
        
            
                
            
        

    
 



Sale of this book without a front cover may be unauthorized. If this book is coverless, it may have been reported to the publisher as “unsold or destoryed” and neither the author nor the publisher may have received payment for it.
 
Wasting Talent is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
 
Published by Catharsis Fiction
 
Copyright© 2014 by Ryan Leone
 
All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means – electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, scanning, or other – except for brief quotations in critical reviews or articles, without the prior written permission of the publisher.
 
ISBN: 978-0-692-02816-2
 
Book layout by Christopher Derrick
Cover art © 2014 by Katelin Toth
Cover design by Katelin Toth
 
Printed in the United States of America
 
www.catharsisfiction.com
 
10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1
 
First edition
 
 
 



 
To my mother and father for convincing me that everyone loves a comeback story.
 
 
 
 



 
Acknowledgments
 
I would like to thank the Leone, Toth, Mianini, 
and Bargetto families.
 
Katelin, for sleeping in my car when you had an ocean view
 – I love you.
 
Paul Harper, Geoff DeRose, Preston Scott, Jesse Marchus, Michael Mushlin, Jason Pettus, Justin Lasyone, Ryan Braiske, Nick Kempton, Ryan Ramnrace, Mike Kilnger, Matty Donohue, Chaz Slibowski, Dustin White, Matt Johnston, Tim Ehrmann, Oscar Salazar, James Ward Kirk, Steve Dougherty, Greg Sharp, Peter McQueeny, Shamus Cooley and Brent Lewis.
 
I’d also like to say fuck you to 
Ms. Patterson, my freshman English teacher.
 



TABLE OF CONTENTS
 
Prologue
 
Act I - The Girl
 
Chapter I
 
Chapter II
 
Chapter III
 
Chapter IV
 
Chapter V
 
Chapter VI
 
Chapter VII
 
Act II - The Party
 
Chapter VIII
 
Chapter IX
 
Chapter X
 
Chapter XI
 
Chapter XII
 
Chapter XIII
 
Chapter XIV
 
Act III - Los Angeles
 
Chapter XV
 
Chapter XVI
 
Chapter XVII
 
Chapter XVIII
 
Chapter XIX
 
Chapter XX
 
Act IV - The Poetic Ending
 
Chapter XXI
 
Epilogue
 



"prologue"
 
 
 
typical.
I have to wait.
Dopesick, sitting in a waiting room full of transvestites.
Must be Thursday.
On Thursdays they give $5 Macy's gift cards to transgenders who participate in
HIV and Hepatitis testing.
 
I'm here for the needle exchange program.
The laws in California are ambiguous.
I'm not even sure if exchanges are legal or not;
they're always forced to these corner offices in gay and lesbian centers.
 
A lot of my friends don't trust the exchange.
There are stories of pigs following you out of the parking lot,
seeing where you're going to score or simply busting you for the syringes.
(They are illegal to possess if you don't have a prescription.)
 
Note:  The program is probably run by some rogue liberal activists who support "the humanitarian health thing" and have no actual affiliation w/ law enforcement.
 
Strange hours of operation.
3:30-4:45 pm (M, Th, F)
They have "theme" days:
lesbian Mondays
transgender Thursdays
queer youth Fridays.
 
Lesbian Mondays are preferable.
But it's obviously Thursday and the guy that dispenses the needles isn't in,
so I'm stuck in this room full of weirdos in drag.
There's a big greasy black 1 next to me.
(It smells awful.)
 
I'm in this perpetual state of heroin withdrawal:
-      heightened smell
-      sweating ammonia
-      runny nose
-      watery eyes
-      headache
-      stomachache
-      body aches
-      crawling skin
-      indecisive temperature
 
I'm rocking back and forth trying to pacify the symptoms,
when the linebacker next to me suddenly farts (nonchalant).
It's long and hissy and smells like McDonald's dollar menu items.
This makes me queasy and I hurry to the locked bathroom door, "Come on."
 
But I can't hold it and spray the wooden door w/ vomit.
A wide and muscular tranny struts out, "Mmmmm, hmmmm."
This is w/ the rolling eyes and exaggerated woman mannerisms.
 
I crawl into the bathroom and it reeks of Pine-Sol and shit.
The toilet is blotchy gold from urine but I hug it anyway.
I pull myself up to the graffiti-covered mirror:
illegible tagging, crude messages, obscenities.
Someone drew the Trix cereal rabbit, "silly faggot dicks r 4 chix."
 
I see myself in the only sliver untouched by vandalism.
I'm this badly sketched caricature of a human being.
(And the writing is on the wall.)
 
I'm wearing the dog tags my mom gave me last year.
"If you're going to die in some seedy motel," she said, "I'd like to know about it."
My body is emaciated and my complexion is grey.
(I'm always rocking the faded LA hat.)
 
I throw up again before leaving the bathroom.
The door to the exchange is now open.
 
Scott has a Free Tibet t-shirt and a lisp.
"Hey, Damien," he says.
I sit down in front of his desk.
"Coming down?" he asks.
I nod miserably.
"How many will you be needing today, guy?"
"As many as you can give me," I say. "I'm really fucking sick."
"And how many do you have?"
 
I pull two aged syringes from my sock, "Two and a half."
"A half?" he asks.
I hand him an orange hypodermic cap, "Give me three, man."
"We don't need to do this every time you come in, Damien. My boss does inventory. I can only give you what you give me. A cap doesn't count, you know that. I'm going to give you twenty today but this is it, last time, k? You get me in a lot of trouble. Lucky you're cute."
 
He puts my dirty needles in a bio-hazard container,
then he fills a brown lunch bag:
-      quarter-inch l00cc insulin syringes
-      metal cookers
-      alcohol swabs
-      latex tourniquets
-      cotton balls
-      antibiotic ointment
-      bottle of bleach
-      an inappropriately friendly brochure on "the dangers of communicable diseases."
 
"Want me to throw some condoms in, guy?" Scott asks.
 
I laugh out loud.
He gives me that look,
like he didn't find it funny.
typical.
 



Act I: "the girl."
 



I
 
 
 
So I step out of the Penny Pride Foundation.
There's a girl smoking and weeping on the curb.
 
"You have an extra cigarette?" I ask.
Her face is a crying collage of mascara and blush.
But I recognize Gina beneath the mess.
(She's a stripper w/ the rocking body.)
 
Note:  We know each other through mutual acquaintances. Santa Barbara is a small town and the heroin scene makes it even smaller.
 
She digs a Marlboro from her hoodie, "Do you have anything?"
I shake my head, "…I'm like dying."
"Me too," she says. "Bad."
 
Her stomach has a bulge.
"Are you pregnant?" I ask.
Gina nods.
"Whose kid?"
"Chinaski's. But it doesn't even matter. Me being sick like this can kill the baby. I need something real bad."
"You have any money?" I ask.
Her demeanor changes, "Yeah—why, you have something right now?"
"No. How much do you have?"
"I have a hundred."
"On you?" I ask suspiciously.
"Yes. Yes. Yes."
"I'm supposed to bring these rigs back to Alex. I have to take the bus out to Goleta and that takes a long time. I'd rather get something sooner. I have this guy that lives around here, we can walk there; you'll get me right if I grab something for you?"
"Of course," she rubs my back, "You know that, sweetheart."
 
Ian lives a few blocks from the exchange so we head in his direction.
I'm worried that even if he's home, that like, maybe he won't hook me up.
I have an outstanding debt w/ him ($47.25).
But it isn't the money, it's the months of not picking up his calls.
How I would press ignore when his name popped up on my cell phone.
People know what's up if it only rings 2x and goes to voicemail.
Sometimes when he would call from blocked numbers,
I'd blow in the receiver, "What dude?" -pssssshhhhh- "I can't hear you—"
click.
 
Eventually he stopped calling.
Now he's just another number in my phone I ignore because of money.
Disposable drug dealer, the kind of guy you burn if need be.
(He's from Orange County.)
 
When we get to Ian's house the sun is setting,
there's red splintering through the trees in front of his long driveway.
 
"Ok," I say, "let me get the money."
Gina pulls out blue and yellow bills.
"What the fuck is that?"
"It's Korean," she says matter-of-factly.
"That's all you have?" I say. "He's not going to take foreign fucking currency. I already owe him money."
 
She starts crying and saying that it will "convert."
I snatch the paper from her, "Wait right here you junkie."
 
Slayer is playing from inside the house.
A skinhead answers the door after I knock;
he has the prison physique and cheap tattoos.
 
"Is Ian in there?" I ask.
"He expecting you?"
I shake my head and he starts closing the door.
I'm desperate so I push it right back open.
He grabs my shirt and cocks his fist, "Hell you doing, boy?"
(There's alcohol fuming from his breath.)
 
"I don't want problems," I say. "It's just really important I talk to him."
He lets go and points his index finger in my face, "Better be."
 
Ian is slurring when he gets to the front door, "What's this loooser doing here?"
"Says he's got something important to talk to you about. Punk lucky got the chance."
"Better be about paying the money you owe me," Ian says.
"This asshole owes you money?"
"Yup. Better have it too, been way too long."
"I have it…" I say, "…and more…I need one."
I pull the crumpled bills from my pocket.
"Fuck is that?" the skinhead asks.
"It's Korean," I say matter-of-factly.
"You brought fucking gook money?"
I'm in the middle of saying that it "will convert, man,"
When the skinhead pushes me out of the doorframe.
 
This makes me fall down the 2 concrete steps.
I'm sitting on the gravel driveway looking up, "…I'm really sick."
The skinhead rips the Korean bills up and shakes his head.
"You're a total joke," he says and slams the door shut.
 
Watching the sky,
this depressing dark.
Snot from my nose,
that I let drip.
 
When I get to Gina, her eager eyes curdle immediately.
I didn't even have to say anything—true junkies have that sense.
She says that her "baby is going to die."
"Everything is going to be fine," I say.
"You don't understand," she says. "I'm sick…you said you would get us something."
"I'm sick too. I told you they weren't going to take that Korean shit."
"See if he'll give you a twenty for it," she says.
"He ripped it up," I say. "It's over…let's just get out of here."
"I'll suck his dick!" she cries.
"…Gina."
"I'm not going to let my baby die. I'll suck his fucking cock."
She starts walking towards the house.
"Ok, stop," I say.
She ignores me.
"If that's really what you want to do," I grab her, "then let me set it up. They don't know you, you can't just walk up in there trying to suck dick, ok?"
"Then do it!" she snaps. "Make it happen."
"Just wait at the end of the driveway," I say. "God."
"What? I'll share with you, Damien."
 
The skinhead opens the door, "Picking the wrong fucking guy."
He steps towards me w/ Ian right behind him.
"I have this girl here with me," I say. "She's down for whatever."
"What?" Ian asks, "You brought some hood rat to my house?"
 
"Yeah…it was her money. She's a stripper."
"The gook money," the skinhead says. "She a gook?"
"She's a hot white chick. She's just trying to get a little something."
"It's up to you, Stomper," Ian says, "if you wanna mess around with a stripper bitch."
"Go get her," Stomper says.
"And she better not be no goddamn gook!" he yells as I walk away.
 
Gina is sitting on the curb and smoking a cigarette.
"Think we might be in luck," I say.
She says that for the baby she'll do "just about anything."
"And the Mother of The Year award goes to…Gina."
"Shut up."
"Give me the rigs. Dude doesn't slam, you don't want him thinking you have the ninja."
"The ninja?" she asks.
"Never mind," I say. "Just give me the bag."
 
The front door of the house is open.
Ian and Stomper are sitting on the couch, drunk.
"This is Gina," I say.
 
They straighten up and inspect her, "She's shot out."
"She…like pregnant?" Stomper asks.
I nod and Gina puts her head down.
"You brought some tore-up pregnant bitch over, to suck dick, so that you can get heroin?"
"Pretty much."
"Hell yeah!" Stomper exclaims. "That is fucking punk rock."
"Stomper just made parole," Ian says. "Why don't you and him take a walk?"
Gina nods and shuffles to Stomper.
They disappear behind a Confederate flag–covered door.
 
"Sit down and relax," Ian says. "He left Corcoran a couple days ago, this won't take long."
I sit next to Ian on the couch, setting the bag of needles by my feet.
He pulls out a thin speed pipe, "You smoke shit?"
(I shake my head.)
 
He loads the pipe w/ shards from a baggie.
Then he twists the neck of the pipe and centers the dope,
aiming the flame at the bulb and smoking the methamphetamine.
 
"Sure you don't want a hit?" he asks from behind the smoke.
"I don't do that shit. I think meth is nasty."
"That's funny coming from a heroin addict."
"I don't like the way it makes me feel," I say. "It's all, like, chemically and shit. And it's queer juice."
"Queer juice?" he asks.
"It makes people do gay stuff."
Ian laughs, "Is that what it does to you?"
"Speed is for the serious perverts," I say.
 
Then Gina runs into the living room, "We have to go."
I can see blood coming from her nose.
"Now," she says.
 
"Bitch is worthless," Stomper says. "Can't even suck a dick right, nearly scraped it off
with her teeth."
"Let's just leave," Gina says.
"Prison punks suck better dick than you."
 
"Damien?" Ian says. "You been to the joint?"
I grab Gina's hand and a smile forms on her lumped face.
Then Ian's house phone rings and he walks into his bedroom.
(She rubs my hand w/ her thumb.)
 
"Someone stole my dope!" Ian yells.
This as we're reaching the front door;
Stomper grabs me before I have time to react.
"Where is it?" he asks and pins me to the wall.
"I don't have it," I say.
Ian demands that we empty our pockets.
 
Gina is frozen in the corner.
I take a cell phone and a lighter out, "I don't have anything, man."
"How 'bout your cock-chomping friend?"
Ian puts a butterfly knife to her neck, "Bet you wouldn't scrape with a knife to you."
She's trembling.
"Wouldja bitch?" he says. "Empty your pockets."
She has: cigarettes, a pink lighter, lint, and a cell phone.
"Smack and cigarettes," Ian says. "Lucky little mutant being concocted inside of you."
(Gina scrunches her face and bites her lip.)
 
"I want my shit," Ian says.
Then he backhands her across the face, "I want my shit."
She falls to the ground and blood falls on her white sweatshirt.
"Don't you ruin my carpet, cunt."
He begins to kick her, "Think you can fucking steal from me?"
She's clawing at the couch and gasping for air.
"Enough," I say.
"Must want some too," Stomper says.
And he punches me in the stomach.
This makes me fall to the ground.
(Gina runs to the front door.)
"Go 'head and go," Ian says, "but mark my words, bitch, next time I see you, it'll be to murder your child… If that piece of shit isn't dead already."
(She runs away and they look at me.)
I spring up and run outside.
 
Gina is sitting on the curb smoking.
She looks at me and starts laughing.
"There is nothing funny about this," I say.
 
She pulls an oz. of black tar heroin from her bra.
I should tell her how "utterly retarded" that is.
That I saw an NLR patch on Stomper's arm,
how he is affiliated and there could be serious repercussions.
That these people all know each other and this is extremely dangerous.
But instead I hug her and whisper, "Thank fucking God."
 
But I left the needles inside the house by the couch.
"Seriously?" Gina asks.
I nod and she gives me that look.
"What?" I say. "I can't just knock on the door and ask for them back."
Then she gives me that "other" look.
The – I should sneak into the house and steal the needles and then sneak back out – look.
 
Note:  Although the intravenous route is preferable, there are a number of more practical ways to administer heroin into the system. These include snorting, smoking, eating, or the completely outdated "anal insertion."
 
Gina raises her eyebrow and I totally agree.
Retrieving the bag of syringes is imperative.
 
In California an oz. of heroin is 25 grams.
This is because we neighbor Mexico, "the whole metric system thing."
So we get shorted 3 grams on every oz.
Same is true in Arizona, Texas, and New Mexico.
The tar makes its way to various points and is mixed w/ lactose.
It's blended in a coffee grinder and turned into a sandy cut.
(Then it's sold as a 28-gram oz. all across the country.)
 
We get the 25g tar piece and it's cleaner and much better.
The price for something like this is between $400-$2,000.
Its variables include: who you are, who you know, and potency.
Ian sells powder dope so he probably cuts the piece himself.
What Gina stole hasn't been stepped on, so it's probably worth $1,000.
This isn't a small loss for a tweaker skinhead (not a wealthy demographic).
Meaning if I got caught sneaking into his house to steal a bag of needles…
Well, let's just say a "passionate misunderstanding" could ensue.
 
Gina says, "You should totally try."
 
My friend Geoff and I had been planning on robbing Ian for a while.
He has these old-fashioned latches on his bathroom windows.
Geoff had rigged them so they could be opened from the outside.
This affords us a realistic way of sneaking in and grabbing the needles undetected.
 
Gina says, "Yeah, totally."
 
"Stand guard out front," I say.
Then I sneak around to the backyard.
 
There's an old pile of wood stacked up to the bathroom window.
The music coming from inside the house is drowning my creaks.
And I tug on the window until it swings open.
 
I listen and then lower myself into the dark bathroom.
I'm on my stomach and the tiles are cool against my sick skin.
The bathroom door is half open,
there's light coming from the other room.
I crawl military style and carefully open the door.
I can see the couch and Stomper's legs dangling from it.
The brown lunch bag full of needles is by his feet.
 
I move towards them.
Slowly.
I'm two feet away when the music stops.
Stomper gets up.
I can hear my heart now.
But he walks in the other direction.
I take this as my cue,
hurry and grab the bag of needles.
I'm doing a 180-degree turn on my stomach
when I hear men moaning and sloppy kissing (queer juice).
 
So I crawl faster to the front door until I hear "Money."
It's the Pink Floyd ringtone screeching from my cell phone.
I fumble to turn it off but Stomper is picking me up.
He throws me against the wall and yells, "Boy!"
 
Stomper breaks my nose before I have the chance to move.
Ian is shirtless and has his butterfly knife out.
I can see him approaching from behind watery eyes.
 
I slump over and miss the knife.
Black boots are smashing me from above.
I break free and I make it out the front door.
Ian is close behind trying to get me w/ the knife.
I jump down the concrete stairs.
 
In a slow-motion montage:
Ian loses his footing
trips down the stairs
knife trickles to the gravel
beaming from the moon
his eyes wide open
I grab the knife
raise it to his chest
throw it into him
deep as my exhale allows
like puncturing a pumpkin
initial resistance
slides smoothly
then stops
thud
at the bone.
 
I must have hit an artery on Ian,
the way blood is pulsating from his wound.
It got on my face—my eyes are stinging.
 
I'm shaking the red knife at Stomper now.
 
"Stay the fuck away from me," I warn.
Ian is curled tightly in a ball.
"I'll murder him, dude."
Stomper keeps approaching,
so I stab Ian's thigh and he screams.
"Please stop," Stomper pleads. "You'll kill him."
He's crying effeminately and his tattoos look funny.
Gina runs up, "Where are they?"
"Who?"
"The fucking needles!" she screams.
(I point at the house and she runs inside.)
 
"Let me hold him," Stomper says.
I point the knife at him, "Stay the fuck back."
"Come on, man. I just want to feel his forearms. Please."
So I give him the thumbs up because I'm "progressive."
Stomper dives down and strokes Ian's hair.
"Oh god," he says. "E-pea."
(I kick gravel at them.)
 
Gina comes out w/ the bag of needles in hand.
Stomper is hugging Ian's body and sobbing.
I kick him in the head before we run off,
"Silly faggot," I say. "Dicks are for chicks."
 



II
 
 
 
Wasting talent begins when you realize you actually have it.
For me, it was the Stratocaster for Xmas '93.
The guitar that I begged my parents for.
You can see me strumming it in the home video,
atop a pit of wrapping paper and ribbons.
(I'm 12 years old.)
 
Everyone has one thing.
Some people go their entire lives w/ out realizing what it is.
First guitar lesson: "phenomenon, natural, wiz, prodigy."
I understood the notes, strings, and chords.
(How to sneak into the soul w/ melody.)
 
I played at family events.
At school talent shows.
It was assumed early on
that music was going to be my key to a prosperous future.
 
I grew up on the coast,
under the California sun.
Typical west-coast upbringing:
the skateboarding, surfing, and beaches.
Middle-class family w/ uncommitted Catholic ideals.
(The mother, father, and little sister.)
 
Early '90s socialization.
Attention. Deficit. Disorder.
Ritalin.
Dial-up modem triptych,
key, hourglass, AOL,
7 min. pornography,
instant messaging (IM)
(Generational brevity.)
 
In elementary school I was bored.
I liked art, literature, and poetry.
But it had to be on my terms.
 
Then in junior high it was punk rock.
I identified w/ the raw expression of nihilism.
This meant rocking Mohawks and wearing raggedy clothes.
I fronted my 1st band and called us "Sally Slang."
(My raspy voice complimented the guitar perfectly.)
 
I'm curious, impulsive, and hedonistic by nature.
Ayn Rand said, "If it's worth doing...it's worth overdoing."
If it was masturbation,
I was locking myself inside the bathroom 6x a day.
If my friends were French kissing girls,
I was sticking my fingers inside of them.
I'd be smoking stolen cigarettes down to their butts.
(And losing my virginity w/ a mouthful of braces.)
 
Drugs were always a fascination for me.
Musicians I looked up to were drug users (some died to them.)
This made dope infinitely more arcane to me.
I thought the whole self-sabotage thing was "poetic."
When you're 14 you are too unequipped w/ life experiences
to be able to identify the false romanticism of these tortured artists.
 
So it's marijuana in between 5th and 6th periods.
Raiding medicine cabinets w/ the label requisites:
 
            don't mix with alcohol
            may make you dizzy
 
And the Jack Daniel's Watermelon Spike,
being completely wasted at 8th grade graduation.
Coricidin Cough and Cold (eating 48.)
It's drinking entire bottles of Robitussin.
Eating mushrooms and "hiking" Red Rock.
Liquid acid at the Butthole Surfers show.
The fucking and fighting.
Ditching high school.
The obligatory:
MDMA
DXM
GHB
2ci.
 
The clinical alcohophilia began at fifteen.
I was buying Taka vodka at the corner store before 1st period.
(Muhammad was sympathetic to my highly underage early morning drinking.)
 
My friend and I would mix the booze w/ a half-gallon of Minute Maid.
Then we would nurse our screwdrivers through 3rd.
And stumble down the blurry halls at the 12:30 bell.
This was financed daily w/ our compounded "lunch money."
(We also smoked lots of Camel Turkish Golds and weed.)
 
So I start going to high school less and less.
At some point my only purpose is to recruit fellow truants to smoke bowls.
I'm not playing a lot of music but decide to drop out of high school to "pursue music."
 
Note:  I'm not sure at this point if I was still officially enrolled in the high school or not. My family had stopped receiving "truancy notices" in the mail, which was an indicator either that the district had given up on me or that I had been unknowingly transferred.
 
My parents get mad because I start playing a lot of video games instead.
I'd drink King Cobra malt liquor and smoke pot and read Burroughs.
(If anyone says they understood Naked Lunch, they are lying.)
 
But I was going to be a rock star.
I started writing these stoned haikus,
 
            flirting with the sink
            got her wet beyond repair
            don't turn it on
 
I'm playing my guitar "once in a while."
Still going to keg parties on the weekends.
Someone gives me that line of cocaine.
(I heart coke.)
 
I'm lying and stealing and getting really skinny.
 
The best way to facilitate a $100/day drug habit is to sell drugs.
Or, start dating a girl who is selling the drug that you are doing.
 
I met Jill at her 21st birthday party.
I'm 17 at the time.
My friend Max asked me to cover songs in her backyard.
"Chick loves Sublime. I can give you an eight ball."
So I play Sublime songs in front of drunken college kids.
I drink Red Dog out of a plastic cup and hang out afterwards.
I end up w/ Jill and some lingering guests in her bathroom.
We are snorting coke and talking feverishly.
Jill tells me I have "the most amazing voice." (3x)
 
And then we are alone and we are kissing and she gives me her number and we start fucking regularly and she's a coke dealer and is supplying me and we start dating and I move in and we snort dope and drink and party and have lots of good sex.
 
Jill's dad is this big-time cocaine dealer.
Biker dude.
Flows it to her.
The weekly 1/4 key.
Pumping the $850 oz. into Isla Vista,
the small college town fringing SB.
Her beach condo standing voyeur to sleepless sunsets and sunrises.
 
And we curl up naked,
sleeping off the fast life.
I'm reading her poetry,
telling her how beautiful she is.
Playing corny shit for her on the acoustic.
Stinking her bedroom w/ sex.
Her tanning on the beach,
watching me surf the gurgling Pacific.
 
In retrospect, I thought I loved Jill.
We had this strong sexual connection.
At this point I was used to high school girls.
Who still had post-adolescent insecurities.
The collective "shirt phobia" thing.
When they'd leave their shirts on.
Or wanted to "do it" w/ the lights off.
Jill was completely sexually liberated.
She asked for what she wanted w/ confidence.
Anything I wanted to do was, "Yeah, whatever."
She was on that curious college trip.
(And I took full advantage of it.)
 
Drugs became an issue a year into our relationship.
Jill had a cocaine problem too;
mine was just a few grams a day worse.
It's the nosebleeds, hangovers, and nasally voice.
The 2:37 am flaccid dick and disappointed g/f.
I was a dope fiend and a very rude drunk.
Still trying to figure out Naked Lunch.
I would streak the shower tiles w/ nose blood.
(And leave dime-sized stains on Jill's pillows.)
 
Then 1 day I'm bent over a line in the kitchen,
and my nose's suction mechanism just "putters out."
(My nostrils had become completely impotent.)
 
The clinical narcosis began w/ baking soda.
A neighbor showed me how to freebase cocaine.
It was like giving my drug habit steroids.
I'm smoking a 1/2 oz. of coke a day.
I'm getting paranoid and overtly insecure.
I'm CONVINCED that Jill is cheating on me.
That people are now after me for some reason.
I'm glued to the window or checking her voicemail.
I'm having crying fits, "...Where were you?"
 
Combing the carpet for crumbs to smoke.
Didn't matter that Jill had lbs. of coke in the safe.
I'm on my hands and knees searching.
Smoking paint chips accidentally (frequently.)
And I'm blowing latex condoms up like balloons.
 
Note:  This is a procedure I developed to utilize the static electricity by rubbing the inflated condom against the carpet and making it gather all sorts of shit to smoke that...wasn't cocaine.
 
I'm freaking out her undergrad clientele,
"Where was Jill last night, brother?"
This is w/ the owl eyes and resin-stained chin,
crawling beneath the coffee table and growling aggressively.
Admittedly frightening during a class-C felony transaction.
(Always a fast purchase on their part.)
 
I turn 19 and start mixing benzos w/ whiskey.
This makes me calm down (IMO).
Ryan buys blow off Jill.
He plays bass and has a drummer friend named Jesse.
They hear me playing a Rage song, "Hey, maybe we could jam sometime?"
And there is chemistry and we play some college parties together.
I start turning my poetry into songs and we start "California."
 
Note:  6mg of Xanax stands barrier to the memory surrounding the name of the band. Arguments still exist about who actually came up w/ it. I'm thinking meeee.
 
We played every day and got really good,
era was recorded in a myriad of digital photographs.
The pale sets, partying tattoos, and topless chicks.
 
In the eye of the chaos some genius music was written.
And we went from parties to clubs to actual venues.
Sometimes we would open for "big time" bands.
 
But my drug problem started getting worse.
I was playing shows w/ my shirt off all the time.
My arms were "gauntly" and my ribs were "pokey."
"Maybe you should try cleaning up," Ryan said. "This is our moment, we're making it.
Don't throw it away dude."
"I'm fine. We'll be fine."
But this wasn't just my weight, it was the erratic behavior.
How I would miss practice or be reckless and belligerent at shows.
I wore sunglasses and borrowed money and cheated on Jill (a lot).
 
Rock star.
 
Around this time I developed a new coke-idiosyncrasy,
I became obsessed w/ the idea of Jill masturbating.
I'd be talking to her on the phone when I was on the road,
pretend like I had to answer call waiting and press mute instead.
This was in a bizarre effort to try and listen to her breathing patterns.
I would click off mute, "I can fucking hear you masturbating!"
 
There were the faceless groupies and I was a mess.
I'd be peeking out the motel window w/ the amused girl in bed.
Sometimes they would nurture me back to some semblance of sanity.
This could be accomplished by blotting my face w/ a wet face cloth.
Or more effectively by giving me pharmaceutical drugs from their purse.
(Getting head worked if I had been doing speed.)
 
This is how heroin made its way into my life.
It was a typical night in Bakersfield after a show.
Some chick was doing her toenails as I peeked out the blinds.
 
"You alright?" she asked.
I nodded even though I wasn't.
"Need something to help you relax?"
She pulled out Reynolds Wrap, "Ever chased the dragon?"
And there was a little black chunk.
She put the flame to the other side of the foil.
The glob sizzled and slid down the aluminum.
She followed its coiling smoke w/ a rolled bill ($20, lipstick ring.)
 
And it's when my parents would wake me up in the morning for school,
how I would beg for "5 more minutes of sleep" and be snuggled in that limbo.
The fragile area between consciousness and sleep…where it's dreaming bliss.
 
Anyway I fall in love w/ that feeling.
I start smoking heroin daily and drink much less.
The grams only cost $60 and it helps my music.
The opiate-guided equanimity allowed me to cut an LP:
 
California – Chicks Dig California.
 
Our 1st actual album (12 songs)
was acclaimed by the local critics.
But it didn't receive the commercial success I expected.
I thought a creative accomplishment would validate me.
That it would show the world my, like, true inner genius.
I'd be catapulted to fame and fortune.
That it would be my vindication.
Talented people are fucked up.
And people allow them to be.
That's what we do this for,
to finally be left alone.
 
Heroin may have compromised my creative vision.
My lyrics made Lou Reed's look sentimental.
Example:
 
            if god created anything better
            he would have kept it for himself
            if this is the work of the devil,
            send me down to hell
            if death will take me there,
            take my color,
            slant my stare.
 
I still believed in god then (junkie shit.)
My college market was like, "Ewww, depressing."
They didn't get it and it was disappointing.
I fell even deeper into heroin addiction.
Jill was sick of me spending her money.
Jesse and Ryan stopped lending it to me.
It was me versus the 3 of them.
I'd hustle enough to smoke off of tinfoil,
unshaven and alone in Jill's dark condo.
 
Then I met Adam.
I was shoplifting at Barnes and Noble.
A guy in an Armani suit says, "You the singer of California?"
This is as I'm pocketing Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas.
"Love what you did with the album," he says. "Real hip."
I was dopesick and busy appraising a sketchy fart.
(I decided it would be best to hold it in.)
 
"Thanks," I say.
I'm looking at the list of books my dealer wants boosted.
"Sorry," he says, "Adam LeFrae – I'm an agent."
"Damien."
I pick up Crime and Punishment.
"Oh, you read Dostoyevsky. That's so cool. Russian social commentary. You're talented
and sophisticated. Do you have representation?"
(I throw up and stolen books spill out my sweatshirt.)
 
Adam is a successful agent from Los Angeles.
Early thirties and off to an ambitious career.
He was representing musicians I knew and respected.
After lying to him about food poisoning we started corresponding regularly.
"Talent of your magnitude only comes around once in a generation," he'd say.
 
So we decided to make him our agent.
We re-recorded Chicks Dig California.
This time in a professional studio in Burbank.
We were signed to an "audacious" independent label.
This was our "commercial launching pad."
It was a "stepping stone."
We each got an $18,000 signing bonus.
I spent mine in a dizzying 12-day shopping spree.
This all took place in the Palm Desert Marriott presidential suite.
I ordered room service and played poker and watched pay-per-view porn.
(I also bought some bunk peyote buttons and an unfairly priced '85 Volvo.)
 
We started touring more and the debauchery continued.
I caught chlamydia and an "anal fungal infection" (simultaneously) in Long Beach.
There was an "embarrassing arrest" somewhere close to Monterey.
Adam was my new source for borrowed cash.
"Ever thought about quitting?" he said. "I don't want to sound preachy…"
And this started the painful cycle of going in and out of recovery:
detoxes, rehabs, hospitals, meetings, suboxone, methadone, acupuncture, etc.
(If you don't want to stop getting high you won't.)
 
I would check into these "mockingly benevolent" residential treatment centers,
"You are special," they would say. "It isn't your fault."
This is as I'm shitting and drooling on myself, kicking heroin, "Peace."
 
So I would just go and eat a free meal and then walk out the front doors.
Then I'd go on another "not even serious" run and hit rock bottom.
This would be followed by calling Adam and professing my sincerity,
"This time I'm serious. This is it. I'm going to change. I'm done. I mean it."
And he would put me back in an expensive rehab.
I'd run off w/ a girl and we'd go on some strange co-dependent drug binge.
"2 dead batteries can't start a car."
(I found that out a dozen awkward times.)
 
I turn 22.
My band is going nowhere because I'm a junkie.
It's time to record our second LP.
And that inevitable needle finds me.
 
I had developed skills for scoring dope from touring.
I learned to navigate the ghettos efficiently.
Mexican people sell heroin.
Black people sell crack.
 
Note:  I'm not a racist guy and I am a huge proponent of equality and liberalism. But it should be said that you should never buy heroin off of black people. They be runnin' off witcha' gouda.
 
In California heroin has specific shop hours, starting at 6 am.
You can buy crack whenever but heroin hides w/ that resting sun.
So it's always the generic Hispanic guy standing on the street corner.
Who knows just enough English to provide a fast transaction.
(That's the guy that you have to look for.)
 
I'm in Oakland after playing a battle of the bands.
I'm sick w/ the runny nose and fever.
I leave the hotel at 11 pm and ask a black guy.
(He was the only person on the empty street.)
 
The black guy calls the dope "boy."
He has me follow him so he can "serve me properly."
"Cops around," he says.
We go to an abandoned house w/ plywood windows.
I pull out $26 and ask for some tin foil.
This angers him.
He pulls out a gun,
accuses me of being a cop.
I'm frightened but manage to refute his accusation.
This is the 1st time a gun has ever stared at me.
It's a cold and ominous eye.
(I instantly forget about being sick.)
 
The guy has a really gummy mouth, "Shoot it in front of me."
"I've had, like, a lifetime fear of needles," I say.
"You a cop!"
"I just smoke it," I assure him.
He bends over and reaches in his sock,
his gun shaking at me the entire time.
 
He takes out a worn syringe,
cc's have faded to checkers.
He cooks it.
I hand him my arm and look away.
And a lifetime phobia of needles is erased.
 
Once you experience that warmth,
life seems too drafty not to hide
beneath its cover.
 
I was kicked out of my band.
Jill broke up w/ me.
I had nowhere to live.
(I had track marks.)
 
I started couch surfing until I ran out of couches.
This was a period when I was trying to record solo albums.
Adam let me sleep in his Escalade because his wife wouldn't let me in the house.
"He smells like complete shit, too," Linda said. "It would scare the kids."
Jill moved down to LA.
Sometimes she would fuck me in the back of the Escalade.
She brought me In-N-Out Burgers and hydrogen peroxide for my abscesses.
"I still love you," she said, "but I can no longer watch you kill yourself."
Then she was on her period and left her bloody tampon in Adam's ashtray.
Linda found it the next morning and was "utterly disgusted."
But I played it cool.
Maybe someone broke in while I was sleeping and left the slimy thing there.
"As like some sort of message," I said. "But what does it mean?"
 
Adam stopped me and gave me "the speech."
But I'm nodding out and only hearing bits and pieces:
"...potential," "tampon," "last chance," "infection," "gross," etc.
 
Linda is showing me a hygiene care package she bought me.
My eyes are closing and her mouth is moving fast.
She's showing me how soap works w/ a rubbing motion.
 
And then we are in the car driving to Santa Barbara.
"It's a halfway house," Linda says. "It is just to help you stay out of trouble."
But they sort of have this "no alcohol policy."
(I had no idea.)
I get breathalyzed at the door.
Blow a point 18.
"No way can I let you in, kid. Sorry, you are going to have to sober up."
"Better luck next time then," I say. "We still cool doh."
I'm staggering down the stairs.
A fat guy says, "Got anywhere you can go?"
I shake my head drunkenly.
"I got this guy that used to live here," he says. "He's a really nice guy and very involved with the
Alcoholics Anonymous fellowship. Sure he'd be willing to help out a struggling youngster."
 
And Alex was really nice but he wasn't sober.
We actually snorted coke that 1st drunken night together.
(It turned out that he was a large-scale drug distributor.)
 
Alex had been busted a while back for a simple possession;
this meant that he had to employ "court-ordered theatrics."
He did what he had to do for 6 months and made it disappear (Prop 36).
 
Alex is from northern California and had inherited a copious trust fund.
He decided to invest money into drugs and move to a beautiful coastal town.
He's 5 years older than I and a self-described "womanizer" and "pervert."
 
We became best friends and shared girls.
I became his runner and delivered coke to college kids.
He had a stripper pole in the middle of his condo.
We drank whiskey and snorted powder nightly.
But he wouldn't touch heroin.
(For a couple of years.)
 
But my demons are inescapable and eventually they'll rub off on you.
My best friend started smoking crack and then shooting tar.
4 years snuck by and there were fewer girls and the parties got darker.
There were the pawnshops, cotton fever, and bleach-drenched rigs.
 
And you just want someone to grab you and tell you that you're talented.
Because no one ever does anymore.
Instead, you find yourself surrounded by nothing but gangsters and strippers.
 
Who never even knew that you were anyway.
 



III
 
 
 
Gina has the needles and we run into the night.
I want to just kneel down and shoot up on the sidewalk,
Our faces look dirty from trying to clean blood w/ spit.
 
So it's the Taco Bell bathroom instead,
at the end of the residential neighborhood.
 
We know our roles.
Gina locks the door.
I take out the cooker.
She pulls the dope from her bra.
(It's black and sweaty in the light.) 
 
She runs the faucet.
Peels the plastic.
Lighter to metal.
Puddle ripples.
Smells like vinegar,
making me nauseous so I turn away.
Gina pulls out 2 syringes,
takes the orange caps off w/ her teeth.
I place the tourniquet around my arm.
The vein below my elbow is raised from the pulse.
Injection making pins and needles go from my arm to toes.
(Then back up to heavy eyes.)
 
Gina is on the toilet and has her pant leg rolled up.
She is digging and making her abscessed tattoos bleed.
There's a koi fish swimming downstream w/ a booze bottle.
 
Gina has tears running down her face, "Fuck!"
Blood dots her calf and she looks frustrated.
 
I grab the syringe from her hand.
"Hold your breath," I say. "I'll hit your neck."
She wipes her tears and tilts her head away from me.
I watch her jugular inflate and then deflate.
 
It doesn't register.
"I need you to stand still and keep your vein puffed up," I say.
"Stick your thumb in your mouth and blow against it. Concentrate."
Then I get it on the 2nd jab.
"Thank you sirrrrrr," she says.
I look at myself in another scratched mirror.
The broken nose has darkened my eye sockets.
(I've morphed into some underfed raccoon.)
 
Gina grabs my hip and our eyes meet in the reflection.
Her hand crawls to my crotch and she unzips my fly.
(My dick feels cold in her small hand.)
It hardens instantly and Gina unties her sweatpants.
They crumple around her ankles on the floor.
 
The room permeates w/ the smell of woman.
I'm fueled by primal instincts and throw her against the wall.
She grabs the handicap pole and guides me into her from behind.
This makes breaths fly as I pump harder and close my eyes.
I pull her hair and embrace the warmth and everything feels wet.
(She tries to kiss me and I pull my face away.)
 
Slapping body parts,
breaking the spell of the quiet bathroom.
 
I know that she climaxed because she is licking my palms.
She's humping backwards, being loud, and slowing down.
But I can't finish, which is absolutely fucking typical.
 
Note:  Opiates have a "prolonged ejaculation" property. Having sex on heroin always becomes raw and uncomfortable. Masturbation is entirely unheard of in the scene (unless you're some sort of creep).
 
I thrust harder and my penis becomes tender.
It looks like its sunburnt when I finally pull it out.
(Girls always take it very personally too.)
 
"Want me to suck your dick?" she asks.
I shake my head, "It's the dope…I can't come."
"I feel bad."
"It isn't your fault, that's just what it does to me."
 
And then it's cigarettes as we lay on our clothes.
"God, what you did was so gnarly," Gina says.
"You talking about the sex?"
"When you stabbed that guy," she says. "Think you killed him?"
"I think I hit an artery. After I stuck him, all sorts of blood sprayed out. It looked like a
horror movie, like it wasn't real. I hope he isn't dead. I was just defending myself."
"I like what you said too… It made me laugh."
"It was written on the mirror at the exchange," I say.
"That was pretty gangster. But what if you did actually kill him?"
"Then we should probably get as high as possible."
 
Gina makes us shots,
flicking at air bubbles in the syringe.
 
Note:  Junkie folklore says that air bubbles will cause an aneurysm that will kill you via "exploding heart." Alex bet me a dime of coke that an intentional air bubble would take me out. (It didn't.)
 
I hit myself and then get Gina.
We get super high and my dick stops hurting.
The floor is freckled w/ pubes and smells of cleaning supplies.
But we end up holding each other and cuddling on it anyway.
It feels perfect like the ending to a black-and-white movie, "bay-be."
 
I wake up to a knock on the door.
It's morning because I feel dopesick.
Gina is talking to someone, "...Uno memento."
Must be a Taco Bell employee.
Mexican too – which is great.
In California, a lot of Hispanics working in the fast food sector are illegal immigrants.
They have somehow managed to sneak into the "highly competitive" workforce.
I'm not saying that all of them lack green cards,
but certainly enough to be advantageous for the local drug addicts.
You could get caught doing pretty much anything and they aren't going to call the cops.
If they aren't trying to elude the law themselves, maybe Maria who they carpool w/ is.
 
I'm squinting at the wispy pubic hair.
"The lady said I've been in here too long," Gina says, "that she has to clean."
I throw my arms around the toilet.
It's a painful dry heave.
"You ok?" Gina asks.
I wake up like this every day.
"Make me a shot," I say. "Please."
(I'm spitting phlegm into the water.)
 
Gina puts her hand on my back and I flinch.
She hands me a loaded rig.
 
I hit a vein on the back of my hand,
and I'm switched back to normality,
as if my bad batteries were replaced.
 
We decide on breakfast.
Our collective $8.38 limiting our options.
This is at the Pennywise Liquor Store.
"Pack of Marlboro Reds and Cooler Ranch Doritos."
Our only real conflict was between the Lights and the Reds.
Gina claimed the Lights were, "like, better for her pregnancy."
I steal a couple pairs of sunglasses from the counter rack.
(West Coast Choppers to conceal our wounded faces.)
 
We sit on the curb w/ sunglasses and examine our situation.
Stomper is a Nazi Low Rider and Ian is an Independent.
They are both interconnected to a vast network of available skinheads.
Who will provide a unified retaliation—"in the name of Thor," or whatever.
Also, there is a strong possibility that I'm now wanted for homicide by the police.
(So we need to hide out.)
 
We go to the Taco Bell bathroom to get high again.
 
Gina's boyfriend is in Soledad for selling meth.
I knew Tommy from high school (he was a few years ahead of me).
Sometimes his parents let her stay at their house because of the "pregnancy thing."
But there's no way they would let both of us crash there.
(Especially looking the way we do.)
 
Gina's parents cut her off a long time ago.
She started stripping when she turned 18.
Her dad went out w/ some of "the guys" from work and saw her dancing.
She came on the stage and was licking her fingers and jiggling her ass.
"I was wearing these super cute matching stilettos and titty tassels," Gina said.
 
Note:  In California, serving alcoholic beverages is prohibited at any gentleman's club where the dancers expose themselves nude. So they can only serve corny blended juice drinks and are referred to as "juice bars."
 
The sober humiliation was enough for permanent exile.
 
My parents were mad about our own "financial misunderstanding."
(I had sort of written 47 checks to myself from their checkbook.)
Bringing some battered pregnant chick over
would make them think less of me than they already did.
And lately I had to get really creative to accomplish that.
 
It wasn't a secret around town that I lived w/ Alex.
This means that going back to his place would be risky.
He's a traditional cokehead so explaining this would be challenging (by phone).
It's early on a Saturday morning and he is surely passed out w/ a naked 19-year-old.
 
He picks up after a few rings, "…What?"
"I need you to listen," I say. "I know that it's early…"
"Where the fuck are the rigs?"
"I need you to come and get me."
"You get the rigs?" he asks.
"I got them but I'm in trouble. I need you to come pick me up at the Taco Bell on Milpas.
I'll explain the rest in person."
"But you have the rigs?"
"Dude…" I say.
 
"I'll come but it's going to be a minute. I got this chick passed out in the bed. I think someone slipped her a Roofie or something. She's got penises drawn in permanent marker all over her face," he lowers his voice, "and she smells like shit bro. Like literal…"
"I'm seriously in trouble Alex."
"Maybe she's dead. She smells dead."
"Are you done?" I ask.
"Give me thirty."
 
Alex takes a couple hours.
Gina and I slam dope in the bathroom.
His Lexus eventually rolls through the parking lot.
(This is w/ the blaring Gorillaz song.)
 
I tilt my sunglasses down.
Alex is smoking a cigarette, "What happened?"
"Should see the other guy," I say.
"What up Gina, you too?"
"Things got a little crazy," she says.
I jump in the backseat and Gina gets in the front.
There's a girl sprawled across the seats.
(She had doodles on her face.)
 
"So, you brought the date rape chick," I say.
"I'm not just going to leave a stranger," he looks over his shoulder, "a potentially dead
stranger, at my house. You fucking crazy? She could be a dope fiend or something."
I place 2 fingers under her nose.
"She isn't dead," I say. "She's breathing."
"Then she's seriously in a coma, bro. I poured beer on her, hot coffee, I even stuck some
fingers in her ass. She's out clean."
(She has brown coffee stains on her tube top.)
 
"We have drugs on us," I say, "I have a broken nose, there's a visibly abused pregnant
girl, and the Weekend at Bernie's corpse thing… This is really sketchy, even for us."
"I think you're overreacting," Alex says. "I admit that we're riding a little dirty."
"No, you are demonizing us," I say, "turning benign drug addicts into sex offenders.
Bringing the entire scene down with you."
"How many times you going to bring up fucking New Orleans? It didn't even stick,
Damien. If you have a non-conviction on your record, something like this is going to be
easy to beat. I read that on the Internet."
 
The girl has Sharpie drawings:
cartoon cock and wavy balls,
the teardrop sperm,
CUMGUZZLER on the cheek.
 
This is my best friend and I'm completely used to stuff like this.
So I just prop the girl up and strap the seatbelt around her limp body.
 
