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Editor’s Note





Editing is an act of communion. Most commonly, though not exclusively, this takes the form of a conversation – on the page, in the office, or in the pub – between author and editor. The creator of the fictional landscape meets the facilitator tasked with improving and finessing the book. There are disagreements. Then there are compromises. An editor should be ready to concede when there are moments of authorial intransigence. An author should stand firm when suggestions are made which compromise the integrity of his characters or the very moral compass of the novel.


The job of work that being Ali’s editor involved never put me in this situation. There was no red wine, drunk from a shared bottle, spilled on the early drafts of the manuscript. We never got to celebrate that feeling of satisfaction on completion. And, of course, he will never see how I reshaped, tightened, and cut his raw, visionary prose. What Ali left us following his tragic death in November 2013, aged just thirty-five, was the first draft of a book teeming with life, love, sex, and the ambitions of eternal youth. And Golden Years took shape on the page and in my mind as an act of communion with a man gone from this world, who I would only know through the essence of his book and his music, and the mark he left upon those around him who loved his vaunting spirit.


So the novel you are holding is an act of love in the name and tradition of all editorial relationships on the furthest frontiers of literature. I hope Ali would have agreed to the ‘improvements’ – as I have to immodestly view them – to the structure of the book, which in Ali’s draft was even more freewheelin’ than in the version we have here. The prose itself I have mostly left as Ali wrote it. Sentences are the DNA of a novel, and from reading the first draft of Golden Years Ali’s gifts for the form were clear. This love of language and its rhythms and his ability to capture the musical chaos of life represent the essential integrity at the heart of the book. My editorial interventions were conducted in an echo chamber but at each moment I tried to imagine what our conversation might have sounded like, and how he might have responded, had he lived to participate in that process.




 





Lee Brackstone
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Their plane landed around six in the evening and it took a few hours for them to reach our apartment, but by then the new arrivals already had the look of free men.


‘How about a beer, gentlemen?’ I asked in Farsi after helping with their luggage. They sat around the kitchen table while I grabbed a few cold ones out of the refrigerator.


‘Your first beers in America!’ I shouted.


We drank a couple then smoked a joint before they relaxed enough to talk. I remember like it was yesterday the shell-shock of arriving in the States all those years ago. Our new friends were here now and not returning to Iran, we’d make sure of that. These guys, like a few before them, had risked their lives for their art by coming here.


‘You came to the right place,’ Koli assured them. ‘Now let’s have some fun.’


We took them on a short walk around our neighborhood in Brooklyn, talking all the while about their trip. The night was warm and breezy. The streets were alive with people. Their escape had not been an easy one, from what I was able to gather. The guys had been thrown in jail then released in time to leave.


‘That’s good … jail is good. Makes it easier for your asylum case,’ I said as we walked into a bar.

















Brooklyn





Sometimes the answers come while you’re standing at the mouth of a great canyon; other times the catalyst could be the smell of a cab driver’s cheap cologne while he squawks away about Mohammed and his prophecies. They never want to talk about his forty wives or why we should believe God came to him through an intermediary in a cave and handed him the Old Testament plus the bible and said, ‘Here you go, sonny, now it’s your turn, go get ’em!’


Allison was born in a volcano on Easter Island. It was a Saturday and everyone was out statue-watching. She’s an Aries like my dear Maman. It’s Sunday and Allison is cooking our favorite breakfast: sautéed kale with garlic, onion, and mushrooms. Also grits with butter and fresh jalapeños, veggie sausage links and sliced wholegrain French sourdough.


Our new apartment smells like a home. The sun is shining through the wooden blinds and the window-unit AC is blowing cold. Duke Ellington’s on the radio. I feel like a whole man. It’s my second day of sobriety and this time I’m quitting for good.


‘I love you, baby,’ she says to me smiling, her blue eyes radiant and fully alive. The ground shakes and rattles as the express train plows up or down 4th Avenue. I slide over to where she’s standing by the stove and grab her waist from behind, pull her close to me, and kiss her on the neck. She moans with delight and melts into me for a moment while turning the heat down on the kale. I move my hands down and squeeze her ass with intent. She’s stirring the grits. Her short shorts are exposing her long smooth legs. I want to lay her down on the wooden kitchen floor and examine her from head to toe but my hunger gets the better of me. We’re happy today, have been for a couple of weeks. Before that we had a couple of miserable weeks with no sex, no love-making at all. I was mostly getting drunk after work so by the time she got home from the restaurant late at night I was done for. When the loving is good it’s the best.


