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Aloha
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I ran away from New York and wound up in Hawaii in 1970, I left three times since then despite the advice of tourists to “never leave Hawaii.” It was good advice, in retrospect, although I do not hate Miami Beach.

An acquaintance from Hawaii saw me in South Beach, and asked, “What are you doing in this toilet?” “It's not so bad. Please get off it so I can sit down,” I jested.

Hawaii was always very good to me, but I felt I was missing something there that I could find on the continent. I never found what was missing.

The last time I left, in 2004, I told myself not to be so sad about my departure because I could always return. That has turned out not to be not true. The I Ching indicates that I shall at least die in Hawaii. That prospect was my motive for leaving. A man in California whose friends raised him money to move to Hawaii arrived at Honolulu airport and died in the restroom. I imagine he died of happiness. There are many thousands of people including Hawaiian natives who wish they could return to Hawaii. They have their own stories, mostly unwritten, so I dedicate mine to them, with hope that I shall have many more to tell one day. Aloha.  
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South Beach Jock the Sock
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The power of suggestion is mighty powerful when you're naive and aren't even aware that a suggestion has been made. In 1969, the drama teacher at the American Academy of Dramatic Arts asked me to lie down on the stage, to breathe deeply and relax, and to imagine that I was on a beach, feeling the sun and sand and hearing waves and birds. Two months later, there I really was, on South Miami Beach, feeling sun and sand, and hearing waves and birds.

I met Jacques the Sock on South Beach. He was a professional mime, one of Marcel Marceau's students. He had flown in from performing in Hawaii. We called him 'Jock the Sock' because he liked to spread eagle on top of a white bed sheet on the beach to sun himself, wearing nothing but a black sock over his privates, the sight of which disturbed old men to no end - the ladies did not seem to mind.

"Hawaii is much better than South Beach," said Jock the Sock as we sunned ourselves one day.

"Hawaii is pristine."

The way he pronounced pristine really impressed me.

"But one has to avoid the Ala Moana Shopping Center on 'Kill a Haole Day'" he warned.

"What is a haole?" I asked.

“It means you’re an alien, but it’s used as a dirty word for white man," he explained, "but don't worry about that, just stay away from the shopping center on the last Wednesday of every month."

Jock the Sock took off for Paris, and I soon forgot what he'd said about Hawaii. I liked South Beach and fancied myself as a lady's man. I called myself the Golden Goy after a book I’d read about a man who hustled the mink-clad women on North Beach, the ritzy end of Miami Beach in those days.

I met a Jewish American Princess who had wound up all alone on South Beach because her sugar daddy had dumped her on the train down from New York. We hit it off. She invited me to stay with her in New York on her return.

I was working for the Cuban bankers who owned the hotel where I was night manager. They offered me a raise to stick around, but I quit my job anyway and followed my princess up north. We made mad passionate love in her Midtown apartment for three days and nights. She dumped me shortly after she read something I wrote – she found out I was not yet the great author I thought I was. She said her career as a photographer and B-movie actress was her “private little island”, and told me I was in her way. I retrieved what was left of my life savings from under her mattress, and impetuously boarded a plane bound for Hawaii.

And there I was, in a Waikiki hotel, with no plans whatsoever except to somehow become the greatest author in the world. Two weeks hence I was fresh out of money. What to do?

I went downstairs and asked the man on the front desk, "Who owns this hotel?"

"Roy Kelley."

"Where is he?"

"Over on Lewers Street" - he described the building.

So I went over to see Roy Kelley, Waikiki's economy-hotel architect and hotel tycoon who had started out as a hotel bookkeeper, and, according to one estimate, wound up owning a third of Waikiki. Someone pointed out his office to me. I entered his office through a side door, skipping his receptionist. He was not there, so I sat down at his desk and waited. He entered about a half-hour later, saw me sitting at his desk, and gave me a startled look.

"What are you doing at my desk?" the old fellow asked.

"I'm here because I want you to give me a job," I firmly replied.

"Well, now," he said, recovering his composure, "do you have any experience in the hotel business?"

"Yes, sir, I worked as night manager at hotels in South Miami Beach, at the Colony, the Beacon, the Pennsylvania."

"All right, then, son, come with me and I'll introduce you to Mrs. Courtney, my manager at the Waikiki Surf. She needs an evening man, the three to eleven shift."

As we walked towards the Waikiki Surf on Kuhio, Mr. Kelley clapped me on the back, and said, "You knew just what to do, didn't you?"

"What do you mean?"

"Barging into my office that way and asking me for a job."

"Well, I needed a job."

"Now you have one."

Mr. Kelley pointed towards Diamond Head as we strolled across Kalakaua Avenue, shook his head sagely, and said, “Now that you have a job, if you walk down Kalakaua and ask ten women to sleep with you, at least one of them will."

I didn't get the connection between pursuing women and getting a job, as I had gotten the first job I asked for, but I wound up marrying the third woman I asked. Of course I had heard the maxim, "Ask and ye shall receive." Later on I learned about playing the numbers to make sales, but I did not pay much attention to that: I had little desire to be a salesman then. I eventually wound up counting the money others had made. First of all, I was a whiz at doing the night transcript - it was done manually in those days. I was already a speed demon on the 10-key adding machine, and I could balance the transcript in three hours instead of the average six.