"Now, what happened?" Alex says.
"So I'm going down on this dude," Gina says, "he's got a tattoo of Hitler next to his dick, and Hitler's hand actually on it, so that when it gets hard it salutes at you. He just got out of the joint, so you know. And I was dragging my teeth on purpose because I saw the ounce on the nightstand. He got mad and hit me and then when I bent down I grabbed it and stuffed it in my bra. But Damien left the bag of spikes in the pad."
"Know how Geoff and I planned on robbing Ian?" I say.
"Don't tell me you snuck in through the window…"
"Yeah," I say, "and they were butt fucking when I went back in!"
"Ian and the skinhead?"
"Yeah."
"Oh, this is great…keep going."
"So I'm crawling on my stomach and my cellphone fucking rings."
I point at my face, "His buddy does this, breaks my nose. Ian tries to stab me and I end up getting the knife and putting some holes in him."
"He may have killed him," Gina says. "There was a lot of blood."
"Jesus. What are you guys going to do?"
"Got any coke?" I ask.
"It's in the dead chick's pants," Alex says. "If we get pulled over we can blame everything on that slut."
"You're retarded."
And I fish through the girl's jeans,
pulling out a Ziploc bag full of powder.
"Got a water bottle up there?" I ask.
I start to make myself a large shot.
"You guys want a Belushi?" I ask. "Because I'm making one for me."
(And of course they want a speedball.)
 
Note:  You don't have to cook cocaine to be able to inject it. It's comparable to methamphetamines, as it dissolves down to oil by simply adding water to it. If there's any leftover debris it's just the unhealthy cut.
 
So I boil the heroin in the cooker,
mix the coke water, and draw up 3 shots.
 
I have to play doctor for Alex (as a measure to keep the roads safe).
He hands me his arm and is "responsibly focused" on driving the entire time.
Gina acts as a clasp and squeezes his arm until a vein surfaces.
(Alex has these abnormally big veins and I hit him 1st try.)
 
The car jerks and his breathing is heavy.
"Whew," he says, "too much coke."
"Get me now," Gina says.
"Yeah but I'm going to go first."
"You missed a little this morning," she says. "Hit me before you get all loaded. Please, please, please."
I sigh and tell her to "do the thumb thing."
"You're a babe, Damien."
 
Gina puts her hand on the headrest and brushes her hair to the side.
But going 90 on the freeway hinders injecting precision.
"It's not registering," I say.
She lets out a long breath, "Want me to get closer?"
I nod and she climbs in the back,
wedging herself between the 2 front seats.
She blows on her thumb again and there's blood.
I'm pushing the plunger when the girl awakens (clearly upset).
 
"Oh my god!" she screams. "Where am I?"
The girl is swinging her arms wildly,
bumping into me as I squeeze the shot into Gina's neck.
The injection gets knocked out of sync but I keep pushing anyway.
(A lump instantly forms on Gina's neck.)
 
Note:  The "lump" has the potential to evolve into a dangerous abscess. This could blockade airflow and the doctors wouldn't be able to lance it because of the close proximity to her jugular vein, which could consequently kill her as well as the unborn baby.
 
But Gina doesn't notice that I missed the shot.
Cocaine has this immediate numbing quality.
So I choose to just ignore the whole thing.
(I want to do my shot.)
 
Plus, the date rape chick is trying to unlock the door now.
She is frantic and desperate, coming out of her barbiturate coma.
This is in a car full of strangers, 2 of whom are savagely beaten,
and the hypodermic syringe that was being rammed into a pregnant girl's jugular.
 
I get it—this is like, really, really weird for her.
 
"Please don't hurt me," she whispers.
Every time she talks, the ball sack on her cheek expands, "Please just let me go."
"My neck hurts," Gina says.
"It isn't what you think…" I try.
(But by now she is hyperventilating.)
 
"I'm going to get off of the freeway," Alex says, "but there are some things I think you should know. You and me had sex last night."
Gina makes a "cut it" motion w/ a hand across her neck.
The girl kicks at the window, "Let me the fuck out of here!!!!"
"Look, someone may have slipped you a Rohypnol," Alex says.
"Please," she begs, "please just let me go. I won't tell anyone anything."
"Cupcake, I don't want you thinking—"
(She's crying and thrashing.)
 
"—that this is a rape thing. The sex and Roofies, purely coincidental. You were really feeling me last night. Trust me."
"Pull over!" she screams, "Oh god, oh god."
"We're good, right?" Alex asks. "Because I've had similar scenarios turn out…unfavorable. You know, in the past."
 
She tries to unlock the door again.
"It's no use. Child Safety Lock. I'm going to let you out. I just want to make sure that we have an
understanding. I did not rape you. The girl that my friend was shooting drugs into isn't pregnant. Just disgustingly fat. She needs help."
(Gina elbows him in the ribs.)
 
"We are good people," he continues, "…benign drug addicts, cupcake."
 
She's crying.
I'm not paying attention,
ducked down shooting the Belushi.
(We get off the 101 freeway.)
And somehow the girl gets the door open.
There is now a fusion of coke rush and dreamy opiate.
My face has been negotiated to a happy frown. ;(
 
And the girl zigzags through cars behind us,
dodging oncoming traffic.
CUMGUZZLER smaller and smaller,
as we drive away.
 
"You know," Alex says, "sometimes you go to bed with someone and they turn out to be a real fucking
weirdo in the morning."
 



IV
 
 
 
So we decide on the beach to go and think.
Alex brought a 12-pack of Corona Extra bottles,
which clang together as we walk down the stairs to the sand.
 
We look like those "out-of-place" zombies,
how our vitality is disguised by overstimulation.
There are groups of people lying out on towels.
(Some guy walks by w/ a tucked surfboard.)
 
And we come to a secluded part of the beach,
there's an occasional jogger or person walking their dog.
 
Waves crash down,
spreading suds towards us;
a drifting reflection of the sun.
 
And injecting cocaine is as intense as it gets.
It hits you before the plunger goes all the way down.
You hear trains, helicopters, bells, or whistles.
The ringing is different for everyone (the louder the better).
It's best when it's nauseating and your temples sweat.
This can be an incredibly scary and overwhelming feeling.
(But it always seems to be an exciting experience.)
 
Note:  In sharp contrast, coming down from cocaine makes the list of one of the worst feelings that a human being can endure. You are stripped of all optimism and engulfed in some "flannel-like" suicidal fever.
 
And we run out of coke.
 
There's silence for a long time.
"So, what are we going to do?" I ask.
"Get more coke," Alex says.
(Gina quickly agrees.)
 
"Well that goes without saying," I say. "I mean with our situation."
"We don't even know what our situation is," Gina says. "You may have killed him. But maybe you didn't. I think we need to find that out first."
"We're fucked two ways, really, because if I didn't kill him those guys will be looking for us. If I did, it's going to be more than just his people. I'm not trying to go to prison for the rest of my life."
"What about LA?" Alex asks. "You could call Adam."
"No, I can't call him. I've put him through too much shit already. We're on fragile terms and I can only imagine what would happen if I showed up fleeing a possible murder or having neo-Nazis chasing after me. As far as LA in general, I don't have any money; if it was just me it would be one thing but I have to look out for her. She's pregnant, dude."
(Gina nods and burps w/ a Corona bottle in hand.)
 
Alex says, "You need to get out of town?"
"I can't think of anywhere those guys couldn't find us. Plus I burned my couch-surfing options years ago."
 
"I know a place," Gina says. "Great place actually. With my friend Sass—I know that he doesn't know those guys. He's from up north. Tommy used to sell him glass, he knows him through Travis."
"Guy that works at Sharky's?" I ask. "Raver kid?"
She nods.
"Ravers are bi-sexual geeks."
"But raver girls are hot," Alex says. "I knew this one—Tabitha, I think. She was really adorable when she slept."
"How do you know this guy would let us crash at his place?" I ask.
"He's really cool. He lives up in the mountains, in tents and shit, it would be perfect for us to hide out at for a while until things calm down."
"Tents and…shit?"
 
"It isn't what you think," she says. "It's actually pretty tight. It's this little drug commune up in the hills. Laid back people who barbeque and get high and hang out."
"What are they, like, street people?"
"Festival type. Nomadic from all over. I know a few of them. Tommy used to drive dope up there, they love smoking shit."
 
"Great," I say, "hiding from cops with homeless tweakers. Sounds fucking mellow."
"Wait, are there methed-out girls up there?" Alex asks.
"Definitely," Gina says.
 
"Fuck it…" Alex says. "I'm in."
"I can't stand speed freaks," I say.
"They do all sorts of different drugs. You'll fit right in, Damien."
"But I hate meth," I say.
(So I tell them.)
 
the pocket butthole
 
The time I did too much. I was with Jill then. Still in the band. Touring. Someone kicked down a teener after a show. I shot half. One shot. In the bathroom. Jill watching TV in the other room. I got really high.  Shooting meth is a strange feeling. Fervid static takes your body over in a single rush. Straight to your penis. Pubic hair flutters. Makes you cough. Wide-eyed perversion spell. All you want is sex. I go to Jill immediately to fuck. I want to lick her butt. I do lick her butt. She likes it. I think she's a slut. I tell her she's a slut. She gets mad. We stop fucking. She takes a Xanax. She passes out angry. I'm paranoid. I peek out the window. I can't concentrate. I start thinking about masturbating. I get hard. I search the motel room frantically for a picture to jerk off to. Only thing I can find is a TV Guide. Typical. I lock myself in the bathroom. I beat off to an old chick on the cover. She's way past sixty. It does nothing for me. It feels good to masturbate. I shoot more speed. I suddenly have the urge to look at my own asshole in the mirror. I do. My asshole is hairier than I anticipated. I start crying but don't know why. I stop looking at my asshole in the mirror. The crying stops. I'm horny. I have to get porn. I go next door to a liquor store. Guy behind the counter looks like a cop. I get nervous. I ask to use the bathroom. I check my asshole again in the mirror. I don't cry but stop anyway. Guy behind the counter is a cop. I buy the porn anyway. I feel tough. I leave. Back to the motel to masturbate in peace. I sneak in the bathroom. 4 porno magazines. I flip through the pages. I can't decide on an image to stick with. I start tearing out different pages I like. Predominantly butthole and anal shots. I put ripped-out pages of pornography around me. I run out of the room. I use toothpaste to glue the pages to the walls. Bathroom covered with gaping vaginas and assholes. Things get weird. I go to the back of the Hustler. Chicks with dicks. Could be hip. I try jerking off to it. Not hip. I wink at myself in the mirror for not being gay. I laugh at the irony because winking at myself in the mirror is so fucking gay. I wink again. I did too much speed. I play with myself for hours in a perverted trance. I suddenly have the urge to drive to a 24-hour porn shop and buy a pocket pussy. I tell the guy behind the counter to go ahead and throw in a pocket butthole as well. I wink at him to tell him that I'm not gay. Then I remember the mirror and how fucking gay the wink looked. I panic. I leave the store carefully. I jerk off behind the wheel on the way back to the motel. I make eye contact with a black chick driving a minivan at a stoplight. I think she knows I'm masturbating so I run the light. I get back to the motel safely. I use the complementary strawberry lube that was given to me by the guy behind the counter that I winked at. When I open the package everything looks different. The perfect vagina advertised looks like a dog toy. The pocket butthole looks like a rubber turd. I lather my ass cheeks anyway. Stinking the bathroom with strawberries and masturbation. I lick the pocket pussy. I hump the pocket butthole. Jill walks in…
 
"Whoa, whoa, whoa," Alex says. "You jacked off to chicks with dicks?"
"It didn't do anything for me."
"Dude…" he says.
 
Going to Alex's place is an understood liability.
But picking up more cocaine is imperative.
And then we make our escape to the mountain commune.
When we get to Alex's condo we park a block away.
6:45 sun is silhouetting a couple of rollerblading girls.
We're surveying the perimeters and there's no sign of trouble.
 
"I'll go in first," Alex says. "Wait and watch. Make sure nothing funky is going on and then come
shower, clean up, pack, and we'll get out of here."
 
There are the usual vehicles parked in front of his place.
Alex walks to the front door and checks his peripheral as he takes out his key.
 
We wait 10 mins before going in.
Then we snort a line of coke and hurry to the bathroom.
We strip out of our clothes and get into the shower together.
Gina scrubs my back and gets down on her knees and gives me head.
Her pregnancy is bulging and blood from our bodies is brown on the drain.
 
When we get out of the shower,
Alex brings Gina a grocery bag full of clothes.
"Shit different chicks have left here over the years."
 
Gina finds a sweet outfit, "This is sooo cute."
I put on a Misfits shirt w/ the big white skull.
This is followed by a grey zip hoodie and blue jeans.
(Jeans are the exact color of my LA hat.)
 
Then we smoke coke in Alex's Lexus.
A Jack Johnson song comes on the radio.
I sing along and Gina says that I have "the most amazing voice."
"I know," I say.
(And I stop singing to hit the pipe.)
 
Gina gives Alex directions.
His car making its way into the Santa Barbara hills.
We pull over and shoot heroin on the side of the road.
 
"Sure you know where this place is?" Alex says. "It's dark."
Gina nods, "I've been up there a bunch of times."
"Because we just drove in a complete fucking circle."
"We need to be looking for a No Shooting sign," she says. "That's how we'll know we're there. There's a trail to the camp right next to it."
"This is ridiculous," I say.
(My throat is numbed over from coke.)
"It'll make it hard for us to be found. And that's the whole point."
 
Alex points out a street sign, "That it right there?"
"Yes. Park away from it. Sass is really strict about that."
(3 bullet holes through No Shooting.)
 
Alex parks on the side of the road.
There is an entire town blinking below us.
Making the oil rigs flu yellow on the horizon.
 
We follow Gina into the dark,
past the No Shooting sign and up the bank of the mountain.
 
She's in front of us,
grabbing at plants and crawling its side.
"Gina," I whisper.
And she says, "…Trust me."
She grabs onto a rope and it activates a string of Xmas lights.
This illuminates the dirt trail that we are going up.
Gina turns to me, "See?"
"This is fucking crazy," I say.
 
The path leads to a plateau w/ garbage scattered on it.
There's a crescendo of industrial humming ahead of us.
"That's the generator," Gina explains.
 
We get to the camp and there are tents overlapping each other.
And a group of people sitting around a fire pit.
 
Gina yells, "…Hey bag hoe."
This makes their lit faces turn from the fire.
 
A girl runs towards us,
throwing her arms around Gina, "Waddd up slut?"
 
The chick is good looking and short.
She has a pink streak running through her hair.
"What happened to your face girl? Dang."
"I'll bring you all the way up on it," Gina says, "but these are my friends, Alex and Damien."
"Hi," she says, "I'm Angie!"
(She tells us to come and meet "the guys.")
 
The 2 guys sitting around the fire have O eyes.
"Sass," 1 of them says. "I'm in charge here."
He's in his early twenties, dreadlocks spilling out his hood.
This is w/ the kind of face that's been through some shit (fashionably).
It reminds me of expensive jeans I used to boost from department stores.
(The kind that are ripped and tattered on purpose.)
 
The other guy is younger and swigging from a bottle.
He has a curious expression and is talking w/ a motor mouth.
"I'm Chad," he says.
 
He's asking questions faster than I can answer them.
"Your face? People after you? It the law, dawg?"
Angie says, "Your face looks ickyish."
"Thanks," I say.
"No, I didn't mean it like that. It just looks like it hurts. What happened?"
Gina tells her that I went "kung-fu fucking crazy on bad people."
"He booked one of them," she adds.
"What does booked mean?" Angie asks.
"He stabbed him."
"Jeez," Angie says. "That's crazy! What did it feel like to stab someone?"
"Ever stuck a butcher knife into a pumpkin?" I say.
(Angie's mouth opens wide like the guys' eyes.)
 
"I killed someone," Chad says. "I've killed many."
His face locks and he begins to cry.
"Sometimes he goes to a dark place," Sass assures me.
"He went to Iraq," Angie says.
Chad whispers something about "sublimation."
Angie rolls her eyes, "He does this…like all the time."
"You guys want some booze?" Sass asks. "It helps Chad."
 
"I could use a drink," I say.
Angie says, "It's in Penelope's backpack."
Sass gets up and goes to a pile of stuff.
As he's searching for the alcohol Alex shoots me that "look."
The I'm coming down and need another FUCKING BLAST NOW look.
 
"Whiskey or vodka?" Sass asks.
"I'll go with the whiskey," I say.
"My kind of guy."
And he hands me a bottle of Wild Turkey.
Chad is hugging his knees rocking back and forth.
(This is as we pass the bottle around.)
 
"So you guys going to need to hang out for a while then?" Sass asks.
"That's the plan," Gina says. "If it's cool with you."
"That depends on a few things," Sass begins. "If your friend stabbed a man, will there be some sort of ramifications? Were you followed here? And most importantly…do you trust your government?"
 
Note:  Although this sort of paranoiac monologue would usually engage me, I'm on my own trip now. The alcohol is "slightly addressing" the comedown but my need for another hit has taken an ugly urgency.
 
So I'm about to ditch Alex (every man for himself).
But he has the tube, meaning we have to sneak off together.
 
"So you guys are going to the party with us then?" Angie asks.
"What kind of party?"
"The good kind!"
"I'm sold," I say.
She turns to Alex, "What about you, party pooper?"
(By now he is chalky looking.)
 
"It's a wrap then. You guys are coming with. Damon and your party-poopin' friend."
"It's Damien," I say.
"Whatever. It's going to be hella fun. It's in SF. And I'm going to wear my new butterfly wings that Blair gave me; you don't know Blair, but she's dope and she's coming with too. It's got a Mario Brothers theme. And there are going to be all sorts of dope dudes spinning…hey, what kind of music do you guys like anyway?"
 
"All music," I say.
"Yeah, duh. But dance music, like Drum-n-Bass, what? I bet you like House. You look like a House cat!"
"House," I say. "Hey, what the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
"It's not a bad thing. You just look like you could get yo' funk on. In a totally heterosexual way."
(I nod and swig off the bottle.)
 
Alex mouths the he NEEDS A HIT.
"I need to take a piss," I say to Sass. "Where do I do that?"
This makes Alex brighten w/ hope, "…Me too."
Gina is talking to Angie about House music—this is her loss.
"There's this little trail by that far tent. Follow it for a minute and you'll come to this crater spot. That's where we handle our business. It's dark…so watch your feet."
"Smells yucky," Angie says. "Like poop!"
 
Alex and I are finally alone on the dark trail.
"Thank god," he says. "I was like dying."
"I know. I was trying to think of a way to get out of there."
"I'm surprised you didn't just go off by yourself and hit it."
"Come on," I say, "I wouldn't do that to you, Alex."
"No, you didn't have the pipe."
(I choose not to respond.)
 
I place the tip of the lighter to the glass tube.
This makes our faces glow and Alex look wired.
 
"What do you think about all this?" I ask.
"That chick is annoying," he says.
"But she's kinda hot, right?"
"She's alright. But annoying. I don't even know if I could fuck her, she's all like excited and happy and shit."
"She's a raver," I say. "Ravers are happy people. She's just on a different trip than us."
"Listen to you… Damn dude…when did you become a fucking hippie? We should give that annoying little spaz some rock. That would straighten her right out."
I start laughing, "…You're bad."
 
Then a girl starts shouting "felony" repeatedly.
"Hell's that?" Alex whispers.
(And the shouts are getting closer.)
 
"…Felony…Felony…Felony…"
 
"I don't like this, dude. What if it's the cops and they found us?"
"Don't start that paranoid shit," I say. "Not now."
"I told you we shouldn't have come up here. We're busted."
"You never said we shouldn't come here," I say.
"Yes I did—"
 
A shadow reaches us and a girl says, "Who are you?"
We have startled her and she has a defensive posture.
 
"Question is, who are you?" Alex asks.
"I'm Blair. I live here. This is private property."
"We're here with Gina. We just met your friends Chad and Sass."
"K, good. You guys scared the crap out of me. What are you doing all the way out here? This is our bathroom."
"We were just taking pisses," I say. "Sass told us to come here."
(Her features are hidden in the dark.)
"Did you guys see a yellow lab puppy running around? It's my dog, Felony."
"We were wondering about that. Strange word to be yelling in the wilderness."
"Yeah," she laughs, "I'm sorry! I bet that tripped you out. She's always running around, getting into trouble. You guys headed back?"
 
Then we head back to the others at the fire.
Blair is the most beautiful woman I've ever seen.
She has emerald eyes and a perfectly placed smile.
And her cheeks are peppered in party glitter.
(She's a "rave princess.")
 
There is this instantaneous feeling as well.
It's like your 1st curious glimpse of pornography,
how a million feelings are evoked inexplicably by an image.
 
"Look who decided to join us," Sass says. "Find her?"
"No, I found these two though. Nearly gave me a heart attack."
"I'm sure she isn't too far," Sass says.
Blair looks at us, "What happened to your faces?"
"Damien got in a fight with some bad people," Angie says, "and then he stabbed them and it felt like poking a pumpkin!"
"Oh," Blair says.
 
"I was only protecting Gina because she's pregnant," I say. "I'm not like that. I'm not violent. I listen to Phish and stuff."
"Oh," she says.
"Hey, we should look for your dog."
(She doesn't answer me.)
 
"Damien," Sass says, "how about you and me go for a walk, smoke a joint?"
I look at Alex and Gina for approval.
"Go ahead," Alex says.
(Blair's head is turned from me.)
 
Sass takes me to a rock overlooking the town I grew up in.
A dilapidated blue tarp ruffles in a tree next to us.
 
He sparks a joint, "Beautiful up here…ain't it?"
Townscape is a massive circuit board of lights.
 
"Amazing," I say.
"They're so placid, them lights, but think about all that's happening down there; people making love or fightin'…Someone could be getting murdered at this very moment. But all we see are these motionless lights. It's…like…this big metaphor for life, brother. How our exterior is homogenous, or at least familiar, yet we don't know what's happening behind closed doors; happy things, sad things, whatever. But our lights…they're our identities until they get turned off…usually one at a time and then we become just another dark spot lost amongst the rest." (He smiles after this last line, obviously rehearsed.)
 
"Or until the sun comes up…" I cough from the joint, "…man."
I laugh and he shakes his head, annoyed by the mockery.
 
"Do you believe in god?" he asks.
"I don't know," I say. "I used to."
"What happened?"
 
"I was raised Catholic but don't agree with the tenets of Catholicism. I'm opposed to any form of
organized religion, but to tell you the truth, it's a topic that I don't really give a fuck about."
"What about politics?" Sass asks.
"Again, something I care very little about. I'd definitely consider myself a liberal. But the whole notion of compartmentalization is a turnoff. I stay away from any shit that aims to throw you under one umbrella term. I think it's just a way to control people. Aren't religion and politics the two most taboo topics of conversation?"
"Not if you don't believe in either of them," Sass says. "You look like a comic book character with them raccoon eyes under the hat."
 
Note:  Marijuana is my least favorite drug. It always makes me feel incredibly insecure and question what people think about me. But this guy is such a fucking weirdo that I'm too distracted to think about myself.
 
I point to my face, "This was a necessary evil. I was protecting myself."
"And I'm not knocking you for that. I completely understand. There are a lot of things that are worth fighting for, brother. Up here we have something going on and we're selective with the people that we bring into it. We have an agenda and we need to make sure that no one is going to interfere with what we are trying to accomplish."
"What kind of agenda?"
"An anti-government agenda," Sass says.
"That's cooool."
(I'm very stoned.)
 
"So I just want to know who you are," he says.
 
I'm 27.
I was born and raised in Santa Barbara, CA.
"You can't beat the weather," I say. "It's exceptional."
I could have been a famous musician but I fell to drugs.
(That's all I can say to define myself.)
 
Sass is 24.
He's from northern California.
"Not too far from Maverick's, by Santa Cruz," he says.
"Right now is the time to revolt against the government. It has become so…goddamn tyrannical, and the republic has been bought out by corporations. They have hijacked democracy with their corporate agenda. It's sickening really…"
 
By now the weed has finally made me "space out."
Sass is using words like "oligarchy" and "plutocracy."
But I'm thinking about a Mexican chick I've been fucking lately.
(Who is so thin that she looks deformed and I'm suddenly concerned.)
 
"…the whole sub-prime mortgage thing was a man-engineered cataclysm and no one went to fucking jail for it! We're talking about a slew of families that were intentionally impoverished so that the corporate thugs could use private jets to shop Rio with their mistresses. But then the government is going to lock up street-level crack dealers for twenty years at a time. And we go into other countries and we do whatever the fuck we want. We're these imperialistic bullies and it is patently wrong, man," Sass says.
 
The Mexican chick always has to "use the rest room" after we have sex…
(I'm thinking that a quick Google search might be necessary here.)
 
"Now is our time to combat it," Sass says. "We have the technological capabilities to mobilize our efforts. Imagine the sixties if they had had Facebook. This is a movement we're part of up here…"
 
…and she is always eating handfuls of "calcium and fish oil supplements."
(If that isn't suspicious for a heroin addict, then what is?)
 
"So we steal from the rich as sort of 'poetic justice.' We identity theft and other scams and party with a network of like-minded revolutionary types. Chad was discharged from the military and supplies us with weapons. We live in total sovereignty up here and we're making a sociopolitical statement against the aristocrats. Like how we steal pets from rich people and then return them for reward money. Everything we do has that smart kind of irony, man. That's how we got Felony. We were down in Pacific Palisades at a gated community. Gated communities have these bulletin boards in their poolrooms and it makes it easier to answer multiple reward flyers at once. Anyways, when we went to return her, it turned out that the owner was the Chief of Police. So we got this animal hostage and she's a potential felony, and there just ain't no way we are going to return her to some fascist fucking pig, man," Sass says.
 
I'm just stuck and stoned, watching him talk.
He pulls out a breath drop vial, "…Some L, man?"
(LSD explains a lot about the guy.)
 
"I don't know," I say. "It's been years. I haven't tripped since high school."
"We're all frying. I just want to see where your soul's at, background check, dig?"
 
Note:  The quality of the hallucinogenic trip depends on: your surroundings, state of mind, and company. I'm in desolate mountains w/ a Manson-type radical. I've          recently committed my very 1st stabbing and my life generally sucks these days.
 
But I'm a drug addict so I grab the vial and take 6 minty drops.
"That was a lot," Sass says, "…and stay away from Blair, brother."
 



V
 
 
 
5 mins before the acid kicks in,
we talk art and literature and music and film.
Sass likes abstract expressionism, "de Kooning is the truth."
He asks if I've ever read Last Exit to Brooklyn.
"What about that fuck…Love and a .45?"
(And we talk underground hip-hop.)
 
He's an artsy guy.
Well-spoken w/ out the education.
He's telling me about the party in San Fran.
 
I think the laughing kick started it,
because I get butterflies.
And my grin begins to ache:
(lysergic acid diethylamide.)
 
Sometime after saying, "I'm tripping balls."
I realize that I am.
He's far away.
Asking if it's a "bad thing."
"Damien, is it a bad thing?"
 
Sass is talking to me.
Face of oil painting blotches
that keep melting into each other.
"We should go back to the others," he says,
(He has the Monet features.)
 
And now we're partners on the same mission.
Psychedelics do that to you.
Walking 40 yards w/ difficulty.
Nature enveloping us,
while everything remains dark.
 
When we get to the fire,
the voices are foreign.
Familiarity drips from faces,
like never-ending globs of wax.
 
"Look at his eyes."
The crystal meth didn't make you gay, Ian.
You made the crystal meth gay. *
* this is one of those seemingly profound paradoxes that I will revisit throughout my trip.
 
Gina has stroke-quivered lips, "Sweetie…"
She tries to hug me.
I flinch.
She's fatter.
And I don't like it.
"You're really fucked up," she says.
"How much did you take?"
 
She's severely pregnant.
Summersault freeze frame:
placenta-wrapped fetus.
"uterine cavity"
"maternal endometrial venule"
"embryonic membranes"
everything opiate and amphetamine laced,
teeny organs twisted in deformities.
Brain fuzzed by learning disabilities.
"respiratory depression"
"fetal alcohol syndrome"
"neonatal intoxication"
And this baby plops out bloody.
Umbilical cord coiling from a sunken stomach.
Wrapped around its arm.
Just like mommy.
Marlboro Light from its mouth.
Small enough to say "i"
when it meant to ask a question instead.
 
She has her arm around me.
Spangled specks from the fire,
kiss the yellowed Cheshire cat.
(If I'm not peaking I'm in trouble.)
 
And veins slither from a needle.
Big 1 settling as it croaks,
splashed in a puddle of Hepatitis.
 
Rig dangling by my elbow.
Alex talking, "K."
"You ok man?"
We're in a tent.
I rip the needle out.
"You were freaking out," he says.
"He took way too much," Sass says. "I warned him."
"Did the shot make you come down a little?"
 
"God, he looks petrified."
(I'm watching Alex eat his own face.)
Blue bandanna around my arm.
"He took like five or six."
Gina says, "Sweetie, why would you eat that much acid?"
"Maybe we should give him another shot. He still looks like he's freaking out."
"I don't know too much about it," Sass says. "What if we give him too much?"
"He'll be fine," Alex says.
Chad grabs my shoulder.
He tilts his head back;
rows of spoiled teeth,
peering from a 0 mouth.
They're holding me down, "…hey, hey, trust me."
I'm thrashing in defense.
But the needle goes in again,
"too much."
 
Note:  Opiatic surges have the ability to decrease the intensity of a hallucinogenic rip. It can lift the foot off the distortion peddle, invoking a sudden sense of clarity.
 
"Better?" Gina asks.
I tell her that I'm "all fucked up."
Lucidity is fading as quickly as it came.
"I know, sweetie."
Seeping corners of her lips
have become more shallow, "We know."
"He looks more alert," Sass says.
 
But everything is different.
My friend Alex has changed.
His normally spiky blonde hair has curled.
A reincarnation of some sort of lame Christian surfer from Ventura.
Cool, calm, and collected.
Talking emphatically So-Cal,
everything "bitchin" or "rad."
"Fuckin'…ay…bro."
 
I'm looking at a girl,
puppy cradled in her arms.
Girl disgustingly ugly.
 
She has fingers in the dog's mouth.
It's chewing her index off.
Red spittle on its chin.
Which is inexplicably funny.
Alex says, "Right on,"
w/ the Channel Islands grin.
Interspecies finger banging, "punk rock, whatever, etc."
And the girl has freckles.
They're calling her "Penelope."
But what if it isn't a girl at all?
Freckles are a well-documented hallmark of neonatal deformity.
The placenta acted like a butterfly spike,
pumping narcotics (teratogens) into the insatiable fetus.
The abscess was surely the exit point of escape.
Fed up w/ the fluctuations in dopamine and endorphins,
it burrowed its way from the puss-packed cocoon in Gina's neck.
To look for more dope… "addiction is a desperately progressive disease."
But the infant had morphed into a full-grown, freckly redhead.
Looking like so many drug-addled internet porn stars these days;
tragically gaunt w/ eyes as maroon as her hair.
Finger fucking a Labrador's gnawing face,
searching for zoophilia kicks a "traditional junkie" like me could never understand.
 
This has turned into a crying fit.
People hugging me, "…Awww, it's okay."
Tweakers’ arms feeling perverted.
Tears that make my face vulnerable;
shivered and lost under the rash of stars.
 
Then I'm alone w/ Blair.
Where Sass and I were earlier.
She's talking about "self-imposed meteor showers."
"Everything intended," she says.
My head cocked back,
searching for "them cosmic-rays."
Dragging stars when I finally bring it down.
(She's gorgeous in that light.)
 
I ask her if "artistic people trip harder" than normal people.
"Do these drugs accentuate that vision because we see the world differently?"
"I think so," Blair says. "The question is whether it's a blessing or a curse."
"That's something that I'm constantly asking myself. People say I'm gifted…but I'm conflicted about it, because I think it's the source of my pain. I think creativity makes it impossible to ignore the ugliness of life. That's why my writing is so morose: I'm disgusted by everything. Popular culture makes me cringe. It all seems so fucking fake. I laugh at all the wrong things. And even when I don't want to have recognition for my expression it seems that I do. If I didn't have an artistic outlet I'd literally kill myself; the things I see in the world are way too terrible to keep to myself. But then it sets these uncomfortable expectations. It seems like because I'm good at something, people expect more from me, no matter how much I want to just do my own thing."
 
Jaundiced building lights,
mimicked by a motionless ocean.
 
She says, "Maybe your energy isn't right."
"What does that mean?"
"That the entire galaxy is made of energy."
Her smile electric, "Know anything about eastern mysticism?"
And she explains her philosophy,
"Me, you, that tree right there…energy."
She tells me about "intertwinement."
How important it is to "transcend the ego."
"You need balance. You need to learn to calibrate your forces so that you're aligned with the earth. Maybe that would set you free from the ambivalence about your talents. You know, let the material stuff go…"
 
Note:  Pathological narcissism is symptomatic of drug addiction. This creates an interesting dynamic for conversation w/ others. Although they're speaking and my mannerisms suggest that I understand them, I'm usually thinking about myself. I pick up fragments or highlights, enough to formulate responses w/ out having to be fully engaged. Instead, I'm thinking about: being famous, my rad body, or my "comeback story."
 
"How like," Blair says, "when you're in a bad mood and you go around a group of people that are in good moods, their positive energy counters yours. Vibes have this awesome susceptibility that you can learn to balance. Once you teach yourself to be at peace with your ego, the inner struggles go away, and you can be a part of the spiritual plane."
 
I say, "…I'm tripping balls."
Thinking we're mad dichotomous,
the junkie and new-age princess;
tranquil while I'm precarious.
(Raccoon eyes to glitter.)
 
When I was younger hallucinogenic drugs were fun. My 15-year-old brain could handle the 12 hours of intense visuals and introspection. Thoughts were less potent then: remorse about sleeping with my friend's girlfriend, what so-and-so thought of me, or the looming consequences of truancy. Nothing that couldn't be drowned out by a laughing fit.
 
A decade of heroin addiction spawns a nasty psyche. It's a mental environment incompatible with psychedelics. You examine your life from another vantage point. All of a sudden the reality-suppression you've worked so hard to insulate yourself within is dismantled. Thoughts become naked and kaleidoscopic: potential, talent, good looks, dignity, the embarrassment and shame, the terrible things you've done—twirling memories like the way a knife feels when it cuts through flesh and gets stuck at a bone. The way you're not invited to family events, or people from your past life all talk to you without making eye contact. The disappointment of lovers and family and friends. The time my mom let me crash at her house and while doing my laundry, found a syringe, which I desperately blamed on steroids, but weighed, like, a buck-twenty. Or the time I spent the band's demo budget on peanut butter crank and said with a straight face that we could offset the missing money by printing "fuck Jesus" t-shirts. Sharing needles with that one sketchy guy. Calling your dad collect on father's day from jail. The talent that gives you visibility when you preferred to be ignored. That you'll never be good enough anyway. When your girlfriend suggests you impregnate her so you have a reason to live. Or when your penis falls to drugs. Flinching memories that make you say bad words out loud, shit masquerading as farts. When you can't trust yourself with a gun. The self-realization that those mornings were real when you cried because you couldn't find a vein and wished you had enough dope to kill yourself when you finally did.
 
Jill and I were dropping a half-kilo off at Chico State and had to kill some time so we ended up going to a party at the apartment complex of the guy who we were selling the coke to. They were charging $5 at the door for plastic cups. We argued about the price, feeling on general principle that you should be able to drink at a party for free. So they let us in without cups. We weaved our way through drunk college kids and made our way to the kitchen to look for something to drink out of the keg with. Jill found a cookie pan full of brownies in a cupboard above the refrigerator. It had a hot pink index card on it that said something like, "Magic brownies: eat with care." Jill and I, both being fans of edible marijuana highs, coupled with our resentment towards the party throwers for the unfair door tax, decided to steal them. We got a garbage bag from under the sink and left the party with the stolen goods. We went back to Santa Barbara and ended up forgetting about the bag in Jill's closet. Fast forward to another night some months later, a bunch of people drinking at her place, my friend Geoff, in the closet for some reason, found them and suggested we have a bud brownie–eating contest. I'm 18 or 19 at the time and in that peculiar 'I can do more drugs than you' mentality that teenagers—especially drunk—seem to universally foster. Geoff and I started eating these stale brownies, competitively fast, until we both had black-batter chins and Geoff realized that something tasted "weird" (this is after like 13 brownies) and we broke some apart in Jill's sink and noticed the slivers of tangerine-yellow, which were undoubtedly ground-up psilocybin mushrooms. We had no way of knowing how much we had eaten so we immediately stuck fingers down our throats in a panic over the toilet. Geoff made lots of foamy vomit spill out (he'd been drinking PBR that night). But for me it wouldn't come up, the brownie batter was getting stuck to my throat and they kept telling me I had to because it was "poison, dude." Besides a few pathetic whiskey spits, everything stayed in my stomach and I was soon having my first bad trip. This can probably be attributed to the fact that the 30-minute prelude before the mushrooms kicked in was spent listening to a group of "concerned" drunk people passionately explain how these things were about to make me overdose and die. They were very specific and descriptive, with ominous warnings of kidney and liver failure. It was convincing. It was inevitable that I would walk off to be by myself and have one of the worse introspective attacks of my lifetime; my entire life is based off distraction and finding lesser pains. For the first time I could actually see myself from my family's perspective. How charged a word “heroin” is, what it feels like to tell friends (whose kids are going to four-year schools) that their only son is "having problems adjusting." And knowing exactly what the extent of those problems is, but employing the same suppression techniques that I do, only on a much more blameless and innocent level. Thirty bucks can't fix those problems. And so they come out in the most unsuspecting places: underperforming at work, sleepless nights, and sexual dysfunction. Hugging family pictures of a time when their son didn't have to fight to smile or keep his eyes open, hating the landline because they're petrified it's going to burst into ringing sorrow at 4:40 am. My mom finds herself crying at inappropriate times to movies that are supposed to make her laugh instead; there's something awful and taunting about normality when your family doesn't have it anymore.
 
Then I wake up dopesick in a tent, "I do not like green eggs and ham."
I have the obligatory LSD hangover and aches.
(Vomit spills from my mouth when I roll over.)
 
Angie says, "…Ewww."
We're alone in the large tent.
"Where's Gina?" I ask.
"She left with everyone. They went on a mission–type thing. I have your stuff, though. She left it here for you. She said you'd be needing it."
She reaches into a backpack,
pulling out a cellophane baggie.
(Looks like a couple grams.)
 
"Where's the rest?" I ask.
"That's all she gave me, babe," she says, "but they'll be back in a few hours."
"She leave the needles?"
She nods and grabs the needle exchange bag.
 
There's sweat dripping down my forehead.
I cook myself a shot and jab the back of my hand (nothing).
Then I try and miss the little vein under my elbow, "I need a tie."
"Actually," I say, "can you come over here and squeeze my arm for me?"
 
She looks curious and cute,
her purple bikini is hugging her tits.
(Her hand goes around my arm.)
 
"A little harder," I say.
I find a small vein under a bruise, "All better."
"That's really hot," she says.
"What is?"
"Heroin. I've never seen anyone do that before…it's bad boy sexy."
 
Note:  This is tremendously suspect to me. A total red flag to the likelihood of contracting a sexually transmitted infection. I read a pamphlet on communicable diseases when I was constipated at Chevron. She's exhibiting classic "risk factor signs."
 
"I want to try it," she says. "Is it good?"
"I'm not going to be the one to give you heroin for the first time."
She pouts her lips, "Pawleeeeeeese?"
"It's not for cute little girls like you."
"I'm not a little girl…" – shaking her head – "…I'm a grownup."
"You're going to have to prove it…little girl."
 
She bites her lips,
leaving her teeth there.
Making eye contact,
gaze drifting to my crotch.
 
She tugs the string on her bikini,
exposing tan-less breasts and dropping to her knees.
 
She takes my dick from her mouth,
holds it in her hand, "…What do you want to do to me?"
Her blue eyes are sparkling.
"What do you want me to do?"
"Anything you want," she says. "I just want to watch you jack off. That's my thing."
 
I rip her bikini bottom off.
Freshly shaved w/ a hint of irritation.
She moans when I rub her.
Wet when I turn her around.
She plants her palms on the tarp ground.
She's taken care of (3x).
(And I'm raw and unsatisfied.)
 
She slows down and humps backwards, "Gosh."
This places my dick farther inside of her, "…do…you…ever stop?"
"Smack," I admit.
"Makes it hard for you to nut?" she asks. "Want some meth?"
(Girls that use the term 'nut'—also sketchy.)
 
Angie crawls forward and lets my dick flop out of her.
She goes to a duffel bag and pulls out a bag of speed.
"I'm gonna slam it," I say.
"Will you shoot me up too?"
I'm a sucker for a pouty face, "…Fine."
I use a Mountain Dew cap (make 2 shots).
Then I use the bikini string to tie her little arm, "Oww-ch."
I hit a vein atop a freckle as she looks away and coughs.
 
Her coughs quickly turn to panting.
There's a snail trail running down her leg.
She's become a sex-crazed meth-monster,
aggressively diving for my penis as I try to shoot up.
"Just wait," I say. "I have to get myself, baby."
(But it's useless and the blowjob is painful.)
 
We're suddenly on an even playing field.
Meth-sex is a torrential sexual parade:
noisy fellatio
mutual butthole licking
neck biting
"moderate" anal eroticism
simple kissing
different angles
symbiotic stimulation
her sucking my middle finger
me kissing her inner thigh
she licks my balls.
 
She's breathless, "I want…to watch you jack off. But…like…look at me, k?"
I stand over her naked (except for black dress socks.)
She spreads her legs open,
curling her fingers into herself,
"…Mmm…mmmm…you're such a fucking stud…"
And I do feel pretty good.
There's a barrage of endorphins making me feel yoked.
I'm doing the Facebook "tilted head w/ the kiss-face" thing,
while simultaneously flexing my biceps, lats, and traps (completely muscle-atrophied).
Concentrating on tightening my abs as I jack off, "…You like that?"
 
"Mmmm, yeah," she says. "Do it over my face so I can watch you come."
Which sounds completely reasonable to me.
There's perspiration on her temples.
She's breathing in hums.
Fingers moving fast.
Her pupils wide, "Please do it all over my face."
 
I step on a wooden crate,
scooting closer to her face.
I'm humping my hand.
 
She's really into it.
"Get it everywhere," she pleads.
(I stroke even harder.)
 
Then sunlight hits my face.
"Oh my god…Ang what the fuck are you doing?"
Glare is blinding.
But I recognize Blair's voice.
 
Angie and I keep getting off.
I move in for the money shot.
Blair screams, "Angie!"
But there's already a web of sperm on her face.
And I feel as though I'm about to be passionately judged, "…What?"
 



VI
 
 
 
I run after Blair and I'm naked (except for black dress socks).
But she's nowhere in sight and the sun makes me nauseous.
 
Chad comes up to me, "…Got some real bad news."
"Give it to me," I say.
"Pigs picked Gina up."
"Tell me you got the dope."
"Nah…they got that too."
 
"This is horrible," I say. "I'm gonna be sick now."
"And the girls, they'll be gone a while, watchin' Telemundo in county and shit."
"Girls?"
"Penelope got hemmed up with her. They were going door-to-door collecting money for disasters
overseas. Sass had them asking for cash donations, saying they needed cash instead of check or credit, to 'expedite the process' or whatever. He came up with having a $100 cap. With the maximum donation thing, it gains creditability with people, like who the fuck would put a cap on a donation if it were a scam? Sass is mad genius. So they were in this affluent neighborhood in a rented U-Haul and Gina was shooting up with Penelope. Rest of us was in the car a couple blocks up, they're waiting in front of some mansion and a security guy rolled up, cuffed both of them and the real cops came and arrested them, found that tar on Gina."
"That was my shit," I sigh. "…Who is Penelope?"
"Chick you made cry last night. You were calling her ugly, it was comedy, you was on a pretty nasty one, dawg."
"Last thing I remember was talking to Blair," I say.
"Ain't nothing…but what you do to her? She says you an asshole."
"She walked in on Angie and I hooking up. I get really horny when I do speed and Angie is a total freak—"
"Say no more, Dawg," Chad says. "Don't trip, it ain't hard to get on Blair's bad side. Between you and me…she's kinda a bitch."
"She did catch me jacking off on her friend's face, dude."
"She's super petty. Wanna shoot guns and eat acid?"
 
So I get dressed and we go past the camp to a field.
There are halves off booze bottles atop milk crates.
(And golden shell casings covering the ground.)
 
We talk Blair, "…I don't want her to hate me though."
"It's not you," Chad says. "Ang is a big-time slut, dawg. She's always getting herself in trouble for fucking every guy that comes her way. Blair is like her big sister and she's real protective of her, that's it. Real talk."
"Sass asked me to stay away from her," I say.
"Oh yeah, and that shit goes back a long time. He's obsessed with her. In a mad, creepy way. Same way Blair is protective over Ang, Sass is like a million times worse with Blair."
"How does she feel about him?"
"She ain't feelin' him. All I'm going to say on it."
 
On the revolution, "…You buy what Sass is preaching, about the government and corporations and the revolution and everything?"
"Absolutely," Chad says, spraying a row of Bud Lights w/ an AR-15.
 
"I think the government has problems," I say, "but what country doesn't? This country isn't so bad; this isn't, like, North Korea or Iran. We're pretty humane—"
"No, no. We ain't humane and I know that because I was part of the US military. I saw what happens when we're on a corporate agenda, when the fuckin' military-industrial complex engineers wars. I went to Iraq, we are bad, dawg. We're imperialists. Why you think most of the world hates us? We never changed; it's still saw, came, and conquered. Instead of Indians, it's colonies in places we ain't supposed to be. And the people in charge of sending us there got these huge financial incentives because they own the industries that profiteer from war. It's pure jingoism. What's up with them dog tags?"
 
"My mom gave them to me," I say. "I got pretty bad on heroin and she wanted some sort of
identification in case I died. I was going through a really introverted phase where I'd go on these month-long runs. No one would hear from me and when i did finally resurface, my mom would say she thought I had died. And she said that if i ever did die she might not ever find out about it. I kind of like the way they look, too, and I've been wearing them so long that I'm superstitious about taking them off. Same with the Dodgers cap. It has become my look."
 
Chad says, "Yeah, I always keep this bandanna in my back pocket. Same sort of shit. It was my best friend's. We was in Basic together and then the same platoon. Government got him, dawg. He knew this one kid in Special Ops and he told him some shit that linked the government to the New World Order. Real sketchy shit about Israel. My homie decided to leak it; bunch of us warned against it, but he was stuck on it. He was found hanging from a wooden post before he got the chance, this blue bandanna out his back pocket. There was a suicide note but it was bogus, he just had a beautiful baby girl, had a beautiful wife waiting on him. It was the government that done that shit; that's the day I decided to fight, when I found out who the real enemy was and shit. Know what I'm sayin'?"
"You talk like Eminem," I say.
"Shit, you talks like Bill and Ted."
 
There's an immediate sense of solidarity when you do crimes together.
 