When we met we were both lurking in the dark corners of the night, swimming in the frigid waters of single life in New York City. I fell for her the moment she walked in the door with a roommate of mine and a bunch of other people. It turned into a party pretty quickly. I had to have her but needed to be careful. You don’t take a girl away from a friend without a little bit of tact and skillful maneuvering. We were both coked up within an hour of that first meeting and working on getting drunk. She played all the right songs, just sat down and asked if she could take over the music.


‘Do you know who this is?’ she asked me slyly.


‘Sure, it’s the 13th Floor Elevators. Great choice,’ I answered.


‘What do you want to hear?’


‘Whatever you say.’


We shared a cigarette, passed it back and forth like we’d known one another for years. Stayed up until way after dawn. Then she left with my friend and I had to wait a while to see her again.




*





Every visitor was impressed by the loft I was living in back then, not that I was living there alone, or that a bunch of people living in a loft in Brooklyn is a rare thing, but this was a special place. To begin with it was in a very desirable location in Williamsburg, Brooklyn. I had tried to stay far away from Williamsburg but after a brief period of exile in Texas found my only real option to be living here with half-a-dozen other people, and many more coming and going at all hours. The loft was in the only old building standing in that part of the neighborhood. Amongst the dead shiny architecture it stood, defiantly, like a mountain before the flood.


There were four flights of stairs to walk up. On the fourth floor a heavy iron gate opened onto a long corridor with six separate loft apartments on opposite ends, some larger than others, but all large enough to house more than four at a time. Ours was the largest one of all. The views were spectacular from the windows alone but through the bathroom window one could access a rooftop the size of a football field which not only had unobstructed panoramic views of the city but a fifty-foot-high water tower and an eighty-foot chimney stack, both of which were visible from Manhattan if one wanted to find them. The plumbing was shoddy at best, the hot water never hot. If you wanted to make coffee on the stove you’d see a mouse jump from one burner to the other. If you turned on the toaster the whole building might lose power, and often did. When the upstairs neighbors walked around dust would fall upon us like snow. There was no real way to keep the place clean. The minute I walked in I knew I had to live there for a while and get my life back in order. It was a terrific hideout and I was a fugitive of sorts, in need of a fresh start. No address, no telephone, no connection to the people of the past, and I hardly knew any of my roommates, who were all recent arrivals from Iran, rock musicians who’d made it out. They knew me too, had seen me on Voice of America TV back in Tehran, which is illegally picked up via satellite. All these guys were much younger than me but that was no problem, I didn’t feel old. I felt more alive than ever and in the next year we would enjoy countless wild times together. They gave me a couch to sleep on. It was the middle of summer and hot. I owned three T-shirts, two pairs of jeans, three pairs of socks, and my trusty black leather boots. Had almost no money and no job offers. I was a happy man. These kids were good to me and in time I’d be able to repay them for their kindness. The first order of business was to go on a two-month tour around the country with them as an opening act. I would get thirteen dollars a day to live on, a meager per diem no matter how you look at it.


The previous year during my self-imposed exile from New York I’d gone through a transformation of sorts. I was no longer whole or holy, had been forced to scrounge and scratch around. My music career and relationship with my long-term girlfriend had come to a fiery and sudden end and I’d found myself back in Dallas, living with my parents and working as a waiter in a restaurant that served breakfast.


Just a few months before everything fell apart, the fantasy was in full swing. The end started with a small tour of England as opening act for a legendary old singer, final arrangements for a new album with my record company were in the works, and I was a member of a supergroup of sorts. But the stench of death was all around. The dream was a lucid one and therefore a more painful illusion. Many lies would have had to be swallowed for the charade to continue. The whole thing was rotten to the core. I didn’t have what it takes to climb the ladder.


Maybe it was the drugs and the visions. Years before I had sat beside a great river during a psychedelic hallucination. It was flowing along as mightily as the old Tigris or the Nile, and it was called the River of Artistic Creation. I realized that one could only sit beside this great river, put a foot in it, swim in it, pray to it, bring people to its banks, but never possess or own it, never dam or pollute it. One should protect it at all costs. At the very least, like the great Ganges, it should remain a sacred place, for all mighty rivers play a profound part in the eternal cycle of life. They are the great connectors. They will carry you. They are a symbol of impermanence in the universe, of perpetual flow, of ultimate freedom.




