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To the outcasts and outsiders out there

	 


… that rather terrible thing which is there in every photograph: the return of the dead

	Roland Barthes

	 

	 


Two days define me: the day I killed J. D. Salinger and the day of my birth. I was born on December 8 1980 a day that bears great significance and not only for me or my being or my family or my life but for an entire generation and for History with a capital H. I was born in New York City I was born in my parents’ apartment and not in a hospital I was born alone like few children are nowadays for my mom was alone at home that night for my father was working overtime in his deli in downtown Manhattan for mortgage and debts were rabid dogs hot on their heels and when I say their I mean my parents’ heels of course not the dogs’ also because that wouldn’t make sense would it that imaginary dogs metaphorical dogs were following themselves like a dog chasing its tail or something and so when my mom alone in their shabby apartment not too far from the Dakota Apartments as her personal legend goes heard the five shots shot by MDC—Why don’t you say his name you cowardly little wimp?!—when she heard the shots at around 11 p.m. on December 8 1980 she began having contractions and went into labor alone in our shabby apartment above a loud bodega whose owner owned the whole block and whose attitude towards immigrants like my parents although an immigrant himself was quite disparaging to say the least making my mom conceal the bump afraid he might kick them out if he’d found out a child was on the way and so imagine how intimidating he was how tough my mom’s pregnancy was how impossible it was for her to drag herself downstairs to ask for help that night as MDC pulled the trigger that triggered my mom’s labor and pulled me out of her womb into this world a world in which Homo sapiens individuals struggle to be humane humans and the blame-chain of children replicating their parents’ shortcomings their violence their dysfunction is never-ending and— Stop this nonsense: this is our chance to escape! Now that they’re changing all doors and windows! Come on Ros! They’re at the top floor now and’ll be here soon maybe in an hour or two. Get ready get ready get ready I say! Soon after the contractions began my mom phoned my father at the deli though the phone kept ringing ringing ringing in the empty dark shop ringing echoing reverberating unpicked and these solitary sound waves mingled with the buzzzzzzzzz of refrigerators and freezers and brushed the Italian goods on the shelves but didn’t reach couldn’t possibly reach my father’s ears as he walked home as he usually did also to work out a little or else I’ll look pregnant myself as he kept saying even after I was born and until he got semi-retired and had to shelve that habit too along with overtime and smoking and so since my mom at the time did not speak English she slammed the receiver down on the cradle though she did not know it was called cradle and I doubt she knows it even today for the only cradle she knew if she did know was her fetus’s and she did not call the hospital or the midwifery clinic or even the few fellow Italian women she knew back then and thank god she wasn’t religious which is why she didn’t think of calling those overly stuffy pious old-fashioned women on the catholic holy day of the Immaculate Conception no less and thought it best to sit on her immaculate towel-covered bed with cellophane-wrapped mattress crying her eyes out suffering in deep indescribable pain alone suffering alone and in a break between contractions she turned the radio on so that it could cover her screaming and shouting in the middle of the night and avoid the landlord downstairs hearing her and getting suspicious getting upstairs uninvited getting involved and right then right from the radio’s creaky halting loudspeakers came the unsettling announcement of John Lennon’s assassination and a few minutes later I was born. Always with this boring story! Boring! Boring! Fucking boring! Shut up shut up shut up! So technically I was born on December 9 but my mother who heard the radio’s breaking news but didn’t understand a word of it came to know about the murder by my father who told her John Lennon had died in the very Roosevelt Hospital they had taken me after my birth shot at the Dakota Apartments not too far from their shabby apartment so right then my mother who loved the Beatles taken aback and sad and shocked told my father to tell the hospital people I was born just when the shots were fired which was at about 11 p.m. on December 8 (—knock knock!—) 

	Yes?

	May I come in?

	I recognize the voice through the door the voice of suave handsome velvety-skinned Dr. McVain.

	Of course I say come on in. I like talking to him and I think he has a teenage crush on me only we are no teenagers we are both adults but him being the patient doctor and me being the impertinent patient it means we can flirt a little which we do now and again. He’s not exactly new here he’s been here a few months now but I feel a special connection with him that has made me open up.

	How are you feeling today Rossana?

	Sometimes he calls me by my full former name and I love hearing it come out of his mouth. You bitch! Tell him tell him!

	I was wondering if you wished to continue the conversation we left unfinished yesterday. It was so interesting and illuminating.

	Tell him! Tell him! I’m sorry Doctor McVain. Yes sure of course I’d love to carry on talking. Just remind me where we left off.

	Well you’d mentioned the movie Trainspotting as an example of what you were saying because you said many young friends of yours tried and were subsequently hooked on heroin after watching the 1996 movie and that many died too.
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