We go to the nicest neighborhoods of Santa Barbara,
stealing piles of mail out of people's mailboxes.
We filter through meaningless mail until we find inactivated credit cards.
Compiling "profiles" by gathering as much personal data about the owner of the card as
possible (e.g. birthdates, social security numbers, pets' names, etc.)
And then try to manually activate the cards by calling the customer service line and
exercising what Sass calls "social engineering."
This is when you feign confusion to the operator (who is usually at some sweatshop call
center in East India and already handicapped w/ an English pronunciation deficiency that you
can easily exploit by sounding angry and using profile facts).
These people are a lot easier to manipulate than you'd expect.
Comparable to college chicks hammered off wine coolers and Vicodin,
"Aw, you are really sweet. Are you sure there's more alcohol in this room upstairs?"
"Yes, princess. Trust me."
Once a card is activated, we establish a pin # w/ the operator over the phone.
Cash is then retrieved via cash advances.
($5,000 to $40,000 depending on credit lines.)
 
Or we specifically target mailboxes that are marked for outgoing pickup.
These are characterized by the little red flags being erect.
We look for bills: water, electricity, cable, etc.
Most ballpoint pen ink is cheap and can be removed by washing the checks in acetone.
(Actual check ink is durable enough to stay intact.)
We rewrite the checks to one of the many aliases using a standard ballpoint pen.
Chad makes fake driver's licenses using: a laminator, templates from the Internet, fake holographic stickers, and a card writer. We use rubber cement–like molding agent to apply fake prints over our thumbs and cash the checks, w/ the fake ID and ball cap disguise, at seedy liquor stores or check cashing centers that will cash personal checks.
 
Sass has a myriad of ways to rip off the upper class.
He sees these people as the "antagonists of social mobility."
There is this genuine conviction about "the cause" amongst the crew.
I think the government has some problems that need to be fixed,
but I don't think stealing from rich people is making any kind of "statement."
This is clearly some speed-induced, drug addict shit.
(Stealing to stay high, which I'm all for anyway.)
 
Note:  Tweakers are the largest demographic of the telemarketing industry. This is a fitting job because they are hyper, loquacious, and have grandiose visions of the world that lack any measure of sense.
 
Coherency is the fundamental difference between addictions.
Heroin addicts are straight to the point, "…I need this shit now or I'll be sick."
 
Junkies will steal from you,
tweakers will steal (and then help you look for it).
 
Note:  There will be no "poetic ending."
 
The week is pretty standard:
I sneak off and fuck Angie a few times.
It becomes predictably boring so I start making up excuses.
"Not now, I'm having an outbreak." (This should be dissuasive.)
"Oh, I'm not tripping," she says. "Let's do it anyway."
Which to me is frightening, intimidating, and a total turnoff.
So I hide out w/ Chad, listening to Spice-1 and emptying clips.
He gave me a half bottle of 80mg OxyContin, which is a total "life saver."
I don't see too much of Blair because Sass is always having "talks" w/ her.
She's still upset about the "masturbating on her best friend's awaiting face" thing.
We made a collective $5,323.75 doing scams.
Ended up spending most of the money on drugs for the rave in SF:
Ketamine, LSD, MDA, MDMA, DMT, and psilocybin.
(…Ready to fucking rock the party.)
 
The party is in a couple of days.
I had talked Alex into driving up to the Bay.
He rented a big white van,
same kind used at all residential treatment centers.
("Druggy buggy.")
 
We pack backpacks w/ clothes and paraphernalia.
Girls bringing the rave stuff: glow sticks, bikinis, costumes, etc.
We hike down the side of the mountain.
Alex is smoking a cigarette, waiting in the van.
"They came looking for you," he says.
 
I climb into the backseat, "Yeah?"
There is an R.E.M. song on the radio.
"Six of them, they were talking pretty tough."
"Who, them fags you stabbed?" Chad asks.
I nod, "I'm sorry…I didn't mean for it to go down like this."
"Dude, you climbed in their fucking window trying to steal needles."
"Let's go get these punks," Chad says, "I got a piece in my backpack, what's up?"
"Let's just go and enjoy the party," I say.
Sass grabs my shoulder, "Seriously Damien, you're family now. Just say when, brother."
"Thank you, really. This is a mess I made that definitely needs to be cleaned up at some point, I know that, but let's just kick back and enjoy the trip we have planned. And seriously, what the fuck is R.E.M. talking about?"
(This makes everyone laugh.)
 
"Who's up for boomers?" Angie asks.
She takes mushrooms out of her Hello Kitty backpack.
"I am!" Alex says. "It's been forever since I've eaten any shrooms."
"Sure it's a good idea to eat that stuff while you're driving?" Blair asks.
"Oh yeah. I'm way better at driving when I'm tripping."
"He's a pro," I add.
Blair rests her chin on Felony's head, sighs.
Angie feeds Alex 1 stem and cap at a time.
He grimaces while he chews,
"ushh-rumez taste vike shit."
 
A sunset dips itself in the pacific,
darkly flared behind the tinted windows.
 
Everyone is eating fungi from a Ziploc bag (I turn them down).
Sass looks up, chewing, "…You're not gonna trip with us?"
"I hate mushrooms," I say. "I had a really bad experience one time."
He goes into a monologue about conditions, "…all about surroundings, brother."
"That L didn't take well with me the other night. I think I've just come to a point in my life where I'm no longer compatible with hallucinogenic drugs. They're just way too emotionally charged with all I've put my head through lately. But it's all good, I want you guys to have a good time."
"I can respect that," Sass says.
Alex puts on some live String Cheese Incident.
Angie announces that she LOVES JAM BANDS (2x).
 
So they finish the bag of mushrooms.
We smoke bowls out of Blair's glass bubbler,
van saturated w/ the smell of high-quality marijuana.
 
They start tripping a half-hour later.
They're speaking strangely.
Laughing at things that could only be funny to people on mushrooms.
They have that collective sour face,
happy/scared like people on a roller coaster ride.
I repeatedly argue that I should be driving, "Guys, I'm the only one not hallucinating."
We're on a dangerous and curvy mountain road.
Ending up tipped over in some glowing accident is probable.
(But Alex continues to dance in his seat while he drives.)
 
The van is swerving and we're coming frighteningly close to my fiery premonition.
This exemplifies mushroom humor—not funny to me, extremely fucking funny to them.
 
We make our way to the bottom of the mountain.
Approaching a stop sign when something terrible happens,
a cop car gets behind us.
(And the laughing stops.)
 
Alex screams, "…We're busted!!!!"
"No we aren't," I say. "Alex, you have to concentrate on driving. Drive normal. Pull to the stop sign nice and slow."
"Dude, I can't go to prison," he whispers.
Tears going down his face,
van silent except for his sniffling.
 
"And you aren't going to. You got this. Nice and easy to the stop sign."
I'm watching the cop in the rearview mirror.
Alex brings the van to a nice stop.
"Good," I say. "You're doing great."
Cop stops behind us.
"K, now drive."
He keeps the van stuck at the stop sign.
"Drive."
Nothing.
"Alex, drive the fucking van!"
He takes the keys out of the ignition.
"What are you doing?" I ask.
(And he throws the keys far out the window.)
 
"…Dude."
But by now he's screaming, "We surrender!"
Top of his lungs…over and over.
Which understandably freaks everyone out.
(So they start screaming too.)
 
Note:  We have thousands of dollars worth of: designer drugs, boosted pharmaceuticals, methamphetamines, identity theft paraphernalia, guns, syringes, and a stolen yellow Labrador puppy, which belongs to the Chief of          Police in, of all places, Pacific Palisades. We're talking about some significant state or federal prison time here (screaming is super inappropriate).
 
But the cop peels around the van and speeds off.
"I'm driving," I say.
 
They're laughing at 3rd grade–level humor,
"Angie sucks dick for…hallucinogens!"
So I propose camping at Pismo,
I know a nice spot on the beach I had crashed at before.
We have some sleeping bags in the van.
(Let them come down a little bit.)
Chad and I gather wood at the beach and make a fire.
Everyone is giggling as they huddle around it.
Sass brought an old guitar from the van.
(He's strumming it w/ "autistic eyes.")
 
"Give that shit to Damien," Alex says.
"You play?" Angie asks.
I shrug, "Little bit."
"Fuck yeah he plays. That's the world famous Damien Cantwell. He fronted California."
"Play us something," Angie says.
I grab the guitar, "…Requests?"
Sass says, "…something…anything…man…" (He is having trouble lighting a joint.)
 
I start a Blue October song, "…Know this one?"
They sway w/ me as I sing the song softly.
"playing movies in my head that make a porno look like home to me."
Blair and I making eye contact,
"while I was busy waging wars with myself you were trying to stop the fight."
 
I finish the song to a round of applause.
"That was so frickin' good!" Angie says.
"Yeah dawg," Chad says. "You got a real dope voice."
"Thank you. But people on mushrooms are a pretty easy audience."
Then I play a song by Staind and they sing along.
 
Blair watching me the entire time,
wisps of campfire dancing in her pupils.
Even sober I know that this is special.
So I excuse myself to "take a walk."
(I'm trying to shake off those chills.)
 
I sit on the sand and watch the waves.
 
It feels like when I was in elementary school.
Having a crush on a girl and waking up for her.
A time when eye contact was worth more than escape,
when I wanted to face the day instead of figuring out how to.
 
"Can I sit here with you?" Blair asks.
"Of course," I say.
"Why are you all alone?"
"Thinking," I say. "Which is never a good idea."
She giggles, "…I know exactly what you mean."
"Sometimes I just have to get away and reflect on shit. There's a lot going on right now. And I felt kind of alone because I was the only one not tripping, you still on one?"
"Coming down," she says. "Hey, you are super, super talented by the way, know that?"
"Or you're just really high… That's possible too."
"You're silly."
"Blair…about the other day with Angie and everything—"
"You don't have to explain yourself. That's her, that's Ang. It isn't the first time something like this has happened."
"Um, like, that same scenario has happened before?" I ask.
"Yes. More than a few times. Black guys."
"Jesus," I say. "What are the odds?"
 
Blair starts laughing, "I'm just kidding! But she does have a problem with hooking up with people too easily. God, you thought I was serious?"
"There's nothing between me and her. It was just a…it was a meth thing."
"It's none of my business."
"What brings you over this way anyway?"
 
"Sass was pissing me off," she yawns. "I had to get away."
"Seems like he's really into you."
"It's super frustrating. We're good friends and I care about him but he wants something more. So he gets possessive for no reason. It's like he tracks my every move; if he feels like I'm not giving him enough attention he'll want to go talk with me or interfere with what I'm doing. It gets really old."
"Have you told him how you feel?" I ask.
"Sass isn't the best communicator. He can be pretty unreasonable."
 
Blair picks up an empty bottle of Malibu Rum.
She twists the cap and looks inside and tosses it aside.
 
"It's stupid," she says.
"That the bottle's empty? Yeah totally."
"My mom died when I was really little. My dad told me that she went to heaven to become an angel and that angels communicate through messages in bottles because the ocean goes forever. So when I was a kid I'd run around the beach looking for bottles, convinced that I was going to get a message from my mom. But it never happened."
"Your dad sounds like a really cool guy," I say.
"He could be at times. But he could be a real fucking asshole, too. He's an Evangelical Christian and
when people are fanatical about anything I think it's really bad."
"I can't stand politics or religion."
"Me neither," she says.
 
I watch Blair talk,
half-tripping eyes gorgeous as ever.
She tells me about growing up in Carmel,
how her mom was "killed by a drunk driver."
I point out the irony in checking empty liquor bottles.
(A totally risky thing to say that makes her laugh.)
 
She tells me about the brothers she never sees anymore.
How her dad pushed his Christian beliefs on her.
Which pushed her away and she started partying.
Electronic music scene embraced her w/ open arms.
She went to raves, dressed the part, and bought into the culture.
 
She met a DJ named Casey from San Jose,
7 years older – 23 when she was 16.
He was in good w/ some guys from Toronto.
Who manufactured MDMA and LSD.
Business types who recruit people from the EDM scene.
Casey was selling powdered capsules at parties (.1 in a "vegetable cap.")
Spinning records and slinging powder on the side.
 
Rave culture is a vastly interconnected network.
It's easy to sell things within it if you're in the hierarchy.
"It's completely fucking political," Blair says.
Casey was considered a stand-up guy and talented DJ.
He moved up the ladder quickly (caps to kilos).
Sometimes he made $30,000 in a week.
By this point he had helped start an Asian E-ring in Los Angeles.
(Who dominated the pill-pressing sector of the market.)
 
Blair and Casey traveled the world together.
He bought fancy houses in Kauai and Telluride.
Casey was a millionaire by the time he was 25.
 
It was parties and money and young love.
Eventually he met a new partner from Santa Cruz.
He had bleached spike tips, mild acne, and a pierced tongue.
(Blair says, "…I know!")
 
Peter Nelson had similar Canadian connections.
He had been pumping northern California w/ MDA,
which is the "sex version of ecstasy."
A close cousin categorized as a downer,
because it lacks the jitters of MDMA.
(This is the shit that made hugs cool again.)
 
Casey and Peter met at Nocturnal Wonderland in LA.
Peter was wearing a Dr. Seuss hat that night.
They had a lot of the same interests:
art, politics, literature, EDM, and selling club drugs.
Merging companies afforded more lucrative returns.
Together they expanded markets to Washington and Oregon.
 
They had more money than they could spend.
And partied harder than most rock stars.
Peter preferred the MDA over the MDMA.
So people started calling him "Sass."
 
Note:  Sass is short for Sassafras, which is derived from the bark of a tree and made into oil. It's used for perfumes, diaphoretics, and as a precursor to ecstasy.
 
The federal indictment came down October of '05.
It was a muggy morning in Santa Cruz.
Men in navy blue windbreakers w/ DEA emblems
swept across Blair and Casey's front lawn (guns out).
Blair had been fighting w/ Casey the night before.
So she ended up crashing at her friend Angie's place.
Angie was dating Sass at the time.
DEA grabbed Casey and charged him w/ multiple counts:
 
            Conspiracy to Distribute MDMA.
            Possession with Intent to Sell Ketamine.
 
Feds also found 400lbs. of marijuana (relevant conduct).
The indictment included 14 other people's names on the conspiracy.
(Known and Unknown to the Grand Jury.)
 
Everyone was apprehended in the raids except:
 
            Peter Nelson (aka "Sass")
            Blair Davis
            Angelic Meyers
            Penelope Snyder
 
Casey fought the case for a few years,
he took it to trial and was sentenced to 40 years.
Everyone else is facing 10-to-Life, based on involvement.
(They've been on the run ever since.)
 
They started doing crystal meth and met Chad.
This is when they were radicalized w/ anti-government sentiment.
Sass led them in a "steal from plutocrats to dance" campaign.
They traveled the country stealing and getting high.
 
Blair's cut from a different cloth.
Meaning: she doesn't use amphetamines.
She just doesn't have anywhere else to go.
"What I'm telling you is a secret, Damien…"
 
Then Sass is tugging Blair off of me,
we had fallen asleep on top of each other.
 
"Fuck you doing?" he says.
"We were talking and fell asleep," Blair says. "Is that okay?"
"Your dog needs you. You can't just be leaving her like that."
"I'll be back soon."
"This is completely fucked up to Felony," he says.
"Whatever."
(Sass shakes his head and leaves.)
 
"He annoys the shit out of me!" Blair says.
"That must get old."
"Hey…" Blair says, "…are you alright?"
I nod—I'm starting to feel dopesick.
"You look super pale. It's that crap you mess with, you're sick?"
"I'm a little sick," I admit.
"Why do you do it anyway? You seem like a really cool person. You're talented and intelligent and you're good looking. You have every reason in the world not to."
"I don't know how to explain it. It's like you wouldn't understand it if you've never been addicted to it. The most fucked up thing is that I don't even get high anymore. I'm way past that point now. I do it to feel normal. When I'm sober I get really sad. You spend years making all this wreckage in your life and in other peoples' lives and then when you have just a glimpse of clarity you realize how disgusting it is. I'm not a bad person, Blair, but that shit makes me act really selfishly. I want to be good. I really do want to be good. But it's this constant…battle."
 
She grabs my hand.
"I don't think you're a bad person. I think you've just gotten caught up, that's all."
I squeeze her hand and it feels perfect.
"I just stopped believing in everything all at once. Total fucking apathy. The first night we met I felt something instantly. Real things are obvious when you've been numb for a long time. You're so beautiful—"
she cuts me off, "…Wait, what?"
"You're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen."
"Damien."
She moves away from me.
"Blair I think I'm in love with you."
"Wow. I think you're a really cool guy, ok? Don't ruin it with some cheap ploy to get into my pants. I am not Angie."
 
Blair gets up and brushes sand from her butt.
She looks at me before walking away.
I'm affected for less than 7 mins.
We can attribute this to intravenous OxyContin use.
(And I fall asleep w/ sand in my mouth.)
 



VII
 
 
 
Alex shakes me in the morning, "…You have the pills, right?"
Waves are splashing against rocks,
w/ an ocean more nauseated than I am.
We suck the green time release off our 80 mg.
Cooking pills on the bottom of a sandy Pepsi can.
(And drawing shots from the buffer debris.)
 
Alex licks blood off his arm, "I fucked Angie last night."
"Good?"
"She's a freak," he says. "But you already know."
We pass my last cigarette back and forth.
"I told Blair that I was in love with her."
"Nice…that work? Because that whole 'I'm in love with you' thing is kind of a risky play. You either get to fuck or it freaks them out and you don't get to fuck at all. Sometimes they get all clingy, too. Remember when Kristen slit her wrists? That was because I told her I loved her, then after I ditched her she completely overreacted. On the books still technically a W—"
"I said it because I think I really am."
"You've know her like a week."
"Doesn't matter," I say. "I've never felt like this before. I think that I'm in love with her."
"Lay off the psychedelics, bro."
 
We have 7 OxyContins left.
Meaning we have to score something up north.
San Francisco has plenty of ghettos that stock good heroin.
Salinas has the best heroin in northern California.
(Comparable to Coachella Valley down south.)
 
In the van Chad says, "…Turn it up, this song is dope."
We're on the 101 northbound.
Sass turns the volume up all the way – Slightly Stoopid.
"Not that loud," Chad says. "Shit sounds choppy."
I'm sitting in the back row next to Angie,
who's getting her hair braided into pigtails by Blair.
Felony is curled up asleep in her lap.
"Should I roll one of them L's?" Chad asks.
(Sass says that he should.)
 
Chad breaks open a Phillies
on the bottom of an upside-down skateboard.
Removing the stringy guts and brushing them aside.
He breaks up weed and rolls up a chubby blunt.
Giving it a twisting blowjob before it's ready.
(When he lights it the van turns white.)
 
"This is way too much smoke for Fel," Blair says.
"That dog was born to blaze it," Chad says. "Werncha?"
He blows smoke in Felony's face.
Blair uses her sweatshirt to cover the dog, "Asshole!"
Sass from the front, "You want him to stop smoking, Blair?"
"Just roll down the windows so she can breathe," she says. "God."
Then the windows open and it drains the smoke outside.
Alex asks if it's cool w/ everyone if "we stop in Salinas."
"It's about 40 minutes away," he says. "I just have to grab something."
"Whatever you have to do," Sass says.
Blair leans into me, "What's in Salinas?"
Making eye contact w/ me for the 1st time today.
(I just look back at her until she turns her head.)
 
I fall asleep on a balled-up hooded sweatshirt.
Waking up occasionally to Nor-Cal agricultural landscapes.
We stop at Burger King and Alex and I shoot up in the smelly bathroom.
I watch from inside the van as Blair and Angie walk Felony and talk.
"Girl talk" can make or break me at this point.
OxyContin giving me a surge of optimism on the former, "Yeahhhh."
Chad comes in the van and brings up Ketamine,
like maybe we should "dip into that shit now, dawg."
Although I'm trying to look classy to Blair,
I suggest that we "inject it immediately."
"Uh, let's just wait 'til the Bay," Chad says.
(Northern California is too gloomy.)
 
Then when Blair comes back in the van
she crawls over the rows of seats and sits next to me, "Hi."
"Hey," I say.
She has this adorable smile.
"Blair," Sass shouts, "can we talk outside for a sec?"
"Let's just get back on the road," she says. "Everyone's anxious to get going."
Sass slouches in the passenger's seat,
"Whatever…"
 
Alex starts driving again.
Limping sun bleeds across the road, 5:55 pm.
Blair rests her leg on mine.
Alex announces, "Salinas in 30."
"What are you guys getting in Salinas?" Blair whispers.
 
I can feel the warmth of her breath in my ear.
Before I can answer, she says, "You're better than that, Damien."
She grabs my hand and it feels great.
But there is no fucking way I'm not getting some of that good Salinas dope.
So I tell her she's "super pretty."
This makes her blush.
She brings up Angie and Alex.
"Do you know that she likes him a lot?" she whispers.
She asks if I think he likes her like that.
 
Note:  I know that Alex "really likes" fucking Angie, so me saying that he does is not technically lying. Although this is highly manipulative, I feel rather cozy w/ my decision.
 
"Thank god," Blair says. "I think they'd make a really cute couple. Ang has such bad luck with men. She always picks these grimy horn dogs. Alex seems cool."
"He's a really nice guy," I say.
Blair talks about different DJs who are on the ticket for the party.
My face is nudged on her shoulder.
I'm drooling because I'm high.
(And I follow perfume into sleep.)
 
When Chad wakes me up, it's dark.
It's just the 2 of us in the van.
"We're in Salinas," he says. "What you getting anyway?"
"Heroin."
"Will you turn me on? I never fucked with it before."
"Sure," I say.
He asks if I'm "going to just cop it."
"Or you know someone?"
"I'm just gonna cop. There's a million paisas running around that are practically begging to sell it. I've been to this spot a lot of times. I'll be in and out quick."
"Lemme give you a gun," Chad says.
He hands me a chrome .38 Smith & Wesson.
I tuck it in my jeans, "…Isn't even necessary."
"I don't want you getting robbed. You're my boy, this looks like a rough joint. If you ain't back in ten minutes, I'm a come blazing motherfuckers. Know that."
 
Salinas train station in Chinatown.
It's a Mecca for illicit transactions.
I used to score here when I played shows in Monterey.
A gravel pool of: bums, prostitutes, and drug dealers.
In between a homeless shelter and needle exchange,
metallic twitch of passing trains and apocalyptic sirens.
(But it has looked beautiful a number of times.)
 
2 Mexicans pass a paper-wrapped bottle.
A crouching crackhead smiles from a corduroy outfit.
It has uninhibited eyes and a face full of sores.
A young black guy rides up on a Mongoose bike, "Whatchu need?"
I tell him that I'm "just waiting for a friend, man."
 
            Note:  Black people.
 
"Got that bomb rock," he says.
"I'm cool, for real. Thanks."
He rides away.
 
Although the marketplace never shuts down entirely,
the night furnishes much more caution.
In the day, you're relentlessly hounded.
(Now toothless addicts just stare.)
 
I go up to a Mexican w/ the Raiders jersey.
"Black?" I ask.
He nods, "…How much?"
"I got three hundred bucks. What will you do for that?"
He asks me to lift my sweatshirt and spin around.
 
Note:  He's asking me to lift my sweatshirt to see if I'm wearing a wire. $300 is a big order for a street-level spot. This is to verify that this isn't a controlled police buy.
 
"What's with the piece?" he asks.
I had forgotten about the .38 S&W.
"To protect myself," I say. "Bad area…I'm just a little gabacho."
He lifts his jersey, exposing a gun, "So you know we're on the same page."
I nod.
"Check it out," he says. "I got a few grams on me right now. But if you can wait I got my partner over at the pad. I could do a half piece for $300. That's like as low as I can go."
"How long would that take?"
"Homie, I don't even know. I got his phone. We'd have to just wait 'til he comes back."
"I can't. Me and my friends are on our way up to the Bay. We just stopped up here so I could grab
something. They're waiting on me. How much for all you got?"
"I got 4 grams. I'll let you grab 'em for $200."
"That doesn't make sense," I say. "You'd give me 12 for $300."
"I can't really budge, perro. This is the only work I brought out for the whole night. I'm losing money offing it at wholesale like that. Know what I mean?"
"Let me check out what you're working with."
"You ain't a cop?" he asks.
"No," I say. "Are you?"
He shakes his head.
 
Note:  This is a huge compliment to the decency of the human condition. Strangers at night, w/ guns, in decadent shadows, trusting each other for no identifiable reason at all.
 
The Mexican takes out a bag of individual dimes.
"It's fucking good, too," he says under a lighter.
"You sure that's 4 grams?"
"Just weighed it before I left. It's just hard to tell when they packaged up like that."
I hand him the money and say "gracias."
He says, "Be careful."
 
"We going to a friend of Blair's in Carmel," Chad tells me. "We gonna stay the night."
"Where's Blair?"
"By the van with Fel. Sass thinks there's some shit between you. He's tripping."
"What if there is?" I say. "It's none of his fucking business."
"I'mma tell you right now. It's an issue."
"Let it be an issue then."
"Dawg," Chad says, "Sass is crazy."
"I'm crazy."
 
Blair's sitting on a curb w/ Felony;
why does the moon make pretty girls' faces so much prettier?
"I'm mad at you," she says.
"I'm not perfect."
"Then stop. It's as simple as not doing it anymore."
"I know, I know, I'm lame. I'm an idiot. But do you know how cute you look right now?"
"How cute?" her lower lip asks, wrestling to conceal a smile.
I make a teeny sign w/ my middle finger and thumb, "…That cute."
"Come here," she says. "I could use a hug right now."
I squat down and squeeze her.
"I don't want you to do that stuff anymore."
This is in a little girl's voice:
she looks up w/ emerald eyes.
(And pulls away when I try to kiss her.)
 
Tammy looks like Marylyn Monroe w/ bright pink hair.
She's wearing a bathrobe when she opens the door.
Her eyes are huge and she laughs instead of talks.
Ambience is strange in the house.
Incense burning that smells like spicy fruit.
A couple of Asian guys sit over an a Ouija board in the kitchen,
occasionally pinching their own hair in a retarded fit.
(They are silent and clearly upset.)
 
The living room has the television going,
The Wizard of Oz w/ Dark Side of the Moon.
 
Note:  This is common in the intermediate drug culture. If you start Dark Side after the second roar of the MGM lion, an eerie and arguably intended synchronization occurs between Pink Floyd and the film.
 
Great Gig in the Sky wails.
Dorothy running in disarray,
tornado shuffles the room dark and light.
 
Blair and Sass go to the kitchen to "talk."
Angie and Alex disappear into a bedroom.
Chad and I are alone in the living room.
He starts chopping up lines of Special-K, "Want one?"
(1 turns into many.)
 
[K] makes my body feel light,
a wavering balloon on a string.
Chad asks, "So you into her?"
 
Note:  Ketamine is a dissociative truth serum. This is an impressive gambit by Chad, who knows I want any excuse to talk about Blair.
 
I snort another line, "She's sooo rad."
"She feels the same abouchu?"
He empties meth shards into a pipe.
"Well," I say, "I think things would be different if I wasn't a junkie."
 
Then we're in the bathroom.
I'm puking over the toilet.
It's yellow to the porcelain.
I'm holding my LA hat.
Tears down my face.
 
Chad asks about "that smack."
I grab the wad of dimes and throw them at him.
"That a lot? I ain't never even seen this shit."
"Grab the outfits." I spit in the toilet. "They're in the living room, make the shots."
 
Chad comes back w/ the rigs.
"I've never shot nothing up before," he says. "You need to do it."
I get up, "I got it. I'm going to test it, see how strong it is. Usually the shit I get in Salinas is pretty pure. And we're already fucked up."
 
I tear a dime open and make a shot in the cooker.
And start poking around by my wrist.
(Chad has very fascinated eyes.)
 
The dope is really strong,
I can feel it in my toes.
"Whoo," I say. "You can't do a full one. It's super good. I'm going to break it into 3s and give you a 3rd, see how you take to it."
"Come on, dawg. If I'm gonna do this shit I want to do it. It's not like I wanna buncha different holes being put in me. I'm trying to keep this shit on the low."
"Chad…I'm a heroin addict and a dime just knocked my socks off. Your body isn't going to be able to handle more than a 3rd. I know what I'm doing."
"Lemme do at least halfa one," he says. "Shit."
I shake my head.
I peel the dime open and separate it into 3rds, "Trust me, let me see your bandanna."
I wrap the bandanna around his tattooed arm.
He watches me maneuver the needle into his vein.
 
His eyes slit instantly.
But his color takes longer to drown.
I know that he overdosed when his lips go grape.
And he folds face-first to the bathroom floor.
 
I hold his head up, "…Come on, Chad."
I yell for the others but no one comes.
I put my head down over his mouth.
I can't hear any breathing,
so I run to the kitchen.
Blair has her head down on the table.
She's crying w/ Sass lecturing her.
"Chad's OD'n," I scream.
 
I'm yanking things out of the freezer:
TV dinners, Ottor Pops, etc.
They're frantic in the background, "Whaddo we do?"
"We need ice cubes," I say. "We need to shove them in his anal canal."
Blair's stuttering, "…What?"
 
Note:  There are several home remedies to counter an opiate overdose. This includes but is not limited to: salt water injections as well as ice cubes in the rectal cavity to "shock the system."
 
"His anal canal?" Sass asks.
"His fucking asshole, man," I say. "Find the ice tray and stick ice in his ass to snap him out of it. And Blair, get some cold water to pour over his face. We have to hurry."
(I remember that Alex has cocaine.)
 
I find him humping Angie from behind.
Out of breath, "What's…up, Damien?"
He's still thrusting slowly.
Angie looking at me w/ stoned eyes.
"Chad went out," I say. "Where's the coke?"
Alex gets up, "Backpack on the counter."
He runs out of the bedroom,
erect penis pointing in front of him.
 
Angie's scared, "What's going on?"
But I'm looking through the backpack:
porn DVDs, Valium, and a tiny bag of coke.
 
Chad's pants around his ankles
blood puddle spreading thick
cowardly lion prances to 'Floyd
as dying colors glow black and grey.
 
"Why is he bleeding?"
"It's his butthole!" Blair cries. "The ice cubes ripped it apart."
I look over at the blue ice tray on the ground.
Oh shit…it's the big kind.
"You used the big kind! You ripped his asshole wide open."
"That's what you fucking told us to do," Sass says.
"I didn't say to use the big kind. The hell's the matter with you?"
Felony starts barking.
"Sorry," Blair says, "I've never had to stick ice up someone's ass to bring them back from a heroin overdose."
"Well, common sense should tell you not to insert a razor-sharp object the size of an iPod into
someone's asshole. Assholes are pretty fragile."
 
Alex slaps him, "…Come on."
Limp penis above Chad's face.
"We need to call an ambulance," Blair says. "This is crazy."
"No way!" Sass screams. "Are you kidding?"
"But he's going to die!"
Tears down her cheeks.
 
I suggest that we hit him w/ "some coke."
"Think it'll work?" Sass asks.
"It has to."
Room hysterical.
 
I run to the bathroom;
get water, snort coke, make a shot.
 
"Hold him up to me. I'm going for the jugular."
Chad looks dead.
His face has become fossil ugly.
I harpoon the syringe into his neck.
Frantic attempt doesn't register.
 
Blood from the fresh hole,
drifting black from the wicked witch.
 
I stab him again and miss.
I'm high on Ketamine.
Get it on the 3rd.
Chad begins to twitch.
His eyes stagger open.
Angie runs to him, OMG.
He says, "…What the fuck?"
Felony licking blood off the floor.
Then his ass.
"Felony," Blair says. "No."
"You overdosed," I say.
This surprises him.
I explain about the ice cubes,
that Blair used the "big kind."
"You almost didn't make it, man."
(Asian guys never even move a beat.)
 
The Pink Floyd is over.
Chad's face paraded w/ specks from the credits of the movie.
He has a delicate look,
wanting to cry but cushioned by gratitude.
The gray area between confusion and fear;
when death is no longer a rumor of his youth.
 
Experience a permanent fixture in the mind,
which can be revisited but never forgotten. *
 



Act II: "the party."
 



VIII
 
 
 
We took the LSD in the parking lot of the hospital.
Blair is mad at me because Chad overdosed.
Sass is happy that Blair is mad at me about Chad overdosing.
And Chad is embarrassed about his freshly stitched asshole.
(This is the beginning of the night.)
Sass says, "…I just got the number."
Angie tells him to give it to her.
She rummages through a duffel bag by her feet,
pulling out a pen and paper, "Go ahead."
Sass gives her the phone and the van goes silent.
 
I've never been to a rave party.
I guess that's because I don't like electronic music.
Always thought it was a lame scene:
conformity, bisexuality, "junior high", etc.
 
But Angie fills me in on everything I missed.
What I need to know to "fucking rock the party."
There are commercial parties w/ corporate sponsors.
They don't go to those kinds of raves, "No way, Jose."
They're all about the underground and "SF is live."
Raves are "like totally" frowned upon by the police and fire department.
They are usually thrown in industrial warehouses that have maximum capacity caps.
"Do you know what a cap is?" she asks.
These caps are always exceeded by gigantic numbers.
Leaving people within the warehouse vulnerable to danger if a fire occurs.
And there are also a whole lot of drugs.
"What?" I say. "They have drugs at rave parties?"
Angie didn't get that I was joking, "Yeah, everyone is rolling. Except for the weirdo, straight-edge, emo people. But like no one talks to them."
She whispers, "They're asexual."
 
I had snuck off and shot 2 dimes w/ Alex.
I'm irritable and high and Angie is annoying me.
Last thing I want to hear about is the dynamics of raves.
We found out that Tammy and those Asians were on peyote.
In the morning they were still tripping.
I had stayed up watching Chad sleep.
 
Note:  Following an opiate overdose, you should always observe the person and listen to their breathing patterns to ensure that they don't "slip back into a respiratory arrest."
 
Wizard of Oz was replaced by a flashing DVD menu screen.
I had been shooting up to the sound bite, "We're off to see the Wizard…"
Chad woke up at 11 in the morning.
He was groggy and said he pissed his pants.
After he put his hand in his boxers it came back trembling red.
It reminded me of the movie Stand by Me.
The leeches on the balls and the way he had screamed.
At the hospital we learned that the ice cubes had torn his rectum open.
Imagine block ice being rammed into a tiny asterisk.
The Reagan-looking doctor had glared at us.
I still had my bruised face and the girls had hair dye and piercings.
I mouthed, "BUTT SEX."
And he jerked his judging eyes back to Chad, "Maybe it would be better if you kids waited in the waiting room. He's going to need stitches. And I'm sure some privacy."
We speculated about Chad coming back to the van in a diaper.
"Aww, vike a baby," Angie said. "Cute."
 
Angie tells me about "PLUR":
P is for peace,
L is for love (she kisses Alex on the cheek),
U is for unity,
and the R is for respect.
 
She breaks down the ritual of receiving directions.
There are no eccentric flyer advertisements,
this is just a word-of-mouth thing.
"Mad underground," Chad assures me.
The night of the party a phone number becomes available.
It has a voicemail recording w/ directions to the party.
Angie doesn't get it the 1st time, "Shoot…"
She calls back and puts the cell phone on speaker,
 
"BOW…SERRR…BASHH…2…thousand…and nine.
Whazzz happening party people?
Hope you're ready for a night to remember as we dance the night to oblivion! I'm only gonna spit it once so grab that pen…ready…take 2nd down to Market, make a right next to Joe's Cafe, six blocks down past the Vons and make another right, second left, go down for two blocks until you get to the one-way street. Let no more than ONE person jump outta the car. Kill fifteen minutes and come back to pick 'em up. Remember to be safe tonight and enjoy the event!"
 
"I'm so excited," Angie says. "This shit's gonna rock, guys!"
 
San Francisco.
 
I have my head tilted against the window.
There are bright colors shining between
herds of congested SF sidewalks.
Acid will be kicking in soon.
 
Then we'll be ingesting powder MDMA.
The combination is called "candy flipping."
"Only way to go to a party," Chad says. "That e gonna bring down the intensity of the trip, make it all jolly and shit."
 
I was really high when I dropped the L,
nodding out w/ the peeking tongue.
Concentrating on not biting it off,
Angie squeezed the breath drop vile.
I closed my eyes and swiped my tongue.
I could feel its wetness, "How many did I…take?"
She said 8 for "good luck, dummy!"
"I took 8 hits of acid?"
"Yeah."
We are going to rock that party
w/ the LSD rolling down my chin.
 
Awoken to the dinging of the open van door,
Sass gets out and hurries down a 1-way street.
"We just drop one person off?" I ask.
"More directions get handed out," Chad says. "Some guy is gonna be at that spot, he'll handpick the people to give them to. It's a filtering system to try and block out undercover pigs from coming and shit."
"I had no idea these things were so elaborate," I say.
"This is the Bay, baby."
 
There are already tracers.
Shudders of Angie climbing up front,
giving Alex another kiss on the cheek.
Galactic streaks from liquor signs outside.
But my thoughts are even more dizzying.
Blair a tantalization from a life I could never live.
It's hard to envision that life when I catch a nod.
(She's angel-neon like the Miller sign.)
 
This is when I'm a successful musician.
Everyone wants to be my friend now.
No one cares that I'm a drug addict anymore.
My parents are proud even though I say "fuck" a lot on my records.
And my hot wife makes dub-step on her laptop while I'm touring.
Pictures of us waving w/ our beautiful baby on Christmas.
(We're in matching pajamas.)
 
Small paper w/ the Mario mushroom emblazoned.
This has the directions to the party written beneath.
Sass is showing it to Alex and Angie.
A homeless woman suddenly morphs into Gina at a stoplight (typical).
National Geographic tits sagging under wool,
she has the brown smile and gothic shopping cart.
 
Powdered finger, "Eat it hunny."
Blair asking if I'm okay.
I'm blinking back to reality.
Saying the "tripping balls" thing again.
"We know," Chad says. "Feel better?"
I make an indicating sound.
I have the Charlie Manson grin.
They all start laughing @ me.
"Blair just shoved a grippa Molly down your throat!"
 
SF zooming past the windows.
Felony on Blair's lap.
I start stroking the dog.
Her hair feels excellently slick.
She arches her little cloggy head in approval.
 
Note:  Next to massages and bright lights, furry animals offer incredible stimulus when you're high on ecstasy.
 
Blair grabs my hand,
twisting an outrageous smile on my face.
She says, "Hey," really softly.
I throw my arms around her.
Felony burning hot between us.
"Yup," Angie says, "You're Rollin'."
 
We're in this industrial section.
Endless rows of warehouses,
blemished by a curling fog.
 
We stop at a big parking lot, "…This it?"
"Probably not the party," Sass says. "We'll most likely be shuttled from here to the actual venue."
 
There's a psychedelic carnival outside.
Candy necklaces and parachute pants.
A quilt of luminous glow sticks:
the neon, pinks, yellows, and blues.
Kids living vicariously through the handles of the '60s.
You can still see its faint and lingering vibes.
Peace, Love, Unity, and Respect (2009).
 
But this generation lacks their purity.
Idealism has been bought off by materialism.
We live in an era when ecstasy has replaced acid.
There's an insatiable need for more on an individual basis.
Our great contradiction is our fear of isolation.
(And our absolute need to be left alone.)
 
Blair and Angie are on the lawn beside the van.
Matching butterfly wings w/ thin silver straps.
They're putting glitter on each other's faces.
I have Chad's gun, heroin, and syringes.
What if they have a metal detector?
I've heard of these things getting raided.
Story appearing in some back-page newspaper column,
exposing the "startling reality" of club drugs and orgies.
 
Blair isn't "like comfortable leaving Fel in the van."
Angie has the ecstasy eyes, "Well, we can't bring her in the party, silly!"
"But I feel bad. I don't know what to do."
She sticks her lip out.
"Babe," Angie says, "Fel is going to be fine. We'll leave the windows cracked for her. She's a good girl. She'll be good."
There are tears down Blair's face,
"…I'm gonna stay with her."
 
Note:  Along w/ the amplification of senses, MDMA makes people hyperemotional. This causes them to overreact and become melodramatic about trivial situations.
 
"Come on, Blair," Chad says. "Don't ruin the night like you did at Pacman."
Blair eventually surrenders,
giving Felony a farewell kiss.
 
I tell Blair that she "looks fucking gorgeous."
"I'm still mad at you."
"Do you feel great?" I say. "Because I feel really great."
She laughs, "Yeah…I feel alright."
Sass grabs her shoulder.
"We need to talk," he says. "It'll only take a second."
"You always need a second. What, you need to fill my head with more reasons why I should stay away from Damien? I'm a grown woman. I don't need to listen to that shit."
I go, "Yeah dude, leave her alone."
"Who you think you're talking to?" Sass shoves me, "Huh? Junkie piece of shit."
 
Blair jumps between us, "What the hell's the matter with you, Sass?"
I feel the gun tucked in my jeans.
My pupils fearless and saucery.
"Why do you act like such a broad all the time?" I say. "She doesn't want you."
Blair's holding Sass back.
He's calling me a pussy.
Chad runs up, "This ain't the place, guys. Let's take a walk, Damien."
 
Chad is tugging me by my t-shirt.
We're walking through a gigantic field.
Past rave people and marijuana smoke.
He hands me a lit cigarette,
"I knew that shit was gonna come to a head like this. He's crazy. I seen him do crazy shit to people, dawg, shit you wouldn't believe. He's mad sprung on Blair. I think it be wise to stay away from her for the night. Let things cool down."
 
But I'm watching a girl in flannel make out w/ some guy.
Kissing faces fluorescent from camera phones.
This guy has his hand crawling inside her shirt.
They're lost in the moment.
(e is an awesome drug.)
 
"You rolling?" Chad asks. "I'm rolling hard."
Guy sticks his hand up the girl's skirt.
Chad puts a powdery key to my nose, "K?"
After I sniff it the faces become unaligned.
I try w/ great effort to put them back together.
Squinting doesn't help and there's some kid talking.
"Danny the Wild Child is hella kewl," he says.
I'm shaking my head trying to stop the nausea,
"Nasty-ass beats, Sound Tribe, Mendocino, etc."
I vomit across the breathing lawn.
"Yo," he exclaims. "Going extra hard!"
I'm wheezing, "Leave me the fuck…alone."
 
Angie finds us and asks if we're ready,
"We have to load up on those school buses over there."
I wipe my nose, "Where's Blair?"
"She's with Alex, calming her down. Sass really got to her."
"Is she alright?"
"Yup," Angie says. "She looks hella cool, too! She's not going to let that idiot spoil her night. Besides, she's super giddy about you, Mr. Rock Star. You better not screw her over, Damien. Swear to god I'll kick your ass."
 
I'm following pockets of air to the bus.
There's people buying and selling drugs.
Casually yelling what they want or need:
rolls
shrooms
kitty-kitty*
doses
looking for G
nitrous
double stacked.
 
            *("meow-meow.")
 
We get on an old yellow school bus.
There's jungle music on the stereo.
I sit next to Angie and Chad.
Guy slobbering on a pacifier next to us.
He's, like, really feeling the jungle.
Blair sitting a couple rows ahead of us,
And the bus reeks of clove cigarettes.
There's a girl w/ a STAFF shirt pacing the aisle.
She has a clipboard and is writing stuff down.
The bus starts and Chad asks me how I feel.
Before I respond he yells, "How you feel?"
I simply suggest more Special-K.
"Naw," he yells. "Bus calls for something even better. Blaze some deemsters."
"Whatsters?"
"DMT…you gonna love it."
 
Chad hunches down to his sock.
He pulls out a translucent gram bag.
We're sitting next to a hot Asian chick.
Bloated pupils w/ the pierced La Brea.
Chad asks her if she "got a piece."
"Trying to match a bowl?"
"I got DMT."
"Right on," she says. "Can I party with you guys?"
Chad says it would help if he could put some on her weed.
He dumps the gram bag out on his cargo shorts.
(DMT looks like rosy sand.)
 
He pinches at grains and puts them in the pipe.
After he lights it there's an industrial smell.
He gives the thumbs up after the 1st hit.
But by the 3rd his expression goes blank.
Catatonic like he's in a K-hole.
Shaky flame has trouble finding the bowl.
The girl anticipates him dropping the pipe.
Everyone laughs when she catches it.
She puts the pipe to my mouth, "…Go, go, go…"
well of the mind becomes illustrious
red that's waving maroon from above
like it's from depths of swimming pools
returning in shallow strokes
interconnecting colors
abbreviated by a couple
special mins
at the top.
 
I say "Whoa" like Keanu Reeves.
The hot girl says, "Right?"
And everyone is laughing at me.
I'm watching Blair hit the pipe.
Glittery tears from an hour before.
Beautiful in her drugged daze.
 
Note:  Trying to figure out love following the flash trip of dimethyltryptamine, while high on LSD and ecstasy, is nauseatingly tornadic.
 
I'm about to throw up,
watching rubber peel on the floor,
when the bus comes to a sudden stop.
Blair must have gotten up while I had my head down.
I'm following a line of people off the bus.
Security girl says, "Be safe, love."
 
There's a huge rectangular warehouse
sitting atop a gloomed body of water.
Kids waiting in line smoking cigarettes.
Manic hint of drum and bass from inside.
 
They thrust their hips w/ the pumping fist.
Like we're at some hip gay bar in south Brazil.
Guy next to me has Wrangler overalls on.
(And they listen to techno—strike 3.)
 
Chad making out w/ the Asian from the bus.
Angie talking to the guy in overalls.
He leans into me, "Call me Snake."
They have gay south Brazilian nicknames:
Smiley, Panda, Gravy, Pookie, etc.
Blair walks up and slaps my butt.
"I'm Porpious," I say, "The Proprietor."
She laughs, "Right on, what's up Porpious?"
"It's Porpious the Proprietor."
 
There's a skinny kid at the front door.
He's taking in $40 at a time.
Sass pays for all of us.
Skinny kid grabs my hand.
I squat down anticipating a metal-detecting wand.
He slams some sort of stamping device on my hand.
It leaves a faded-ink Mario Brother's princess.
I'm calling him an "insensitive asshole"
as he pushes me into the blinking entrance.
 
The warehouse is crammed full,
steam emanating off moving bodies.
Chad showing me the drum and bass room.
He calls me "Porpious."
"It's Porpious the Proprietor."
"Whatever, dawg. Wanna check out the House floor?"
"Hey," I yell, "don't start with that shit."
Chad seems not to hear me.
(He's towing me by my sleeve.)
 
We're slipping through sweaty people,
Blair gets swallowed by dancing clusters ahead.
I'm trying to keep my eyes on her.
We come to a carpeted staircase.
Chad turns around and shouts something.
His voice is drowned by the music.
I'm following him up the stairs.
Inflatable mushrooms hanging from the ceiling,
w/ polka dots obscured by strobe lights.
 