*





Back at the loft I knew I’d better keep the philosophy to myself for a while and swim with the current. We did the tour, it wasn’t easy, but I was glad to see the country again. Being back in New York meant no more per diem and I didn’t eat much for the first three days. Was I really finished with this life? Probably not. Balance is a hard thing to achieve.

















Manhattan





I’ll try to talk very calmly and slowly so you can understand everything that I’m saying to you, I think to myself as I look up at Mana. She’s sitting across the table from me and staring straight into my eyes. Her minestrone soup is hot and the steam is rising up into her face. Her back is to the window. I try to speak but before I can get a word out a Harley Davidson with an orange gas tank roars up to the curb and rattles my brain, scrambling my thoughts. I watch as the rider cuts the engine and dismounts.


‘So?’ Mana wants to know. ‘You were saying …’


‘Oh, nothing really. Yeah, there’ve been a few. So what? Nothing special, nothing to say really.’


Mana had called this morning, out of nowhere, to see if we could grab lunch together. I told her I was broke and looked like a somnambulist. She said to take a shower and not worry about the money. I was glad and needed to see a familiar face.


When I arrived at Union Square she was already sitting on a step by one of the blue-domed subway entrances, her big brown eyes beaming with delight. We embraced and kissed each other a few times. We’ve always met here, since the very beginning. We walked south in the cold, smoking her foreign Camel cigarettes, before picking this cozy-looking place to eat.


‘Go on,’ she says.


I start talking. My spaghetti is steaming, the fragrance of the capers and green olives takes me back to the days when my father was part owner of an Italian restaurant in Dallas: Sweet Basil Ristorante on the southeast corner of Trinity Mills Lane and Midway Road.


‘How about a drink?’ I blurt out suddenly.


‘I thought you wanted to wait?’ she says with that sweet motherly voice of hers.


‘I need something to make my heart stop beating so goddamned fast,’ I say, then try to flag down the waiter.


‘Well, so? You were saying about these women?’ Mana says.


I try my best to explain the polarity of it all and how unsuited I was for crawling around the flesh piste, that monstrous godforsaken corridor between the East River and the Brooklyn–Queens-Expressway, full of modern-day Minutemen and nymphs with semi-synthetic souls, cunts, cocks, mouths ready to suck, tin-plated hearts, spewing neurotoxic poison from their mouths, thousands of cocks and cunts advancing and retreating to the tunes of the present and the past, sex juice everywhere, slime, trash, rats, vomit, and piss, viscoid and devoid of mystery.


She listens while eating her soup and I can see how much better she has gotten in the eighteen months since our breakup. Not better in a good way but callous enough to handle me talking about other women. When it’s her turn she starts right in about her failed attempt at being with a good guy. ‘A regular guy,’ as she puts it. Irish-Italian, an old schoolmate of hers from the Brooklyn Tech days, an army deserter living with his parents on the Upper West Side, a serious drinker and chain-smoker … So far so good.


They reconnected at some funeral, started hanging out, she fell asleep on his bed one night and after waking up at seven or so in the morning found him in the living room with two of his friends doing coke. He had initially sworn he wasn’t into drugs.


‘At least you are a musician, but he’s just an unemployed gas-truck driver. He’s got a naked woman in his bed and there he is with two other men doing coke all night?’


Maybe his prick wasn’t working at the time, I think.


After a little more storytelling she’s ready for a drink too, orders a Bloody Mary. I order a beer. My heart stops beating so fast after a few sips. I hold my hand out in front of her to see if the shakes are gone, and they are.


After a while we finish our meals and drinks, she pays for it, and we walk out into the brutal cold. I’m freezing to death. A few more blocks and I swear I’m going into hypothermic shock.


‘The station is close, come on!’ she demands.


We quicken our pace, run down the stairs, jump into the train car, find a seat, and scoot in close to one another. We’re going to her place, our old place, where it finally fell apart. Where we tried desperately to grasp and clutch to whatever remnants of love existed between us but finally perished, in the dark hours of a cool October morning.


