanse to him and, again, saw he was now looking casually up at the lightening sky.


I looked back, leaned against a tree, aimed carefully where I knew the deer’s heart and lungs would be, based on where it stood, and shot the Winchester 30-30 model 94 150-grain hollow-point through the bush, through the deer’s internal organs, and very solidly into the ground.


The deer literally jumped straight up into the air and back to the earth.


“Holy shit!” said my father, his attention completely on me.


I turned away from my sights and looked at him. I was in a very sober mood. It was still dark, but the dawn had very suddenly become a reality.


We walked down into the field and through many thorn bushes. I saw what I had done. The tongue hung out of the mouth like a funny thing for which I can’t make a metaphor. It was absurd, and I imagine dead humans with their tongues must be somewhat similar. Comedic.


We dressed the deer, a smelly stinky process of removing football size lungs, a fist sized heart, all those stringy guts and the big greenish-blue stomache. And it was finally, truly, dawn. I remember the deer was a yearling doe. It had been an amazing shot. I had been somewhat dumbfounded that I, myself, had completed something, finally, alone and without the help of anyone. It was easy, considering it now, and came rather naturally.


I killed that fucking thing.


I loved that gun. And the shot I took that morning I will always cherish. A simple firearm, with clean peep sights, rugged and well-matched for the thick Pennsylvania shrubbery. It was something I felt truly at home with. I had shot a lead grain that could push through a thick bush and still mushroom out the insides of a chest cavity.


It had been a true shot into something vague, almost like a very striking piece of art, music or literature can be into our human condition. It was something I did entirely by myself, alone, and something no one else can own. It is forever mine.


In death we lose these things and they are gone, vanishing with a stronger forever. But while we live they are our only real belongings. And there are only so many of them.


I have lived a very full life. One can fill a life up with many things, especially oneself, and in one’s youth it seems that is all one does, unless it becomes filling one’s life up with another, which is another time-spender altogether. The only difference at 30 is that I believe I can write about some of the things I couldn’t before.


I have written many things, some true as a clear bright day and others, in the darkness of things and seeing it all wrong, are complete shit.


But now, I believe that I can say things with clarity.



A good example is how my girlfriend’s appearance in public, a flaw in her hair or an unflattering moment, the way the light will make her appear a fraction of her true beauty, is magic. It is a treasure because you know how she looks when you are alone, together, in bed, in the morning brushing teeth, or in the kitchen hugging, in your most comfortable clothing – in the moments life is sweetest. You know how that flaw makes no difference at the café, and that the people and culture of narcissism is blown apart with that unflattering moment. How deeply it is known then, and for always, and how you can tell with a glance if another couple has this phenomenon, if they see it; you can see it in them and they in you. The unflattering moments, if they are kept a secret treasure, only allow the secret you have together to grow deeper.


And you know you have been the same for her – that your hair was wrong and your face a fuck-off to the urban scene, some ugliness – but that she saw it how you had seen her – as truly beautiful and magical because of her love regardless – which in the fluidity of your interchanging points of view, helps you get outside yourself and escape.


Escape is the most wondrous of things.


But so is being alone.


As William S. Burroughs once said, to live is to lie. To speak is to collaborate.


One is a lie, he said. Two is a conspiracy.


He has every idea how hard those philosophies are to swallow, when you share weaknesses with a sweet-smelling partner.


He has every idea how much they make sense when you break up and it goes bad.


But then again, how could he?


He’s dead.

Finis


With clarity, I can explain how ruined the world makes you if you don’t live on your own terms.


After a certain point I started to hang with people I didn't understand. I wanted to understand the impossible. The absolute insane. Some serious foreign energy. I wanted to get to know extremes, the discomfort of having enemies as friends. 


I appealed to existentialism for direction, finding it led to a fire escape and two forties of Budweiser with an insane painter. I suppose I sometimes revert back into that if I find a head interesting enough, or someone useful to my enterprises, but those early times were truly pure in naïvete, as I was in my wallflower phase. I first moved to New York in the year of our lord 2000. 


You know those moments you don't know which woman's ass to stare at and you're in a pinch? Just go for both with darty eyes.


That was Mike P. Mike Petrovitch. Can’t make a character up like Mike P. He delivered art, an art handler. He had a thing for women’s feet. He constantly took pictures of their feet. He couldn’t stop talking to girls. He’d shout out the window, “Hey baby! You looking good! You walk like you like it deep!”


What a maniac.


But I suppose I’ve become much like what I describe. Inscrutable even to myself. As in:


Is it just being a guy when you really don’t give a flying fuck about a woman’s stupid toy dog? Or consider it a superfluous bag of shit walking on the Earth using its resources?


And I hate breaking up, so now I don't get together. It's very simple.