It's impossible to spot Blair down there.
There are a lot of girls w/ the same butterfly getup.
We come to a line of people waiting to buy bottled water.
 
Note:  They are charging dehydrated ecstasy victims $5.00 for generic water purchased at Costco for 15 cents a bottle. "Totally PLUR."
 
Some girl gives me gamma butyric hydroxylic acid.
Gatorade cap tastes like licorice.
She nods happily and kisses me on the cheek.
I watch her weave her way through people,
little pink backpack disappearing into a crowd.
(Super random "GHB fairy.")
 
I get separated from Chad.
After cautiously making sure no one is watching,
I slip into the House room.
There are new-age disco melodies.
For some reason I'm embarrassed I like this shit.
I feel like it threatens my masculinity.
How I have my fist in the air like some sort of "Guido thug."
 
To make matters worse I sort of bump into an "e puddle."
I'd heard of these things but certainly never seen one.
Everyone is rubbing each other and I get tugged right in,
guy kissing a girl and a girl kissing a girl and another girl kissing a girl.
The short 1 w/ pigtails grabs my shirt.
Another hand creeps up my back.
There's a finger run along my happy trail.
Heavy breathing in my ear, "Fuckkkk…"
Jesus, was that Snake's voice?
Turns out to be some fat girl w/ "impressive shoulders."
And everyone is really pretty here.
My jeans get unbuttoned.
Mess of people hides my dick when it comes out.
There's a sweaty hand massaging it.
3-way kiss starts between me, shoulders, and pigtails;
cherry lip-gloss making a gooey middle.
My fingers exploring a random vagina.
I come within seconds and it's gloriously warm like urine.
Blissful electricity of the e resuscitates my dick;
it's bulging hard again in someone's hand.
I feel someone make a grab for my revolver.
I'm suddenly overwhelmed by paranoia.
So I wipe lip-gloss from my face;
tuck my dick back in my pants,
and hurry off to find the love of my life.
 
The drugs have made me sick.
I sit down against a wall and rest.
Colors twirling in my closed eyes.
Kid w/ an Upper Playground shirt, "Vicks?"
There's a small white tube in my face.
"Vicks Vapor Rub," he says. "Sniff it, dude."
Menthol euphoria ripples through me,
coolness in my chest giving me tingles.
The kid says, "Go ahead…get another."
(I feel even better after the 2nd whiff.)
 
Then he's asking about a "light show."
Trails from 2 glow sticks,
greenish-pink together,
blurred X in front of my face.
 
I make it back to the water bottle line.
Angie sitting on Alex's lap.
Her face lights up when she sees me, "…Sweeeetie!"
I can hardly see her lips moving;
something, something, "humpty vision."
I shout, "Where's Blair?"
"No," Angie laughs. "He's a House DJ."
 
I find Blair dancing by herself on the House floor.
The song finishes as I walk up to her.
She has that perfect look on her face:
delicately happy like we just made up after a long fight.
A new song begins w/ a mellow beat.
It's something by the Bee Gees (my parents love that song.)
 
I put my hand on her hip and we start slow dancing.
She squeezes me and nuzzles her head on my neck.
Her breath sends me somewhere else entirely.
That…like…fragile moment on the timeline of life,
when you move gently because you want to rest it there forever.
 
The beat begins to pick up.
Obligatory scratches and House overlaps.
Tupac, "How deep is your California love?"
People going crazy to the "nasty-ass beats."
(Backdrop fireworks for our 1st kiss.)
 
But Blair gets struck in the face,
silhouette crashes into a blaze of tracers.
Sass screams, "Dumb whore!"
He kicks her as she crawls on the ground.
 
I take the gun from my jeans and strike his face.
Lasers from above make the blood look like thick syrup.
I'm on top of his chest smashing him w/ the revolver.
I'm running off anger and his face starts collapsing.
His teeth no longer resisting the gun.
He's still alive because he's shaking violently.
I grab him and point the gun at his forehead.
My finger tightens around the trigger;
nervous, furious, confused, acid, etc.
 
A guy w/ a STAFF shirt runs up to us.
"Do not come any fucking closer," I warn. "I will kill him."
There's no longer any music.
"Put the gun down," he says.
All eyes on us.
"He hit my girl," I'm crying. "Look what he did to my girl."
Chad's here now, "Dawg. What is going on?"
I'm checking my peripheral w/ my gun, "…I'm leaving, dude."
Security guards move towards me.
"Back the fuck off!" I scream. "I don't want problems. I just want to leave with my chick
peacefully, okay. I do not want problems. Everyone just back off. I'm tripping balls."
 
Blair leans into me and whispers, "It's okay, baby."
I can feel her tears on the side of my face.
Rave crowd parting open as we walk past,
a maximum quota of curious eyes.
And we leave the party.
(Together and alone.)
 



IX
 
 
 
Weather is really cold outside,
even on a summer night in San Francisco.
I attribute this to the MDMA wearing thin.
We're tattered and holding hands running down the street,
.38 Smith & Wesson covered by half my sleeve.
(She has the butterfly wings thrashing in the wind.)
 
5 blocks from the party.
Blair is breathless, "…What are we doing?"
I put my LA hat on her backward so I can kiss her.
"Please put the gun away," she says.
"I need it, baby girl."
"I'm on the run from the feds," she whispers. "Put it away."
"It's going to be okay, Blair. I'm going to protect you."
"No it isn't…not now…this is bad."
"Look," I grab her face. "It's me and you versus the world. And we're going to win, okay?"
We hold each other and kiss.
"We'll find a motel," I say. "That's our first move. Then we'll figure out what we're going to do once our heads stop spinning from the acid."
 
SF has an incredible energy;
late drunken mother's warmth,
tucking you into the timelessness of the city.
 
We come to a street w/ taxi cabs.
Holding each other and hailing 1 down.
An Islamic shadow sits in the driver's seat.
The buzzing heater feeling good.
Good enough that I decide to: just light a Newport.
 
Note:  This was a reckless move on all fronts. This guy is wearing a turban and has motor oil complexion. It's probable that he just left a fucking Hamas boot camp strapped w/ incendiary devices and tattooed passages from the Koran. (Alex got CNN.)
 
The acid secures these fears.
His accent is completely malevolent.
So when he says, "No smoke. Peze man."
I employ diplomacy and toss it out the window.
Blair bites my ear and tells me she loves me.
I'm searching the floor for an alarm clock w/ dynamite.
 
"Vare tew?" he asks.
"A cheap motel anywhere," I say. "I voted Gore, by the way."
"Anyvere, ay?"
"Al Gore, he likes windmills and shit. He wanted peace with you guys."
 
Su[n]set Motel;
[n] flickering out,
HBO and $39.99/night.
Korean woman behind the desk,
same short and grouchy bitch working every motel lobby in the country.
"No smoke," she says. "Need fo-to identification."
"If no cash deep-osit, need two form ID."
She tells us we can't have pets or visitors either,
same twinkle bankers have when they peddle adjustable mortgages.
 
The motel room is typically grimy.
Old Testament verses by the phone.
Lifeless semen crusted on the bed.
There's a free 24-hour porno channel.
 
I try to watch porn but Blair gets mad.
Room is oddly bright from the LSD.
She changes the television to an infomercial about abandoned pets.
There's an unreasonably sad Sarah McLachlan song.
These puppies and kittens have the saddest faces I've ever seen.
Frowning behind black and stoic eyes.
We're sitting there holding each other.
"This is way better than porn," I whisper.
Blair starts crying, which makes me start crying too.
"Maybe we should have sex," I suggest.
"I have to change this shit," Blair says.
"I think that would be a good idea."
I'm hoping for porn but instead it's another infomercial.
This time about kids w/ cleft lips in 3rd-world countries.
Which is actually much sadder than the kitten thing.
Juxtaposed 8-year-olds w/ snarled and mangled lips.
They have chins folding into their noses.
For "just a dollar a day" they won't look this way anymore.
A "small contribution" to forever change a child's life.
This is free enterprise in its most tasteless form.
The commercial ends—thank god.
But then it starts right up again.
 
Note:  This is most likely the result of some late-night deal the television network brokered. The "loop" was probably "pro-rated" and included into the package in an effort to reach the sort of unique demographic that would be awake at 3 AM and be willing to donate for cosmetic surgery in Tunisia.
 
"Oh my god," Blair cries. "This is so sad."
I don't tell her these kids are giving me a bad trip.
(I'm not trying to appear insensitive.)
 
Instead, I go to the bathroom and yell that, "…I'm taking a shit."
We all know what I'm actually doing.
I sit on the toilet and cook a handsome shot.
It's hard to see my arm because everything is melting.
My eyes filled w/ tears from the deformed Tunisians.
So it's a lot of guess prodding, which makes me bleed.
Acid makes it sting more than normal, too.
(My leaking arm looks like Carrie.)
 
"You okay in there?" Blair asks.
Out of desperation, I skin-pop the shot.
This is in the butt cheek and ignites considerable pain.
"You've been in there a really long time," she yells.
"Just shitting," I say coolly. "Happens to everyone, babe."
 
I wake up naked the next day.
Blair comes out of the bathroom w/ the wrapped towel.
"You shouldn't take acid anymore," she says.
"I'm totally not compatible with tripping anymore."
She shakes wet hair into the towel, "That is an understatement."
"Did we…um," I point to my bare crotch. "Did we bone?"
"No," she laughs. "We didn't bone. You passed out with a needle in your arm on the toilet. I had to come in and take it out. I threw you in the shower. If you want any sort of future between us you're going to have to kick. I won't be with a heroin addict."
"Baby I want a future with you," I say. "But let's talk about it later. I had a really long night."
"Oh, you had a long night? You do realize that I'm the one that got beat up in front of a million people. I'm the one the DEA is after. And I just ran away from my friends and dog to be with a guy who is hopelessly addicted to heroin. So why don't we talk now…because I'm just a little fucking worried about the future."
She's red and crying.
I'm dopesick, so I genuinely don't care.
"Ok, ok," I say. "I'll kick the dope."
"When?"
"With opiates you have to taper down, you can't just quit all at once. I have a really big habit hunny…I can't just quit cold turkey."
"Save it, Damien. Spare me the bullshit, ok?"
I'm suddenly taken by a wash of panic, "Where are my…pants?"
I jump out of bed and run to the bathroom.
"I flushed it," she says. "It was the only way."
I actually say something like, "Ughhhfuckk…"
"Who are you?" I cry. "You're a fucking stranger. How could you do this to me?"
"I did it for us."
"You're a selfish slut!"
"I'll never be able to be with you if you put that before me."
I'm banging against the wall, "Withdrawals are going to kill me. If you really cared about me you
wouldn't make me suffer like this!"
"Baby," Blair says, "You are beautiful and talented and wonder—"
"Shut the fuck up. I feel like my skin is crawling off of me. It hurts. You're hurting me."
I'm crying, "…You are hurting me!"
 
Blair runs to the nightstand,
grabbing my dope from a drawer.
She's crying when I snatch it out of her hands.
But, like, who cares, right?
(I lock myself in the bathroom.)
 
I'm cozy-high when I return to Blair.
She's curled up in the fetal position on the bed.
This is an absolutely beautiful creature.
Even w/ the bruised face and running tears.
I try to hug her but she swats my arm away.
Although she says, "Go away!"
I know that she secretly wants me.
"Hunny," I say.
"Seriously…leave me alone."
I tell her that I'm "saw-ree."
This is w/ the Simon Birch wheeze.
Overly raspy from all of the smack.
"You knew this going into this; you knew that I was struggling with an addiction. This isn't something I'm going to win overnight…sugar, baby, bear."
 
"God," she says, "You should hear how disgusting you sound."
"I love you."
"You don't even try to stop."
"I will though. I'm going to give it up for you."
I rub her shoulders, "I am so in love with you."
"You're going to have to prove that to me," she says.
 
In the morning Blair leaves to get breakfast.
I masturbate to pornography while I check my voicemail.
I'm watching a boss-and-secretary–type scenario.
My 1st message is a few mins of static anyway.
It seems as though everyone at the office has gone home.
Except, of course, for the hot redhead w/ the young boss.
2nd message sounds like it's from Alex but cuts out quickly.
The hot secretary drops a stapler in front of the young boss.
Then she casually asks if he would mind "sticking it" in her butt.
This is in a very calm monotone, which strikes me as unrealistic.
From my experience women never politely request anal sex.
Predictably, the young boss hikes her skirt up and starts humping.
This is suddenly complimented by some sort of offbeat jazz-funk.
Sass is on the next message, "I'm going to murder you, junkie faggot."
He's slurring because I knocked his teeth out w/ a revolver.
 
Note:  When someone thinks they're brave because they shout toughly on a voicemail message, they're considered a "voicemail warrior." The problem w/ Sass is that he now has a lisp. How seriously can you take threats from a lisped villain?
 
I press 3 and delete his ramblings.
Redhead is now licking the boss's asshole over a desk.
Male analingus is considered taboo even in the porn industry.
I'm immediately concerned about my surroundings.
Just what kind of bootleg establishment are we staying in?
 
Motel living is sweet and simple.
Days spent smacked back watching I Love Lucy,
hours feel like forever when forever is just a concept.
It's been a lot of sexless kissing, "Not until you're clean."
"Okay sweetie," I say cheerfully.
 
Possible reasons we aren't having sex yet:
-      screaming when I try to shit because of painful constipation
-      blackened abscess on my forearm that smells like burnt hair
-      blood stains on the bed sheets from opened drug sores
-      daily vomiting that resembles spoiled dairy
-      offensive disregard for basic hygiene expectations
 
Don't Tell Mom the Babysitter's Dead is on TV.
Alex and Angie call from a blocked #.
I meant to press ignore because I thought it might be Sass.
But black-tar heroin significantly affects your hand–eye coordination.
Alex tells me they're in Utah, "We got married, bro."
"Jesus," I say.
"Yeah, we did it in Vegas after we left the party. Angie's my wife."
She's in the background, "Hi Damien."
"We talked to Chad and know what happened," Alex says. "You guys good?"
"We're fine. Just laying low in a motel."
"Sass called Angie and he was trying to get her to double-cross you guys. He said that he's going to murder you whenever he catches up with you."
"That's if I don't get to him first," I say. "Do you guys have Felony?"
"Yeah. She was the ring bearer at our wedding. The dude that married us sold me a ring and we
wrapped it around her neck with this big red bow. It was really cute."
I laugh, "It was really cute?"
His voice suddenly gets deeper.
"Yeah, that's what I said, queer."
 
Alex tells me that they "send their love to Blair."
"What's the big picture looking like?" he asks.
"I think we should all meet up here. Then we can leave the Bay together."
"I'm thinking Colorado," Alex says. "I know some people there. Jay that used to live with that autistic chick I was fucking last summer, the glassblower guy, he moved out to Boulder. He bought some property and has his studio in the backyard. I saw pictures of it on Facebook. It's a sweet setup. I think we should all go there. We just won't tell him we're coming…that way, he can't say no."
"That's fine," I say. "I think we should go back through Santa Barbara. Get some more of our stuff and some money. Then we'll head out to Boulder. You guys need to get here as quickly as possible."
 
Blair starts rubbing my stomach.
"I love you," I tell Alex. "But I gotta let you go right now."
He's heading back to California anyway.
(Blair won't let me fuck her.)
 
Motel life is a messy lifestyle.
There's an inevitable dependency on junk food.
A growing relationship w/ gas station employees.
The very pushers who sell us our daily rations of trans fat.
Our room becomes haunted w/ wrapper debris:
Fun Dip, sunflower seeds, Slim Jims, Cooler Ranch Doritos, Skittles, Twinkies, fruit pies, doughnuts, Drumsticks, Sun Chips, beef jerky, lotto scratch tickets, Newport 100's, Corn Nuts, Camel Lights, bagels, and beer cans.
We look great despite our poor diet.
The raccoon eyes have faded to a watercolor blue.
My upper abs and obliques have sexy definition.
Blair's face is "functionally" abused.
(Bruises that can be covered w/ tan bronzer.)
 
"Are you even listening to me?" Blair asks.
I had fallen asleep drooling.
"I was listening," I say.
"It's time for you to stop. You're a complete wreck."
"Stop what…loving you? Impossible."
"I'm being serious, Damien."
"I told you, it's a process. It doesn't happen all at once."
"It's been two weeks!" she cries.
"Dude, it could take, like, two years."
"Babe, I've been plenty patient with you. It's time to quit. Flush it and go through the pain for me. Aren't I worth it?"
"You are absolutely worth cleaning up for," I say, "but kicking heroin is brutal. I wouldn't wish it upon my worst enemy. I don't want to suffer."
"We'll get through it together."
She kisses my stomach.
"I'll flush it," I say.
"Yeah?"
"Tomorrow."
"Do it now," she says softly. "For me."
 
I grab my bag of dope and walk to the bathroom.
It's "I love you" before flushing the toilet.
I've done this before…"the toilet paper Monty."
The fake flushing of drugs down the toilet.
This has always been in a last-resort effort to appease:
the probation officer, family member, or concerned friend.
The trick is hiding the drugs as quickly as possible.
Motels have toilet paper rolls that are wrapped in wax paper.
They usually have 2 or 3 rolls next to the toilet or sink.
Flush twice to move in secrecy during the roaring interval.
Unwrap the roll and strategically place it in the bottom of the stack.
This makes the drugs accessible anytime you need to use the bathroom.
(Which, if you're faking a kick, can be more often than normal.)
The most important part is the post-flush theatrics.
A splash of toilet water on your face will look like tears.
Then all you have to do is put your hands on your head
and say, "I can't believe I just did that."
 
"I am so proud of you, baby," Blair says. "That was a huge step for us."
She grabs my hand and pulls me into the bedroom.
"I love you," she tells me.
Her shirt comes down to the maroon bra.
She has her eyes closed when I rub her naked body.
The penetration is loving and slow.
(This is what people call "making love.")
 
We smoke cigarettes naked in the dark.
Our bodies illuminated by late-night TV.
Loving each other because we say it a lot.
(I go to the bathroom to "take a shit.")
 
The next few days are filled w/ great sex.
I can feel the love whenever I'm inside her, it's super rad.
But I'm "kicking" so there are frequent trips to the bathroom.
I fill the plastic motel cup w/ sink water and dump it in the toilet.
"Broughhu-raaaawkkk…I'm so sick. I don't want you to see me this way."
This is while I have the belt dangled around my arm looking for a vein.
I'm down to my last needle and it's becoming dull and barbed.
It rips my flesh, which is another issue altogether.
Sometimes it takes 15 mins for the wounds to stop leaking.
"Baby, you okay?" Blair asks.
"Diarrhea from the withdrawal," I yell. "It's fucking disgusting hunny."
Then when we make love I can't come because of the heroin high.
I have to fake orgasm, which consists of spitting on her back, "…Oh yeah."
(But the whole thing feels "magical" because of love.)
 
Then Angie and Alex show up.
True Romance is on HBO again.
Angie says that they got some "killer fizz in Salt Lake."
Felony is on Blair's lap licking her face.
"What kind?" she asks.
"Don't know," Angie says. "They don't even have a logo on them. They're red and white, we have a few in the van. The guy that sold them to Alex said they were double stacked. They are hella good, girl."
"Ang, there is no such thing as double stacked! I don't know how many times we're going to have to go through this. Double stacked, triple stacked…it's all the same pills pressed differently so that people can sell boats for more…"
 
Note:  Before they arrived I shot the last of the dimes I had purchased in Salinas. I did 3 at once because it was the end of the bag. I have no legitimate excuse for the          excess, other than when drug addicts get to the end of their supply, they tend to "overdo things."
 
I'm much higher than usual.
Nodding out while they argue about ecstasy.
How "Hippy Dave" said this and that.
And it said whatever on "Erowid,"
"MDMA is stacked based on buffer density," Blair says.
(By this time my eyes have closed completely.)
 
Blair wakes me up w/ a pill.
She's sliding it into my mouth, "…Here baby. Chew."
The pill tastes really bitter as I fall back asleep.
 
I wake up to an ecstasy high.
Angie is sitting on the bed next to me, "Are you horny?"
I look at Blair, who is on the floor petting her dog.
She has really big eyes and Alex comes in the room shirtless.
"You horny, bro?" he asks me.
I tell him that I'm not.
I'm confused from the e.
He starts rubbing Angie and she purrs.
She has a sexual expression on her face;
open mouth w/ teeth pushed forward from sharp pleasure.
Angie tells Blair that she should "rub me" and she gets off the floor.
She awkwardly brushes up against me and we rub each other.
She makes soft noises similar to when we make love.
Angie tells her that she should "suck [me] off in front of [them]."
I can tell she doesn't want to and it really turns me on.
Then I'm tugging the back of Blair's hair fucking her face in front of them.
Angie is getting really into it and says she wants to "lick something."
This sends me over the top and I explode in Blair's mouth.
She gasps and chokes and stares at Angie in an e daze.
There's sperm dribbling out of her open mouth.
Alex starts moving in on me.
"Whoa," I say. "I don't want this turning into a group thing."
Angie and Alex look disappointed.
(Blair looks relieved.)
 
I take her to the side of the bed so we're out of view.
On the carpet I fuck her instead of making love.
For once she has her eyes open, watching.
There's this feeling that things are about to get really bad…
 



X
 
 
 
In the morning I'm sticky from withdrawal.
Threads of sun hit my face from the blinds
as we lay in the bed naked together.
 
I carefully peel Angie's arm off of me.
I write a note saying that I went out to get beer.
Knowing that they will "totally" understand.
(Despite the fact that it's only 9:19 am.)
 
Sun is even brighter on the street.
Public bus screaming past me.
Mess of people on the sidewalk.
 
My cigarette tastes like "actual shit."
Which is even more nauseating than it sounds.
I find an alley w/ people who look like they have drugs.
I ask a homeless man if he "knows where any chiva is?"
He flashes a rotten smile and says nothing.
"Heroin?" elicits no response either.
There are problems w/ a Mexican as well.
Incredibly, the question seems to offend him.
He's wearing a Reebok t-shirt.
 
Note:  Reebok is a shoe company. I wasn't even aware that they made t-shirts. Dark alleys spawn an incredibly arcane sense of fashion. Even if I wanted a Reebok shirt, I'm not sure I would be able to find one.
 
A lanky guy comes up to me, "'Cha lookin' for?"
He's white but talks Baltimore black.
I tell him that I need heroin, "I'm really sick."
He points to my cigarette, "Got another one of those?"
"They taste like actual shit," I say.
"Huh?"
"Never mind," I say, handing him a Newport. "So, can you get something?"
"I got someone up on 36th and shit. I can take you there."
I explain that I have $140 to spend on the drug,
and that I'll give him "20 bucks for the trouble."
The $20 seems to make him pathetically elated.
"You think he'd give me 3 grams?" I ask.
"Don't even know," he smiles. "Don't really fuck with it."
"Can we get going…I'm super sick, man."
"They call me Caspa, by the way," he says.
 
Caspa walks really fast,
maneuvering his way through people.
He turns to me, "I grab another square?"
I give him my last cigarette and we go down another alley.
There are old sleeping bags and a dumpster that reeks of fish.
A Barely Legal magazine is spread open and wrinkled.
(It has a naked 18-year-old, stained albino by the sun.)
 
Caspa squats down and pulls a crack tube from his sock.
He takes a desperate hit and passes it to me.
Instinctively, I do the same, but it's just, like, the push.
The resin tastes rubbery and numbs my lips.
He clenches his face together and holds it in.
His expression has a strange medicinal quality,
like he's trying to saturate his lungs w/ every last bit.
 
We come to the Arlington Hotel.
It's written in cursive on the canopy.
Caspa says, "Lemme grab that gwap."
"I'm not parting with my money," I say. "Not until I have it in my hand. It isn't that I don't
trust you—that's just how I do shit."
"I can't take you…he don't know you…come on…I'm in and out."
"No cash until I get the dope," I say.
He flicks his cigarette aside,
orange cherry scattering across the sidewalk.
"You killin' me," he says, "but I like you. Imma be right back, wait here."
(He disappears into the hotel entrance.)
 
Caspa comes back more wiry than before.
It's obvious that he smoked more crack.
Each sentence is now punctuated by "and shit."
"home girl wasn't there and shit."
"be shooting them dice and shit."
"this other bitch cool and shit."
"wants to meet you and shit."
"Got an extra square?" he asks. "Andshit."
 
Hotel is a surrogate apartment complex;
televisions are arguing behind walls,
a little girl hugs her knees in the hallway.
 
We come to room 248.
"This chick a trip," Caspa says. "I mean she cool but—"
"She's got something though…right?"
But before he can answer, the door opens,
there's a waft of low-grade marijuana from inside.
(Some "stereotypical black guy" lets us in.)
 
There's no furniture inside.
Just 8 glaze-eyed black guys,
sitting Indian style against the wall.
There's also a hot white girl grinning.
 
Caspa asks the room for "Jordy."
The guy that let us in hits a blunt and passes it,
smoke squiggling off its end, "She in the bathroom, man."
"Hey Dego, what about a wakeup?" Caspa asks.
The guy makes a cash motion w/ his fingers.
Caspa turns to me and asks for "that twenty."
"She just in the other room," he says. "Whenever she's done imma get you that shit."
The hot brunette is grinning watching us talk.
There's obviously something going on here.
"I'm sick," I say. "See what's up with her and as soon as she takes care of me, I'll shoot you the twenty."
"You heard that, Dego," he says.
Dego pinches the end of the blunt.
He coughs and smoke choo-choos out his mouth.
(Then he motions for Caspa to come over to him.)
 
Dego's dreadlocks dangle over his face.
He reaches into his boxers and pulls out a baggie,
breaking off a chip of crack and giving it to Caspa.
 
Caspa is displaying traditional basehead behavior.
He licks his lips as he sparks his Bic lighter.
After blowing out white smoke, "…Want a blast?"
Although I'm sick, I take him up on his offer.
He leaves me w/ the tube, "Imma see what the fuck."
(Hit makes the hot brunette's grin even creepier.)
 
He goes up to the brunette and whispers into her ear.
She puts her hand on his shoulder and nods periodically.
Caspa goes in the bathroom and closes the door behind him.
 
The brunette comes up to me and grabs the tube.
She looks like a movie star when she smokes,
flame complimenting her sexy, hazel eyes.
(My racing heart means that I'm horny.)
 
Caspa comes back in the room and signals for me.
I make eye contact w/ the girl before going in the bathroom,
absolutely certain that something terrible is about to happen.
 
Bathroom is connected to another room.
Ancient hotels always have weird layouts;
dirty clothes, trash, turquoise mattress, etc.
(It smells of perfume and cigarettes.)
 
There's a husky black woman on the bed,
Virginia Slim shaking in her fingers.
"This is Jordy," Caspa says. "Wass your name again, doggie?"
"Damien."
"You just a baby, too," Jordy says. "How old is you?"
"I'm twenty-seven and a half," I say.
She throws her arms up and hoots, "Twenty-seven and a half. You adorable. Too much… Cas, where you find such a cutie pie at?"
By this time he's hitting the pipe again.
(But gives her a thumbs up anyway.)
 
Jordy says that I'm "too baby face for heroin."
"That some real bad shit," she says.
Then she asks me how much I want to buy from her.
"Stuff I got…it good. But expensive."
"I got a hundred and forty bucks," I say.
"I usually come off my grams for a buck fifty but I could probby give you one."
Caspa hands me the tube and I hit it.
"I was hoping to get a few for that. At least a couple."
"This is that bomb shit," she says. "You ain't never done that nestle har-ron?"
I shake my head, "…Can I taste it?"
"What, so you can get well and not buy none? Don't work that way, hun."
"Can I at least look at it?"
 
Note:  My most recent hit of the crack may have actually intensified her obesity. When she bends over, lumpy cellulite peeks out of her XXXL Gap t-shirt. It has an unmistakable resemblance to Rocky Road ice cream.
 
Jordy takes a latex balloon out of a jewelry box.
She bites it open and I can smell the vinegary dope.
Her fire-hydrant lipstick accentuates the discolor her teeth.
 
This along w/ her blubber makes me sick.
My face crinkles and I burp into my hand.
Jordy asks me if I'm "a'ight."
"I'm just sick."
"Look…it called nestle dope," she says. "You blow on it like this…"
There's a gust of rot from her mouth,
foul breath rendering the powder a volcanic black.
"When it turns, you know you got that bomb."
"Yeah, okay," I say. "Let me get a gram then."
 
I ask for a rig as well.
"I don't have a clean one," she says.
"Do you have anything?"
"Hep C," she laughs. "It free with the dope, baby."
 
Note:  Although it troubles me that she's making casual Hepatitis humor, and this would suggest that she may have something even more severe, the withdrawal has left me in a state of desperation. I already have Hep from an unfortunate situation involving a Dilaudid and a Starbucks bathroom in 2005, so technically, it can only
                       get a tiny bit worse.
 
I motion for her to give me the needle.
She pulls it out of the edge of her mattress.
"Might want to sharpen it," she says. "That thing gotten around."
She gives me a book of Arlington Hotel matches.
"Got any bleach?" I ask.
She shakes her head and gives me a dirty spoon instead.
At this point in the story it is honestly, "whatever."
I sharpen the end of the needle w/ the match striker.
"You only need a little," she warns.
 
So I eagerly cook the shot w/ a water bottle Jordy gave me.
It had little black flakes floating in it but I used it anyway.
I surprise myself by hitting a vein along my thumb 1st try.
There's a rush that has a 'warmly claustrophobic' effect.
(The kind when you know that you just did way too much.)
 
Adam sent me to rehab in San Diego a few years ago.
There was a rehab romance going on between Megan and Paul.
Megan had been working as a hospital tech in Torrance.
Her boyfriend left her so she started dipping into the morphine and demurral supply.
Eventually she got sloppy and her rich parents sent her to the same residential as me.
She was by far the prettiest girl at the place and everyone was trying to get her.
In retrospect, I think it was a cold sore that had prevented me from closing it myself.
Paul was a grungy heroin addict who looked like Trent Reznor.
He wore flannel and wrote poetry and was a total weirdo.
An art poser who was always calling everything "brilliant."
If he liked something in the cafeteria he would say, "…Wasn't that dish just brilliant?"
In group therapy he would make ridiculously lame comments,
"My addiction is a brilliant representation of my inability to interpret life."
 
He ended up getting Megan by writing her awful poetry.
They became inseparable and started holding hands in group.
Eventually Paul convinced Megan that they should leave the rehab,
on a pretense, so they could get back on drugs as quickly as they could find them.
They left the facility w/ suitcases and a middle finger to the pleading staff.
"We're in love," Paul screamed. "You wouldn't understand it. It's vulgar and brilliant."
 
Paul manipulated Megan into ripping her family off via check fraud.
They ended up scoring on Skid Row in downtown LA.
When the corpses were discovered they were bloated and green.
Needles were still standing in their decaying arms.
All drug overdoses require an autopsy be performed on the deceased.
There were traces of cyanide found in their systems.
"They were poisoned by some opportunistic predator!" our counselor screamed.
This was in a group therapy session at the treatment center.
I had been fighting off sleep in my uncomfortable plastic chair.
"This kind of thing is becoming common on the streets," he said. "People will actually
murder people by giving them shots laced with rat poison so they can rob them of
anything of value. This is what happened to our friends Megan and Paul."
"Dude, I wasn't even friends with that fucking weirdo!" I shouted.
"Try to show a little empathy, Damien, okay?"
 
These were my thoughts as I sat in blackness.
That there is something very off about this situation.
I may have been poisoned by an obese black chick.
Something is up w/ the hot white girl's smile.
Room returns in a slideshow of black and room,
how my eyelids are now heavily weighted.
"Baby," she's saying. "You a'ight?"
 
I try to tell her that I'm "fine."
It comes out "eye" instead.
My voice has become scratchy,
like the vocal chords have rusted over.
"You're awfully cute…" she is saying.
I say to her, "…Aghh nuffmghh."
She's asking me if I know "what be fun?"
Again I have no decipherable response.
"If I gave you some head right now…" she is saying.
(Her makeup looks more caked on up close.)
 
I walk around SF extremely belligerent off the nestle dope.
The guy at the liquor store eyes me like I'm going to steal.
He yells at me after I fall asleep in line.
I have a 30-pack of Budweiser clutched in my arms.
This is in front of the cash register. "Ay man, wake up!"
I mumble as I pay him.
"Oh jeez," he says. "Need sleep, man."
I agree w/ him and nod to indicate so.
The sudden movement of my head makes me fall forward.
(I hug the Budweiser pack and stumble out of the store.)
 
On a bench I have trouble lighting a cigarette.
The flame zigzags away and I have to chase after it.
This exhausts me and I fall asleep immediately after lighting it.
I wake up w/ a brand new hole burned in my pants and fall asleep again.
I awaken to a few crumpled dollar bills on my chest.
This indicates that several people assumed I was homeless.
I acknowledge my good luck before nodding back out.
 
A flower power chick makes a V w/ her fingers at me.
I try to make the peace sign back but projectile vomit over plants instead.
This scares the hippie and she drops her grocery bag and runs away.
 
Then I'm in the middle of the street and a bus almost hits me.
I try to yell but my mouth is so webbed from cotton that I'm inaudible.
I throw up several times in a number of touristy spots in San Francisco.
On more than a few occasions I prop the Budweiser box behind my head to sleep.
I'm certain that a "tall gay man" is taking photographs of me at the shopping center.
 
I find myself knocking on the door of my motel room.
My girlfriend is yelling at me, "…about you?"
This is much louder than I had anticipated.
"What the fuck are you on?" she demands.
"Nuffe' to e' esta errr," I say.
Which actually comes out more clearly that I expected.
It seems that I've now lost the ability to bridge together syllables.
(A handicap which totally ruins my "Mr. Clean and Sober routine.")
She says that she "can't do this."
 
"I just went to get us some beer," I say.
But this isn't Blair when I open my eyes.
I'm sitting on the bed w/ Alex.
"Dude," he says. "What are you on right now?"
I feel much more sober and ask for Blair.
"She took off with Felony a while ago. You've been knocked out for hours."
"Hours?"
"All afternoon. Blair told me to babysit you, she's super pissed. You on barbiturates or something, Quaaludes?"
"I've never even seen a Quaalude," I say. "I don't even think they make those anymore."
"I read on the internet that they still press them in India."
"What did Blair say exactly?"
"That you're a total junkie and that she should have never gotten involved with you. You on lots of benzos or what?"
"No," I say. "I got some of the strongest heroin I've ever done. It's incredible. Think it's over with us?"
"You have any more of it?"
"Yes, Alex. I'll give you some but I'm tripping about my chick right now."
"She'll get over it, bro. No one knew what was going on with you. You were gone for a really long time and you came back, like literally, the most fucked up I've ever seen you. You couldn't even talk."
"So she didn't say it was over between us?" I ask.
"Well, yeah, she did say that, but I doubt she meant it. You're a fucking stud, dude."
 
Alex asks me if I want a Budweiser.
"They're a little dinged up but we put some on ice," he says.
Of course I want a beer so he calls for Angie.
She comes out of the bathroom w/ her fist around a can.
"We thought you died," she says. "You were on a good one!"
"Crazy strong heroin," I say.
"I want some," she looks at Alex for approval.
"Damien already said he'd hook us up," he says.
"How much have you guys been drinking?" I ask.
"I've had 8 or 9 beers," Alex says.
Angie says she's "only had a couple."
"You guys only need a teeny amount. This shit is vicious strong and alcohol intensifies it even more."
"Yay," Angie says. "I'm excited."
 
Blair and Felony come through the front door.
I put my hand on Blair's shoulder but she shrugs me off, "Don't."
"Come on, baby," I say. "Don't be like that…please."
"No, do not touch me… It's over… You are an asshole."
"Booze," I say. "I drank way too much earlier."
"You are a liar and you're never going to change. How could I have been so fucking stupid to think that you actually could!"
"I love you," I say.
"You don't love me!" she screams. "You love drugs."
 
Although I call her "baby" and repeat that I love her,
I'm handing Alex the nestle dope behind my back.
Blair's crying, "…And you think I don't know when you're getting high…and you run off and you score fucking Quaaludes in San Francisco…"
"What is up with the Quaalude thing?" I say. "I never did any Quaaludes, ok?"
When I try to hug her she wiggles away.
I kill my beer and burp.
"And who said you could start drinking again? I thought no more drinking or dope."
"We've been through this, Blair. I have to taper down. I quit doing heroin…and everything else is just going to have to come with time. I can't do it all at once. That's unrealistic. Please just give me a break…I'm really trying here."
 
Blair hugs me, "I know. You were just really messed up and it scared me. I was scared."
"I drank like a whole bottle," I say. "I'm sorry."
"Just look me in the eyes and tell me that I'm more important to you than getting high."
"Baby you are the most important thing in my life. I had a slipup today but swear from this point
forward…"
 
There's screaming from the bathroom.
I run to it but the door's locked, "Unlock the door!"
(Felony is barking from inside.)
 
Angie is listless and Levi-blue on the floor.
She has a spike stuck crooked in her arm.
"She went out instantly!" Alex cries. "God, fuck."
I dive down and rip the needle out,
making blood roll thinly down her elbow.
 
"Is she gonna…die?" Alex asks.
"No, because we're going to save her. We need ice though."
That blue is taking on a glowing shade of white.
Blair is kneeling beside her and crying now.
"Look at her lips," she says. "They…are so…purple."
 
When I try to give her CPR her breath smells of Budweiser.
Her nose is cold and her eyes look like butterscotch.
I listen for breathing but there is no response.
Alex comes in w/ a champagne bucket full of ice.
He dumps it on the floor and they sprawl around her body.
 
I'm telling Alex to "run the fucking shower."
But he's in a state of shocked paralysis.
"Come on!" I scream. "We are going to save her, man. Run the shower."
 
I rip her pajama bottoms off.
Her yellow panties come off next.
I put her ankles atop my shoulders,
inserting ice cubes into her asshole 1 at a time.
I can actually feel her face get colder against mine, "…Angie."
 
Her body is then dragged into the shower.
I'm slapping her face saying her name.
"Get out of the fucking way!!!" Alex screams;
he slaps her a few times before hitting her closed fist.
This is in a desperate fury that makes a crunching sound.
"You broke her nose," I say, holding his arms back.
(Blood cascades down her chin, diluted by the water.)
 
Alex runs to the toilet and vomits.
"Ang…" Blair cries. "Oh god…Angelic."
I had run out of home remedies.
Nothing was working so I signaled for Blair to take Alex.
I'm all alone w/ Angie and I'm shivering from the shower.
 
I surrender on top of her naked body.
I look at the digital clock on the motel coffee machine.
This is for the purpose of permanent record.
It just blinks "12:00 am" over and over.
Because no one ever bothered to program it.
(It was the middle of the night when Angelic Renee Meyers died.)
 
The body would be an issue soon.
Before anything else, I had to do a shot.
If only to deal w/ the hysteria of my friends.
The nestle dope had fallen out of the baggie.
It was now scattered in the tile crevasses of the sink.
I round up enough pebbles for a shot but have no needles.
Needless to say, it would be in bad taste to grab them out of the other room.
Under these grim circumstances I don't hesitate to use the needle that was in Angie.
As I grab the rig off the bathroom floor I notice a puffy red new tattoo on the girl.
 
It is embroidered above her crotch.
Sketched heart w/ an arrow run through.
In very romantic script it promises,
 
Alex forever.
 



XI
 
 
 
The ice has turned to slushy water around her body.
It seems that I may have miscalculated my injection.
My head is now drooping down involuntarily.
(I am inappropriately high.)
 
Blair is in the bathroom upset, "Oh god…is she…"
It takes an incredible amount of effort to keep my eyes open.
I've found that it's actually easier to expend my strength on 1 eye.
I'm trying to, you know, comfort my girlfriend here.
Blair is whimpering, "…She's so cold."
I'm seeing her in flashes w/ an ugly red face.
 
Alex is crying and asking for a shot.
I'm aware enough to know to keep it for myself, "I did it all."
"It's your fault that she's fucking dead!" he screams.
He mentions this theory more than once.
But the nestle dope has stripped me of all feelings.
So I immediately take on the role of problem solver.
 
"Yes," I say. "She is dead. It's horrible…she was my friend too. I'm sorry that this happened but what we need to do right now is focus on the issue at hand. We need to do something about the body."
"The body?" he asks.
"We need to take care of it, yeah."
"Of it. Like she isn't a fucking human being, like she's just some trash that needs to be disposed of, how can you talk about her like that, man?"
He starts crying harder so I slap him, "Get a hold of yourself. This is serious, we have a body at a motel room and Blair is on the run. We cannot have cops come here."
 
There were some urgent matters that had to be addressed.
First of all, we have a dead body that is naked and beaten.
The only way to the parking lot is down 3 sets of spiraling staircases.
Drugs and guns are further contributing to the illegality of the situation.
My plan was conveyed in a raspy Marlon Brando voice,
"We need to get Angie cleaned up, scrub the blood off of her face and everything. We'll have Blair put some make-up on to conceal the swelling. Then we'll change her into different clothes and carry her to the van. The kicker is gathering all the empty beer cans, putting them in a box, and having Blair carry it behind us."
 
Note:  A secret I learned a long time ago, about committing crimes on any level, is the effectiveness of having hot women as accomplices. They can work as a perfect distracting mechanism. If you see a couple grimy guys carrying an unconscious girl out of a motel, you'll naturally assume rape. But if there's a hot girl carrying beer behind them, you are going to think of the passed-out girl as a "dumb drunk bitch."
 
Certain trigger phrases from my plan made them upset.
"Dumb drunk bitch" seemed to be particularly offensive.
It was fragile stuff I was having to explain about our dead friend.
I knew that my "other serious issue" was going to be hard to take.
Alex had sex w/ Angie several times in the last 24 hours.
When we were high on ecstasy, he told me how much he loved birth control.
"She has this Nuva ring," he said. "I get to come inside of her for free. It's awesome."
Alex has had some rather nefarious allegations made about him in his past.
These were non-convictions but could still be used against him in court.
Imagine if they found Angie's abused corpse soiled w/ Alex's sperm.
From watching TV shows I know they run DNA samples on dead bodies.
At this point it is imperative that we "clean the evidence out of Angie."
(Explaining this to Alex made me sympathize for his quasi-sobriety.)
 
Then Angie is in the shower.
Blair scrubbing her with a face towel
that's turning to a shoe-polish red.
"You need to clean her pussy," I say.
Blair shakes her head, "…I can't."
Angie looks like a fish caught dead on a line.
How her head is against the drain w/ petrified eyes.
"You have to, baby," I whisper. "You have to."
 
I grab a sample bottle of Herbal Essences.
"It wouldn't be right if I did it," I say.
She's crying as she grabs the bottle from me.
she makes a lather by rubbing it in her palms
then gently spreads Angie's legs apart
sticking her shampooed fingers inside of her
making circular strokes and suds and fart noises, "…I can't do this."
 
By this time I'm puking foam in the toilet.
Blair cradles Angie's body in her arms.
It looks like a morbidly limp child's doll.
How the lips are flat lines she slides lipstick on.
Mascara that's being carefully brushed across her eyelashes.
(And the tears that make black drip down her porcelain face.)
 
Then there's a crashing sound from the other room.
 
Blair asks what it was but I know that it's Alex.
As I run out of the bathroom there's another bang.
The window in the motel is busted and glittered on the floor.
 
Alex is standing w/ a San Francisco phonebook in his hands.
"Hey," I say. "You need to fucking chill."
"You're the reason she's dead!" he snarls.
And throws the phone book at me and knocks the TV over.
I tackle him and place my elbow on his throat, "…You done?"
He's thrashing and spits in my face.
(This is completely uncalled for so I punch him.)
 
Alex begins to cry and I hug him.
I let him calm and fizzle out below me, "If you can act cool I'll give you a shot.
I am so sorry. I'm sorry that she's gone. But if the cops come we are going to prison for a very long time and that isn't what any of us needs right now, ok?"
"…K."
 
His left eye is already starting to swell.
I grab my needles out of a Quicksilver beanie.
In an effort to avoid a fight w/ Blair, I decide to use dirty water.
This way I don't have to get it from the sink and see her hugging Angie.
(The plastic cup has cigarette butts swimming in it.)
 
Note:  An incredible irony is how much more venomous the nicotine is compared to the heroin. How tobacco is killing millions of people more than the illicit narcotic does each year.
 
I make a shot for Alex but then decide to do it.
The shot makes me overly high and I have trouble making his.
I spill brown liquid down my wrist as I cook it and hand him the spike—
 
Blair is saying "too heavy."
She's repeating my name, "I need you to pay attention."
I have Angie's ankles in my hands.
She's wearing pink Converse shoes.
I know that I dropped the body when I hear the thud.
"Damien," Blair says. "Jesus Christ…pay attention. You fell asleep."
We're outside and it's cold in northern California tonight.
Some college-aged kids come up the stairs and Blair says, "Shit faced."
This makes them laugh and I shut my eyes.
When I open them Blair is yelling at me again.
I look down and see the dead body at the bottom of the stairwell.
Her head is cranked sideways and her arms are out like she did a swan dive.
"Unfucking believable," Blair says.
 
Then I'm drooling as we drive on the 101.
Alex is putting a fuzzy object in my face,
a crystal meth pipe that comes into focus as I grab it.
He spins the neck for me and puts the lighter under the bulb.
It's hard to focus on keeping my eyes open and hitting the pipe.
This makes a feeble amount of smoke putter out of my mouth.
"Come on," he says. "Get another one…it's going to make you feel better."
(I twist it myself and the speed wakes me up.)
 
We're in an industrial section of SF.
Probably close to where the party was held.
Alex and I are in the back of the van.
Blair is driving w/ Felony in the passenger seat.
Everyone is acting chirpy like nothing happened.
We can attribute this to the strange effects of methamphetamine.
"Well…" Blair says, "…we're looking for a place to permanently rest Angie's body. She was so, so
involved with the rave culture. The warehouses were her stomping ground and she is…"
 
"What do you think about the water where the Mario party was?" Alex asks.
"Oh yeah," Blair says. "Totally."
Then she's hitting the pipe as she drives.
It's like the horrors we had witnessed never even happened.
The twisting of the pipe has a way of thinning reality.
…sa…same way a wrench gains clarity on an old television.
 
so is it really necessary anyway to find this place where the party was held so that Angie can have a proper place to rest well i guess this place goes back to the larger issue of spirituality and afterlife i mean is there really a god sometimes i believe that there is because of the infinite possibilities and intricacies of our planet my dad used to tell me that you could be certain of god's existence by just looking up into the stars the universe is so vast so huge that it has to have some higher power and creator ok so i can buy into that but i've always had a beef with organized religion because i see the perversion that man
 
"You want to slam some K?" Alex asks.
 
yet everyone is led blindly by something called faith and when you do drugs you come to realize that faith just leads you to lonely parking lots calling the motherfucker who burned you over and over going right to voicemail but maybe you should text because maybe then the message will get to him i shouldn't have given him the money up front why cause you're desperate and you curse and go why the fuck did i have faith in that scandalous motherfucker i should have just been patient and gone with so and so
 
"You can't mainline it," Alex says.
"Why?"
"I don't know. That's just what I heard. You're supposed to muscle Ketamine."
 