Mana and I get off at 86th Street and take the crosstown to York Avenue, get out and start to walk south. She goes into a deli for a six-pack while I smoke outside. I haven’t been near the Upper East Side in a long time but being back in the old neighborhood doesn’t affect me in a negative way. This place, the place where she grew up, where I first fell in love with her, a young girl of twenty-one, a recent graduate and living with her parents, vibrant and confused, lovesick and in need of more in her life. Where I looked into her eyes and let her know my feelings and intentions. Where we told her family about us, ate countless dinners and lunches, played kid games with her niece and nephew. Where her mother and sister owned and operated a family daycare in the adjoining apartment. The sister and brother-in-law lived there until they finally bought a place nearby. In a fit of desperation we decided to abandon our Park Slope Brooklyn apartment overlooking the headstones, obelisks, and mausoleums of Greenwood cemetery and move up here since the apartment was cheap and I wasn’t bringing in any money.


This charming apartment with its magnificent backyard is where our love crumbled. The final days in this place were full of tempestuous encounters and then finally, as if by design, turbulent winds blew the whole damn charade down to interplanetary dust and the debris was scattered far and wide into our collective futures.




*





The key is turned, the door is opened, Madam and Monsieur walk in. The place is dark and smells of the past, a deep dark past, a past frozen in time, ingrained in the atoms and cells, an inescapable past full of drama, magic, sorrow, loss, happiness, sex, lonesome yearnings, toenails, lotion, soap suds, contact lenses, cigarettes, laughter, childish games, masturbation, take out, television, dead rotting stinking mice, pain, pain, and love, undying and everlasting. She takes her time taking off her boots, then walks over to the light switch and illuminates the old battlefield.


I walk about the old place. Not much has changed. She goes to the rest room. I move over to the bookshelf and study the old books, every one connected to a time and place. Each title a marker for some distant memory like lying in bed together while we read, or reading on the subway on my way home to see her, or putting down the book to greet her at the door, to embrace and kiss passionately, to take the boots off for her, to rub her legs and hold her for a while. Then she’s asking if I want a beer.


We take the beers into her bedroom. She sits on the floor while I study her paintings and drawings that are spread out on a table. She has taken to art since our breakup and the paintings aren’t too bad but she gives most of them away foolishly without a signature on the front or back. I pat some of the furniture as if to say hello. Hello again, drawer, hello, closet, hello, table, hello, chair.


I sit on the floor next to her and run my fingers along a boteh pattern on the old Persian rug. Feels nice but the floor is not my favorite place to sit, my ass is all bone. It doesn’t take long before we’re talking about ‘us,’ the past, abandonment, having given our best years, why, where, when?


It’s getting heated but not out of hand. I’m still sore at her for not adoring me, not making me feel manly enough, not clutching and clawing at me after a great fuck, the same kind of fuck that makes other women melt but used to hardly register a smile from her. Mana says she knows now, has come to realize how good it was.


‘Not that I’m admitting to anything,’ I say, ‘but a man has to prove certain things to himself after a while and, well …’


She knows. She knows everything.


The hours roll on as we lie there drinking and listening to Miles Davis, first Sketches of Spain, then Kind of Blue, then ESP. After a while we run out of juice and decide to order some Vietnamese food. She makes me lie down on her bed and lies next to me. The next moment we are holding each other tightly. We still fit. It’s incredible how well we fit. I brush her long black hair out of her face and gently caress her cheek with the back of my hand, then grab the back of her head and press her against me. She leans up and kisses me on the lips. I rub her back then gently move down to her legs.


‘God, you’re so small,’ I say.


‘You’re so small. Where are you? You’re so skinny. Just bones,’ she says, tapping my hip.


She kisses me again, this time more passionately.


‘Come on, the food’ll be here soon,’ I plead.


‘I just put in the order.’


‘These Chinamen are fast. That’s why they’re taking over the world, baby,’ I joke in an old-timey voice.


‘They’re Vietnamese.’


‘Charlie’s even faster. Back in the shit …’


‘Come on … kiss me …’


‘Back in ’Nam … we used to order lots of Vietnamese.’


‘Kiss me.’


‘I can’t get it out of my mind … Damn Vietcong.’


The buzzer goes off. ‘You see what I mean?’ I say.


‘God, how do they make it so fast?’


‘They’re taking over the goddamn world, I tell ya!’


She leaves to pay for the food and stays in the kitchen for a while preparing a tray and getting more beers.