"Make one for me too," Blair says.
This is while I'm plunging the needle into my thigh.
Alex hands her a loaded syringe and she says, "…Do it for me, baby."
"Take your pants down," I say. "I'll do it in your butt cheek."
She scoops up and pulls her jeans down, making the van jerk.
Her ass cheeks are pale and I become inappropriately horny.
I actually consider ditching Alex and "the body" to fuck her.
(This is why I try to stay away from crystal meth at all costs.)
 
I tell Blair that it is going to "only sting for a sec."
I find it cute when she yelps so I tell her I love her.
Her delayed response and the fact that the van hits a recycling bin
lead me to believe that we've temporarily lost Blair to a "K-hole."
I grab the steering wheel and try to shake her out of it.
There's confetti of red and blue in the rearview mirror.
"We're getting pulled over," I say. "Blair."
 
Note:  K-holes are a common misstep in the world of abusing cat tranquilizers. You lose motor function and are left in a state in which you can see and hear but cannot talk or move. These are the kinds of deficits you can look past in choosing a partner for a retirement home game of blackout bingo but certainly a complication when you're getting pulled over w/ a fucking corpse in your van.
 
There is understandable panic in the van.
Alex is frantic and hiding things.
He puts the gun under the driver's seat.
I'm nudging Blair, "Come on, hunny, wake up."
"Prop Angie up," I tell Alex. "Put a seatbelt around her."
(Angie's face is grey and scaly under the make-up.)
 
Blair finally wakes up.
"I need you to listen to everything I'm telling you," I say. "You went out in a K-hole and there are now cops behind us. I need you to pull over for them and play it cool."
She's still out of it, "That stuff messed me up."
"But you have to pull over right now," I say.
I throw my LA hat to Alex, "…Cover the face."
(Blair pulls the van up along a curb.)
 
"Hey," I say. "I love you, Blair. No matter what happens, k?"
"I love you too."
"What's your name?" I ask.
"Deborah Perry."
She kisses me and opens the van window.
 
Cop leans in and asks if everything is alright.
His radio is hissing and crackling, "…10-97 in route."
"It is now, officer," Blair says. "I'm epileptic and I just had an attack. I can't afford my medication
because I don't have any insurance, they won't give it to me because my epilepsy is considered a pre-existing condition—"
"Do you have your license and registration, ma'am?"
The cop and his partner are significantly overweight.
(Maglite beam wavers throughout the van.)
 
Blair hands the pig her fake driver's license.
Alex says the "registration is in the glove box."
"Where you all coming from?"
"We saw a concert in the city," Blair says.
"And where was that, ma'am?"
"I don't know the name of the venue, officer…it was somewhere downtown. We saw Andre Nickatina."
"But you don't know where it was?"
"I don't know the name of the place. It was a terrific show though."
"Okay," he says. "Been drinking tonight, using any mind-altering substances?"
Blair laughs, "…No."
"And where were you folks headed tonight?"
Flashlight seeps into the van again.
"Headed back to Berkley," she says. "We're students there."
He nods and leans in the van, "Hey guys, how you doing tonight?
We both say "Good" at the same time.
"What's going on with your friend?" he asks. "Is she okay?"
"She'll be alright tomorrow morning," I laugh. "Maybe even tomorrow afternoon."
"She drank a little too much," Alex says.
 
"You guys have identification on you?"
We grab our driver's licenses.
I can feel the revolver tucked in my waistline.
"Anyone on probation or parole?" he asks. "Any warrants or anything like that?"
After saying "No" the cop tells us to "just hang on one sec."
(He heads back to his squad car to run our IDs.)
 
"Baby you are doing so great," I say.
"I'm scared," she whispers.
"Me too but we need to just get through this."
Alex hands us a few hits of e, "…Could be a long night, guys."
I take 2 and give my girlfriend 1.
(We chew on the pills and wait for the cops.)
 
They are going to want to search the car.
It doesn't matter that none of us are on any form of legal supervision.
Our 4th Amendment rights have been shredded to unrecognizable bits.
We live in a very scary police state and they can do whatever they want.
I think there should be laws, but that they be sensible ones.
Why are we warehousing non-violent drug addicts in jails and prisons?
The American Medical Association classifies chemical dependency as a disease.
This means that when someone overdoses on a drug,
you should be able to call the paramedics w/ out any consequences.
I guess none of this is even applicable because my girlfriend is wanted federally.
But if she wasn't and we had called 911 we would have surely been treading
on involuntary manslaughter beefs along w/ a number of simple drug possessions,
under the influences, and whatever else is available in the California state statute.
We should be able to call the paramedics to save a life like they do in Toronto.
I think we need to reevaluate what a criminal is and stop having equivocal definitions.
This is what a "compassionate" and supposedly "humanitarian" country should do.
 
The cop comes back, "Can you get out of the van, ma'am?"
"Did I do something wrong, officer?" Blair asks.
"You were driving erratically at three in the morning."
"I told you," Blair says, "I am epileptic."
"Please get out of the vehicle, ma'am."
There are beads of sweat coming off his crew cut.
Blair looks at me and I nod for her to do it.
She hops out of the van and stands in front of the fatter one.
"I want you to follow my fingers," he says.
 
Blair is following fingers under a flashlight.
Then Blair is having trouble walking the straight line.
"This is crazy," she says. "I just had an epileptic attack, duh, seizures affect the equilibrium."
"Then you have no business on the road. Why didn't you have one of your friends drive?"
"I have no way of predicting this kind of thing. I'm the only one who hasn't been drinking. We were at a concert, sir."
"Just walk a line for me, k? One foot followed by the other."
"Are you even listening to me, want me to do a breathalyzer for you? I could do that."
 
He goes to the trunk of their car and grabs a grey box.
His partner unwraps a white tube from its plastic.
Then he screws it to an electronic box, "…Blow until you hear the click."
(Blair blows a 0.000.)
 
The other cop peers into the van.
He's holding an ID, "Which one of you is Alex Scott?"
"Right here sir," Alex says.
"This is your vehicle?"
"Yes sir."
"Do I have your consent to search the van?"
"No," Alex says. "None of us are on any form of probation, none of us have warrants, and quite frankly officer, I find it pretty rude that you lack compassion and understanding towards my friend Debbie. She's epileptic; this is a condition that she has no control over. It's disgusting how you're treating her."
"Excuse me?"
"Also, my friend Damien's father is one of the most powerful defense attorneys in all of Southern
California. His name is Theodore Cantwell, surely you've heard of him. I wonder what Theo would say about this blatant harassment. I know it isn't in your job description to belittle unfortunate people for their medical conditions."
 
Note:  Alex is employing junkie mind tricks. This is a type of mental jujitsu we've been practicing for years in dealing w/ law enforcement. You have to remember that the level of intellect you're competing against is inferior to your own. Patronization actually scares stupid people when you do it w/ the correct amount of confidence.
 
"In fact, Damien, you should call your dad and let him know how these insensitive officers are attempting to circumvent the law."
I nod and get on my cell phone.
"Theodore is a very involved member of the ACLU," Alex assures the cop.
"Yeah dad…" I say into the phone, "…I'm sorry to call in the middle of the night like this but I have a rather upsetting situation going on right now."
(I'm listening to my own voicemail greeting.)
I pause and listen.
"…Sort of, I'm with Judge Perry's daughter. Right, Deborah. We got pulled over because she had an epileptic fit and the car was swerving."
Both cops are now studying me nervously.
"Yes dad…we are fine. It was scary and she's upset is all. The police officers breathalyzed her and ran some field tests which proved her sobriety—"
The cops say "Sir" and I make a 1 with my index finger and lean into the phone.
"Now they are harassing Alex to search his van even though he told them he didn't give them his
consent. I told them who you were, dad."
I put the phone down.
"I need your identification number," I say. "He wants to know."
"Sir, this isn't necessary."
"You have insulted my girlfriend. I think that she deserves an apology."
 
MDMA has given me a cartoon grin.
"I still need that identification number…Sir."
The cop hands Blair her ID and says that he made a "terrible mistake."
At this point, it's clear that we have successfully 'Hollywooded' the SFPD.
The best part is that we actually got them to apologize to Blair.
(So we watch them drive away as the ecstasy revs up on us.)
 
The morning light comes faster than anyone expected.
So we find a warehouse w/ a surrounding body of water.
This at least resembles the last party that she attended.
(And the drugs make everything poetic as we say goodbye.)
 
Fog spills out of the sky that looks like dirty cotton.
The sea always seems to smell more alive up north.
Our tears come out effortlessly as we place her in the water.
Its splash taking stripes of cover-up off Angie's face.
This is as we smoke Newports w/ the seagulls above us.
 
But the beat never stopped for Angie.
Even watching her float in the Bay I can see her dancing.
Knowing that if she just closes her eyes the lights can never come on.
Her butterfly wings twirling behind her as she laughs.
I know that wherever she is, she's prancing around.
She's causing mischief and having fun.
(Making the party last forever.)
 
A Beach Boys CD is the only music in the van.
This is some sort of "acid humor" from when they were in Vegas.
The radio antenna had snapped off so AM/FM is nothing but static.
Beach Boys are better than silence even if they are mockingly melodic.
So it's girls and fun and daddies and surfboards as we head back to Santa Barbara, CA.
 



XII
 
 
 
When tragedy happens, you have to ask yourself:
Could this have been prevented?
Is it my fault she's dead?
 
Cocaine makes these kinds of questions loop;
how the little hand on the clock stirs mins to hours,
turning the days to weeks right in front of your eyes.
 
Blair is constantly picking at zits w/ the tweezers.
If she isn't in front of the mirror she picks bugs off Felony.
Everything is all mildew and sweat in Alex's apartment.
He's been in his bedroom watching muted pornography in the dark.
I've been smoking a lot of coke and my skin is now breaking out.
(I'm convinced that the brillo I'm using has some sort of allergic irritant.)
 
My mornings are spent cooking coke w/ baking soda.
This is over the stove in the kitchen using a large metallic salad spoon.
After watching the oil become beige paste I smoke it and write poetry.
 
                       we become flesh
                       a hole maggots crawl in
                       time makes them burrow
                       intestines age thin
                       the flesh gets dry
                       inside fluid drought
                       right before dawn
                       dead maggots fall out
 
The worst part is when the sun comes up.
This makes a flame-blue peek in the window,
dragging a comedown no matter how much coke you have.
The solution is obviously to acquire a hefty amount of booze.
But in California they don't sell alcohol from 2-6 am.
(Making the clock the enemy every single morning.)
 
I usually leave the apartment a little before 6.
This is w/ the hoodie half-cloaking my face.
No matter how slow I walk, I'm always 10 mins early.
I'll have the sniffle and sleeves stained by coke snot.
Working-class America is buying pastries and newspapers.
They need their coffee while I need fucking malt liquor.
(We are starting entirely different kinds of days.)
 
Here I am clinging to a Mickey's 40 oz.
When I say, "…and a pack of Newport l00's,"
it comes out squeaky and dry because I haven't spoken for a full day.
I'm using the back of my hand to stop drugs from falling out of my nose.
My heroin farts seem to be attracting attention from a guy in a suit.
 
I'm now back on a miserable gram-to-gram habit.
Stabbing Ian has made scoring quantity too risky.
So I've been dealing w/ a small-time college dealer named Erica.
Erica can only sell 1 gram at a time and she sells them for $65.
In addition to the junior high prices, she tends to sell skimpy bags.
Alex has a digital scale and they often weigh .07 or .08.
In the depths of a habit, these missing points cause discomfort.
 
Smoking heroin became this big thing in Isla Vista.
It started w/ UCSB students smoking OxyContin pills.
 
Note:   OxyContins have a protective time-release coating. This makes sure that the opiate is gradually released into the system to help quell severe pain. For abusive purposes, you can remove the coating by washing it off and then—snort, inject, or smoke the pill.
 
College students were smoking or snorting them.
They had greedy dealers charging $1 to $2 a milligram.
This becomes expensive when purchasing 80mg pills.
A lot of naive kids started getting strung out on this stuff.
The phone calls to mom and dad started, "Need a little extra cash this month."
In college, it's believable to need: books, food, spending money, etc.
So a direct deposit is made into the kid's Wells Fargo savings account.
At this point there is no reason not to trust him, is there?
His only history of drug use is the 1/8 oz. of pot his parents found in his room.
They were ex-hippie, progressive types who only took away his car for the weekend.
What he learned from this: how to get stoned more on the sly.
Now he's in college and in the "experimental phase" that is "normal and harmless."
He found these tiny green pills that feel, "…Awesome!"
But he doesn't realize that he's smoking synthetic heroin off of tin foil.
He has no clue that those waking chills are from opiate withdrawal.
"What the heck is going on there?" his parents say. "Enough is enough."
Now he's cut off, his skin is crawling, and he's pawning his PlayStation 3.
He's stealing money from his roommate's sock drawer.
Digging for quarters in the living room couch.
(And what are the quarters even going to do for him anyway?)
Kid is writing bad checks at the grocery store when he knows he has no checking funds.
He'll be placed on Check Systems and he won't be able to open a bank account anymore.
But it doesn't even matter because he got his $80 and he's going to get a pill.
When he shows up at the greedy dealer guy's house he says,
"No more pills 'til next week."
"Next week?" the kid cries. "But you don't understand. I'm like dying, man."
But the guy does understand, that's why he regularly makes a $72.00 profit off him.
The desperation that stems from withdrawal generates consistent revenue.
So the college kid is teary eyed and alone in his dorm room.
He does what any kid in the 21st century does and gets on Google for answers.
That algebra class that was useless last Tuesday is suddenly applicable to his daily life.
The equation:
 
                       OxyContin (80mg)      = $80.00
                       Black tar heroin (1gr.)  = $60.00
 
                       Oxy = Heroin
                       Availability = Heroin - $$
 
Google says that heroin is cheaper and easier to get.
To college kid this is "fucking awesome."
But where is an Abercrombie & Fitch–dressed sophomore going to find heroin?
It doesn't take long for other kids to start seeking what they lamely call "h."
And the shit starts magically appearing on the market because demand creates supply.
Newspaper headlines start announcing the new epidemic "plaguing the small college community."
 
Anyway, Erica did the whole Oxy to heroin addiction thing.
She went from being a small coke dealer to the premier college heroin connection.
Her apartment is filled w/ crumpled and burnt tin foil from being a junkie.
Alex was fucking her for a while until he got caught taking pictures of it.
She's an English major who reads Pynchon novels and is "dorky hot."
 
Erica tells me she'll meet me in the "parking lot behind Giovanni's Pizza."
"It's going to have to be at eleven," she says. "I'm getting my nails done."
"That's two hours – I'm sick…don't do that to me…let me come to you."
"I don't have it on me, you'll have to make it, hunny. I promise," she says.
(Naturally, the wait is like completely devastating for me.)
 
Alex sold cocaine in Isla Vista for many years.
A guy I had never met fronted him keys for $15,000.
He then broke them down into $600 oz. for the student drug dealers.
They, in turn, would sell grams for $50 and make an $800 profit off each ounce.
A lot of people depended on Alex for the powder and he was reliable.
 
Even when he wasn't in town he was making money.
"Just making phone calls," he would say.
In a single phone call he could make an entire 9-5 paycheck.
(And all he was doing was putting the right 2 people together.)
 
Angie's death affected him pretty badly.
He won't leave his room and people still need him.
So I've assumed my previous role of runner.
This means that I make drops and pick up money.
I'll have to go to the bank all silent and coked out.
This is to exchange the low-denomination bills,
because Alex's dealer only wants crisp and clean $100's.
 
A large issue is how strange the coke makes me act at the bank.
Like when I took a free candy sucker out of the glass jar.
The smiling cashier was taking my money as I sucked on the candy.
This was in a contrived effort to make my jaw stop gnawing on itself.
Halfway through the sucker I changed my mind and took it out
It was partly chewed and covered in saliva when I put it back in my pocket.
The cashier pretended like she wasn't watching but looked…frightened.
 
I never met Alex's cocaine connection.
When I would finish the cycle and accumulate the 15 grand,
he would send a really hot girl w/ a duffel bag and I'd get more.
She would wave goodbye as I vigorously drank my Gatorade.
 
Note:   I've been drinking a lot of Gatorade in an effort to keep my energy levels semi-appropriate. This is ancient stripper wisdom, that the electrolytes will give you a more lively appearance when you are on the brink of physical collapse. Also, Blistex is the best antidote for runny coke nose. Thanks Amber;)
 
I inject more coke before leaving Alex's pad.
In Isla Vista there is a little grocery store for the students.
This is where I used to shop when I was dating Jill.
You see kids spending their parents' money on MGD and DiGiorno.
There's also an excellent private bathroom in the back—it locks.
(I remember fucking Jill here on Earth Day in 2005.)
 
I decide on another shot and have to walk past the shoppers.
They are smiling and carefree, wearing the same Pac Sun outfits.
Trying to pull off the "surfer look" because they're residing in "Cali."
Most of them are from the other coast where it snows and people say "wicked."
These people bother me because they represent my own failed opportunities.
Or maybe it's because the smiles don't have to sprout from bags in their pockets ($65.)
 
To prevent vandalism, we now require getting the key to the restroom from
Cashier #6 Thank you, the management.
(This is on the sign on the bathroom door.)
typical.
 
The problem is that I know cashier #6.
We went to high school together.
The last time I saw her went badly.
It was at my friend Connor's keg party.
"Um…" she said, "Don't you, like, hang out with homeless people now?"
There was no way out of this because it was definitely true.
(I had been scoring some shit downtown.)
 
"Want to talk about it over a cigarette?" I said. "You got an extra one?"
"You are so sleazy, Damien!"
This was 2 years ago.
But Joy was still the last person I wanted to ask for a key to a private bathroom.
So I tilt my LA hat down and try for stealth.
There's a guy in line w/ a green Hurley shirt talking to a blonde.
"Going to that fourth thing?" he asks.
"Probably not," she says. "I got cited at that same party, freshman year."
"I heard there's going to be two barrels though."
"Still," she says, "I'm going to this other thing on DP."
"What thing…not Billy's?"
She nods.
"No way. Billy is a total tool, dude. We have this clip on Mike's phone where we are drawing penises on his face when he passed out. It's super classic."
"Are you guys going to go or what?" I snarl. "Fuck."
 
The girl shoots me a nasty look.
This is the typical coed hoe that I know too well.
She's probably from San Diego and majoring in Humanities.
It would take approx. 2-3 low-quality beers to remove her pants.
This can be accomplished w/ Natural Light or Keystone at $5.99/12 pk.
This means that you could drink 9 of them and still get laid affordably.
The problem w/ a girl like that is the myriad of sexually transmitted infections,
because there is an endless supply of discount beer available in college communities.
You are just another name on a long list of mistakes she's willing to make in college.
So if you go to take her panties down during the correct lunar cycle,
she will most likely have those pus-frosted herpes under the dorm light.
 
When it's my turn I avoid eye contact, "…I just need the key to the bathroom."
"Damien?" Joy says.
I look up and act surprised.
"Oh shit," I say. "I didn't even recognize you."
She smirks, "You look skinny…"
"Well, I'm doing really good," I say.
"Are you with Ryan and Jesse still?"
"No, but I've been writing again recently."
"Really. I think that's great. What about Jill, ever see her anymore?"
"She's mad at me."
"Shocker there. Last time I heard…she was dating—"
"Shane Thompson," I finish.
"Right…Shane. And he's a pretty good guy for her. He doesn't do drugs or anything."
"Hey Joy, I have to use the bathroom super bad. I'd love to catch up but it is going to have to be in a minute. I'm sorry."
"Yeah, don't be silly…we'll catch up later."
She hands me a lanyard w/ a key on it.
I assure her that we'll talk in "one minute."
 
In the bathroom, I make a cotton w/ a cigarette filter.
I start prodding around different potential vein locations.
My preferred choice recently is a tiny 1 hanging over my thumb,
which I must hit 1st try because it gets scared after the initial reconnaissance poke.
Once it's scared it hugs the bone of the thumb and makes it impossible to strike.
My 2nd choice is the less used and highly visible underbelly of the wrist.
A handsome but dangerous collection of veins and arteries intertwined below the hand.
This issue is that many of the arteries are disguised as functioning and injectable veins.
An artery was never meant to have anything pumped in it from a hypodermic syringe.
When you hit an artery the blood is brighter than normal when it registers in the barrel.
This usually doesn't matter when you've been frantically digging for any blood.
It feels like a thousand rusty nails coursing through the tubes in your legs or arms.
Which is typically followed by the reflexive instinct to throw the rig across the room or at
a steering wheel and then your hand or foot inflates like a clown's balloon animal.
Sometimes different body parts will temporarily lose their functionality.
Imagine shooting up alone in some parking lot and hitting an artery by mistake.
Your hand stops working and you have to drive and smoke cigarettes simultaneously.
This is an awkward handicapped task, which has cost me a number of side-view mirrors.
But none of this even matters now because the backside of my wrist is too swollen to hit.
I heard that you could hit the vein that outlines the penis but I've been too scared to try.
Imagine missing and the procaine or vitamin B cut causing an abscess on the penis.
It would have to be lanced and drained of puss in an area already highly sensitive to pain.
Sometimes you have to just settle for holding your own breath and hitting the jugular.
So I'm on my tiptoes on the toilet and poking my broken out neck in the mirror.
 
"What the hell are you doing?" Joy screams.
But I push the shot down anyway.
She's standing in the doorframe.
It seems that I had forgotten to lock the door.
Before I can pull the needle out of my neck,
I become a feather zigzagging through the dark.
In a place where all I can hear is a Social Distortion song.
Adam said that the lyrics remind him of something I would write.
How you can run your whole life and still not get anywhere.
 
Joy is over me, "Are you ok? Are you okay?"
I tell her to stop, "…Jesus."
"Do you even realize that you just fell out? You went out and landed on your face and started flopping around on the floor like a fucking fish! I thought you were gonna die."
She's hysterical.
"But I didn't," I say.
"You didn't what?"
"Die."
"That's what you want though, right, to die, with a needle full of heroin in your neck?"
"It was coke, Joy."
"You are so unreal!" she snorts. "People like you. So fucking talented you don't even know what to do with yourself. You know how many people would love to have what you got? You are gifted and you have a supportive family and all you want to do is commit suicide in a bathroom. You are pathetic, dude."
"Oh please," I say. "What are you, thirty? And still working at a grocery store? I'm sorry that I can't compete with your level of excellence."
This makes her cry, "…My family is poor, ok? I'm trying to put myself and kid sister through community college. It's hard when you aren't born with a silver spoon, ok? Not everyone is a prodigy guitar player, Damien. At least I'm not trying to throw away what I do have."
I look into her glassy eyes, "You are completely beautiful."
"…What?" she says softly.
I kiss her and she kisses me back.
But only for a moment before she pulls away.
"I always wanted to kiss you," I say.
She shakes her head and walks away.
I do another sketchy shot and go to meet Erica.
(Before leaving the bathroom I piss on the lanyard and key.)
 
I have another manic coke fit at Giovanni's Pizza.
I pace from 1 side of the parking lot to the other and light a cigarette and take a drag and then put it out; I relight the cigarette and take a drag and put it back out again before getting on my phone and calling Jill but she doesn't pick up and her voicemail box is full so I call my ex-bassist Ryan instead—
 
This is how he picks up his phone: "I am not giving you any money."
"I'm not asking for any," I say.
"Then what is it that you need, Damien? I'm busy."
"I can't just call to see how my friend is doing?"
"No," he says. "I know you."
"That is seriously what this is…I missed you…and I know that Adam had…like instructed you not to pick up my phone calls under any circumstances until I went back to treatment or whatever…and I know that you're breaching the terms of the intervention…or whatever…so thank you…I don't need anything…and hey, I'm sober, too…how are you? …hey, where are you?"
"I'm in LA," Ryan says.
"What, you're working down there?"
"Actually, Adam set me up with this cover band gig. I play with a couple other guys from around here in West Hollywood. You know, corporate dinners and private birthday parties. It's actually not all too exciting. It's kind of degrading. But I jam with Jess still, he's in Mexico right now with his new chick. He always asks—"
"Hey," I say, "…I've been up in the Bay and like…going to rave parties…oh and I'm in love…she's
rad…against drugs and supportive and…really hot."
"I mean you sound really sober, Damien. Good job."
"Oh…totally sober…no weed even…and I've been writing, too!"
"Really, what have you been writing?" he asks.
"Poetry…but good poetry, dude…a whole lot of fucked-up stuff has been going on and…it's like
manifested into these super creative lyrics…hey they could be songs, bro."
"How much coke have you done today?"
"Shit," I say. "Multiple grams at this point… It's getting pretty deep over here…"
"I thought you were sober."
"Snorting blow doesn't count…it helps me write poetry…I'm off heroin and that's what counts, right…hey you aren't mad? …Ry…hey Ry."
"No. Same old Damien. It's just good to hear your voice and that you're alive, man."
"Like vice versa," I say. "What's up with Adam?"
"Same as always. He talks about you a lot. You should give him a call, you know the guy has an
incredible soft spot for you. He loves you unconditionally."
 
Erica rolls up in her black Jeep.
I wave to her, "Ay Ryan…yeah I gotta go…but look…I love you, dude."
"Damien," he says.
"Yeah?"
"Try to take care of yourself and call again sometime."
 
Erica says, "…What up, biatch?"
I jump in the passenger seat.
"Damn," she says. "How coked out are you?"
"I'm totally fine but I need to get well. Like immediately."
She pulls a cellophane baggie from under her seat.
"I don't have a cooker, you got something I can cook it in, spoon or a soda can or something?"
Air conditioner chilling my sweaty body.
"I think I have a can in the back seat," she says. "But you're not going to do that in the Jeep. I'll take you somewhere—"
"You made me wait two hours. I'm doing it right here."
(I find a Sprite can on the floor.)
 
Note:  Soda cans make an excellent makeshift dope cooker. You can rip and twist them apart to use its bottom. Although the ink from the printed numbers colors the water a poisonous green, there are no noticeable side effects when you shoot up.
 
I throw a chunk of tar in the indented bottom of the can.
"Water?" I ask.
She shakes her head.
I start punching the glove box, "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…"
"We'll go to the gas station and get some. Please chill out."
(My armpits are now drooling down my sides.)
 
Erica grabs me an Evian and Sparks at the gas station.
I cook the heroin in the bottom of the can.
Then I hit my neck in the rearview mirror.
"God," Erica says. "That was so gnarly."
The injection gets me well,
air conditioning becomes refreshing.
I pound the Sparks and ask Erica if she wants to "do some coke?"
 
We drive up to a cliff overlooking the Pacific.
It's a perfect summer day in California,
this is in the sizzling Windows 95 pixels.
 
Erica makes lines w/ a Bank of America debit card.
I tell her to make me a few because my veins are "worn."
This is on top of a CD case and she looks anxious.
White lines disappear into a rolled $20.
We have that typical coke conversation:
 
"So that's when Laura Price decided that I was cool," Erica says. "And since she was like the coolest girl in school (sniffle), you know at the time, it made everyone else think that I was cool too and then I was popular and—"
"Yeah," I say.
 
"When I went to Magic Mountain with my family," Erica says, "they had this talent tent and I got up and sang in front of everyone. And seriously (sniffle) everyone said that they though that I was going to be famous someday and I knew. Iknowyouknowwhatlmean."
"Totally," I say.
 
She's telling about "how beautiful hooded sweatshirts" make her look.
This is when I stop listening and become viciously horny.
"I need to tell you something," I say. "I need to get it off of my chest."
Sheryl Crow is playing on the car stereo.
There's coke silence for a moment.
Erica lights a cigarette, "…What?"
"No," I say. "Never mind, you're going to think that I'm weird."
"What is it?"
"Forget I said anything."
"Come on," she pleads. "You can't do that."
"I'm warning you this is going to sound weird. But ok, here it goes. Erica, sometimes when I jack off I fantasize about you…"
I wince, "…Giving me a blowjob."
"What?" she asks.
This is as we make the eye contact.
"I think about it a lot actually," I say.
 
Suddenly the Sheryl Crow is turned down.
Erica leans over my crotch and unzips my fly.
There's initial resistance but she tugs on it eagerly and gets it open.
She swipes the excess seatbelt to her side and spits her chewing gum out.
 
Note:  An inescapable thought running through my head is how it has been more than 8 days since I've last showered. My dick smells like the used linen bin at a county jail. This is punk rock.
 
Erica gives me head until I get bored.
I take her Juicy brand sweatpants off of her.
This is followed by peeling the turquoise thong.
She straddles me and we have sex in the front seat of her Jeep.
A fat man w/ pit stains looks shocked as he rides by on a bicycle.
Erica definitely smells me because she pinches her nose while I hump her.
I make sure to rub her asshole and then we finish and snort more cocaine.
Snot from our noses makes our faces slip off each other as we fuck for the 2nd time.
 
I feel guilty about cheating on Blair when I get back to Alex's place.
To deal w/ this I decide to wash the smell of Erica off my crotch.
This is followed by a speedball, which nicely eliminates the guilt.
I become paranoid in the shower and turn the water off to listen.
 
the paranoia
 
I get out of the shower and cook more cocaine on the stove in the kitchen. I notice a black SUV parked across the street from Alex's kitchen window. Each hit makes this vehicle more malevolent. This means that if I look for long enough, shadows will start swimming behind its tinted windows and I can be certain of movement inside. This creates a very interesting paradox, in which I want to stop looking but am scared that if I do, I will miss whatever it is that I'm actually looking for in the 1st place. There are innumerable possibilities to what this danger cold actually be: federal agents, a local narcotics taskforce, or the latest right- or left-wing extremists that I've infuriated. This makes smoking crack a sophisticated juggle because I have to continuously take hits while keeping an attentive watch. I've employed a new position so that the pipe is hidden under the window. It doesn't take long to realize that the people inside the black SUV probably saw my illuminated face when I hit the pipe so I leave the apartment to go survey the perimeters of the property and take the gun but leave the cocaine and sneak across the street to the SUV and peek into the window—empty except a Taco Bell cup in the cup holder—but there is no real way of knowing what happened during the "non-viewing" interval of me sneaking out of Alex's kitchen and through the living room and then outside. It is probable that whoever was here saw me leave my post and took the opportunity to either abort the mission altogether or at least hide somewhere more clever. This makes me take my gun out and hold it tightly on my side in the middle of the street because the middle of the street is the best panoramic view of my surroundings. The shadows at the end of the street are tangled in a mirage that my eyes refuse to leave. My thoughts go a mile a minute. I quickly devise a plan to ditch Alex and my girlfriend if shit hits the fan and then come back for the cocaine and poetry later after things cool down. Car headlights shine in my face and I dart below a parked car, where I nervously watch a Honda Civic go down the street. The license plate started w/ a 5 and so does the license of the parked car that I'm behind. A fucking 5. It's completely obvious what's going on here so I go back into the apartment and lock the chain door behind me. I'm looking back out the window w/ the shaky gun and I'm licking my lips and Blair is asking me what "the fuck" I'm doing—
 
"Why do you have your gun out?" she asks.
"You need to lower your voice," I say.
"You need sleep. When's the last time that you slept?"
I'm peeking, "Stop talking."
"Please put the gun away," she says. "Come in the room and we'll have sex."
I shake my head, "There's somebody out there."
"Baby, there's nobody out there. Come with me in the other room and we'll fuck."
Blair starts walking towards me.
The kitchen is suddenly flooded w/ light,
there's a sound of an engine stopping outside.
"Are you expecting someone?" Blair asks.
"I knew it," I say.
"What if it is the cops?"
 
I hit the pipe, "I love you. And if it's the cops…we aren't going to jail, sweetie."
There's a bang on the door and I clutch my revolver.
After a few knocks I take a breath and open the door.
 
It's the cocaine delay that prevents me from shooting Gina.
 



XIII
 
 
 
My revolver is poking in Gina's face.
It's plump from her pregnancy, "What are you doing?"
"Don't ever knock like that again," I say.
Gina is w/ a fat guy that has tweaking eyes.
"This is Rawdog," she says. "He does tattoos."
 
Rawdog and I nod at each other.
This is after I put my gun down and let them in.
Gina squeezes me, "It's great to see you."
"You look fatter," I say.
I'm legitimately concerned.
"Shut up! County food…and I am pregnant, you know. God, you're such a dick."
Blair and Gina hug.
"Can I smoke in the pad?" Rawdog asks.
"Of course."
"Thanks for posting my bond," Gina says. "Thirty-four days in county is no joke."
"I didn't post any bond," I say.
"Alex?"
I shake my head.
"Well someone did and I know it wasn't my parents. I assumed that it was you guys. I went up to the camp and it was abandoned. I actually thought you guys would still be up in Frisco. So I was lucky to find you here. You didn't get my messages? I left like a hundred."
 
Note:  I had taken the battery out of my cell phone because I read an article in the America Free Press about how the government now has universal tracking capabilities even when your phone is shut off.
 
"I didn't get your messages," I say.
"Where is everyone?"
"Alex is in the back," I sigh. "Something bad happened in the Bay…"
"Angie overdosed," Blair says.
"Awww, is she ok? Poor thing."
There's a pause and Blair frowns.
"She didn't make it," I say.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that she's fucking dead. She died."
 
Gina starts sobbing, which makes Blair cry too.
Rawdog asks if it's cool to "shoot speed here."
"As long as you have some for me," I say.
 
Crying sounds tortuous when you're coming down,
like nails screeching unevenly across a chalkboard.
So I ask Gina about what had happened w/ her.
 
Penelope and Gina were running the domestic violence scam.
Someone became suspicious of their hygiene and called the cops.
There had been a leaking injection wound from Gina's neck.
After getting caught shooting up in the rented U-Haul,
the cops hauled them off to Santa Barbara County Jail.
They figured out who Penelope was and extradited her to LA.
The DEA came and interviewed Gina about Penelope.
"I didn't say shit," she says. "They were bluffing about putting me on the conspiracy."
(This part of her story compliments my paranoia fantastically.)
 
"Were you followed here?" I ask. "Fuck shit!"
She tells me about the Correctional Officer Randall.
How he said, "Roll it up. Someone felt sorry for your pregnant ass. You made bail."
They dressed her out of her blue county scrubs and released her at night.
She bummed a Camel unfiltered off Rawdog outside the jail.
He had just been released and was waiting for his ride.
Then a girl named "KK-Kate" picked them up in an old truck.
They went looking for us and that's how they wound up here.
KK-Kate is at the liquor store picking up whiskey and Gina is crying.
But she manages to mention that I look "…really sucked up."
"Rather be sucked up than fat," I say.
 
Rawdog makes a shot of crystal meth on the kitchen counter.
He has prison tattoos that are faded globs on his forearm.
"This shit is prime, too," he says. "Make you cough."
(Gina chews on her lip and nods.)
 
"We have coke cooked up," I say. "You guys can help yourself to as much as you want."
Rawdog says that he "don't mess with crack."
"Nigger stuff there, son," he says.
Then he flicks the syringe, "This right here is the stuff, though."
He slaps some fingers across his arm and does his shot.
"Oh yeah man," he coughs. "Yeah."
 
Gina shoots speed and suddenly stops crying.
"So you think we could…crash here then?" she asks.
"Of course," Blair says. "You're like family, girl."
This is as the methamphetamine is going into my neck.
(Everything gets much stranger when you're tweaking.)
 
Now KK-Kate is here and she has whiskey.
She says that she's a dancer from Georgia.
That she is visiting Rawdog's younger brother.
And she's drinking right out of the bottle, "It's Canadian Sour Mash."
I take a big swig and say, "Yeah whatever."
 
The tall stripper has a killer body that's turning me on.
It seems that there is a sexual thing going on between her and Gina.
They keep giving each other these seductive and suggestive blinks.
I can imagine Gina's face smothered between her trembling legs.
This makes me consider masturbating in front of the mirror in the bathroom.
Or I could get KK-Kate alone and have some bondage meth sex w/ her.
I drink more in an effort to muffle this intense sexual undercurrent.
 
Note:  Amphetamines make it hard to get drunk on a technical level. Your tolerance for liquor expands by almost 60%. This helps minimize some of the negative effects of the speed. You become less jittery and the perversion becomes slightly more innocent.
 
The Canadian Sour Mash allows me to settle for Blair.
I tug her into the guestroom and demand sex immediately.
She looks ugly w/ her mutilated cocaine pimples.
But I rip our clothes off anyway and close my eyes to block her face out.
This doesn't work but luckily there's a People magazine on the nightstand.
It's sprawled open and there's a picture of May-Kate Olsen.
I try to mimic her perfect white smile as I hump Blair's body.
(Then after I finish she cries and asks me if I still love her.)
 
This is followed by multiple days of the meth lifestyle.
There's a sexual triangle going on between KK-Kate, Gina, and Rawdog.
Yesterday when they locked themselves in the bathroom, they made noises.
I speculate that multiple buttholes were involved in there.
(I'm including Rawdog in my suspect pool.)
 
The speed intake has been impressively constant.
Gina and Rawdog smoking it out of a glass pipe in the living room.
The other day KK-Kate asked me for a turkey baster.
"Why do you need a turkey baster?" I asked.
She smirked and disappeared w/ her "friends" for a very long time.
They've been bumming rigs off of me too, which isn't cool.
 
I can't go back to the exchange because of the skinheads.
My paranoia has made it hard to go to the local pharmacies as well.
In California, they enacted a law to purchase needles w/ out a prescription.
This should be national policy to help eradicate communicable diseases.
For $3.15, you can go to the pharmacy and discreetly purchase the rigs.
You just ask for a "ten-pack of hundred cc, half-inch insulin syringes."
This is followed by the you know that they know that you know that they know look.
But you get to leave the pharmacy w/ a lunch bag full of needles and a receipt.
 
Note:  Some places require that you show identification and they log your home address into some book. The law is written as discretionary and some won't sell to you altogether. The junkies around town know the correct pharmacies to go to.
 
There's a good pharmacy a few blocks away.
I usually flirt w/ the sexy tech while I buy my needles.
She has green eyes and an incredible heart-shaped ass.
The problem today is how bad my appearance is.
How it's been multiple days since I've slept or eaten or shit.
There's a zit on my neck that looks like a wet pill capsule.
(I know that my body still looks rad though.)
 
KK-Kate is heating a tube on the kitchen stove.
She's using the broken end of a meth pipe.
It gets red hot like a glowing campfire ember.
"Hot rail," she tells me.
Then she points the hot end over a ceramic plate.
It has small lines of speed made neatly across it.
She puts the non-heated side to her nose and does a line.
The line disappears and she blows a huge cloud of smoke out her mouth.
"That was the coolest thing I've ever seen," I say.
"It's magic!" she says. "The dope goddam evah-poh-rates when you snort."
"Can I try one?"
"'Course, sugar," she says.
She lights the tube and hands it to me, "Go, go, go, snort!"
Steam fills my nose and a meth drip goes down my throat.
(There's a chemical fog between us.)
 
"Wanna see my new tat?" KK-Kate asks. "Rawdog just did it on me."
I'm really high now, "Sure, yeah."
She yanks her sweatshirt up and exposes her bare breasts.
Her nipples are covered in the crosses of large, black swastikas.
"Hurt like all hell, like a real sonofabitch. Bitchin though, ain't it?"
I nod in tweaked-out approval.
"You want work done?" she asks. "I could get Rawdog to do it for free and everything."
 
KK-Kate's enthusiasm reminds me of Angie.
She's like some backwoods caricature of her.
"Is he heavy handed?" I ask. "Because it looks like that shit he did on your tits may have done some heavy scarring. I'm probably going to have to touch them just to know for sure…"
She giggles and comes up to me.
I lift her hoodie and start rubbing her tits.
This makes her purr and Blair catches us in the act.
 
She has a look of defeat in her eyes and
there are tears peering out of their corners.
I'm a deer in the headlights about to get plowed by a semi.
Blair walks over and starts rubbing on KK-Kate's chest,
who giggles and then goes serious by grabbing her head and kissing her.
I'm in the middle of a 3-way kiss and there's a hand running through my hair.
Gina shows up from out of nowhere and we all strip naked in the kitchen.
I cannot help noticing the webs of stretch marks on Gina's ass.
She is so visibly pregnant that her belly button is hiding her vagina.
It's the meth that possesses me to ask Gina to eat my girlfriend out.
There is something darkly erotic about watching a chubby girl do this.
I watch Gina's cellulite jiggle like earrings in front of Blair as she moans.
There's this very still moment when it's just Blair and I staring at each other.
I can feel her pain because I know that all of her moaning is fake.
That she's being molested by hyper, tweaker sluts just to satisfy me.
This is because she bought into the concept of love.
She's trying to resurrect the feeling of when we 1st met.
I mouth, "I love you" to Blair because I mean it,
but she has already closed her eyes to pretend once more.
 
When it is over, we're sweaty, we catch our breaths, and get dressed.
I take my girlfriend into the other room and kiss her gently, "I love you."
She nods as I tell her that it's "all about experience, baby."
I try to justify it w/ a new-age PLUR angle.
(This makes her cry way harder.)
 
My body gives out while I take a shower.
I'm spacing out watching the stream hit my body.
Then I wake up w/ my head against the tile floor.
 
Note:   It's common in the world of stimulants for your mind to outlast your body when you've been sleepless for long periods of time. This can cause extended bouts of unconsciousness comparable to opiate highs that force your body into involuntary sleep.
 
I take a few power naps holding Blair's hand.
I'm fading in and out watching the sun come up.
The arrival of the morning reminds me that I'm addicted to heroin.
 
Rawdog hooks me up w/ a nice shot of crystal meth.
When I go to meet Erica at a coffee shop I'm "ah blah."
There are kids w/ beanies and laptops and espressos.
She seems to understand my mental state because we say very little.
 
I hand her the money and she gives me .08 of a gram.
I hurry to the lockable single-person bathroom and get right.
(I'm artistically inspired by inkblot blood on a paper towel.)
 
Creativity is a force that I will never be able to understand.
How perfect slices shine through at unexpected moments,
making you jot something down in the middle of the night.
Random thoughts in the shower that can ultimately define you.
 
I buy a bottle of Gentleman Jack at the grocery store.
There's an overweight girl working instead of Joy.
I grab my guitar out of the closet at Alex's apartment.
It's an old acoustic w/ the "rehab is 4 quitters" sticker.
 
I get a "mean" whiskey buzz and head to the beach.
This means that I trespass through various backyards.
Past the wetsuits drooped across clotheslines,
Rolling Rock bottles and seashell ashtrays.
 
The beach is nearly abandoned today.
I leave my socks and shoes on the shore,
then sit atop a course rock w/ my strapped acoustic.
 
I turn poetry to song for the Pacific audience:
blame talent when you can shut the entire ocean up,
the only sounds are the waves when they applaud.
 
like scraping resin from a pipe
you take the bad shit from my life
and put it in a little black ball
when you smoke that's when I fall
but you don't care no not at all
come on baby smoke me
 
it would cost me 1 whole gram and half a night
to tell you what I love and I don't like
but baby you could tell it all for free
so please just smoke me
 
and I get tattoos to cover marks
what you love is I like art
kind that you can't see
so just stop looking
come on baby smoke me
 
come on and smoke me (2x)
 
When I get back to the apartment things have gotten worse.
Rawdog is crouched above Alex tattooing his face.
The girls are transfixed and smoking meth.
"Alex…what are you doing?" I say.
 
"I'm blasting his eyelids," Rawdog says. "This dude here is with it, son. Soldier."
Alex is stiff w/ his hands resting on his stomach.
"What are you putting on his eyelids?"
"Over on one and dose on the other, so that when his eyes are closed it says overdose."
"You're getting overdose tattooed on your fucking face?" I say. "Dude."
"Ain't that sexy as heck?" KK-Kate says.
Rawdog says that it's "hard as hell, man."
Gina hands me crack – which helps me accept this. "That's pretty hardcore," I say. "Big commitment getting that on your face, buddy."
Alex flinches when the needle goes over his eyelid.
(Rawdog asks me if I want another shot.)
 
the paranoia pt. 2
 
I'm starting to think that KK-Kate and Rawdog were sent here by the skinheads.
Santa Barbara is too small of a town for racist meth addicts not to know each other.
Some white power guy just happened to be released at the same exact time as Gina?
Right after she was mysteriously bailed out?
I don't buy KK-Kate's Southern accent either.
 
Rawdog told me the other day that he didn't do heroin.
"No sir," he said. "Seen too many of my brothers go down the tubes on that garbage."
Then he begged me for my cotton rinse a few hours later.
 
Note:   After using cotton to shoot heroin it becomes dark and resonated w/ leftover dope. Either junkies save the used cottons to use at some later and more desperate time or they give them away, usually to whoever had scored for them.
 
The dirty cotton looked like a rat turd.
Rawdog sucked a yellow shot from it.
"Man," he said, "I'm higher than a giraffe's pussy."
They both started mooching a lot of heroin off me.
This is when I started noticing that KK-Kate's accent was phony.
She would get high and start bitching in a signature So-Cal whine.
I caught her talking on her cell phone to a girl named Sugar that I know.
I was suspicious because she told me she only knew Rawdog and his brother.
"Is that Nicole?" I asked. "That works at the Spearmint Rhino?"
She said that she used to dance at that club w/ her, "a while back."
But she had originally told me that she's visiting from Georgia.
Then KK-Kate changed the subject and got aggressively sexual.
(I actually ended up fucking her right then in the bathroom.)
 
"Baby," Blair says. "What are you doing right now?"
I'm peeking under the crack of the door.
This is in the guestroom.                                       
"I don't trust them," I say.
"Who?"
"I think Rawdog and the girl are here to hurt us."
"Baby," she hugs me, "you need sleep."
"They are liars, Blair…Rawdog said he didn't do chiva but then he got mad because I wouldn't give him any chiva, and KK-Kate knows Sugar but she said she didn't know anyone and that she was visiting from Georgia but how could she just be visiting if she was already working with Sugar?"
"Baby."
"Listen to what I'm telling you," I whisper.
I shake her off me and peek again.
 
"Maybe you should take a couple of Valiums, hunny," Blair says. "Help you come down a little bit, k?"
 
After arguing, I get benzodiazapam sleep, "Ahhh."
I'm suddenly awoken by a girl screaming in the kitchen.
I grab my gun from the nightstand.
Blair clings to me, "What the hell is going on?"
"Stay here!" I say.
"No, you can't leave me here," she says. "Please don't leave me here."
 
There's more noise from the kitchen.
I walk to the guestroom door w/ the .38.
It's 5:13 am when the 1st gunshots are fired.
(I instinctively check the digital clock.)
 
Felony barks as shots snap in the other room.
This makes Blair scream and I listen against the door.
I am wearing nothing but boxers and dress socks.
It is moments like this when you're in your own movie,
when everything becomes weightless except for your heart.
 
The gun is suddenly more like an upside-down L.
You're a child playing cops and robbers w/ your fingers.
And you have that kid fearlessness when you open the door.
 



XIV
 
 
 
Drywall is exploding next to me.
I choke on debris and blindly shoot forward.
This is w/ the early morning dope sickness.
 
.38 hiccups in my hand as I run out of bullets.
Someone is yelling that I'm a "faggot."
(Which has to be about the boxers and dress socks.)
 
It's dark and I'm crouching down.
The door to the bathroom is open w/ a puddle of light.
There's some unopened porno magazine on the floor,
undoubtedly from our week-long meth binge.
In situations like this, you become hyper-aware.
So I'm staring at this bent-over blonde in the magazine.
Her peeking * is rusted and glossy in the light.
 
Note:   Alex has an archaic collection of porn magazines in his bathroom. Most are pre-9/11, before the trend of bleaching assholes hit the porn scene. When you look at a vintage magazine like this, the brown assholes and greasy bushes are noticeably out of place.
 
It's funny how amphetamines can make assholes blasé.
So I'm sitting here out of bullets and staring on.
It seems that whoever was shooting at me has gone to the kitchen.
(Shrieks sound like they're coming from Gina.)
 
This is followed by silence until I hear someone approaching.
I point my useless gun at the couch for whatever reason.
The living room seems much darker than before,
occasional shadows spilling from the kitchen frame.
 
My eyes are strained looking at the black couch.
There are more screams from the kitchen.
This time I'm positive it's Gina.
 
Someone gets up from behind the couch.
He runs to the kitchen and I hurry to the guestroom.
I knock on the door, "It's me. It's me."
Blair lets me in, "…My god, are you okay?"
I shut the door behind me and grab her.
"Someone was shooting at me," I say.
"Cops?" she asks.
"I don't think so but I don't know. I think they have Gina in the kitchen."
"What do you mean they…have her?"
"I don't know, they're like torturing her and shit. We need to grab the coke and get out of here as fast as we possibly can."
"We need to get her, too," she says. "And Alex. We can't leave them here."
"Blair," I say.
"What?" she asks. "You don't want to save your friends?"
"I just think we should weigh our options here, babe, that's all."
"Our options are pretty fucking simple. We get the coke and our friends and then we get the hell out of here before we get killed."
"Exactly," I say.
 
The problem w/ this plan is that the coke is in Alex's room.
It's in this video cabinet/safe that he bought on eBay.
We have no bullets in my gun and no idea who our enemy is.
Also, my girlfriend feels compelled to save the "drug addicts."
(Who would never rescue us if the situation were reversed.)
 
"31,18, 2, 48," Blair says.
I'm making her memorize the combination to the safe, "Good, baby."
Our plan is that I will go on a kamikaze mission in the kitchen.
This is Blair's idea to divert our assailants as she grabs Alex and the coke.
"So what do I do if they start fucking shooting at me?" I ask.
"31,18, 2, 48," Blair says. "Right?"
 
I'm looking at the guestroom window,
thinking we could just jump out right now and escape.
But I also acknowledge the importance of grabbing the cocaine.
 
Then the door begins to rattle and Blair tugs on me.
"Oh god," she whispers.
"I love you more than anything," I say.
Alex yells, "Let me in the fucking room, man."
 
I lock the door behind Alex and he has bloodstains.
These are on his shoulder and the side of his neck.
"They're wearing ski masks," he says. "All of them."
"Who and how many?" I ask.
"I have no idea. There's at least four. I shot one and I think I killed him."
His eyes widen and he repeats, "I think I fucking killed him."
"What about Gina?" I ask. "Rawdog…Kate?"
"I don't know. I was in the other room sleeping and I got woken up to a girl screaming."
"We heard it too," Blair says.
 
"I knew something was up," he says, "so I grabbed my piece and snuck into the kitchen; there were these guys with ski masks and they had Gina. Her pants were down to her ankles and they were tied together by her bra and there was blood coming out of her crotch running down her leg. One of the guys was standing next to her and he had a bloody butcher knife so I shot him and he fell down. He went still instantly. I ran out of the kitchen and hid in the living room. A guy came after me and started shooting at you as soon as you came out of here. After you ran out of bullets, I shot at him and he went back in the kitchen."
 
"But whose blood is that?" I ask.
Alex looks down at his shirt, "I don't know but we need to grab the coke."
"Blair memorized your safe combination," I say, "but what about Gina?"
"Dude, we leave that skank here, let her get knife fucked or whatever."
"I never liked you," Blair says. "You're a total creep."
"Guys," I say. "Hey."
 
Alex has a few bullets left in his .32 Cobra.
The plan is that he will escort Blair into his room.
I'm supposed to "stand watch" w/ out a gun in the guestroom.
"Once we get the yayo, we'll see about that fat bitch," Alex says.
 
Note:  There were aspects of this plan that I was concerned about. The most obvious was regarding what I would do from my guestroom post if someone actually approached them w/ a weapon. Whistle?
 
The living room is pale from the morning,
newly awakened colors clinging to the furniture.
Things knocked over and damage from bullets.
 
I'm watching Alex sneak into his room w/ Blair.
They're holding hands and he has his .32 in front of him.
(Even in situations like this I can't shake the jealousy.)
 
Then I see a guy w/ broad shoulders and a gun.
He has a mask and is going in the door behind them.
I yell for them but all I can see is the door closing.
There are gunshots from the bedroom followed by silence.
 
The guy comes out of the bedroom instead of Alex.
He has the coke in his hand and points his gun at me.
We stand there examining each other for a moment.
 
He's wearing black Emerica shoes w/ red laces.
For lack of better words I say, "Hi."
He raises his gun and pulls the trigger.
It's clear that he has run out of bullets as well;
he inspects the piece but already knows the answer.
Then he smiles from the hole in his mask, "I killed your girlfriend."
 
I'm on top of him w/ my Smith & Wesson.
When I wake up I know that I've killed him.
Real violence always appears fake in real life.
How the blood cascades out of his ski mask holes,
you can see it moving down his neck and chest.
I can taste its sodium on the corners of my mouth.
It's clear that I smashed his skull w/ the end of my gun.
 
I peel his mask off to see who he is.
But the face has been replaced by gore,
splinters of bone where his nose should be.
And eyes that look like rolled-up balls of glue.
 
Note:  This is so violent that it makes me vomit on him. The Burger King chunks actually make the bloody mound more grotesque. How the pieces of burger and bread look like they're decorating a pizza.
 
The Ziploc bag full of cocaine had come open.
There is white powder all over the carpet.
I snort as much as possible off the floor.
 
I'm inappropriately high when I go to Alex's room.
He's lying on the floor in a puddle of blood.
I say "Alex" but don't recognize my own voice.
I crouch down and turn him over so he's facing me.
His chest and ribs feel cold when I touch them.
 
But he's alive because I can hear it in his nose.
Then there's the sound of creaking in the other room.
Alex has cheap linoleum floors that make a lot of noise.
I prop his half-dead body up as a makeshift shield.
(This is definitely coke-related behavior.)
 
He's wheezing and I whisper, "Shut the fuck up."
"Did they kill Blair?" I ask.
Alex tries to answer but it comes out as just a really loud sound.
I hit him and it might have killed him because he stops moving.
"Shit," I whisper. "I didn't mean to hit you that hard, man."
He's not responding, "…Hey Alex."
 
The door opens and I hide behind my listless friend.
"Baby," Blair says.
I drop Alex and his head hits the corner of a chair.
"The guy that was shooting at me said you were dead," I say.
"What's going on with Alex?"
"I think I may have killed him, hun."
"What?" she asks.
"I didn't do it on purpose. Someone shot him and I asked him about you and he was loud and I thought that you might be one of them because I heard footsteps and I hit him and, oh fuck, I think I killed him…when I hit him. This is super tragic like—"
"Are you all coked out right now?"
"What?" I say. "Hell no."
 
I throw Alex on my back and leave his bedroom.
The sun is full-blown and the dead shooter is now vivid.
There are sounds from the kitchen as I carry my friend.
 
Alex is gurgling w/ the red snot out of his nose.
This is in the guestroom and Blair says, "He's not dead yet, we can still save him."
"I have the coke," I say. "We need to get him to the hospital."
"Gina is still in there."
"He's my best friend, Blair…we have to move now."
"And where is Felony?" she asks.
"Babe, it's a fucking dog. These people are still here and they are here to kill us."
She shakes her head, "I'm not leaving without her. I'm sorry."
"We need to climb out that window or we are going to get killed."
"You go," she says.
 
Note:  I don't advocate hitting women for any reason. So when I ball my fist up and strike her as hard as I can, it's for the strict purpose of saving a man who I care greatly for.
 
I meant to just stun her but knocked her out instead.
The older I get the more I realize that I don't know my own strength.
This is a real problem now that I've incapacitated 2 of my friends.
 
I can hear someone approaching from the hall.
I'm shaking Blair when the door opens up wide.
But it's only Felony w/ red fur and dirty whiskers.
 
Then my girlfriend regains consciousness, "…Can't believe you hit me."
"It was inconsiderate and I'm sorry," I say. "But look who I found, sweetie."
Blair smiles, "Awwwwww, what is that all over her face?"
"Think that's blood," I say.
"Oh," she grimaces. "Gross."
Alex is talking to himself as I ease him out the window.
(Blair climbs out and I hand her Felony.)
 
The naked sun makes me realize how dopesick I am.
I'm fumbling in Alex's shorts looking for the keys to the van.
His neighbor Kevin is watering his apartment's lawn and staring.
Kevin is a college kid who is trying to get rich off 1 ounce at a time.
Everyone calling him "Kevin the Jew" behind his back and his weed sucks.
He's watching me drag my bloody friend across the front lawn.
"What the fuck are you looking at?" I yell.
In college nothing bad ever happens, so he keeps looking.
I drop Alex and pull my gun out, "…Fuck are you looking at?"
The gun is effective because he drops the hose and runs away.
Blair rolls her eyes, "Babe."
"Kisses," I say, and she makes her lips "Facebook pursed."
(We give each other kisses over my gasping friend.)
 
I find the keys and put Alex in the van.
I jump in the driver's seat and Blair goes next to me.
The door to the apartment opens in the rearview mirror as I back up.
There's a man in a ski mask holding a gun,
wobbling in the reflection like horror-movie cinema.
 
"Who are they?" Blair says.
"It could be any number of people, but right now you need to keep him awake."
This is as we cut off angry horns on the freeway.
Blair is telling Alex that he's "going to make it through this."
I'm slamming coke while I stomp on the gas pedal.
When we get to the hospital, the entrance is blurry.
I pull the van up to the asphalt and sidewalk.
(I'm carrying him through automatic doors.)
 
I put Alex on the hospital floor and a crowd forms around us.
They are asking about "conditions" and "entry wounds."
It's a surreal moment when all I can hear is the faint cry for "police."
I understand this and that I have to leave my friend there.
(This is to save my fugitive lover and myself.)
 
As I'm leaving I look at Alex for the last time.
His white shirt is covered w/ flowers of blood.
There's some splattered on his closed eyes.
But you can still clearly read overdose.
 
I remember the 1st time that someone I knew died from an overdose. How my father called and told me and how I was shooting up w/ all the other heroin addicts at the funeral. Stuff like that feels less real the more it happens. Have you ever been to a place in your life when death became a welcomed mistake? After the cocaine robs you of your high school prom and your family gives up and every girl that you've ever cared about leaves you; closing your eyes to see the end of the despondent curse instead of the god that everyone else talks about. And dizzy and sick of going to jail, or being the walking embarrassment that people from another life point at as you go by. When you've had enough and a magic plunge promises they'll read your poetry at your funeral because you would rather be remembered that way instead—
 
"LA," Blair says.
She is leaning over my lap snorting coke.
This is at the In-N-Out Burger in Ventura.
"Because like," she says, "I read your song lyrics and wow, baby."
Then she orders a Number 2, "Animal Style."
 
Note:  In California, there are a myriad of secret code words. This can be as mainstream as "animal style" secret sauces at fast food restaurants or as esoteric as glass-rose "setups" at Arabian liquor stores.
 
"Do you realize how talented you are Damien?"
"Yes, everyone is always reminding me. I think if I wasn't, that maybe people wouldn't care as much about what I did."
"But don't you want to be successful and make your parents proud?"
She gives Felony a bite of her burger and snorts more coke.
"I just want to be happy," I say.
"I think that if you applied yourself that you would be. You're only twenty-seven, baby; you could still have the whole world."
"But maybe I don't want the whole world," I say.
"What do you want, then?"
"For the world to leave me alone. And you. I want me and you to be together."
She smiles, "Me too. I just want you to know what you are worth. I read some of what you had written when we were staying at Alex's and it is some of the deepest stuff I've ever read. Everything you write about is layered with metaphors and I understand exactly what you are trying to say. I think that the world needs to hear it. It's really dark and ironic and I think a lot of people will be able to relate. You have such a pretty voice too, baby, and we can go down to LA and you can meet up with your agent and band and sit down and record some of those songs. I think that you have a whole album right here."
(She pulls out crumpled receipts that I had written poetry on.)
 
"That's all of them?" I ask.
"It's everything that you had in the kitchen drawer."
"You do realize I just murdered someone and that Alex is probably dead?"
She slips her hand in my pants and breathes in my ear, "Make art out of it, metaphors."
"Baby," I say. "You are really high right now."
"You need to stop being so…scared of success and just believe that you can do this."
(I snort coke out of the bag as she rubs my crotch.)
 
the teenage mutant ninja turtles was my favorite cartoon as a child
having watched it every saturday morning
it was about a gang of mutated and vivacious turtles who were trained by a rat named
splinter who named them after famous artists and these turtles
really liked pizza and were satirically californian and they fought crime
everyone my age watched them
and they had an arch nemesis named shredder who wore capes and bondage
leather and who had a boss who was a pink brain named crain that
lived in another mans abdomen
yet this is the world we were shown in our youth
hate and violence were just
a plot device
push forward to a time when you bash apart a skull and you
puke because the brain is grey instead of pink
everything is dark
nothing is bright like when we were kids
eventually we all learn the truth about
death.
 
This is as we head southbound on the 101 freeway.
Buildings budding and zooming from the cocaine.
Like so many things lately…"so fucking LA, baby."
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Cocaine has a way of giving smoggy cities grandeur.
We're passing used car dealerships in Calabasas.
(Making that 15 mph leap into LA traffic.)
 
We are having the obligatory coke conversation.
This is when Blair thinks it "was probably the skinheads."
"But what are we going to do if you become a famous musician?" she says. "And then I become famous too by being the girlfriend of someone that is famous and then people will be able to find us because we are both famous."
She is also saying "totally" much more than normal.
How I should "totally call Adam."
(We're snorting coke at a gas station.)
 
Then I'm watching Blair fill the van w/ gas.
I immediately have the urge to change my voicemail greeting.
"Hey it's Damien. Leave a message. Later."
I don't like the "later" because it doesn't sound sexy enough.
It doesn't reveal my California roots w/ the correct tone of casualness.
My solution is to abbreviate the "later" to "late."
Now it says: "Hey, it's Damien. Leave a message. Late."
I listen to this 4x before being certain that I sound fat.
I change the later to "late-ur," which actually sounds amazing.
My dilemma now is that I no longer like the plain "Damien."
I change it to "Damien Cantwell" but am not emphatic enough w/ the last name,
making the "late-ur" sound contrived, which is a source of concern (to say the least).
So I go back to the regular "Damien" but forget the "late" by mistake.
By now the coke drip has made my voice raspy and nuanced.
This gives the voicemail greeting a "live album feel"—which is pretty nice.
My goal here is to have "the perfect greeting" that feels "unintentional."
But after snorting more coke I become nervous and insecure.
I change the greeting to the generic, "You have reached the voice…mailbox…for…"
From an outside perspective this will be viewed as a corporate compromise and—
Blair comes back inside of the van and I ask her if she's high.
"Because I am really high," I say.
 
Then we're at a VONS in Woodland Hills buying dog food for Felony.
This is right after I spiked a speedball w/ the last of Erica's tar.
I call Adam and he says, "…Hey, stranger."
"I've been meaning to call," I say.
"Ryan told me that you contacted him a few days ago and said you had been writing and everything."
"I have," I say. "I've been really inspired lately."
"I think that's great. He also tells me you have a new female."
"Yes and she is fucking amazing. We are actually in the city right now."
"You're in LA?" he asks.
"At a grocery store in Woodland Hills at this very moment."
"You guys are going to have the come over and have some dinner. Linda and the kids would love that, man. What's tomorrow night looking like for you?"
"Tomorrow night sounds great," I say. "I'd really like that."
 
I snort a line off a Beach Boys CD case.
Adam starts asking questions about my writing.
But I can only offer monosyllabic answers.
This still makes him really excited and he uses agent words:
"phenomenal," "outstanding," "great," "terrific," "excellent," "super," "rad," etc.
 
"Yeah," he says. "Damien, I'm going to have to let you run, brother. I have a client calling from Burbank. I've been expecting it—"
 
I've been to this same place before w/ Adam.
When I've reached a bottom and called for the beacon out.
This has never been because I felt like actually applying myself.
It had always been that I had run out of all other options.
Look, it isn't that drugs make me any less creative or talented, ok?
People just find it hard to work w/ me while I'm using, "Impossible, bra."
 
In the beginning everything was cool and everyone partied w/ me.
We would snort blow or drink or drop acid before playing gigs.
Heroin was the drug that everyone always got mad about.
There would be the interventions w/ the room full of "concerned friends."
"Your using is affecting all of us. We're not going to go anywhere if you continue to put heroin before the band, man, can't you just smoke weed or something?"
"Dude," I protested, "I only smoke weed to deal with the stress of doing heroin!"
No one thought that was funny except for me and I coughed as I laughed.
(We were in the hospital after this "totally accidental" Fentanyl thing.)
 
I could still write brilliantly and my body was, like, underwear model grade.
So I continued to put the heroin before the band because—well, why not?
If I was supposed to meet an "important industry person" in Century City,
I'd be buying balloons off a Mexican lady in East LA named "Goofy."
She had lots of moles and a transgendered son that collected themed socks.
If I was supposed to have the rewrite done for the Monday recording,
I'd show up Wednesday to a locked studio w/ a fake cast to cover my track marks.
This is the period when I was wearing turtlenecks and saying I was going to "write a memoir" even though I had accomplished nothing but thought there might me some sort of literary irony in a book about talent that could only exist if I actually got clean.
 
Or I would be running around LA w/ escorts I got out of the yellow pages.
 
Note:  Call girls hate heroin addicts because we can't come and don't brush our teeth. Sex always required me staring at the motel porn because the escorts' faces reflected my own hushed existence.
 
Sometimes we would just talk because I couldn't take my loneliness.
I'd be smoking crack and listening to how much they hate their fathers.
This is around the time that everyone started "reacting" to my behavior.
I would get lectured about how much I weighed or the girls that I fucked.
"You cannot drink before 9 am," Jesse said. "Come on, man."
I got kicked out of my own band several times, "Wait, but I am California!"
 
Adam had always been there for me unconditionally.
"You are going to beat this thing," he'd say. "I know that everything will work out."
By this time I'm having to inhale tilted whiskey just to get on stage.
He was the relentless peace broker between me and my girl and the band.
"…But he shit in the ice bucket in the hotel again last night," Jill said.
"He just needs time to iron out some of the wrinkles," Adam said. "This is a process."
"That drunk fucker thought it was hilarious. I mean…this is really getting crazy.
 
Then a poem comes in my head the way they do,
I find a blue pen in the glove box inside of a Hertz booklet that came w/ the van and I try to place the words from my mind on the back of a Jim Beam wrapper that I rip off of a bottle that was rolling around by my feet but the leftover glue is gummy and won't allow words to be written on it so I just write on my arm feverishly—
"What are you doing, baby?" Blair asks.
There are stanzas crawling up my wrist.
I make a 1 w/ my finger and finish; poets do it in rhythm.
"Writing," I finally say.
"I want to hear it."
 
look in your eyes when you cum
down by the shore blind to the sun
i know it takes love to get you there
so i could love your eyes when we stare
make the ocean and birds start trippin
poets do it in rhythm
 
"Baby," Blair says, "that was so amazing."
"That's nothing. It's just the first draft. When a person writes poems or songs I always rewrite a lot of times before it's finished. Eventually I'll turn that into lyrics for a song. That's how I write them; they always start out as poems."
"Seriously though," she says. "It was really good. Very creative."
Blair gives me a light kiss on the cheek.
"I'm trying to have some words down to show Adam—"
Blair interrupts me and tells me to "pass the coke."
She says that she's "sorry" and "totally listening."
"But pass the coke," she says.
 
Blair does a key and almost chokes on it.
She starts talking nasally, "Yeah, what Tupac did. Tupac did that, he used to make rap songs out of poems that he wrote. Do you like 'Pac? Because I like Tupac a lot. Under my music on Facebook all it says is RIP 2Pac. And that's it."
 
Note:  I can't stand the narcissism of social networking sites, how everyone is obsessed w/ themselves in a controlled way. It's like doing coke w/ the entire world, at the same time, but it lasting forfuckingever.
 
We're stuck in bumper-to-bumper traffic now.
This is w/ weathered stickers on the cars:
KROQ
Lakers
My kid thinks your honor student is a faggot.
Kill your television!
Obama/Biden 2008
 
Cocaine has made everything more still.
How fat people are sweating but it isn't hot.
There's a guy in a suit thumb-drumming to U2.
(And a black chick talking to her backseat.)
 
Blair says that we need to "pull over to fuck."
The urgency in her voice makes me hard instantly.
She squeezes my crotch as we tick through traffic, "...Mmmm."
"I want you so bad right now," she says.
"Was it the poetry?" I ask.
I'm like genuinely interested.
"Just really…" she whimpers, "…really fucking horny."
(There's snot leaking from both of her nostrils.)
 
By the time we get off Highland, I have my fingers in her.
I know a good indoor parking structure next to Lucky Strike's.
I saw Keanu Reeves there 1 time so I know we can fuck comfortably.
There are Mexicans selling oranges on the side of the freeway.
Cardboard signs making super gnarly promises,
 
            jesus will spare u from eternal suffering
 
In the underground parking structure the mood changes.
Early tinges of withdrawal are making their way up.
I can feel the last of the smack leaving my blood.
 
Note:  At this point we know that the preliminary withdrawal symptoms will make my thrusts unbearably sensitive. This will render me a premature ejaculator (I still got that rocking body, though).
 
I'm explaining this to my g/f as I separate lint from used cottons.
This is what I've rounded up from the deep corners of my pockets.
"I just need some opiates in me," I say. "Otherwise I'll be a two-pump chump."
"Total turnoff," she says.
Blair is down to her bra in the passenger seat.
Now I'm having issues finding a vein.
The parking structure is dark and I'm leaking over the center console.
"Baby," Blair says, "that is so freakin' nasty."
I finally get a vein on the lower left of my right hand.
Which is a total trip—last time I hit this was in March.
Blair is hugging herself and shivering, "…Done yet?"
I'm pushing the plunger down when it just – stops.
 
"It coagulated," I say. "Give me just one second, I need to switch it out."
I have 1 more syringe that I take out of the glove box.
I'm trying to explain to my soul mate about "coagulation."
"…and the blood dries up and hardens and so you have to…"
This is as I'm putting a flame to the half-full syringe,
watching the blood that has turned to a charcoal worm.
"…unclog it with heat," I finish.
I plop the plunger and let clumpy blood slide into the spoon.
I draw it back up w/ my last working needle.
"Disgusting," Blair says.
"I'll recite more poetry…"
 
So I hit a tiny vein by my index finger.
But it's too small and I can feel it sawing through my bones,
running its way through the small canals spread along my finger.
This makes me scream and Blair says, "You ok?"
I hold my hand and wait for the pain to subside.
Then I look into her eyes and tell her I love her.
(She climbs on top of me and it's over instantly.)
 
I called Ryan and he told me he was in San Diego for the weekend.
I had been fingerbanging Blair during our conversation so only picked up pieces.
The fact that it was Friday and late-July were both honestly news to me.
"When I get back from Dego," Ryan said, "that's when we'll have to get together and jam. I'd really like to check out some of that new material you've written. I talked to Adam and he and everyone else is really excited that you are down in LA. Hey, you talked to Jess yet?"
Then I became certain that Blair was looking at a People magazine on the dashboard.
There was a good-looking tan actor on the cover.
I put the phone down and accused her of getting off to him.
"What?" she said. "Uh, I can't believe you stopped! You're such a weirdo."
"And you are such a curious slut!" I screamed.
I ripped my fingers out of her and shook my head.
Ryan was still talking on the phone when I got back on it,
"So you should surprise him," he said. "Jesse would dig that."
 
West Hollywood
 
Beneath the cocktail waitress that acts,
and the telemarketers writing "the next big thing,"
is the City of Angels dressed as ghosts w/ living dreams.
This is where actresses suck dick to land family film roles.
People do "indie flicks" and say shit like "poignant."
And every extra is excited to "work with such talented people."
 
Jesse's condo is in a posh neighborhood;
"…stacked above glistening brochure pubs and restaurants."
A place like this will run him $4,500-$5,500/month.
 
I ring the doorbell for #413.
A skinny girl w/ a GnR shirt opens the door.
She's wearing it down to her knees and sizes me up, "Yes?"
"I'm looking for Jesse," I say.
"What are you…the takeout guy?"
"I sell crack," I say. "That fucking geek owes me some serious loot."
"Can I write you a check?" she asks.
"I was joking."
"Oh," she says. "Awk-ward."
 
Jesse comes to the front door w/ wide eyes, "Holy shit."
He throws his arms around me, "What is up, man?"
"I was just in the neighborhood," I say. "Ryan gave me the directions."
"It's great to see you. You look really skinny."
"Typical, right?"
"Yes," he laughs. "Very, very typical. How have you been?"
"God, where to begin…I'm in love with this girl right here. This is Blair. I've been doing gargantuan amounts of cocaine and writing and going to rave parties. I may have killed a gay Nazi and there's a radical anti-government group after me that I've clearly upset. I've seen deaths and been around murders. And I'm going through a super-unhealthy Natalie Merchant phase right now."
"Do you want a drink?" he asks.
 
After introductions,
his girlfriend Alexis makes us screwdrivers.
The girls hang out together in the kitchen and we go outside.
We share a joint on the balcony and watch a gardener clip hedges next door.
"Let's start with the girl," Jesse says.
"Blair is the love of my life. We've only known each other a couple months but I know that she's the one. The first time I saw her was in the mountains when I was watching stars bleed on acid. It was really poetic, man, like some new-age fairytale shit."
"What's her story?" he asks.
"She's got a complicated one. Without getting too specific, she's in trouble with the feds. She's from Nor-Cal and heavily involved in the electronic music scene up there. Awesome chick though…supportive of my career and everything. She's rad."
"Drugs?" he asks.
"Pyramid scheme."
"How bad are you doing right now?"
"No worse than usual," I say. "I have a habit but it's pretty modest. I shit every day."
"Well I've never been the guy that cleans up and starts preaching Jesus. I just want you to know that I am your friend, Damien, and—"
"That's all that matters then."
"You've always been better than us," he says, "and I wish you really knew it, man."
 
"Tell me about Alexis," I say.
"She's a model, just web stuff so far but she has real aspirations. She currently works as an art broker for a pretty reputable gallery. I met her a few months back through Adam. This was at a Christmas gig for a bunch of corporate hotshots that Ryan and I had been playing for. She was wasted, making this huge scene because she had been dating a rep from the record company and found out that night he had been fucking a young secretary at the office. Funny thing is that the secretary was a Korean guy named Rob. The self-esteem damage inflicted when your boyfriend goes gay on you…it's got to be just devastating. So I consoled her, we talked literature, and eight months later…this."
"This her pad?" I ask.
"Yeah."
"It's sick. You did good with her."
"So what is all this about death and murder?"
"Hey," I say. "Want to snort some coke?"
 
Then we are all sniffing coke off a glass table in the kitchen.
The girls are: talking about everything and waiting for the other to stop talking about everything so that she can talk about everything too.
 
"Lady Gaga is the it-girl," Blair says.
OMG, "So the it-girl."
"She's what Madonna was in the eighties," Alexis says, "but she'll probably fade."
"She's a whore," Blair says.
"She's, like, way too novelty anyway," Alexis says.
"Yeah," I say. "Bluffin' with my muffin. That was cool."
This makes both the girls grimace simultaneously.
"It's a line from one of her songs," I say.
"She isn't even skinny enough," Blair says.
"You know she's a hermaphrodite, right?" Alexis asks.
"Yeah," Jesse wipes his nose. "She has a dick and vagina, like Jamie Lee Curtis."
 
Note:  Whoa. I would gladly fuck both Jamie Lee Curtis and Lady Gaga. I internalize this for a moment and get aroused by its strangeness. This is reminiscent of the pocket butthole incident. I blame drugs.
 
I try talking about this but the girls act like they don't hear me.
Jesse asks me about my ex-girlfriend and says he talks to her online.
"She's going out with Shane," he says. "They're living in Florida."
This starts a conversation about how weird people are in Florida.
"Everyone is strung out on pharmies and the white guys act black."
Jill and Shane are probably buying Oxy's off wiggers in jean shorts.
Kind of guys w/ gold grills and lame 'word' tattoos on their forearms:
"integrity," "drty south," "respect," "family," "get money," "loyalty," "fla boy," etc.
 
Alexis is pouring us red wine and talking about art.
To me it sounds like what she's saying is rehearsed.
"These works," she says, "that break up the monotonous whites of my walls are considered very high art. And they are extraordinarily spendy."
(She mentions how expensive they are 2x.)
 
"They look like framed posters," I say.
"They're lithographs."
"My aunt Helen takes Lithium."
This make Blair laugh but upsets Alexis, "No, these are important, damnit."
"So is Lithium," I argue. "Aunt Helen is like never in a good mood, ever."
Jesse sends me a disapproving glance and I shut up.
"See, living artists were usually starving trying to make a living through expression. A lot of times these people never received critical acclaim until after their deaths. So they started pressing serigraphs and lithographs with a procedure similar to silk screens for clothing. They sign and number them and sell editions for a fraction of the cost of an original. People don't have millions to spend on a Warhol but they do have thousands. With the precariousness of our speculative market these days, a lot of people are starting to diversify their portfolios with tangible commodities like gold, diamonds, and yes, art.  With the Asian market having a love affair with American nostalgia, the print market is becoming even more lucrative. Take this piece. It's from the late sixties, very emblematic of pop art at that time. Andy Warhol was a seminal figure in that movement."
She points to a framed print of a Campbell's soup can. (5/300)
"Vintage is chic," she says.
I have a vodka burp, "Dude, it's a fucking soup can. How is that chic?"
 
"This here is a Lichtenstein triptych," she says. "I got it from an important dealer."
This is 3 framed prints of cows falling into sequential abstraction.
17/150 and R. Lichtenstein scribbled messily on the bottom right corner.
"That looks like a 6-year-old's pajama patterns," I say. "That is not art."
"Nonsense. That is too art. The original sold for millions at Sotheby's. Millions."
"And that makes it good?"
 
Freedom by Jonathan Franzen is on a barstool.
Alexis asks me if I've ever read it.
"No," I say.
Then she actually uses "poignant" to describe it.
We get to a flamboyant portrait of the Wicked Witch (7/200).
Her features are glittered w/ diamond dust outlines.
"This piece is my favorite by far," Alexis says. "It was done in the eighties shortly before he passed. It's from the Myths collection and is a rendition of the witch from the Wizard of Oz series. I acquired it from an important collector in New York."
I'm snorting coke out of the bag, "Ever done Oz with Dark Side of the Moon? Poignant."
This finally pushes her over, "K, do you even like art?"
"Yes," I say.
"What kind of art do you like?"
"I used to have this trippy poster of elephants with really long legs. I got it at a head shop. The same guy did melting clocks in another one; he had to have been on some really grand hallucinogens. But the stuff was incredible."
"You are speaking of Salvador Dali."
"Yeah! That's him."
"No one collects Dali!" she sneers. "Besides surrealism being way too gimmicky, Dali is the most commonly fraudulent prints in the art world. His agent had him sign a bunch of blank canvasses before his death and it greatly devalued his entire catalog."
"Well I like his stuff," I say. "I don't care how much money it's worth."
 
I snort enough coke to mute her out,
watching her mouth move: I know everything about art because I'm rich, etc.
The reality of the situation is much different.
Her world is abstracted daily by the tears of bulimia,
meals that become art when they blur into the toilet.
But it's the kind she can't brag to other people about.
And that is what makes everything else "high art."
(1/500)
 



XVI
 
 
 
We make it to the balcony and wait for the morning w/ cigarettes.
It comes on like a drug that took longer than expected to kick in,
405 freeway revived by the hums of early morning commuters.
Blair and I have a comforter wrapped around us and it's cold.
 
By now my nose is running from full-blown withdrawal.
I convince Blair to take some Ambien to get some "needed sleep."
So her and Alexis take a handful and pass out together on the sofa.
(I take 4 and polish off a half-bottle of Hypnotic.)
 
Jesse has always been the most understanding of anyone in the band.
After admitting that I was minimizing my habit, "Dude, I shit once a week, ok?"
I begged him for a heroin connection in the Los Angeles area, "Call someone."
This lasted for well over 10 mins, "…I'm dying, I'm dying, I'm dying!"
He agreed to call a girl in Pasadena who he said "sold to the kid in American Beauty."
"Yeah," he said. "That dude smokes tar. Do you like that movie?"
"I'm sick," I calmly reminded him. "I don't give a fuck about movies right now. But yes, I do like that movie. Kevin Spacey was incredible."
Jesse lets me borrow his girl's new Beamer.
It is high tech w/ the nauseating fresh leather.
 
What I remember from the drunken trip to Pasadena is:
throwing up at a Chevron in Alhambra
punching the LCD/GPS system so hard that I farted
the default setting arguing w/ me in obnoxiously loud Spanish
smoking Newports even though Jesse said not to "under any circumstances"
singing along to Cher's, "Do You Believe in Life after Love?”
nodding on a 1-way street and waking up to: clak-clak-clak-clack
more than a dozen side mirrors knocked off a line of parked cars.
 
But I safely make it to the apartment complex in Pasadena.
I call the # that Jesse has given me – it's the chorus of a pop song.
 
Note:   Music answering tones were popularized in the mid-2000s. This is when the conventional digital ring is replaced by a sample of a song. What a terrible thing for a heroin dealer to have. I can just imagine the agony of other junkies when they are desperately trying to call and have to listen to Gwen Stefani solo shit.
 
The girl picks up and says that Jesse told her I'd be calling.
She tells me the typical paranoid drug dealer stuff:
"Stay in the parking lot, I'll come to you, neighbors trip, etc."
 
She is actually a really sexy Asian chick,
"Dang, you're cute!" she says. "Nice whip…five series?"
She tells me her name is "Krystal with a K."
(Excited Asian people always seem like they're yelling.)
 
Evidently, the Ambien had blacked me out,
all of a sudden I have "Krystal with a K" bent over a bed.
I'm watching colorful teddy bears rattle on top of pillows.
Also, I appear to be on a decent amount of ecstasy.
She's calling me "Conrad."
I smile as I hump her lazily.
She screams and rolls over,
"Six times…shit, shit…you're a total stud, Conrad!"
"Wait," I say. "Who the hell is Conrad?"
"My step-dad's name…I just like to call guys that when I screw them."
"That is really gnarly," I say.
 
She gets up and walks out of the bedroom naked.
This is w/ the rocking body and wet butt cheeks.
Then she comes back drinking a Guinness.
My eyes seem bigger than intended as I watch her drink.
"What?" she says. "You want one or something?"
I try to answer but drool instead and then laugh about it.
"God, you are like really fucked up, aren't you?"
"Duhhh."
"I told you not to eat all those rolls. God. You ate four Supermans. Those are mad strong. I've never seen anyone eat that many at once. You're crazy, dude. I hate to kick you out, but my guy is getting off work in an hour and it could be a totally bad scene if he found you naked and e-tarded like this."
"What time is it right now?" I ask.
"5:30."
"AM?"
"It's nighttime," she says.
I'm supposed to be having dinner w/ Adam and his wife in a half-hour.
This is going to be a challenge—to say the very least.
(My fucking face hurts from the MDMA.)
 
As I'm leaving I meet a guy outside her door.
The guy says his name is "Wes" and offers me a handshake.
I introduce myself as "Conrad" and do the "e-wink" ;)
He goes into the apartment and I hear arguing from inside.
 
Then I have e-tarded eyes on the freeway,
sky is Dodger blue and blended w/ clouds.
My cell phone says I have 12 new msgs and 26 txts.
 
I'm peaking when I get back to Jesse's condo.
All 3 of them sitting on the couch the way my parents would,
when I used to come home wasted in the early white of the morning.
They have that same "concerned look."
"You serious?" Jesse says. "Six hours…where were you? We were sure something horrible happened to you."
Blair dives her head into her lap and cries.
"And look at those eyes," Alexis says. "He's definitely on something."
"You are such an inconsiderate fucking asshole fuck," Blair says.
For whatever reason I find it imperative to defend the drug allegations, "I am not high."
The problem is that my jaw looks like it's dancing to Filipino jungle music.
"Bet it's crack," Alexis says.
"I just went to grab something to eat," I say. "You guys are really, really overreacting."
"Your face is red," Jesse says.
Alexis says, "I just know that it's crack. I read an article in the Times—"
 
"Whoa," I say. "Look, you snobby bitch, I snorted coke with you like twelve hours ago so don't get on some high horse now."
"Damien," Jesse tries but I'm on a roll,
"Don't think you're any better than anyone. You are a dime a dozen, just another bulimic valley hoe. I'm not impressed by your lame Andy Warhol poster either. You're just fucking typical. And that's all you are…typical. You're like every other delusional person in Los Angeles. You won't amount to shit, ok? Become an accountant. You're eating disorder will bloat you out and rot your teeth before you're thirty and then no one will even want you anymore. You won't even be able to do web porn. Yeah. And next time you stick your fingers down your throat I hope that you choke on them and that you fucking die."
 
Note:  I wait a moment and then say, "die" again for effect. Although I personally think that we become more creative when we're upset, the delayed time just made it sound weird and creepy. The miscalculation is clearly ecstasy-related.
 
Both of the girls are now crying.
"It's time that you get going, Damien," Jesse says.
"Man, fuck you too," I say. "She's fake. How you going to choose that whore over us?"
Then I scream that "I am clean!!!"
Jesse grabs my shoulder and I push him, "…Don't touch me."
"Just go," he says.
I grab Blair's hand and tug on her.
"You're hurting me," she says softly.
"Deal with it, Blair."
 
I punch the framed Wicked Witch,
its face immediately splinters into broken glass.
Jesse yells something and I'm just like, "…fuck you."
 
I make Blair drive to Bel Air,
I'm curled in the front seat snorting coke.
Adam lives in the quintessential upscale neighborhood,
speckled w/ planned palm trees and football-field lawns.
 
When Adam opens the front door he says, "Holy shit."
This is not because he's excited to see me – he knows that I am very high.
"What are you on right now?" he asks. "Linda is pregnant again."
"Ecstasy. Man, some drug pusher dosed me up."
Blair rolls her eyes, "You are on fucking ecstasy. Great."
"Linda can't see you like this. She's already overly emotional about everything, just like when she was pregnant with Brandon. And when is the last time you showered, Damien? Jesus. Know what, never mind. We are going to fix this."
 
Adam goes into his instant agent mode.
He actually seems to perform much better under pressure.
His plan requires new clothes, showering, and "the sobering cocktail."
 
Note:  A nutritionist in Malibu came up w/ a potent combination for me to sober up after I initially took a Roofie at the Van's Warped tour in '04. It involves: vitamin B-complex, coffee, Coca-Cola, and vinegar.
 
He checks his Chanel watch, "We have approximately 39 minutes."
Adam is the kind of guy that actually says, "ASAP."
The closet place to buy clothes is a 99 Cent store.
 
Adam gives us his black Am-Ex card
from the driver's side window of his Range Rover.
"You guys can get whatever you want but please be fast," he says.
I buy a t-shirt w/ a scary portrait of Charles Manson;
it has "Charlie don't surf" written beneath.
I also get locus flower board shorts and flip-flops.
Blair gets some tacky "California, CA" undershirt.
 
Then I overdosed on coke in the shower.
Blair and I were snorting it on the counter w/ a hundred dollar bill. My eyes were bulging from the MDMA and needed a focal point to soothe the equilibrium. Benjamin Franklin's pupil was a tiny pin peeking out the side of the rolled bill and I centered on it. But as I pointed the tube at the lines on the countertop, his pupil became smaller and smaller until I was dizzy and my squints folded. When I sniffed I inhaled way more cocaine than I had intended. I opened my eyes and realized that the bill had wandered and I had hit a raw pile from the open baggie. My nose was so clogged from the previous night that it didn't matter until I got into the shower and my sinuses were opened from the humidity. A barrage of cocaine came running down my throat and I felt it swell and close shut. When I came to, I was lying on the bathroom floor around a puddle of water. Blair was naked, tits dangling in front of me, hair and nipples brushing across my face, and I was super turned on. I made her sit on my face and we invented a new kind of CPR; this gave me vitality and was followed by some amazingly hot and slippery sex, right there on the wet floor…
 
Then at the dinner table things are awkward.
Adam hadn't noticed the t-shirt when I bought it but is now upset, "I have an 8-year-old."
Charles Manson has a gigantic swastika carved in his forehead.
But I fail to see an issue w/ what I am wearing.
"Because it's completely inappropriate, Damien," he says. "That's why."
Blair had put makeup on my face to cover my pale coloring.
I'm sweating profusely from the e and it makes orange stripes go down my cheeks.
Adam says that I look like a zombie from "Dawn of the Dead, but worse."
"…a smack-shooting alcoholic zombie who sucks dick for nickel fixes," he whispers.
"Dude," I say.
He elbows me, "…Not here, man."
 
Linda had made her world-famous lamb chops.
This is w/ the mashed potatoes and green jelly on the side.
The ambiance of the dinner made worse by her guests' lack of appetite,
which sparks several of those glances married couples shoot at each other.
Visual footnotes to discuss later privately, "Think they were on crank or something?"
 
"Damien, babe," Linda says. "You aren't eating, what's up?"
"This wine," I say. "It's fantastic."
I cut a piece of the lamb w/ my knife and put it in my mouth.
It tastes like rubber but I tell her that it is "superb."
This is w/ double thumbs up that I'm certain looks lame.
Adam motions for me to wipe my nose.
Then their 8-year-old daughter comes bumbling in.
Sarah comes up to me and tugs on my shirt, "Unkvel Damien!"
"Hey, pumpkin," I say.
She leaps into my lap and pecks me on the cheek.
Sarah turns to Linda, "Mommy, Unkvel Damien looks like that man."
"Which man, Sarah bear?"
Sarah closes her fist and makes a dice-rolling motion, "The…mannn."
I lean into Adam, "Definitely don't want to be that man, dude."
Gaining concern, Adam says, "Sarah, which man are you talking about?"
"The one that wants to clean mommy's windows before school."
Linda starts laughing, "The homeless guy with the squeegee?"
Sarah giggles, "Yahhhh."
Laughter and relief around the table.
"My eight-year-old equates you to a bum," Adam whispers.
 
Sarah goes up to Blair and says, "Hi. Yer pretty."
"Awwww," she says. "Thank you very much, so are you."
"Are you Damien's girlfriend?" Sarah asks.
Blair nods.
Sarah crinkles her nose and says, "Ewwwwwwww."
typical.
 
Linda ushers Sarah out of the room, "Bedtime…"
"You have an adorable little girl," Blair says.
"Thank you," Adam says. "You've got a bratty little boy."
(I'm drunk and drawing vaginas on my plate w/ lamb grease.)
 
"He's actually a closet sweetheart," Blair says. "And I love him for it."
Linda walks back in and asks Blair what her "story is."
"What do you want to know?"
"The usual," she says. "Where you're from, how you two met, etcetera."
"I grew up in a small agricultural town up north, right outside of Napa Valley. I moved around a lot when I got older. I've lived in Phoenix, San Diego, most recently Santa Barbara, which is where I met Damien. I work for a party promotion company that puts on electronic music events—"
"Raves?" Adam asks.
"Right."
"Lot of money in that right now," he says.
"Yeah, there is. I've been doing it for a long time. We met at one of my parties."
"What the heck were you doing at a rave party, Damien?" Linda laughs. "Know what, I don't even want to know."
"Actually the whole rave thing is picking up in the US," Adam says. "It's been this huge thing in Europe for all these years and I think it's finally gaining some popularity out here. I just read this article in the LA Times about how Dubstep is making its way into commercial music. I think it's a wonderful industry to be involved with. I foresee it blossoming in the near future, shrewd to be involved so early."
 
"This is a career?" Linda asks. "This party promoting stuff—"
"Or am I going to do something else with my life?"
Both girls smile and look at the table awkwardly.
"No, I have other aspirations. I'd like to teach kindergarten. I think that it would be super rewarding."
"What's holding you back?" Linda asks.
Blair pauses and sips her wine.
"Time and money; you know, the standard stuff. I'm thinking now I could just end up marrying a famous rock star and live happily ever after."
"This bum right here?" Adam asks.
"He's a rare talent," Linda says. "Isn't that right, hun?"
"This kid is probably the talent of his generation. He's more than rare, he could define the whole thing. The problem with him is that he knows how good he is and feels like that gives him the excuse not to have to prove it to the rest of the world. Which is really selfish because when you have that kind of gift you have an obligation to."
"You should have seen him play shows, Blair," Linda says. "So hot."
 
The girls looking through a Vogue in the kitchen.
Adam and I are catching up on the back porch,
bulb of the moon dirty like a forgotten meth pipe.
 
"So you love her?" Adam says.
But before I can answer, he asks for a "bump."
"I guess," I say. "You aren't going to, like, come down and get mad at me for 'enabling' you or whatever, like you did last time, are you?"
"No. I was in a bad place then…going through a potential divorce and everything."
(He apologizes several times so I give him some coke.)
 