I start to think about my big idea again, about leaving it all behind and going south, very far south, about the America down there past the equator. The idea has been getting kicked around my brain and endoskeleton for a good while now. There’s no shaking it. It’s a matter of saving money and breaking free, to book a passage on a ship to Buenos Aires or somewhere like that, to hear the ship’s horn, and go out to sea for a spell. To cut the cord and break free, to cleanse myself of the past, to purge, absolve, abandon, destroy, rebuild. I want to scour the earth on a silent quest.


Mana comes back with a tray and I lock away my thoughts as quickly as I had sprung them free. There is no sense in going around in circles. There are lots of loose ends to tie.


‘Can we eat in front of the TV? I haven’t watched any for so long,’ I ask.


‘Sure, if you want to,’ she says.


We sit on the floor and eat while watching television. When we finish she clears it all away and after a bit of TV we go to bed. We only hold each other, nothing else, and that’s fine by me.




*





Predynastic Egypt, cuneiform script, Achaemenid commoners, Josephine dancing on a platform in front of a large crowd like Esmeralda. She sees me standing amongst the mob. We lock eyes. She stops dancing and looks frightened. She starts screaming but her voice is inaudible. She reaches out to me, arms fully extended with palms out. In a flash she is holding a newborn infant; the umbilical cord is still attached to it and to her as well, it’s a blood-soaked mess. The baby is not breathing. It is dead.


My cell phone buzzes. I reach over and silence it. Mana is fast asleep. After washing my face over the bathroom sink I study it in the mirror for a moment with a sly appreciation. ‘Not bad, not bad,’ I say aloud, mimicking Dustin Hoffman as Ratso Rizzo in Midnight Cowboy. ‘Beautiful Baby … you’re beautiful. Can’t you try and love yourself? Can’t you do that for me?’ I continue. ‘You should have stayed in LA and really gone after it, you fool. You could’ve been a star, a star I tell ya … Na, fuck LA.’


I don’t wake Mana up to say goodbye but stand there for a minute and look over her slumbering body. Whatever dreams she’s wrapped up in will not be remembered. She’s out for the count. Not once did she recall a dream of hers to me in the six years we were together. She expires and yields to that distant finality, vanishes from the sphere of consciousness altogether, departs this world and the other one too. Good for her, I say. For me dreams are a part of my memories and accompany me in my waking life. We are married, united, confederated, allied, my dreams and I. Chromatic dreams they are, mostly sordid little episodes, sometimes melodious but often discordant, full of tonal modulations and demonic visions, fiendish and guilt-ridden.


I walk out the door and brace myself against the brutal cold. What a winter we’ve had. All snowfall records were broken this year. I quicken my pace and recall my dream from earlier. I wonder what Josephine is up to. She must be thinking about me. That’s the third time this week she has visited me in a dream. Is she here in New York? I wonder if she married that rich Arab from the Emirates. Did he give her that Avenue Montaigne apartment in Paris or did he take her back to Dubai?


I try to forget Josephine and concentrate on my gastric needs. Coffee, but not the expensive kind I love so much. No, stick to the cheap stuff. Why didn’t I ask Mana to lend me some money? I was definitely broke again. How was I going to get through the month? First things first, coffee then go home and see about getting stoned, then call Carter and beg for my old job back. Go back to the graveyard shift. Go rot in that glossy office building through the night.


The first sip of coffee puts a smile on my face, and then a few women check me out on the subway platform and this makes a positive impression on me. What the hell? I think. What’s wrong about it all? Nothing, that’s what. Are you starving? Do you have an incurable illness? It’s all dollars and cents. Problems? What problems? One foot in front of the other, Ali, step, step, step. One, two, three, four, two, two, three, four. What you need now is a hot shower and a big fat joint. A few hours of playing music and it’ll be night time before you know it.

















Brooklyn





While making my way on foot down to the Williamsburg Bridge I get a phone call from Michael. I met him a few weeks ago at some lame party full of yuppie screwheads. It was one of those parties I go to when an old friend begs me to spend some time with them, knowing there will be an endless supply of free booze to keep me happy. My friend Lexi had invited me. She is an old friend from the Dallas theater days, a real fine gal, nice dimples, shapely thighs, a late bloomer. There were all kinds of dull conversations echoing off the walls.