…Cocaine.
"Love is so rad," I say.
Adam says, "Some of my colleagues say that I'm like the best agent in LA, seriously. I'm not even lying, seriously, ask me tomorrow and I'll tell you the same thing. Seriously, ask me tomorrow."
"It's like I found a reason to live or to quit, you know?" I say.
Adam says, "Yeah when I was in college I wanted to be a rock star, man. I remember that, I would stand in front of the mirror and dance to Tears for Fears, and silly shit like that; I wish I had your talent, seriously."
"Love is so rad," I say.
Adam says, "The pussy that comes with being a rock star must be real sweet. It must be amazing to be on stage. To have all that attention, man."
"I love her, dude, I love her. Do you hear what I'm saying right now, I'm actually saying that I love her? Wow," I say.
Adam says, "…You got a cigarette?"
"I mean it is crazy. I have this talent or this skill or whatever and it's like I can't fucking stop using. I can't stop getting high. Know what I'm saying? And everyone gets so mad at me for using but I still do all this stuff, man. I can still do great stuff. And I'm going to be great, dude. I'm going to be famous. You…you have always been there. You've always believed in me. I love you for that. I'm going to say that again, it feels good to say it: dude I love you. I love you, Adam. Adam bro," I say.
This is as I'm dipping a corner of his Bank of America card into the bag of coke.
I do a bump and wipe my face—trying my hardest not to look too handsome.
(A lot of guys are intimidated by my good looks and it's a reoccurring problem for me.)
But I realize there is no stopping them no matter how hard I try so I just keep talking.
"And I've been writing a lot, too, dude. A lot, a lot, a lot. Poetry that I plan on turning into songs. And it is like really fucking good poetry too, man. I want to make something. And I even went to see Jesse the other day but he has this lame girlfriend that has this eating disorder," I say.
Adam says, "Alexis."
"Yeah and she is a complete stuck-up cunt. And but it doesn't even matter. What matters is that I'm in a really good place creatively and it is time for me to make something of myself and I have this concept album floating around in my head and it is a solo project and I wouldn't—" I say.
Adam says, "But your last attempt at a solo thing was a total fucking disaster."
"Yeah," I say.
Adam says, "I believe in you, man. I really believe in you. But listen. I believe in you but I don't think you are responsible enough to be able to pursue your own project. Look at the condition you're in right now, seriously—"
 
My last "effort" at a solo project was admittedly bad.
5 years ago, Adam had set me up w/ a highly respected producer.
Adam had made a highly convincing pitch to Terry Madison,
"The thing with Damien is that he needs to be liberated from the collaborative restraints that come with working with the rest of the band. Those guys are addicts and Damien is in a class all by himself. He needs some artistic breathing room…"
 
So they put me up in a nice hotel in Santa Monica w/ an ocean view.
They gave me an allowance and brought me supplies to "write."
These included: Five Star binder, laptop, guitar, lavish pens, and endless lined paper.
I wore sunglasses and a bathrobe w/ the hotel's emblem stitched on its front.
In the mornings, I would wake up to room service food: fresh orange juice that came out of a big
metallic pitcher, eggs Benedict, fruit, muffins, and hash browns.
 
I would slam heroin and read provocative articles in Butt-man,
the Pacific always looking like jeans from the sun-veiled balcony.
I had a drug dealer that would deliver me crack and heroin on a daily basis.
Crack had become a major issue for me at this point in my life.
I was reading a lot of Chomsky and flirting w/ left-wing radicalism.
The extreme politics and crack combined for terrible writing.
For example: I wrote a song whose lyrics were just numbers—no words.
I was: "transcending the tyranny of the English language in rock music."
("…5, 5, 5, 5. 8, 8,8,8,8, 3, 3, 33…)
My drug dealer Philippe thought it was "very good, main."
Terry Madison was "concerned" about his investment.
My new material was "too obscure" and wasn't "radio friendly."
"That crap only caters to a small and fanatical audience," he said. "If even that."
He suggested: a urine analysis, psyche evaluation, mentor—he even mentioned God.
 
This negative response from a powerful producer fueled my insecurities.
It made me feel hopeless and stripped me of confidence as an artist.
My drug dealer, Philippe, told me what I was lacking was obviously "poosy."
So he hooked me up w/ this black prostitute from Pico Rivera (I know, right?)
This hooker had an alarming dependency to angel dust.
PCP affected my writing in an entirely different way than crack.
I conceptualized bizarre self-satires (which were funny only to me).
I wanted to name the project, "Chicks Dig Hep C."
This was supposed to be a parody of my first LP w/ California, "Chicks Dig California."
 
Lakisha, the Pico Rivera hooker, and my only friend at the time, thought it was "lee-git."
Adam and Terry and I were definitely not seeing eye-to-eye creatively.
They wanted: "Damien Cantwell – Whispers from the Golden State."
"Gay," I said.
 
Eventually, the financing for the project was revoked by Terry Madison.
 
"Yeah but things are different now. I'm in love. I have different priorities," I say.
Adam says, "Terry still gives me shit every time we play golf. If I say your name he gets furious. You seem to ignore how much some of your ridiculous antics have cost me professionally. You have a very serious drug problem that needs to be addressed; by the looks of it, you still have a whole lot of work to do, to get to a place where you can start something and actually finish it. But we've been down this road too many times before."
"It's different. It's Blair, she has made me reevaluate what I want out of life. I'm telling you I'm
looking at shit differently. Yeah I'm still using…but she regulates my use. She makes me function. She doesn't let me fall over the edge. What I've been writing is good. I want to make an acoustic album with the emphasis on my poetry. I'd call it Poets Do it in Rhythm," I say.
Adam says, "It sounds cool, Damien. No one is saying that you aren't creative or talented. We all know that you are. It's the logistics. It's 'where do we get the capital to back it?' Your name is infamous in the industry for all the wrong reasons. People look at you as a financial liability. I don't have the extra money to back you myself. I'd like to help you; out of anyone, I've always had the feeling about you, but it's the drugs, Damien. You're going to have to kick the drugs and then everything else is going to fall in place for you. I promise."
 
"Let me play a song for you," I say. "Just so you know where I am right now."
It's: the acoustic, maroon decal, line of coke, and signature melody all at once.
 
After I finish, "That one was called 'Poets do it in Rhythm' and it's about the power of words in a world held together by details. What you think?"
"That it was fucking brilliant," he says. "That's what I think, wow."
"And that's just a poem I wrote in the car," I say.
"I don't even think you realize how gifted you are. It blows my mind. How can someone like you, on a zillion different drugs, write such profound material?"
"I don't know. It just comes to me like that and I just winged that guitar by the way, that was the first time I've even tried converting that poem to a song."
"Come on."
"I'm serious. I'm telling you I'm in this super-creative place right now. It's now or never."
"I just don't know what backing you even entails. Last time left a pretty foul taste in my mouth. I want to believe in you and see you pull it off…that song you just played for me was amazing. But I have my reservations. What do you need to put a whole LP down?"
 
"Nothing too unreasonable," I say. "I need some studio time. I have enough new material already down on paper and I could do some acoustic versions of old 'California' stuff too. I'd need someone to produce it and a place for Blair and I to stay. And that's it, man."
 
"Again, Damien, the problem is that it costs money to produce a record. It's also going to be incredibly hard to find someone who would actually want to work with you. There's Curtis Stanley, dude matches your style to a fuckin' tee, but he's on that AA trip and there's no way he would tolerate your erratic behavior. There's this other guy that I know who is similar stylistically. He's from Europe and eager for work. He appreciates that candid aesthetic thing…I think you guys would be creatively compatible. He's also new to the LA music scene, meaning that he doesn't know about you. Let's say that I do it and hook you up with him, invest some of my own money, get you some time in a booth and provide a hotel room for you and Blair. Would you be honest with me then?"
"Of course," I say. "Adam, bro."
"Shut the fuck up. Ok. Shut the fuck up and just listen to me, because I won't even consider this if I think for one second that you're being insincere. Can you do that?"
I nod.
"You're biggest obstacle has always been the heroin. I can't have you on it if I'm going to put my
professional and financial support behind you. You strung out right now?"
"Hell no," I say.
"Show me your arms."
My track marks are black crests twirling up my arm.
"Coke," I say. "Swear."
Adam studies me, "…Are you being honest with me?"
"I'm fucked up on blow…that's it, dude."
 
Things always happen so fast when you want them to.
How everything is spinning as we get to the hotel in Burbank.
It's right on Bob Hope Ave. and Adam asks for a 1/2 gr to "take home."
"We'll regroup tomorrow," he says. "We are actually going to see this thing through."
 
Blair is begging me to have sex w/ the coke-flared nostrils.
But I'm checking my voicemail and hear Sass talking very quietly.
"You should see Gina. She is never going to be able to walk right. It's what I'm going to do to that whore you are with. I know that you are in LA. I'm going to murder—"
I hang up the phone and drop my locus board shorts and I fall on Blair.
Sass still has the lisp so my response is pretty casual.
(I don't even mention it to my girl.)
 



XVII
 
 
 
It was Sass and his people that had found us in SB.
"This is exactly what would happen," I scream. "I'm just about to make it and you have to go getting in the way like this. You don't want me to be successful."
"How is it my fault that Sass is after us?" Blair asks.
"Because he's in love with you because you are too fucking flirtatious with people."
"Baby, you hit him with a gun. I think that might be why."
"Just fucking typical," I say. "Everything is my fault."
(I snort another long line.)
 
Blair is now taking Ambien that Jesse's g/f had given her.
This causes her to take loud naps while I shoot coke alone.
Coke makes me paranoid to the point that I am uncomfortable.
 
Note:   I have found it to be a source of relief and solace to listen to her breathing patterns as she sleeps. The snores offer an occasional slipup of "sleep talk." I'm trying to distinguish a name, as I'm certain this will help me figure out the guy-who-she-is-fucking-behind-my-back's real name.
 
I clearly hear her say "Andre" and put my hands on her throat,
squeezing it until she makes the Bart Simpson choking noises.
"Stop playing the victim," I whisper. "I know about Andre."
"What?"
"Don't play stupid with me, Blair. Is his dick bigger than mine?"
"You are crazy," she says.
Blair scrunches the pillow over her ears and goes back to sleep.
 
I take her white Bebe belt from her jeans on the chair.
Then I tie off and shoot more coke and get really horny.
I prop myself up on the pillows next to my sleeping girlfriend.
I'm pant–less and jacking off next to her while she snores.
(Hoping more than anything that she'll catch me.)
 
I desperately search late-night television for an image:
evangelical preaching, cartoons, censored movies, etc.
I'm actually looking for the Girls Gone Wild infomercial.
(But I end up settling for CNN instead; I know.)
 
The TV is showing pictures of a really hot brunette.
She has the club skirt and rocking body that I can get down to.
I scoot closer to Blair's face and moan in a deliberate effort to get caught.
But the television keeps cutting to goddamn Nancy Grace.
She's old and haggard and throws the whole thing off.
"…Baby killer…" she says. "…Casey Anthony…"
It goes back to those club pics that I like and I do it again.
This time my ass is literally touching Blair's earlobe.
(Unbelievable that this doesn't wake her!)
 
It cuts back to Nancy Grace and I just can't masturbate to it.
She looks like a homeless woman that was "rescued" from Portland.
30 years of sun damage that someone thought, rather optimistically,
could be fixed w/ blush and lipstick (and that fucking voice, man).
 
The next day I run out of heroin and throw a tantrum.
This is while Blair leans over the nightstand and sniffs coke.
"Krystal with a K" doesn't pick her phone up.
So we take a trip to downtown LA at night.
 
We go past Pico and drive through Broadway.
There are people w/ freakish prosthetic limbs,
graffiti payphones, and a Mexican in a FIFA hoodie.
 
I have the van window rolled down, "…Chiva?"
I'm pointed to another Mexican and then pointed further.
Skid row is tents overlapping on shadowed blocks.
 
I see a young white hooker—never a bad sign.
She looks at the slow-moving van, "Hayyyy."
"Hi," I say. "How are you doing?"
Her drug sores seem to have a fungal infection,
how gradations of rings make their way up to her neck.
"Wanna do something with me?" she asks.
"Like what?"
Smiling effort from her last 2 teeth, "Anythang."
"Nothing like that," I say. "I just need some heroin, I'll pay you."
She nods.
I tell her to get in and the van fills w/ her smell.
She asks me how much I "wanna spend" and calls me "child."
The hooker explains that she can get 20 balloons for $100.
"How much dope is in the balloons?" I ask.
She shrugs, "You don't wanme to suck your cock or anything? I like to smoke."
"We're cool. I'll give you some money for copping though, oh-kay?"
(Why do I talk to streetwalkers like they are kindergartners?)
 
She tells me that she could lick my ass, "for like, under ten bucks."
"Yeah," I say. "…Maybe."
This makes Blair elbow me really hard in my ribs.
 
At this point the sickness is getting the best of me.
I'm restless and rocking in the driver's seat.
We go up to Union and she points at a group of sitting Mexicans,
they're wearing overalls and look like they just finished a painting gig.
"Park a block from them beaners," she says. "Gimme that cash too."
"I can't. It's the only money I have. I can't leave it. It isn't that I don't trust you—"
"I'll have him come to you," she says.
(I think she farted before slamming the door shut.)
 
Then a short Hispanic guy comes up to the van;
he's wearing snakeskin cowboy boots and thin black jeans.
"Wachu need, wey?" he asks.
I show him my $100 bill, "…How many do I get?"
"The hoe tell you twenty, no?"
"Ok," I say. "Yeah I want them then."
"Fine. Need moony. I take coosin. Come back here."
"You don't have it on you?"
I'm frustrated and annoyed, "I'm real fucking sick here."
"I come back," he says
 
Then a police squad car pulls up to the side of the van.
Blair quickly puts the bag of coke under the seat.
Flashlight shines from the car, "What are you guys doing down here?"
"Trying to score some fucking heroin!" I shout. "Been getting the runaround all night!"
"Guys would probably have some better luck up around Bonnie Brae," he says. "That's where all that stuff is at. Be safe."
The cop car continues prowling down the street.
This is how you have to talk to them.
(Los Angeles 2009)
 
Adam and I had spoken on the phone earlier in the day.
He said that we had to "tackle some preliminary stuff."
"I'd like you to meet your new producer," he said. "Sam is coming in from Palm Springs tonight and he said that he wanted to stop by the hotel and meet you. Have you slept?"
Although I told him that I had, the truth is that it has been many days now.
"Know what," Adam said, "how about tomorrow morning? I need you to appear as normal as possible. Rodger spoke to him and told him some bad shit about you."
"Who is Rodger?" I asked.
"That agent that works for New Frontier. You made that video with his daughter."
"The retarded chick?" I coughed.
"No, that's Jano's daughter. Rodger's is way uglier, Damien."
"Whatever."
 
At this point I am absolutely certain that Blair is cheating on me.
So I wait for her to shower and systematically strip her purse down.
I take out her wallet and remove the plastic cards 1 at a time:
Ruth Chris Steakhouse gift card, debit, Visa, driver's license, etc.
I bend the cards many times under the glow of the lamp.
I'm looking for reflective indent "clues."
 
Note:  This is a procedure I conceptualized once when I was injecting Adderall. If she had used 1 of the plastic cards as a hard surface to write a phone number, it is likely to be revealed in reflection w/ the correct tilted angle.
 
This is as I listen to the hiss of the running shower.
I don't want Blair to catch me looking through here purse, again.
She has little pieces of paper in her wallet that make me sweat.
These are only receipts, but I'm convinced that by now she has engineered some sort of system or code that is much too complex for me to simply decipher: they're numberless.
My investigation continues throughout the room and I examine a Bible.
I sit down and comb through every-single-page.
This is followed by the LA yellow pages: there's a fucking 4 written on pg. 245.
(Needless to say this elicits pain, fear, shock, concern, and anger simultaneously.)
 
I check under Felony's collar and would choke answers out of her if she could talk.
There are problems in the trashcan after I find a couple pieces of loose papers.
I actually found "49" written sneakily in ballpoint fucking pen.
Then I gather up all the retrieved numbers: 4 and 49.
But they are on 2 separate pieces of paper.
So I take the hotel notepad and make a list.
I use the area codes: (310) and (323).
449 as the prefix and start calling every number from 0000 to 9999.
I'm asking people—trying to sound as mellow as possible—if they know, "…a Blair."
Then I'm logging them: chronologically, alphabetically, by threat level.
Making notes about consistency and quantifying response time.
Gauging their commitment to honesty by making them, "Swear on your mother's life."
(That they aren't sleeping or hanging out w/ Blair.)
 
Some guy picks up after a couple of rings.
"Who is this?" I ask.
"You called me."
I tell him I'm a "friend of Blair's."
"I think you have the wrong number," he says.
I snort a line and apologize for the long pause.
"So you don't know…Blair, then?"
"Think you got the wrong number, pal."
"I want to hear you swear on your mother's fucking life that you don't know Blair…"
(Then I say "hello" to a flat dial tone, which obviously signals suspicion.)
 
Then "Bobby" says that he knows Blair.
"Swear. On. My. Mother's. Life," he laughs. "She is a terrifically great fuck, too."
I threaten him, which actually amplifies his laughter.
There are other voices in the background, which makes my imagination run wild.
I can see Bobby and smell his cheap Paul Mitchell hair gel.
He is tall and handsome and has really cool tribal tattoos.
 
Blair comes out of the shower wrapped in a towel.
She asks unenthusiastically if I want to "fuck."
I ignore her as she snorts coke off the glass table.
 
I tell her that I am going to take a shower.
Then I turn the shower on so that Blair will think that I'm actually showering even though I'm not actually showering so that I can see what she does when she thinks she's alone.
I brought a cellophane serving of coke that I snort in the bathroom, "Go Damien!"
I crack the door open and can only see the bed but I know that she's watching TV.
I'm assuming that she is masturbating to guys that are better looking than me.
 
I crawl military style out of the bathroom and can hear the voices of men on TV.
Although I'm incredibly hurt by this recent development I play a mellow hand.
The bed is still blockading my view of Blair so I crawl to the chair and grab her purse.
I do a 360˚ turn and crawl back to the bathroom w/ the purse clutched to my chest.
 
Obviously before anything else I check her wallet again for phone numbers.
I then take all the makeup cases out that have vanity mirrors inside of them.
I crawl back into the room and strategically place them in 4 different locations.
This is to make their reflections bounce off of each other.
So that I can actually "watch" Blair from the bathroom.
(While she thinks I'm showering, ha.)
 
I see finger movement from the bed immediately.
I charge towards her and swing my head towards the TV (…it's a good-looking tan guy).
"You were masturbating!" I cry.
Despite being caught she denies it, "…You are literally insane, Damien."
 
"You were fingering yourself to the good-looking tan guy," I whisper. "I saw you."
"Oh my god. You are crazy. Listen to you, you've lost you fucking mind."
"I saw you with my own two eyes," I say.
"You need sleep."
"Stop it. Stop lying to me. Swear to me on your mother's life that you weren't just masturbating."
OMG, "I wish I had a tape recorder," she says, "so you could hear yourself right now."
I slap her so hard that it makes coke snot fall from my nose.
"Do it!" I scream. "Swear on your mom's life to me!"
(My eyes are red and all I want is love and sex.)
 
Blair is sobbing, "Why would you hit me…baby? …This is psychosis…"
 
Note:  I'm a nice guy. I'm a liberal and I care a lot about the well-being of other people. but even nice guys get hurt when people do things to them that are patently wrong. And sometimes we get confused, too.
 
"Swear on your mom's life that you weren't just fingerbanging yourself," I say.
"Baby…I swear to you on my mom, k?"
(My eyes are focused on her fingers to make sure that she wasn't crossing them.)
 
"And that's how I know that you are lying! Your mother is dead, Blair. That was a trick question. I knew it, I knew it, I knew it. I saw you."
She makes exaggerated crying sounds.
"Good, you should cry. You know how good I am to you…! would never masturbate without you, ever. And I would never cheat on you. You are a truly selfish person, Blair."
 
Blair's face is worn and flushed.
Her nose is red from all the crying.
This vulnerability is a major turn-on for me,
I have her hands arrested and I'm taking it from behind.
 
Her crotch feeling like it's peeing all over me.
The moaning tells me how much tighter to adjust my grip;
this woman who loves me so much that she screams at the walls.
 
Blair nurses me w/ a bottle of Jack Daniel's whiskey.
This is while I have her bent over the bed and she sucks on my middle finger.
I'm hurting her and demanding to know whose dick she was "fantasizing about sucking?"
 
Adam is yelling at me—which is screeching in the morning.
"You told me you were going to be ready to go. Look at you. Sam is going to be here in twenty minutes. You need to get out of bed. You need to shower. Did you get the 'Poets' song put down on paper? Did you figure out the California stuff you want to record? Did you do any of the things I asked you for? Damien?"
I roll over and do a gigantic line of cocaine.
I'm naked and have an ominous rash on my ass crack.
"Damien," Adam says. "It is 8:30 in the morning."
I throw up whiskey in the middle of the carpet.
"Hey man…you know this hotel is expensive. Am I wasting my money here?"
"Dude," I say. "It's a Best Western."
"You haven't changed one bit," he sighs. "…Egotistical musicians."
Blair comes out of the bathroom.
"And what are you, like, beating your girlfriend now?"
"She's a fucking addict, man," I say. "I think she needs help."
(Blair waves at Adam and goes for a line on the desk.)
"Oh no. There is no way Sam can see this circus that you two are living in. No way."
 
Now I'm guzzling from the bottle and I'm scratching my balls.
The things that Adam is saying seem a lot less important than drink.
He just keeps talking and I keep nodding: "blah, blah, blah, blah, potential."
"Yeah exactly," I say.
"I want you to repeat Thursday so that I know you are listening to me."
"Thursday," I say robotically.
 
When Blair and I make love she says that I need to "be careful."
"Try not to touch my face," she whispers.
 
Her eyelashes are fluttering across a purple backdrop;
"I would never cheat on you, baby," she says. "I love you way too much."
 
"I'm sorry for hitting you," I say. "It's just that I love you so much. That's why I hit you, because I was so sad. I'm scared of losing you. You are so beautiful."
 
I'm peeking out of the hotel window.
"Baby," Blair says. "Please stop that tripper shit. Back to the Future 3 is on."
The building across the street is like suspiciously dark.
"Baby, come watch the movie with me."
I never stop looking at the building, "…That one in the wild west and shit?"
"Yeah."
"That one sucks," I say.
 
The fact that Sass found us in LA is a source of concern for me.
How he claims that he has permanently mutilated Gina.
He says that he is going to do that to Blair too.
(Obviously he is sleeping w/ my girl.)
 
"Welcome to the Dollhouse is on IFC," she says. "We could watch that instead, baby."
I'm keeping it mellow and only say, "Yeah......baby."
Have you forgotten that my best friend is dead?
That the police and feds are after us and that these other crazy people found us?
My girl is having sex w/ other people because she swears on her dead mother's life.
Checking empty bottles of booze on the shoreline for msgs. that could only be bad.
 
And the solo album?
The girl tells me she loves me,
I tell the girl that my higher power is talent.
 



XVIII
 
 
 
Psychosis is when you are violent but don't mean to be.
This can be marked by thinking someone can hear you when you jerk off in the shower.
And then deciding to hurt them before they accuse you in an act of paranoid surrender.
Or being so frightened that you actually want the police to knock the door down.
Have you ever cried in front of a mirror and prayed that you believed in god?
(Or torn your t-shirt in half and made a cool bandanna instead?)
 
the bandanna pt. 1
 
I come out of the shower naked w/ the ripped shirt bandanna around my head.
Jesse is sitting on the bed, "Jesus Christ, Damien…"
"Oh sup Jess," I go for the coke. "What are you doing here?"
"For the meeting with Sam," he says. "Adam said he talked to you about it. You're a complete wreck. Your fucking arm is bleeding."
(I had forgotten to wipe it again.)
 
"Put some clothes on," he says. "And dude, I have to ask, you been hitting Blair?"
"She owed some toad money…I didn't do that to her."
Blair's head nods weightlessly over a line of coke.
"Adam said you guys were in bad shape but…wow."
I'm lining my bandanna perfectly above my eyebrows in the mirror.
"You have to slow down. I'm here to make sure you're at least quasi-functional for the meeting. You do realize that Adam is being cool as hell giving you another opportunity. I know he has said it before but this is probably the last one, man."
 
Note:  At this point, Adam and the rest of the band have threatened me w/ "last chance" soliloquies so many times that it actually enables my drug abuse. No matter how far I push things, the final opportunities are only getting sweeter w/ their desperation for me to act appropriately.
 
So I tilt the bottle and make the Jack bubble.
"We only have a half-hour. I'm late," Jesse says. "Can I get a small line?"
 
Now Jesse is pacing the room high on cocaine.
"Alexis, dude. She was fucking Dennis. I knew it too, you know, I had been suspecting him for a while. Man, Dennis, he's her art dealer by the way, and he was the guy that was selling her all those stupid lithographs. Total art fag; old, too. He has grey hair and everything and she was so fucking impressed by him and she would talk about him constantly and I knew it. You know how when your old lady is cheating on you, you can just feel it?"
"Fuck yeah," I say. "Totally, man."
 
Jesse does another line,
"Like all of a sudden things were different. She got all detached and she would be text messaging and then I'd ask. I'd be all like 'who was that,' just super casually, and then she would get all defensive and shit. Yesterday I was at Adam's and we were supposed to go see a movie with the kids but Sarah got sick, so I went home early and she was screwing the art fag guy. Yeah, bro. All crazy, too; he was dressed up like a naughty nurse. And it smelled like shit, it was creepy. Can I get a swig off that?"
He hits the whiskey and grimaces.
Jesse says, "Bro and can you put on some clothes please. I really loved Alexis. And that is a badass bandanna, bro."
"Yeah I know," I say.
Jesse says, "I thought that she was the one. I thought that when the music thing finally panned out, that she was going to be my model girlfriend. We'd tour the world, me playing music and her modeling. I thought I'd take her to meet my mom and dad. I've never introduced a girl to my mom and dad. You know how my mom is. And every time I try to convince myself that I'll meet someone else, I think about how perfect shit was when we first met. How we would pass each other little notes and our stupid inside jokes; I'll never find anyone else that actually gets my humor. The good sex, dude. The movies and songs and everything. I miss her so much, my friend man."
He starts crying and hugs me.
"Stop being a little bitch," I say and push him off me to snort another line.
I make sure to properly adjust my bandanna before inhaling the powder.
For whatever reason, I care about: how rad I look to Jesse.
"Let me get a shot," he says.
I shake my head.
"Come on, just a little one—I'm heart broken."
(Then he says that he will "pay for it.")
 
Note:  Although I don't need the money and have enough lucidity to appreciate the moral dilemma of giving a friend a shot of heroin for his 1st time…I completely blame the money.
 
"I'll give you an issue for fifty bucks," I say.
Jesse wipes away tears and pulls out his wallet, "…I got a hundred."
 
Then it is like the room is tilting;
how I'm wrangling the latex balloon,
making flakes of heroin go everywhere.
 
It's really hard to cook dope this coked out.
Jesse looks away as I put the needle into his arm.
I'm fixing my bandanna again when I realize that he overdosed.
 
Note:  At this point in the story, I am so used to dealing w/ people overdosing on heroin that I'm flippant about it. I've learned that panic only further             complicates an already unfavorable situation.
 
Blair comes over to the table to do a line.
I'm intentionally tucking hair from my forehead under the bandanna.
This is in front of the mirror and Blair screams, "WHAT…THE…FUCK?"
(She has noticed Jesse knocked out and colorless on the floor.)
 
"Does the bandanna make me look bi?" I ask.
"Were you just going to let him die or were you going to do something?" she yells.
"I would probably sell more records if people thought I was bi."
(Now Blair is running around the room in a panic.)
 
I'm slapping Jesse tepidly, "We need…ice."
Then we are dragging his body out of the room.
I have my hand on his shirt and it is flexing my bicep nicely.
I wish I could check myself out in the mirror because it's the 1st time I've even thought of flexing w/ the bandanna on, and needless to say, I know that I look "unintentionally athletic." I'm also analyzing a reoccurring nightmare that I've been having for the last few years where I kill a girl I know, which is admittedly creepy, and I have to dispose of the body and then can actually feel the discomfort of my consciousness as I have to live w/ the secret and I'm thinking now, very confidently, that this is symbolic of the weight of the conscious that I never have to actually face in real life…
 
We are carrying Jesse through the Best Western hallway.
The carpet has flower patterns that are visiting from another decade.
Blair is crying and I have 1 hand on my bandanna keeping it firmly in place.
(Felony is tagging along happily behind us.)
 
When we get to the ice machine, I rip Jesse's pants down,
his ass hair becoming less bristly w/ each inserted cube.
"Should I ditch the coke?" Blair asks.
"Fuck no," I say. "He is going to be just fine…don't overreact…"
(Melted ice is now running down my forearm.)
 
Then some guy walks up to us who is smoking a cigarette.
He's my age w/ bad acne scars, "That guy ovadose on dope ah something?"
"Yes," I say.
"You tried CPah yet?" he asks.
I shake my head and he crouches down to Jesse.
He pinches his nose and starts listening to his chest.
 
I say to Blair, "This is some Horse Whisperer shit."
Another guy walks up wearing a Hard Rock long sleeve (awkwardly fat).
"He hurt?" he asks. "What the hell is going on here?"
He asks if he should "call 911" and we all yell "Noooo."
 
"Damien," the man says, "this guy looks like he is frickin' dead."
"No, just super drunk, and how do you know my name?"
"I'm Sam. The Producer. We have a meeting."
(I have a sneaking suspicion that his name is not Sam.)
 
That other guy is now pumping on Jesse's chest.
"And this is off, like, three beers," I say.
"We have got to call the paramedics," Sam says. "This is madness."
I swat the cell phone out of his hand, "…No. That isn't an option."
 
Adam walks up and is upset w/ me.
"This is unreal, Damien," he says.
Jesse starts coughing awake and Blair says, "Thank god."
"This is the superstar?" Sam asks. "The game changer?"
Adam shakes his head, "Yes Sam. He's an egotistical musician like the rest of them. But he's a talented son of a bitch."
"I come here and they have got some guy overdosed in the middle of the hallway. His girlfriend looking like she should be on some god awful domestic violence prevention poster…and the bandanna…what kind of orgy is this kid living?"
(I'm envisioning a pic of Blair w/ the hot-pink 800 number below, totally.)
 
"It was beer," I say. "She owed money, man."
"This is who I dropped Kim Meehan for? This…addict?"
"Sam," Adam says.
"This is disappointing, really."
"Damien. I want you to look at Sam and I want you to apologize for this. I speak for both of us when I say that we understand partying. And I know what you're capable of. We just need to take things seriously. Sam expects a certain level of professionalism. We can't have this sort of stuff. K, buddy?"
Jesse says, "Whoa."
"It isn't what it looks like," I say. "My friend just can't handle his booze, bro."
"To me it looks like heroin," Sam says. "Terry Madison is a friend, he warned me about you. He said you were a hopeless heroin junkie. Adam assured me that you had cleaned up. I'm simply not willing to work with an addict. And who is that guy?"
 
The CPR guy says he is "Mike Virgin."
 
"Hold up," I say, "not willing to work with me? I'm the one with all of the talent here, k? I'm the
prodigy. All you behind-the-scene guys wish you had what I have. I'm the motherfucker you pretend to be in front of the mirror. I am the rock star, because it is my fucking destiny to be one…man!"
"Terry was completely right about you," Sam says. "You're an arrogant prick. And you will go nowhere. This little circus that you're living is going to explode. So just keep shootin' the junk and slappin' around your trashy girl—"
I ball up my fist and punch him in the jaw before he can finish.
This knocks Sam out on the floor and his mouth is bubbled by drool.
Then I readjust my bandanna and look around casually – like it never happened.
 
Adam says "Sam" but he is unresponsive.
He turns to me, "I give you another chance. I get you a producer and you knock him out."
When Sam regains consciousness, he's blabbering,
"sonafabitch, done in LA, finished, junkie, pompous."
(I push him and he falls back to the rash of ice cubes.)
 
Adam apologizes to Sam, "This isn't going to affect the contract with Mr. Napier?"
Sam brushes his pants, shakes his head, and walks away.
"I want you out of here," Adam says. "I want you gone."
He grabs Jesse and they leave together.
 
Mike Virgin asks, "Do you guys smoke crack?"
His voice sounding far from the vibration of the ice machine.
"I totally smoke crack," I say.
"Baby," Blair says. "That's nasty."
He pulls out a giant slab of crack and grins, "Guys wanna hang out?"
His eyes study both of us and it gives me "vibes";
the gay vibe, the he wants to watch me ass-fuck Blair vibe, etc.
"Well let's hang out then," I say.
 
The hotel room is now darker than before,
scars on Mike's face evilly illuminated by the Bic.
"That was the second fight I seen tonight," he says. "LA is fuckin' nuts."
"Where you from?" I ask. (We're still in that "talking phase" of the rock.)
"Baston, been out west 'bout nine months now. It's a different planet out hah. Everything is moving so fast and everyone seems so mad. I was just at a club in Hollywood earlia tonight and seen these Mexican cats get into it. They jacked some booze from behind the bah. I guess one of them distracted the bahtenda, took a bottle and stashed it in the bathroom where theywa hitting it all night. From what was told to me, one'a them guys was drinking in the bathroom and a guy came in and the Mexican offahd him a hit off the battle. The thing still had the dispensa nozzle on it, and this guy hits the Mexican right in the mouth, wham. Turns out the guy was the bahtenda and he was mad that this guy had stole the liquah. All hell breaks loose, Mexican got a big crew, and they'a angry, guns out, shots fied, right tha in the night club. Cops came and I split with my boy. He says he got this big broad at the Best Western in Burbank. I lose him hah and I stumble on you guys witchur OD'd friend and then you hit the fat guy. Who's the fat guy?"
 
The sun towing us into the morning,
further drains our faces, "Just someone that didn't want to work with me."
"You some kinda acta ore musician?" he asks.
"I'm nothing, man," I say. "…Nothing."
 
Mike says, "Everything is different in Baston—drugs, women, the cultcha. People out hah seem so fuckin' fake, everyone so self-obsessed. Out east, people accept tha 9-5 reality, they ant bettin' on something moore, that they'll neva have."
 
Note:   We are no longer in the initial "talking phase" of the rock. The euphoria is now much shorter, an interesting phenomenon that can only be resolved temporarily by smoking more.
 
I'm praying (to god) for Mike to stop talking and just pass the fucking pipe.
 
"That ron," he says. "Everyone out tha is on that shit. We call it Diesel. I seen what you guys got out hah and ahs is different. You got tah, we got China White. Comes in bundles, you get these little waxed envelopes and they got stamps on them. Asian symbols, shit like that. A bundle is ten bags. I mean Diesel ant my shit but I got boys that mess—"
 
We are suddenly startled by the ringing of the phone.
The alarm clock says that it's 10:04 am.
"Do not answer that," Blair says.
Everyone staring at the menacing beige box.
I put my hand on its receiver…
"Baby," Blair says. "Don't do it."
I pick it up, "…Hello?"
 
A woman asks for "Mr. Cantwell."
"This isn't him," I say.
"But I know him," I assure her.
"This is the front desk. The party that was paying for the room has discontinued payment. Please
inform Mr. Cantwell that if he wants the room he must come down to the lobby and give us another credit card to bill the room to. Our new policy requires that two forms of photo identification be presented. Since payment has been canceled, he must renew the room or check out. Please let him know that he has until eleven a.m. Thank you."
 
I hang the phone up and announce the dilemma.
"You guys got anywa you can go?" Mike asks.
"I used to be in a band," I sigh. "I came down to LA to try and record some of my solo material but none of it is working out. My agent had set us up with the hotel and now he's mad because of that thing you just witnessed. That guy I punched was a producer I was supposed to be working with. We have coke but we don't have money and we don't know people down here, we're both from up north."
 
Mike Virgin hits the pipe passionately and nods at me.
 
"I know it sounds crazy," Mike says, "since I just metcha, but I can tell you guys ah good people and you ah just in a real bad situation and I'd be willing to letchu crash at my place fah awhile, until you get back on the feet. If you wanted…"
"That isn't necessary," I say.
"No, I got a great place up in the hills, moore than big enough to hold a couple ah good people. And the puppy too.  I'm a suckafa puppies."
(This makes Blair smile wide.)
 
"It wouldn't be nothin' permanent," Mike says. "I got an extra room you could stay in until you work things out witcha agent or do whateva it is that you gotta do."
"I think that sounds great," Blair says.
"You guys got a fuckin' cah?"
"We have a van," she says.
"That's gonna be an issue thah. The people is on the pretentious side. Really that's all the Hollywood Hills. People that live around me don't want extra cahs packed in the street. Got a place you could keep it?"
(We both shake our heads.)
 
"I got this friend that owns a restaurant," Mike says, "bet you could pack it tha." 
Blair snorts a huge line and says, "I think this all sounds really great, Mike."
"But I got this thing in Calabasas that I gotta get to now, sposed to be tha at 11:30, so I have to get going. I'm gonna have one of my boys pick you up at the lobby though."
"One of your boys?" I ask.
"Yeah. I'll arrange the transpatation. Keep the van ha, we'll come back fa it once you get up tha. I want you guys to pack yastuff and go to the front lobby. You ah going to be picked up at 1:00. I'll have him take you up to my house and you can get settled."
 
"But don't you have to check with this guy to see if he's, like, available?" I ask.
"He is," Mike says, "trust me ma."
I grab the glass tube and take a big hit.
 
Note:   Crack has made it possible for me to rationalize my current situation. Although the "automobile ban" that Mike is imposing should arouse a reasonable amount of suspicion, I just blow the pale smoke out and ride its music to wherever it will ultimately take me.
 
Then Mike leaves for his "work thing" in Calabasas,
Blair packs our bags as I shoot heroin in a vein by my armpit.
 
Then we are in front of the Best Western sharing my last cigarette,
watching the automated doors open and close at 11:16 pm, "Think anyone will show up?"
 
Then she asks me if I still love her.
 
"Of course," I say. "Why would you even ask me something like that?"
Cars go by faster than they sound,
Blair watching w/ the panda bruises below her eyes.
"It just seems like it's all about you getting high," she says. "That you care more about getting high than you do about me."
 
"I'm scared of commitment," I say.
"And please take that stupid fucking bandanna off when we are talking. You act like this is all just one big joke, that your future is somehow expendable. You love throwing away every opportunity, don't you?"
"I thought we were talking about us. There's no need for me to talk about myself."
"There is no us," she says softly. "Not if you don't take yourself seriously."
 
"Just thinking about being stuck with you for a long period of time—"
Blair opens her mouth.
"Excites the fuck out me," I finish.
We embrace and do a perfect "movie kiss."
Each car passing makes us look up.
"You're the love of my life, Blair. Just because I'm addicted to drugs doesn't mean I don't completely love you. And the only reason I hit you is because sometimes I get so insecure. I'm so fucking unworthy of you."
"Then why won't you apply yourself and be successful?" she asks.
"Because that's what everyone else wants."
 
A stretched black limousine enters the roundabout.
This is 1 of the only vehicles we don't look at twice.
Its window rolls down and there's a man w/ skin as shiny as paint.
"Damien and Blair," he says. "I'm Mike's driver…I'm here to pick you guys up."
 



XIX
 
 
 
Eddie looks like the rapper Biggie smalls,
how he's uncomfortably fat w/ the rosy cheeks.
He grabs our bags and throws them in the limo trunk.
 
"Guys want some champagne?" he asks. "It left over from a client I took to LAX."
"So," I hit the bottle, "you are Mike's driver?"
"I'm Mike's friend and I happen to drive limousines for a living. I'm on my lunch break and owe dude a lifetime of favors. He put me up on your current situation and everything. He's going to be gone for a while doing some work in the valley."
"He's not even going to be there?" Blair asks.
 
Note:  The alcohol is allowing me to notice how "unblack" Eddie talks. But what could that possibly mean?
 
"It just going to be you two," he says. "He wasn't sure when he was going to be back. Don't be
concerned about the fact that Mike is helping you out like this, I know it might seem weird but that just Mike, real good people. You'll like the crib, too. It up on Benedict Canyon where them Manson murders happened back in the day. I could take you guys up there sometime. I mean it's just a gate now, but you know, I'm sort of a history buff and shit like that."
"Yeah," Blair says. "I've always wanted to see the Tate house."
(I finish the chilled champagne and burp.)
 
"So what's up with you two?" Eddie asks. "Guys from LA?"
"Santa Barbara," I say.
"Mike told me that you are involved with music somehow."
"Yeah I used to front a band but I'm not doing much these days."
"What kind of music was it?" he asks.
"I don't know if I can put a definitive label on it," I say. "It was pretty eclectic, influenced from just about every genre. The earlier stuff was predominantly punk but we experimented with a lot of different shit. Everything from reggae to white boy hip-hop."
 
"What kind of hip-hop you like?" he asks.
"Mostly underground stuff. I really like intellectual shit like Atmosphere and Immortal Technique, seems like that stuff makes up their own little sub-genre."
"Bout Pac though?"
"I love Tupac," Blair says.
"I got some right here for you," Eddie says;
he pulls his sun visor down and grabs a CD.
 
"California Love"
smoking weed in high school
kissing Blair delicately at the party
phone lines glimmer through palm trees
antique mailboxes that guard mansions
this love letter to my home state
 
We pull up to an enormous house.
It has a roundabout gravel driveway;
diamond-shaped windows, gothic architecture, etc.
 
"This is Mike's house?" Blair asks.
"Shit stupid big," Eddie says. "He got serious paper."
"What does this guy do for work?"
"Computer consulting. Tells people how to use computers or some shit. I know dude six years, still don't know exactly what the fuck he do. Know he got money and he real generous with it. Know dat."
 
Note:  I think it's obvious to everyone involved that Eddie is now talking much blacker than before. If you think about it, there are only a couple of things that this could mean for the ending.
 
Eddie hands me a sealed white envelope, "Key to the house."
"When's he going to be back?"
"No way saying. He got business and he told me, make sure to take care of you. I gotta get over to Century though. Still working. But I'ma give you my number. You call whenever. Don't matter if it five in the morning and you need some weed, you call."
He writes his number on the envelope w/ a fountain pen.
"You gonna call, right…if you need something?"
"Yeah."
"My man," he says. "My man."
 
The front gate opens and the dark limousine rolls away.
Blair and I are standing on the gravel holding our bags.
Felony sniffs a plant and then decides to pee on it.
 
"This is weird," Blair says.
I'm surprisingly drunk, "What…is weird?"
"This whole thing. It's weird, baby."
"LA," I shrug.
 
In the envelope there's an old-fashioned brass key.
There is also a stack of hundred-dollar bills.
I count them, "It's a thousand bucks."
Blair says that she doesn't like this "at all."
 
Mike Virgin's house is furnished expensively.
Everything is neat and there is flashy art on the walls.
There's an orderly bookshelf at the bottom of a steel staircase.
And a basket of fruit on the counter and a note on the refrigerator,
 
                       Damien & Blair
                       welcome to my home, some unexpected business came
                       up but i will be back soon, i want you to make yourselves
                       comfortable so i left you some money and stocked up
                       the fridge for you. please help yourselves to anything
                       that you want, i left a surprise for you in my computer desk
                       in my bedroom, my room is the one with all of the leopard
                       spot stuff, make yourselves at home and i will be seeing you
                       guys really soon
 
                       mike.
 
                                   if you want to use the pool or Jacuzzi there's
                                   some extra swimsuits and other clothes in my closet
 
The refrigerator is stocked w/ beer and meats.
"God," Blair says. "What the fuck is this?"
His house is polished and clean and has 5 bedrooms.
 
Mike's room seems much darker than the others.
How spot patterns hide sneakily in the shadows:
comforter, pillows, floor rug, curtains, tapestry, etc.
(Watercolor painting of the leopard in wild grass.)
 
We go to his desk w/ the pic of Mike fishing.
His computer screen has a Wu-Tang Forever screensaver.
In the drawer is a bag full of white pills and marijuana.
 
"What kind of pills are those?" Blair asks.
"Looks like methadone wafers."
"Do they get you high?"
"They'd get you high," I say.
 
Methadone is used for heroin addicts to kick dope.
It stimulates the opiate receptors—it would just make me feel "normal."
"But you'd be super fucked up from it," I say.
I tell her about Adam making me go to the clinic when I was younger.
Methadone is a government scheme to switch addiction to their control.
 
They start you on "detox phase" (40 mg) and take you down 5 milligrams a day.
Junkies in pajamas drinking their "patriotically" pink antidote at 5:30 am.
"Did the clinic cost money?" Blair asks.
"Buck fifty for self-pay," I say. "Or medical will cover it."
(Adam's record company had paid for me.)
 
The clinic drug tests you and increases the dosage if you drop dirty.
"Because your opiate receptors aren't sufficiently stimulated," they'd say.
So the dose crawls up and up (because who's clean?) until you're in the 150 mg range.
This makes your metabolism slow to a constipated paralysis and you get fat.
And you can't take "home doses" because you're on the dirty UA list ("hot list").
So you have to go to the clinic every day and race the fucking sun w/ sunglasses.
Then you are in the waiting room reading Parenting magazines (tasteless, if you ask me).
They make you talk to the pseudo-doctor who is Indian and says "whatever" too much.
"But it feels like there's, like, mixing cement in my lower intestine."
"Drink more water or whatever. Next."
 
Note:  It's always a bad sign in the medical community when the physician has a cheap-pixel PhD on his wall that he earned from a "top 1000 interactive web school."
 
And then you are addicted to methadone on top of heroin.
The duality of drugs causing even graver constipation.
"Do you know what it feels like to shit every ten days?" I ask.
"You got to break it up with your fingers because the edges are so jagged."
"Baby," Blair says. "Gross."
"And the kick, man. It's horrific. It makes heroin withdrawal look spiritual."
Methadone was invented in Nazi Germany – stuff is pure evil.
Hitler thought cutting off the morphine supply would be a good way to disassemble the opposition and became obsessively paranoid that someone might do that to the Germans.
 
Note:  It is alleged that Adolph had an assistant that was giving him daily injections of methamphetamines. I know how paranoid slamming speed makes me and I'm not even trying to take over the world. I bet he was into some sort of fringe Austrian tranny smut, too.
 
This prompted Nazi research to make a synthetic opiate,
which wouldn't require extraction from an actual poppy plant.
Methadone was born out of malevolency and for power and control.
Blair says, "I want to try one."
 
So I place a hundred-dollar bill over the methadone,
rub it with a lighter and make the wafer crumble beneath, "It's gonna taste shitty and bitter."
Blair makes a sour mouth and forces the powder down.
Her face becomes dopey and she is pale but doesn't puke.
 
Note:  Opiates and their synthetics make 1st-time users nauseous and usually leads to loud projectile vomiting. People that don't get sick are the ones you have to watch…they're destined for addiction.
 
Then we skinny-dip in Mike's Jacuzzi.
Blair's head is sagging over my shoulder – she's really high.
"You're such a rare talent," she whispers. "You're…"
 
I'm drinking a beer and then I barbeque a steak.
I had marinated it in a sauce that I found in the fridge (it's phenomenal).
Blair scratches her nose, "…define a generation, babe."
 