Michael introduced himself to me and said he was a painter, just back from a solo show in Berlin, a rich boy from the little bit I could gather, summers in the south of France, winters in the Swiss Alps and what have you. He took a liking to me, maybe because of my bad attitude. Sometimes my drunken sulking sourpuss rude manner is amusing to people, especially hotshots who get their asses kissed all day long. Anyway he said he’d heard of me from Lexi, said he heard I was an incredible singer and stuff like that. I think he’s bisexual, which is fine by me. He’s rich and I need a meal. What a stroke of good luck.


I tell the doorman who I’m seeing and take the elevator up to Michael’s apartment. It’s in one of those brand new high-rises by the Hudson. These places make me want to puke. The door opens and I’m greeted by a tall impeccably dressed woman talking on her cell phone.


‘The last thing anybody wants is another disaster like that. Why would he? That’s no kind of reason. Well I’d say pull on anybody’s … Just make sure he’s guaranteed the right amount upfront … and … and … that the PR is up to standard. We’re not responsible if …’ she’s saying.


I follow the woman around the spacious apartment decorated in an ultra-hip fashion with lots of modern art hanging on the walls. In the living room Michael is taking photos of two young women who are barely wearing any clothes. It’s some kind of Grecian summer’s eve scene or it could be the children of Ophir delivering Solomon’s gold, I can’t tell. The girls are very attractive, model types, statuesque beauties wearing Tyrian purple-dyed capes. Michael stops taking photos for a moment to greet me.


‘Hello, old friend, how are you? Did you meet Barbara?’ he says, motioning towards the phone talker.


‘Hello, no I didn’t. Hi, Barbara,’ I say, but Barbara is busy with her conversation.


‘Well, what do you think? Nice, ha?’ he says, motioning towards the girls with his head, hands holding his camera.


‘Yeah, hello …’ I say to the girls but they don’t break character. They’re no slouches these two. Look like they have careers in modeling.


‘Well, make yourself at home, grab a drink, a beer, whatever, I know you like to drink, so just grab anything you like, do anything you like. We should be done here in a little bit then we can do lunch.’


‘Okay, thanks, I will.’ I walk around to the kitchen and open the fridge, it’s full of the best a man can buy, and choose a nice Czech beer.


A little while later we’re all sitting around a table with food and drinks. Michael’s telling a story about meeting Warhol. I don’t care if he’s bullshitting or not. I don’t give a fuck what he says.


‘No, I didn’t know him, I was just a kid. It was like a little bit before he died, I don’t ever talk about it … Guess I hadn’t been home every other time he’d come over or something, I don’t know. Whatever, so I just said, “Mommy, what’s wrong with that man’s hair? I really like it,” and she just laughed it off, you know.’


‘What did he say?’ one of the models wants to know.


‘He said something like, “Gee, Elaine, your boy’s a real pain in the neck, but he’s got a marvelous face,” or something like that. Anyway, that’s my story,’ says Michael, his voice becoming more and more effeminate with every sip of his drink.


He turns the music up real loud, I recognize it after a few bars: it’s Ravel’s Bolero, of all things. He starts chasing one of the girls around. They disappear into another room and after a few minutes return carrying a big trunk, open it, and start trying on different kinds of costumes. Barbara is still on the phone and completely oblivious to the whole scene. I’m sitting on a couch drinking, with the other model talking to me in a rapid-fire way. We’ve gotten into the coke that Michael put on the coffee table in front of us.


‘She had herself a real good time in Milan, up for a couple of days straight. Hey! Watch it, you two, this is my favorite dress. God, they make a nice pair, don’t they? Wait till she gets her whips and chains out on the poor bastard. She likes to really hurt and be hurt, you know what I’m talking about? Do you? She’s gotten me into it too recently, taught me a few tricks, minor things. You know you can make a pretty good living whipping rich men. Not that we do that or anything. What I don’t get is the ball-stomp thing. What is the joy in that? I mean, a good hard spanking or whipping fine, but high heels on testes?’


She’s going on and on like that and I’m trying for the life of me to remember her name. Waste Land Eyes, I decide to call her. She has a soft creamy complexion, reminds me of a young Gene Tierney, her voice is sardonically barren and monotone, her vermilion soul is giving me the creeps. I don’t want to stay here all night and watch these fools act out their lives in front of me.