I'm doing speedballs and smoking pot naked throughout the week.
Mike Virgin is nowhere to be found.
 
marijuana
 
I never had a chance to properly process Alex's death. Smoking marijuana offers a unique sense of Internalization: optimism or realism depending on the mood. This can mean daydreaming about inevitable success or having to examine yourself from a sharper angle. I've never liked weed, other than its easy accessibility; when I get high it's a strict effort towards escapism. I don't want to think about how I could have been a better friend or that I destroyed his life or how I fucked Kimberly when I knew how much he liked her. How I told him about it just to feel better about myself, I gave him hepatitis and then broke the news to him in a PS note at the bottom of a birthday card that I still find super funny even after he was murdered because of me and my problems. I can still remember the things that he would tell me, long after he had become a nasty shell of his real personality…
 
"People work their whole fucking lives trying to attain some sort of balance. They juggle their work and pleasure, putting in the forty-hour weeks and then trying to cram the rest into whatever pathetic time they got left. Not me, Damien. I'd rather trade it all in and have all of my fun at once. Sell drugs and never work and never have to answer to anyone. I want to live fast and die young and be happy the entire time. Is that wrong?"
 
But his philosophy after I had turned him out on smack – the die young thing, or "true to it hardcore" excuse to kill himself, was never real.
 
I run out of heroin and start eating methadone w/ Blair.
We watch Flavor of Love naked in bed and smoke Kool lights.
(We've been ordering cigarettes by the carton from a delivery service.)
 
Then on a Tuesday morning there is a knock on the door.
Mike Virgin is panting and sweaty, "…I gave you my only key."
He's checking behind his shoulder and a group of girls follows him inside.
 
The girls are conspicuously young—between 12 and 14.
"You guy's cool?" Mike asks.
"Yeah man," I say. "I want to thank you for everything, this is great."
"Don't mention it. I like you guys. Has anyone been hah, looking for me?"
I shake my head.
"Hey," he says. "I want to introduce you to my gurls."
Amber, Lauren, Kelly, Ashley, Lindsey, and Laura.
Kelly says "Hi" and exposes a set of metallic braces.
"They ah real good gurls," Mike says. "Real matcha for tha ages."
(Then he licks his lips, "…and everything.")
 
Mike hits a crack pipe, "I got some'a that white dope from Baston too. Fa you."
Then Blair and I are smoking crack and watching this strange circus.
How Amber is braiding another girl's hair into pigtails and Mike is loading the crack tube for everyone w/ his big east coast grin and the flame is reddening the pimples on Laura's freshly post-pubescent face—
 
"These are your girls?" I ask.
"They work fa me, yeah."
"What do they do?" Blair asks.
"Hoorhs," he says. "I pimp them out."
This makes Blair laugh until she realizes he's serious.
 
The girls say stuff like "duh" and "kewl."
Room is hazy and Mike is talking very quietly,
"It's namal in most cultchas to sleep with younga women. Youth and innocence ah sexually enticing to many men. I let my clients videotape the whole thing, so that they can recad tha experiences. I want them to be able to re-experience them wheneva and whaeva they want. What we do up hah is exotic and sexy."
 
When the girls go on "dates" we have to hide in Mike's room,
while the perverts make tapes w/ the blinking camcorder and tripod.
"Mike will give you all the smoke you want," Amber says. "And slushies from the store."
 
"And it isn't whatchu think," Mike says. "It's actually a real consensual thing. People got this big
misconception about the age gap thing. It's not just the clients' fantasies that's being fulfilled hah, my girls, they like what they do. They come from broken families, dysfunctional environments wha they'a worthless. When they make the movies they'a the centa of the fuckin' universe. They'a princesses."
 
Eddie comes back and is shirtless w/ the tucked gun in his jeans.
He has stretch marks that look like strikes of lightning, "Should a seen what we done to the white boy. I mean it was vicious."
"Dump him in the river?" Mike asks.
"You know it, baby."
 
Note:  Eddie and Mike are always talking about dumping dead bodies in "the river." They make sure that I'm paying attention because they are trying to impress me. And I'm so high that it actually does.
 
Then Blair started snorting heroin.
"I want to know what it feels like since you love it more than you love me," she said.
So I gave her a line and she didn't get sick and we had heroin sex.
It felt like I was asleep inside of her, except that I was moving the entire time.
(Blair whispered "I love you" and I know that she meant it.)
 
All of Mike's clients have the same dried Phoenix gleam in their faces.
None of them seem to think that molesting crack-smoking 6th graders is bad.
Blair and I were fighting over dope the 1st time I acknowledged it out loud.
"You actually snuck around after I went to sleep and did the last of it," Blair said.
Of course I lied about it, "You were sloppy last night, you probably just misplaced it."
"No, you are a fucking junkie," she said. "And you couldn't even wait until morning."
"Ok, ok, ok. I did it. I couldn't sleep. These poor girls are victims, man. This is wrong. This is child pornography."
"It's videography," Blair said. "It's like consensual."
 
Blair and I are both smoking a lot now.
Everything is becoming more routine by the day.
How the girls go on dates and we stay in Mike's room.
 
Then Mike gives us some "ultra nasty tah."
Blair wants to shoot it up and I tell her no.
I draw a shot up and have her tilt her head back.
"Keep your head leaned back," – I squirt it in her nose – "for thirty seconds."
(I ask her if she feels it and know she does because she doesn't respond.)
 
In the morning I inject a speedball.
Blair is passed out on the bathroom floor.
I stagger out to the living room and see a cop.
 
He has a gold LAPD emblem stitched on his shoulder.
His pants are around his ankles and he's wearing plaid socks.
Amber bent over the bed and has tears touching her chin.
He turns to me w/ a strained face, "You, get the fuck outta here."
 
I apologize and go back to the bathroom.
Blair has a syringe in her hand and is missing her nose.
Brown juice is going down the side of her face and I grab the rig.
"There's a police officer fucking Amber in the living room," I say.
Blair makes a snorting sound, hugs me, smiles, and nods over.
 
I do another speedball.
There's a knock on the bathroom door after I fall asleep.
"Mike is real pissed, dawg," Eddie says. "You can't be interuptin a date like that. These are big paying customers. Dude a cop. Not the kinna client needs to be gettin upset, feel me?"
"Man we had just woken up and I got high and just sort of stumbled out there. It was completely
unintentional. I'm sorry."
"Ain't me you haveta worry about," he says. "Mike a real serious dude."
 
But Mike isn't mad when we see him,
"Guys ah gonna have to go to the other room now…Kelly's got a date."
So we pass the tube around as Eddie listens against the door w/ his gun.
Kelly screams from the other room and Mike snaps his fingers at Eddie.
He flicks the safety off on his gun and says, "Stay here."
 
Kelly runs into the bedroom naked and covered in sweat.
"He took it," she cries. "He ran off with the tape."
"How did this happen?" Mike asks.
"I don't know but I want smoke."
"Well you don't get any until we get that tape back."
She's crying and covers her ears and starts shaking.
I put a blanket around her and hit the pipe.
Mike turns to me, "You and Blah go down to the pool. We got a pretty unfavable fuckin situation hah. I do not want you guys coming back until someone comes fa you, got that?"
 
The living room is now empty.
Eddie had run off after the "bad" client.
We go through the sliding glass doors to the pool.
 
Blair and I sit down on some lounge chairs.
We are sharing my last cigarette, "What do you think is going to happen?"
She shrugs and I watch smoke drip from her nose.
 
A couple of hours go by and the sun is now hurting us.
We are both silent and coming down from the rock.
"Come on," Blair says. "I feel like shit, baby, let's go back."
I shake my head, "He was very specific about waiting for him to get us."
"He probably forgot…it's been hours."
 
She starts walking towards the house and I have no choice but to follow.
The blood starts w/ droplets in the living room and leads to the kitchen.
Kelly is on her knees scrubbing the floor w/ an old t-shirt.
 
She rings the bunched shirt over a bucket, "Hey";
its water has become sudsy maroon from all the blood.
 
There is dark splattered everywhere;
white cabinets, ceiling, walls, countertops, etc.
Kelly stops to smoke crack and offers us the pipe.
 
"You wasn't supposed to come back yet," Eddie says,
walking in the kitchen w/ his gun held to his side.
"He fucked up," he says. "That all. Got what he had coming."
"You want us to leave?" I ask.
"Don't matter now. Shittt."
 
Then Blair and I are alone in the guestroom.
"We need to get out of here," I say. "Now."
"Why?"
"Because we are involved in some crazy shit, ok? We have to leave."
"No," Blair says. "You are paranoid and delusional. You go through my purse and you accuse me of masturbating to tan guys."
"You were masturbating. But this right here is a completely different thing. These people are producing kiddie porn, this isn't a joke. And they are murderers."
"We don't know what happened."
"It looks like someone ran a fucking chainsaw through someone's chest!"
"Don't be dramatic, Damien…it isn't going to get any better for us. It isn't like you try to improve our situation at all. Adam gives you another chance and you blow it. You know that I'm on the run and yet you don't even attempt to provide me any security. We are in a relationship, here. It isn't just about you. The crazy thing is that you are some super gifted musician and it would be so easy for you to be successful but instead you want to run around belligerent and act like a little brat."
"They killed someone!" I whisper.
"We don't know that. Don't fuck up the only thing we have going."
"Dude."
 
Note:  At this point, it is clear that Blair is becoming physically addicted to opiates. She has that "desperate rationalization" thing going on. Pointing this out to her will only make her hate me more."
 
Amber comes in, "Can I do your hair?"
"Of course you can, sweetie," Blair says.
This makes Amber smile and they leave the room.
 
I mix black tar w/ a good amount of coke.
Then I aim the Belushi below my elbow and almost fall out.
I know that I did too much because I can hear fans screaming, "Califuckingfornia!"
 
When I lick the blood off my arm it tastes sour.
I'm trying to regain my balance when Mike comes in.
"I been bad to you guys?" he asks.
 
But I'm much too off-balance.
 
"Blah says that you want to leave," Mike says. "I treated you unfahly?"
"I did too much coke," I say.
"I've treated you unfahly?"
"You've been great…I did too much, too much man, too much—"
I close my eyes and say, "Fuck."
 
But I'm dizzy and disoriented.
Mike Virgin is now helping me to the car.
 



XX
 
 
 
"This is that one white bitch?"
"She is my chick right now," Eddie says. "And she with her ex and they watchin' a movie."
"You ain't tripping that she's kicking it with ha ex?" Mike asks.
"I ain't no insecure brother, nah I ain't tripping. But check this out, I ask her what movie they watching and she says…Pulp Fiction. So I hang up on her, know, if she gonna be a slut and shit then I don't got no time for her."
"But wait…thoughtchu didn't cahr that she was hanging out with this guy?"
"And I wasn't, not 'til she told me what movie she was watchin' with dude."
"Pulp Fiction is a good flick," Mike says.
"Yeah but it ain't the kinda shit you want your old lady watching with another guy. There only two kinna dudes that watch Pulp Fiction. Dudes that got it and dudes that pretend like they got it… I ain't cool wit neither fuckin' type, bra."
 
We are flying down the freeway in the limousine.
It's Mike, Eddie, the cop, and me, "I like Pulp Fiction."
(They all look at me and Mike hands me the pipe.)
 
At this point, I'm certain that I am going to die, that whatever trust we had established has been
breached, and that they will dump my heavily tracked body in the river. The crack is making me reflect in a very silent and accepting way. I'm thinking about the career that I didn't have. That I would have liked to have some creative validation before I died. How I would have been left alone and how my family would have stopped suffering if everyone else knew about my talent. I'm thinking about what the solo album would have looked like and how people would have treated me differently if they knew what I was worth. That I could just walk into a bar or a bookstore and smile coyly and say, "Hi, I'm Damien." And people would admire my humility because they'd know that behind those eyes exists a person that thinks completely differently than they, the creative genius, the guy that can put a mark on the world just by having his own unique thoughts. And I would be stumbling through the airport unshaven w/ Ray-Bans and board shorts and people would all know me and they would have nothing bad to say about me because famous people are allowed to do whatever the fuck they want to do and they are still considered
great. I wish I had just taken a little time off from the drugs so that I could have produced 1
thing…that's all you need, just 1. The album cover would be a sexy close-up and I would have…a fucking soul patch…yeah.
 
I can't help but notice the gun that's on Mike's lap.
He's blowing smoke at the tinted window and grinning, "Pulp fuckin' Fiction, ma."
"That some shit," Eddie says. "But what you gonna do?"
 
Then the cop is talking about Jesus and calling him "JC."
He's smoking crack w/ me and talking about how he was "saved."
(Um, dude, you're a pedophile cop.)
 
"Lopes found himself a real nice girl," the cop says.
"Finally, too," Mike says. "We thought the guy was fuckin quah."
The cop slaps my knee, "You're coming to the wedding on Saturday, right? It's going to be right in Mike's backyard. I love weddings, people vowing their commitment for each other to the Lord. There's going to be some real prime pussy there, too."
"I guess I'm going," I say. "This is the first time I've heard about it."
Mike nods at me, "Of curse you ah going to be thah. We got the gurls these adahable matching green dresses, they ah going to be dressed up as little bridesmaids. I know this guy Lopes fa a while now, he's a cop, but a good one. He's privy to what we got going. A lot of my clients ah going to be thah and we ah going to make the wedding a theme night, a chahy ball sort ah thing, you know with the gurls dressed in the cute outfits and everything. I think it's a turn-on for my clients to screw the gurls when they know that the real world is just a closed dar away. Makes it feel more exciting and wrong how—"
 
But I stop listening and look out the window instead,
and the inside of the limo is tombstone gray from smoke.
(And all the passing houses seem lightless.)
 
Mike grabs the gun from his lap and I curl into a ball.
I'm smelling the leather upholstery and bracing for death ("JC").
 
Note:  After curling in the fetal position, it occurs to me that this will not prevent any damage that a handgun will inflict upon me. This thought, coupled w/ the   intense high from the cocaine, actually makes me start sobbing.
 
Mike laughs, "What ah you doing?"
"I never said that I wanted to leave," I cry.
"What, you thought I was going to shoot you ah something?"
I peek out my hands to a laughing limousine.
"No," Mike says. "I ain't going to kill you. Hat check…that's all."
(He hands me the gun.)
 
"What do you want me to…do?" I ask.
"You'll see."
 
We drive past a dark house w/ a softly lit entrance.
"That is where it will happen," the cop says. "We're really counting on you."
There are children's toys spread across the front lawn.
(He hands me the pipe and the hit makes me more scared.)
 
Eddie parks the limousine a block away from the house.
He takes masks from a duffel bag that was in the trunk.
Rubber ghost faces that are twisted and white.
(They have matching [X] eyes.)
 
Mike hands me a mask, "Ready?"
"Shit could escalate real quick here," Eddie says.
He takes the safety off his gun and tucks it in his pants.
 
The night is darker behind the mesh eye-slits.
I'm smelling latex as we tiptoe around the toys.
We go through the backyard and come to the glass doors.
Eddie quickly picks the lock and tugs the door open.
 
We have guns in front of us as we sneak into the house.
Eddie's flashlight is revealing:
family photos
muscular action figures
fake framed Rockwell
post-its on the fridge
empty box of pop-tarts.
 
And the puddle of light finds a closed door.
Mike opens the door and there is a couple sound asleep.
His ghost mask bobbles in the light as he walks slowly to them.
 
Mike points the gun to the woman's face.
This is as the smirking ghosts surround the couple.
He prods at her head and she wakes up screaming.
The gun is secured firmly on her forehead and she hugs her husband.
 
Mike tells the man to shut her up, "I will kill hur, Nathan."
Nathan puts his hand over his wife's mouth.
"Whah's the fuckin' tape, Nathan?" Mike asks.
"I don't know," he pleads. "Please don't hurt her."
Mike gestures to Eddie and he hits the woman w/ the flashlight.
(Her face looks like all of Africa when it rains: what?)
 
"One ma lie," Mike warns. "She'll loose hah whole face."
"I don't know where it is!" he screams. "Please."
The shot is loud and she slumps over and everything is messy.
 
The man is crying, vomiting, sick, "Oh god…oh god."
"God has nothing to do with this," the cop says.
Mike sighs, "The tape please."
"The kitchen…kitchen in the cupboard above the sink."
 
The cop kills Nathan and blood specks the flashlight.
There's a 6-year-old watching from the doorframe.
(She has calm and understanding eyes.)
 
And back at the mansion Blair has pigtails.
She looks crazy w/ her raccoon-eye bruises.
"We need to talk," I say.
"Later, k? I pinky promised Amber I'd show her how to set up a MySpace page."
"Fuck that. I need to talk to you now."
I hit the pipe casually.
"Baby," she says, "I promised."
I grab her arm.
"Baby," she says.
I drag her to the guestroom.
"What's the matter with you, Damien?"
"They killed people. They killed a kid. We need to leave, ok. It's fucking serious now."
"Whoa, whoa, whoa. Slow down, you're high."
I whisper: "We have to go."
 
Note:  This is a rare moment for me, when I am actually terrified of death. I'm smart enough to know that copious amounts of drugs and alcohol will only make the situation more unmanageable. But at this point it's what is expected from me, it's the "poetic ending."
 
So I take 4 methadone wafers from the drawer.
I chew them up and wash it down w/ vodka.
(To intensify the effects.)
 
"You need to get ahold of yourself," Blair says. "You're a total wreck."
Vodka spills from my mouth, "I saw them kill a family with my own eyes!"
"You don't know what you saw—"
(She's snorting heroin as she says this.)
 
"You're putting the drugs before our safety," I say. "You're fucked up and you don't even realize it. I'll take care of you if we go. I'll make sure that everything is ok."
"We have it sooooo good, baby. Everything is soooo perfect."
"You are not listening to me," I say.
 
Mike walks in and he's wearing a white tuxedo.
"Wanna inject some crack?" he asks.
"I didn't know you could," I say.
Blair walks out of the room.
"Oh yeah," he says. "You just gotta break it down. Use something that is acidic, like vinegah orh lemon juice. I use the lemon juice but it has to be pah lemon juice, that shit with the preservatives don't wak right. The acids of the juice will separate the coke from the otha stuff and then you can shoot it. You ah just shooting the coke then."
"So wouldn't it just be easier to shoot powder coke?" I ask. "I have some."
"But that ain't no fun though, ma," he says.
 
After we get high Mike says, "I want to thank you for earlia. When I found out you wanted to leave, I was like, this guy serious? I was scratching my head trying to figga out what I did wrong. I know what I do up hah is like taboo a' whateva—"
"Mike," I say.
"Let me finish. I want you to know I appreciate you being thah fa us earlia."
I say, "Mike, you've been great."
"That guy earlia, he was a bad guy. I know what Eddie did to the kid was wrong, but you got to
understand, because of the nacha of my wak, thah's going to be some unfahtanate collatahal damage. It could all come crumbling down at any minute. My friend Lopes is getting mahhied in the backyad on Saturday night. Lopes is great. He's a true Christian and family man, the whole thing. He likes younga gurls, that's it. He's a cop and that guy was his patnah, they had wacked togetha for many yars. He had stolen a tape that Lopes mad hah and he was trying to blackmail him with it. But it wasn't a marality thing, it was a money thing. He knew Lopes was getting mahhied and knew that he was valnahable and he tried to exat him. The majority of the guests on Saturday ah from the farce. So you can imagine the potential problems if that tape hadn't been retrieved. Coulda been a real wicked fight hah."
 
Mike flicks at the syringe, "Want another one?"
He hands me the spike and I get a ringer and become nauseous.
 
"—rehahsal tonight fa the wedding. I know you don't know Lopes, but I'd like you guys to attend. I have some dress clothes fa you. Sha we can figure something out fa Blah too. She said you guys was almost out of dope, got some on its way. It's important that we act appropriately, thah's going to be cops everywah. We have to really watch the drug thing. This is a huge act of professional diplomacy, this wedding, to make nice with the Los Angeles police community."
 
Then I am smoking crack in Mike's bedroom.
He tells me to help myself to clothes.
That everything he owns is "shap."
"Stay dak," he says.
 
Mike leaves and I find a pair of slacks in his closet.
I wiggle out of my jeans and they fall to my ankles.
I'm hitting the pipe, pant–less, in front of the mirror.
 
Mike appears behind me w/ a gun.
It feels cold as it rests against my back.
"I letchu into my home," he says, "I give you money. I trust a complete fuckin' stranga."
 
He strikes my head and the crack pipe falls to the floor.
"And you want to leave," he says.
"You actually want to leave."
Then I am tied up and ghost faces are floating in front of me.
"You pissed ya pants," Mike snarls. "You ah so disgusting."
Someone had put my pants back on for me.
The other masked person has a video camera to my face.
Mike says, "You know what is going to happen now, thatchah trying to leave and take Blah from me, cause it was always about Blah. But you ah smaht enough to know that already. The first time I saw you I thought you had a lot of potential, when you punched the fat guy. But you tanned out to be a real fuckin' dope fiend, Damien."
(My battered reflection is frowning in the video lens.)
 
"Make him go with Amber, man," the other man says. "Get the torch."
And my mouth is stuffed w/ a sock and Amber comes in naked and blindfolded.
Mike Virgin is lighting the crack tube for her and guiding her gaunt body towards me.
She wraps her arms around my neck and gives me a childish lap dance.
(The video camera is tracing her every move.)
 
Mike brings out the large blowtorch,
he adjusts the gas to an even hiss and points it at me.
The other man presses the camera to my cheek and laughs.
I notice the crusty dreadlocks that are poking out of his mask.
 
"She never wanted you," I whisper to Sass. "She loves me."
I can feel the heat of the blowtorch as it singes my chin hair.
"Undo his fly," Sass says (his voice confirms his identity).
Amber complies and I can feel the heat moving in on me.
"This is going to be disgusting," Mike says. "She's only thirteen yars old, ma."
 
Mike lifts his mask and hits the pipe and passes it to Sass.
"What, you need one?" Mike asks me.
I nod and I am crying and I fart.
Amber says, "Ewwww."
Mike takes the sock gag from my mouth.
He shoves the tube in my mouth and lights it w/ the blowtorch.
"Feel that heat?" Mike says. "Should make you real scahed."
I blow out smoke, "I…never…said I wanted to leave."
"Way too late fa that, kid," he says.
 
The black Sony is staring at me and Sass says, "Things are about to get intense."
He tells Amber to say her age "for the audience."
"Thirteen," she says.
"I wantchu to make love to him now," Mike says.
She nods and unties me and sits on my lap and kisses my neck.
 
"She's only a child," Sass says. "How could you, Damien?"
Amber takes my pants off.
The blowtorch inches towards me.
I can smell the hair burn as it teases my face.
"I need a hit," I say.
 
"I want you to beg fa it," Mike says. "Get down on the fuckin' flah."
Amber gets up and I go to the ground.
"I want to hear you beg, faggot," Sass screams.
Amber giggles and twirls her hair.
And I do the whole "please, please, please," thing.
He drops the tube a few feet in front of me.
"Crawl to it," he says. "You pathetic drug addict…crawl."
 
When I pick the tube up Mike lights it and the glass reddens.
 
Note:  I want to thank KK-Kate and a number of other life experiences for the ability to improvise when the buzzer sounds and I have to escape a tortuous death.
 
I pick up the heated tube and leap towards Mike Virgin.
It goes through the latex mask and makes a stringy hole.
Mike cries in pain and falls backwards as he holds his face.
 
Sass rushes towards me as I pull my pants up.
Amber is screaming and I make it to the closet and grab Mike's gun.
I spin around to kill Sass but he has already run out of the room.
 
Mike is no longer on the floor and Amber is shivering naked.
I take the blindfold off her and ask where my girl is.
"Why do you have a gun?" she asks.
"I need to get Blair. Where is she?"
(By now Amber is hitting the pipe and is not listening to me.)
 
I run out of the bedroom to find Blair.
Kelly is on the living room couch and is unresponsive like Amber.
"I need to find my chick…I need to get out of here…"
Kelly shrugs and looks at me blankly, she is 14 and very high right now.
 
I find Blair in the kitchen eating methadone.
"Come on," I say. "We have to go."
"For the last time…I'm not going anywhere. We have nowhere to go."
I grab her.
"You are fucking crazy!" she says.
And Mike comes in the kitchen w/ a gun.
 
"Blair!!"
Like she doesn't hear me yell,
Blair just stares forward.
 
I run through the backyard doors and slip into an LA night.
Mike is running closely behind me, "Whah the fuck you gonna go?"
 
Ground lights lead to a glowing pool.
In the distance Mike asks again,
yelling that I have nowhere to go.
"Mothafucka."
 
I run past the backyard and into a creek,
Eucalyptus leaves slapping me as I hop the fences.
 
I come to a house w/ a simmering green pool,
guest house, and angel spitting into a fountain.
 
I go inside a doghouse made from old-smelling wood,
spider webs crawling uncomfortably up my skin.
(I'm not even dopesick yet.)
 
It's time that inevitably sobers and brings us the meaning,
what it was all about, talent or love.
Or defining what it means to be alone.
 
I have a wedding to go to.
 



Act IV: "the poetic ending."
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The morning brings the spider webs to life slowly.
I'm alone in this musty doghouse and it has been a long night.
(The generic methadone can only carry me so far.)
 
My nose is runny and withdrawal is brewing inside me.
I have to periodically say things out loud to prove to myself that I'm still alive.
 
Farting became "an issue" about 45 mins ago:
-      they hurt my stomach when I hold them in
-      they hurt my spine and ribcage when I do fart
-      they make me moan (which sounds feminine and sexual)
-      they make shit "violently sneeze" out of my asshole
-      the wet shit is irritating when you have body temperature issues
 
I'm weak and my body doesn't want to make any movements,
there are lawnmowers and leaf blowers in the distance.
(Incredibly annoying and constant sounds.)
 
So I just lie there hot and cold – cold and hot.
I'm hungry but also very nauseous.
 
Note:   This is the 1st time in my life that the notion of suicide has become alluring to me. It's not that I can't think of reasons why I shouldn't do it, it's that I can't think of any way to actually execute it.
 
This makes me wail like an upset child, "Agh huh. Agh huh huh. God."
Which consequently makes me lose my grip on a fart.
(If I was sneezing before, this was a bronchitis-like cough.)
 
I'm very displeased about the whole "drug addiction thing" at this point.
How I'm lying uncomfortably in my own shit and can taste bile in my throat.
I'm trying to distract myself by singing songs that I only know half the lyrics to.
 
But it just keeps getting worse and the aches and yawns ignite burning tears.
I remember that I have a gun tucked in my pants and killing myself is now optional.
 
Note:  The irony of 1 last magic button to push.
 
I'm experiencing that thing when all of your life photos flash in front of you.
They are always the seemingly meaningless memories that make up a life.
When I open my eyes I feel the same and I can smell myself now too.
 
The stench of my own feces makes me nauseated and I vomit.
But I don't have enough strength to lift my head and turn,
so it just spills all over the side of my face and on my shoulder.
The bile is acidic and bitter and makes me choke as it flairs out my nostrils.
(This also singes my nose hairs and makes me cough in pain, rad.)
 
I know that my suicide wouldn't be so bad.
That I could just grab the piece in the pocket of my dress pants.
It would be heavy and cold but I would only have to handle it for a min.
My hands would shake and my bony fingers would curl around its trigger.
All I would have to do is slide the thing in my mouth and snuggle effortlessly—
 
I decide to go for it.
 
Methadone withdrawal comes in waves;
so I'm enduring the momentary tide of pain,
allowing it to push me all the way over the edge.
 
But I think about Blair.
 
She gives me the strength to at least try.
I crawl out of the doghouse and the sun is blinding.
There are birds chirping as I stretch my body and attempt to stand.
 
I throw my arms to the sky triumphantly—Shawshank style.
By now the shit in my ass has crusted to a pre-K rash.
(My 1st order of business is cleaning myself up.)
 
The backyard looks much bigger in the daytime.
I find a green garden hose coiled next to a rose bush.
The foul odor permeates my nose as soon as I remove my slacks.
I'm actually impressed w/ the amount of shitting that's occurred unknowingly.
 
Twisting the garden faucet hurts a lot more than I anticipated.
The water is almost unbearable and numbs my lower back and ass cheeks.
This makes me sob and vomit simultaneously while I hose myself off.
 
I'm bent over rinsing my balls when a man yells, "Ah, ay…what the hell you doing?"
There is diluted shit running down my white legs.
I try to explain myself but it's that upset child thing again, "Agh huh. Agh huh huh."
The guy is in his mid-'70s but hurries towards me, "You – you, get the hell out of here!"
 
Note:  I'm fully aware of how perverse this looks. I have my pants around my ankles and I'm crying as I spray shit off of my ass w/ a boosted garden hose. I have like nothing to say for myself.
 
"Agh huh. Agh huh huh," I cry.
I blow my tongue out pathetically, making airy farting noises.
"Ay you, freakin' sicko," he yells. "You get the hell out of here!"
 
He puts his hand on my shoulder, pushing me.
My withdrawal physique and his elderly body: an even match.
I push him, he pushes me, neither one of us moving at all.
 
"I will call the goddamn police," he yells. "Dorothy, call the police!"
I bend over and I pull the gun out of my pants.
"Oh no… Please don't shoot me… Christ…I'll give you my wallet."
"I don't want your wallet," I scream. "…I want your asshole!"
 
Note:  I equate old-fashioned names like Dorothy to Medicare. Medicare always means a cache of top-quality pharmaceutical drugs. The whole "rape thing" is just a scare tactic and bargaining chip.
 
"Drugs or butt, man, choice is yours, what kinda pills you have in there?"
"What kinda pills?" he says. "No, I don't understand."
"Old people always have pills."
"Dorothy is on medication but—"
"What is she on meds for?"
"It's cancer," he says.
(Cancer – thank god.)
 
I try to hold my smile, to be classy, but my relief is too strong.
"Take me to the drugs."
 
Dorothy is emaciated and has curling gray hair.
She looks up from a crossword puzzle, "Who's this?"
"I'm Mike," I say. "The pool guy."
This is w/ my gun digging in the old man's back the entire time.
"Hello Mike, I'm Dorothy. Pleased to meet you."
"And same to you."
The old man says, "Mike needs to have a look at your medications."
"I'm a doctor," I assure her.
"I thought you were a pool guy."
"Doctor slash pool guy," I say.
Incredibly, this makes complete sense to her.
(Old people are so confused.)
 
There are dopesick tears going down my face.
I follow Dorothy up the stairs w/ her husband hostage.
We come to the bathroom and she opens the mirror medicine cabinet.
 
It seems like endless rows of muscle relaxers, tranquilizers, and opiates.
I go for the k-4 Dilaudid and rip the cap off and chew them up.
This is followed by the Valium and a dangerous amount of Somas.
 
The elderly couple is watching me do this in astonishment.
Then I throw up on the counter and dive down—making sure to lick up every last drop.
(Which really trips Dorothy out.)
 
"Pill recall," I mumble. "Fucking faulty meds. I need to confiscate them."
I have a mouthful of regurgitated medication.
Dorothy nods her head at me—understands me; we could have dated in another life.
I pocket the bottles of pills that I want to keep.
 
"Well alright," I say. "I have to get going now. Your pool's fuckkkkkked."
 
The drugs kick in while I'm wandering through the creek.
I'm wearing a corny Hawaiian that I had stolen from the old man.
The creek connects the different backyards that neighbor Mike's house.
 
The scent of the Eucalyptus trees is soothing.
I'm thinking about the myriad of cameras at Mike's house.
How they look like the black bubbles in the corners of jail visiting rooms.
Mike is a careful person and the security for the wedding will surely be tight.
 
I'm going to sneak through a neighbor's backyard and survey the front of his house.
The fact that the majority of the wedding guests are police officers is the real issue.
Mike would easily be able to turn the whole thing on me and have them chase me down.
 
I have to:
1)    Sneak in
2)    Grab the heroin
3)    Grab the syringes
4)    Grab Felony and Blair
5)    Sneak back out
 
In that order and I also need a cigarette.
 
I decide to wait for night to fall.
This way I can navigate around the property more discreetly.
So I find a small tree stump that I sit on w/ the gun in my lap,
my eyes pharmaceutically slit, content, as I wait for dark.
 
When I wake up I go to the tree lining Mike's backyard.
The reception is going on and there are men and women dressed formally.
(I know that Blair is in there somewhere.)
 
I come to an old-style brick wall and scale my way over to the street below.
 
There are parked cars wrapping around the curved street.
I get down and crouch-walk along the side towards Mike's house.
(Live jazz is playing somewhere in the distance.)
 
I get to the front gates of the house and see a man in a tuxedo.
He is standing in the center of the long roundabout driveway.
(Valet, he has small paper tickets in his hand.)
 
Then another man walks up to him and says something.
They nod at each other and he walks away.
 
Should I leap out and shoot this motherfucker while he's alone?
I close my eyes for "a sec" and end up nodding all the way out.
(I'm much higher than I had planned to be.)
 
I have my hand resting on the bumper of a Chevy Malibu
when I regain consciousness and hear the crackles of a walkie-talkie.
"Matt, what's your twenty?"
It rustles again, closer than before.
I almost jump and have to put my hand over my mouth.
"Front perimeter clear."
"Ten-Four."
 
The back of his white tuxedo walks a few feet in front of me.
I'm frozen as he makes his way back to his post.
He lights a cigarette.
 
I decide to sneak up and attack him.
There is a tall bras ashtray next to the front door,
he is going to have to turn around to put out his cigarette.
When he does this I am going to rush him from behind.
 
I wait a couple of mins and he turns to walk towards the ashtray.
I sneak along a green hedge, gravel crunching below me w/ each step.
He puts out the cigarette and turns around and I throw some pebbles ahead of me.
 
He heads in my direction—I'm obscured by the hedges.
When he gets to me I spring up and hit him w/ the butt of my gun.
(This makes him groan and fall over on the driveway.)
 
I undress him and put on his bloody tuxedo shirt.
Then I take his walkie-talkie and turn the volume down.
I drag his shirtless body into the hedge and conceal him.
 
I head back towards the front of the hedge where I came from.
I'm halfway there when I remember that the guy had cigarettes.
I turn around and go back and fish Winstons from his pants.
(I look both ways and then light the cigarette fiendishly.)
 
I sneak back over the fence to the trees behind the backyard.
Mike Virgin is standing on a platform and giving a toast.
He's holding a glass of wine and has a bandage on his cheek.
 
"Fast time I meet the guy, memba thinking, now that's a guy I want to be like. But definitely not a guy I wanta look like," Mike says.
This makes the entire crowd erupt w/ laughter and applause.
"And I'm just thrilled that he found himself a patnah the same caliba. Beth you ah amazing and if things don't wak out—"
 
When I wake up people are dancing.
There are guys w/ black wires in their ears.
 
Note:  This is obviously Mike's security force; they are undoubtedly strapped and prepared for whatever problems come their way. I can count 9 of them from where I am hiding.
 
The chances of surviving this are "meth slim."
 
So I open the bottle of Valiums and I take a handful.
This is followed by the entire bottle of Dilaudid (7).
I kiss the handle of my gun and head towards the reception.
(I'm going to live and die on my terms, as always.)
 
I turn the walkie-talkie up a little more
so that I can be warned if the security spots me.
The band is playing dance music from the stage.
I blend in w/ the people by dancing as I look for Blair.
 
No one notices me because I look like the other guests,
except for the huge butterfly stains on my tux shirt.
I just act belligerently drunk so they think that I spilled something.
(Amber is dancing w/ a creepy old guy who has sunspots.)
 
A caterer walks up carrying a tray w/ cocktails.
I stop her and grab a drink—I'm playing the part.
Kelly sees me and we make eye contact.
 
She comes up to me and I ask her if she "wants to dance."
"What are you doing here?" she says. "They will hurt you, Damien."
I grab her shoulder and hide my face in her neck, "Where's Blair?"
"I don't know. I haven't seen her."
"She isn't out here?" I ask.
Kelly shakes her head.
"When's the last time you saw her?"
"Earlier. But you need to leave. They told us if we saw you to tell them immediately. They want to hurt you…I won't say nothing but I can't speak for the rest of the girls. I don't want you to get hurt."
"I'm just here to get my girl, that's it. Will you help me get inside the house?"
"Sure," she says. "What do you want me to do?"
"We need to make a distraction somehow. How many guys does Mike have working security?"
"I don't really know but I know that it's a lot. You really love her, don't you?"
"Yeah," I say. "I really do."
"That's so sweet."
 
I peek up from Kelly's neck and see a big buffet table.
"This is what I need you to do," I say. "I'm going to sneak out of here. I'm going to go up to the house. I need you to watch me and when I signal to you I need you to push the buffet table over to make a bunch of commotion so that I can sneak into the house. I can't have it look like you did it though. You follow what I'm saying?"
"Yes," she says.
"When I point at you like this, you do it, k?"
(Kelly nods her head.)
 
I have Kelly walk w/ me to the area next to the stage.
"Stay right here. And watch me, as soon as I point, knock the fucking table over."
"That's all?"
I nod, "…And Kel?"
"Yeah?"
"Thank you. You are better than this, cut from an entirely different cloth. If you want a different life for yourself, you can come with us…start fresh."
(I give her a kiss on the cheek and she smiles.)
 
I sneak up the side of the hill.
 
I press the rectangular button on the side of the walkie-talkie.
I say into it, "Attention all pedophiles. This is Damien Cantwell and I'm here to expose your whole operation. Consider the wedding over and the gig up…over and out."
 
The security guys below the hill are fumbling w/ their walkie-talkies;
I point to Kelly and she pushes the buffet table over and food goes everywhere.
(Shrimp and cracker appetizers scatter across the wooden dance floor.)
 
The music stops, mid-note, and everyone looks towards the flipped table.
I run to the house as the security guys rush in the direction of the spilled food.
 
Then the pills begin to take hold w/ a final force.
My vision is off-balance as I reach the living room,
security guys running up the hill behind blurry windows.
 
My body is now shutting down.
 





"the poetic ending."
 
And the hallway feels nightmarish,
how it has become this translucent funnel.
 
I go to the guestroom and open the nightstand drawer.
The bag of heroin isn't there and I can hear them approaching.
(Blair isn't in the guestroom either.)
 
I run out of the room and through the hallway.
There's yelling as I make my way to another room.
Laura is tied up and naked in front of a camera on a tripod.
A man is standing in front of her wearing bondage gear.
 
There are silver spikes lining the center of his head like a Mohawk.
Laura has a rubber ball in her mouth and is yelping from beneath it.
They are both shiny from Vaseline and the man looks at me, "Who are you?"
I pull my gun out, "Get off of her. I'll be coming back for you!"
 
The security guys are jogging through the hallway.
They see me and I run from them w/ gunshots following.
I make it to the spiraling wooden stairs that lead to the top floor.
(I skip every other stair as my eyes close on me.)
 
I get to another bedroom and the drugs are overpowering.
There is a crack pipe sitting on the counter in the bathroom.
And I grab it and hit it and almost fall over and drop my gun.
 
I try to go down and pick it up but I fall over, pounding my knees.
I can hear them in the room and my fingers crawl like spiders to the tube.
I grab it and take a hit and my body is reinvigorated.
 
My heart starts to beat faster.
 
I grab the fucking gun and arch it at the closed door, "Come on, motherfuckers!"
The door rattles and my index finger is on the trigger, eyes shut.
I start firing and watch the door splinter and know that I hit someone.
(His lifeless body is showing in the hole of the doorframe.)
 
I open the door and the bedroom is empty except for him.
Then I run to a desk and open different drawers—searching for more rock.
I find a couple of surely forgotten grams crammed in a manila envelope.
 
I take a blast and become much more alert.
There's a rubber ghost mask on the desk and I put it on.
(It has a stringy hole and I can smell the burnt latex.)
 
But when I turn around there are 2 guns pointed at me.
"Don't move," a man says. "Drop the fuckin' piece."
The gun is loud when it clanks to the ground.
My stomach is twisting from too many pills.
"Get Mike, he wanted him alive."
He leaves me in the room w/ the other guy.
 
"I feel bad for you, kid," he says. "Don't know what you did but I know these guys, and if they want you alive that is a really bad sign."
 
Then he answers the walkie-talkie, "He's contained. Master bedroom."
The smell of the mask is making me nauseous.
From out of static: "Keep him there. We're on our way. Over."
 
I can see the gun on the floor through the slices of the mask.
"Don't even think about nothing stupid," he says.
There's a knock on the door.
"Come in," he says.
Then there's another knock.
 
Note:  Although I have taken a suicidal amount of pharmaceutical drugs and expect to die within the next half-hour or so, beating these child molesters is still vaguely important to me. I'm hoping that this is Blair knocking on the door and that we can die together poetically.
 
The guy says, "Come in" again but the knocking continues.
He walks towards the door w/ the gun pointed back at me.
When he opens it, he falls backwards and wails.
There is a fire poker protruding from his stomach.
I take a moment to dive to the carpet and grab the gun.
 
But Kelly walks in the room instead of Blair.
Her face is bloody and her eyes are wildly traumatized.
"I didn't want them to hurt you," she says softly.
"Where is Blair?"
She shakes her head and I grab her hand.
 
Kelly and I are running down the hall.
I'm opening doors and girls are being fucked by old men.
"They're gonna get us!" Kelly cries.
"We have to find her. I'm not leaving without her."
 
Then gunshots echo through the hallway.
Kelly gets down and we crouch forward and hold hands.
(I'm firing the gun aimlessly and the air is chalky.)
 
"You can't win, Damien," Eddie says.
I squeeze Kelly's hand and everything is hazed.
But somehow we make our way up,
we shuffle down the hall and past the corner.
 
I open a door and see my g/f on her knees.
Mike Virgin and Sass are grinning and watching her.
Blair is in front of a black guy who has his cock in her mouth.
(It looks like she is trying to swallow a wet police baton.)
 
Her head bobs until she hears me yell and she turns around.
And Mike Virgin and Sass are laughing as she wipes her mouth.
The cheeks that she used to decorate w/ glitter are festered in sores.
She has raccoon eyes from where I knew she was cheating on me.
 
"Drop the gun," Eddie says from the doorway.
I hesitate.
"I'll kill her… Drop that shit…now Damien."
My eyes feel like they are glued at the seams,
so I drop the piece and it is loud on the wooden floor.
 
"You look real good in my mask," Mike Virgin says.
"You should have left her alone," Sass says.
(They are both pointing guns at me.)
 
Mike puts the gun to my mask, "Last wads?"
I whisper, "Cali-fuckin-fornia." (I'm flexing too.)
 
When I open my eyes Mike is smashing Kelly's face w/ the gun.
Her mouth has come apart and metal wire is hanging from the broken braces.
Everyone else has left the room and there is now vomit on my shirt.
 
I'm assuming Mike Virgin is panting in rage from the betrayal.
He looks enraged and demonic kneeling above the dead girl.
I pick up a gun that was left atop the computer desk.
 
"Hey Mike," I say.
 
I know that they will be coming for me when they find his body.
So I run out of the bedroom and down the hall to try and find the dope.
I kick in a locked door to a room that I had never been in before.
There are a dozen security camera monitors glowing fluorescently.
 
People look like lines of pepper racing on the screen.
There's a S.W.A.T. team running around the property.
(Blair is holding some black guy's hand.)
 
I run back to Mike's room and search for the heroin.
The police are now approaching—I can hear them in the hallway.
I'm about to give up when I see a ruffle in the leopard spot bed sheets.
 
I find the half oz. of heroin sitting next to the pillow.
I'm going to die at 27 years old.
 
I lock myself in the bathroom.
This shot doesn't even require me to cook it.
The cops are shouting in the next room as I fill the syringe.
I draw up 90cc and know that it will be my final shot.
 
Note:  There are still unanswered questions but there is nothing left for me. Although I am surprised that the stolen pharmaceuticals didn't kill me, there is no doubt that this amount of china white will finish the job. There really is no other way       out of this.
 
I have the syringe in my hand and it is shaking.
"Check the bathroom," I hear one of them yell.
The doorknob rattles.
"It's locked."
I can't find a vein.
"Well kick it open!"
I decide to muscle it in my ass cheeks.
Then I see a walkie-talkie strapped to my pants.
 
"Suspect spotted by the front gates," I say into it. "Need backup."
I hear myself echoing through multiple radios behind the bathroom door.
They are running out of the bedroom and I turn the walkie-talkie up,
"Front of the house, go, go, go!"
(Cops are so fucking stupid.)
 
I sit there a moment w/ my heart beating fast.
I look at the needle and squirt the deadly shot into the bag.
Then I toss the syringe aside and sneak out of the bathroom.
 
I go into the room w/ the video monitors.
The cops are running to the front of the property,
"Suspect on the street," I say. "He's making a run for it."
 
I'm still dizzy from the pills but decide to make a run for it.
The house is empty and there are no girls or old men or cops.
I go past the living room and to the sliding glass doors.
 
There are still lingering guests from the reception in the backyard.
But I just run full speed w/ the slushy bag of heroin in my pocket.
 
I make my way to the patch of trees and through the creek.
Everything is soft and quiet in the Hollywood night.
I hop another fence and pant sexily in the dark.
 
And when it feels like I may have actually gotten away,
I remember that I forgot the bag of needles back in the house.
 
fucking typical.
But hey, I can always find more needles…
After all, this is LA.
 



"epilogue"
 



It isn't summer anymore.
 
Some years later at a residential treatment center in Pasadena,
whispers will sneak around about a pretty nurse. And there will be questions about her
funny walk and always that patient who actually has the nerve to ask her about it.
Gina will have to explain how her unborn baby was knife fucked by skinheads.
Because she had "stolen an oz. of heroin from them" (25 grams, Cali).
And there will always be the patient who laughs at this, not because they are a bad
person, but because it's the only functioning device they have left to deflect sensitivity.
 
Dopesick, sitting on a beach in southern California.
I'm finishing whiskey and thinking about Blair.
(Last night I stole a pen from a motel lobby.)
 
What we had was meant to last forever and you continue to haunt me. It's always the small stuff like how I would make you smile or the times that we were perfectly gentle to each other. I look back and realize that I didn't know how to handle love because of the problems that I had with myself; I was insecure and you didn't deserve the way that I behaved. I wish I had gotten off of drugs or applied myself the way everyone had always wanted me to. I'm sorry that I hit you and I'm sorry that I couldn't stop doing heroin and I'm sorry that I never brought us the success that you deserved. I look back to all the years I've wasted and am surprised because I had started out such a good person. I try to pinpoint the moment when I started to die instead of live,
when I became the bad guy and started hating the world around me. But I can't and maybe that's what means everything, when we become drifting ghosts and only catch glimpses of the memories when we were at our best. Those nights when I would stay up late and stare out the window wondering if they were going to get us before the morning and never really caring as long as we were together.
 
-"wasting talent." (2013)
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