The model keeps talking and I turn my eye into a camera focusing on different parts of her body. She is beautiful if nothing else. My camera focuses on her lips, moves down her neck, past her small shapely breasts, follows the contours of her leg, from her thigh down to her foot, toe cleavage and all, then back up and under her skirt, undressing her, and throwing a silent fuck into her. Suddenly her bare mid-section flashes on the screen, she is holding a lit cigarette, the smoke is curling up, her dark hair falls down her back, her blinking wasteland eyes stare blankly ahead, she walks towards a wall slowly raising her arms and places both palms on the wall, her head turns, her lips blow a kiss. My film runs out and the camera stops.


I find myself in the bathroom splashing water on my face, intent on getting the hell out of there as soon as I can. When I get out of the bathroom Waste Land Eyes is waiting for me, grabs my hand and takes me into one of the rooms, walks me to the middle, lets go of my hand, walks to the door, closes it, turns and walks towards me slowly. She stands before me and without a word grabs my hand and guides it up her leg and under her skirt to her engorged centre. She’s not wearing anything under there and it’s hot enough to burn my fingers. I move my fingers around slowly, she grabs my bicep and clinches, digging her crimson-colored nails into me. The pain makes me angry, I plunge a finger deep into her. She lets out a devilish moan, grabs my crotch and squeezes a hard grunt out of me.


‘What’s the matter? Can’t take it?’ she says with a diabolical smile forming upon her face. I don’t say a word, if this is the game then so be it. If the scene requires a rough fuck with a stranger on a strange night then what choice do I have, right? But something about this doesn’t seem right to me and my mind starts to drift. She notices this and gives me a hard slap in the face. Violence is not my thing. I disengage and walk to the door.


‘What?’ she says, short of breath, with mouth in mid-contortion. ‘What are you doing?’


‘I’m not doing this.’


‘What? You were doing it!’ she says angrily.


‘I was and now I’m not.’


‘Is this a fucking joke? Are you crazy? Do you know how many men would kill to be doing what you’re doing right now, asshole?’


‘Yes, I do. Quite a few. Most probably. I’m sorry, I can’t go through with it.’


‘You stupid fuck! Fuck you!’ she screams.


I leave the room as quickly as possible, trot through the apartment, out the door, down the stairs, and into the street. I don’t plan on seeing any of those people ever again and with some luck won’t ever have to. Not my crowd.


The streets are humming with an energy that can produce an arc of electricity at any moment. I’m walking in a vector field of people and seeing everything in shades of nickel antimony titanium yellow. A part of the degenerate human race eternal I am, no better and no worse than anybody else, with a full belly and a full mind walking through New York City. Not the first wretched fool or the last, of that we can all be sure.


The important things to remember are the simple things, the little things, the here and now things, the small words, slight differences in tone and attitude, pressure changes, pitch changes, what the eyes say, what the mouth doesn’t say. Collections of memories to transport to the next day and next life, ciphers from your past selves to your future selves, the present self will have to be the one hunting, farming, collecting, bending, scooping, begging, pleading, fighting, pissing people off, et cetera, ad infinitum.




*





I open the door to the loft and walk in. It’s quiet. Someone is asleep on my bed with the covers pulled over his or her head. My bed is in the middle of the loft and easily accessible to visitors. Siamak is the lead singer of the band and he made the bed for me as a birthday gift. I look closer to see who the sleeper is. It’s Dari again. The bastard’s been spending a hell of a lot of time on my bed lately. He’s a freeloader of the highest order, though in his defence his immigration status doesn’t allow him to work legally. He comes over and stays for a week. Likes to time his visits on days when the kids are going food shopping, then stays and cooks our favorite meals for a few days. Of course our favorite meals are really his favorite meals and he has a heavy hand with the expensive ingredients like saffron, which the kids get sent over from Iran. He acts like a master chef and basically just orders people around in a rude yet funny manner while tasting and adding spices.


As if that weren’t enough he smokes our cigarettes and invites women over and uses our beds. He’s a metronomic, long-distance fucker too and really makes these girls sing like the whorish devil birds they really are. He roams around looking like a goddamn bum until it’s time for a meeting with one of these birds, then undergoes a transformation fit for a Persian king of the Sassanid period. Being Iranian, hair removal is the most important part of his transmutation. He must also be oiled from head to toe. I keep telling him about chest hair being back in style but he won’t listen. His beard must be shaved in a certain pattern and trimmed to perfection. He’s always talking about potential threesomes but nothing ever pans out.
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