I learned other things too: to work for Roy Kelley, you had to learn every job in the hotel. That allowed him to keep the payroll expense down: everyone was immediately dispensable and replaceable.

I'm back in South Beach as the result of a suggestive dream I had about a German-speaking real estate developer. He beckoned to me in my dream, and said he had “a great job” for me in Miami. He hasn’t shown up yet, and I sure could use a great job, a book deal, something. In fine, I’m lonely for dollars again. I’ve made a few positive suggestions to myself, and I’m playing the numbers.  Please wish me good luck.

-Honolulu 1970-
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The Messiah of the East
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Billy developed a messianic complex, thanks in part to the love of wine and psychotropic substances of the late Sixties. He claimed that Madame Blavatsky had contacted him, beckoning him to join her on the Other Side, from whence he would return to this plane and save our miserable world. He jumped out of a back window of the Beacon Hotel to his death six months later. I had visited him there, and his behavior led me to believe that he was still getting stoned on horse tranquilizer misnamed THC. His friends saw the end coming and tried to save him, but the hospital released him saying space was needed for dire cases. We had taken him there after we found him in the shower washing one hair at a time. He said he was making himself perfectly clean and could hear the underlying tone of the universe—he said it was E-flat. He was, by the way, a music professor and professional clarinetist, and he claimed he had almost mastered the technique of continuous inhalation-exhalation while playing his instrument.

Billy was my best friend. He was much loved by everyone. Manhattan even without drugs can be as hard to quit as tobacco, which I occasionally managed to do while there. I painfully withdrew from The Scene on the Upper West Side, to San Francisco, briefly, back to New York, then Miami Beach, back to New York, briefly, and then on to Hawaii, where I lived in spiritual denial although I inhaled Kona Gold, stewed in Primo, and dropped a hit of Windowpane on the North Shore while camping one night in a horde of mosquitoes—never again.

My hippie friends back East said I had “copped out,” that I could have become a “messiah of the West” instead of “working for the Man.” Billy proclaimed him “the Messiah of the East” and I “the Messiah of the West” after we took a bizarre vacation in Puerto Rico with Rick, whom we called the Tinfoil Man because he left trails of discarded tinfoil balls that he had wrapped his Blue Cheer in to sell to trippers.

We gambled a lot and Billy beat the odds. We were nearly murdered in our luxury suite on Condado Beach by a native with a knife who called us “maricones.” We were often called “queers” by friendless people who could not understand why we were such great friends. The man hung Billy by his feet from the lanai, but reeled him back in when I said I would give him something valuable. The intruder changed his mind and said he wanted Billy to go down on him before he cut his throat. I sang phrases from the hotel Bible while retrieving and handing him one of Billy’s expensive shirts. It was red: I told the man to remember the blood of Christ, and to go in peace, which he did. So we went to a Flamenco club, where the music and dance amazed us since we were flying high as kites. I was the relatively square one of the party, always the party pooper, and I flew back before the party was over. Everything was moving slowly as if the world seemed like it was under water. The plane went down in the Bermuda Triangle and sank to what I supposed was Atlantis. But suddenly the plane and passengers were intact in flight, and we landed at Kennedy. A more apt phrase for my departure from the Big Apple would be “bailed out.”

I simply did not want to go down with a ship of stoned-cold fools. I heard that it takes up to five years to rid the body of the poison we called THC. I unconsciously resorted to Hawaii because the acting teacher at the Academy of Dramatic arts gave the class a relaxation exercise and suggested that we imagine we were reclining on a sunny beach. I was already tripping virtually so the suggestion really sunk in: I wound up on Miami Beach, where I met a French mime artist who had studied under Marcel Marceau and wore nothing more than a black sock on the beach, where an old man wanted to sock him in the jaw because his wife was staring at it. My friendly mime artist said Hawaii had the best beaches in the world, but look out for “Kill a Haole Day.”

Before I knew it I fell in love with a vacationing pornography star and photographer while on South Beach, where I lived in the elevator housing of the Pennsylvania Hotel, where I was night manager. I followed her back north to her spacious apartment above a whorehouse near the Manhattan public library on Fifth Avenue. The affair burned out fast: she said she needed her “little island” to herself, so I said I was going to my little island, and caught a flight to Hawaii. I did just that and lived in Honolulu for some time, then on to Kona on the Big Island of Hawaii.

The old adage in Hawaii was “Real Estate is the basis of all wealth.” But the avid pursuit of property was not in my constitution, so I did not pursue a fortune. Indeed, I let a small fortune slip away when I refused to take a sure shot at becoming a millionaire by buying a lot in the Kona Heavens subdivision from Manfred Cieslik, the amazing German developer I worked for. My denial of things spiritual was relatively successful as well. I got married and became a working stiff, a sort of zombie, going through the usual paces defamed by Swami Bhaktivedanta, whom I had encountered in New York when he arrived from India: eat, excrete, work, drink, and fornicate.

I had my flashbacks. An odd couple of spiritual weirdoes provoked me during one of my artistic relapses. I was sitting cross-legged on the lawn of the Kona Inn on Big Island, sketching the bark of a palm tree, meditating on the actualization of an Intelligible in material form. Someone approached me from behind.

You must join us for refreshments,” a male voice firmly announced.

Startled, I turned to behold a young man and young woman, dressed in robes flowing from neck to ankle. I was alarmed by the pair’s glimmering, pastel auras. I wanted none of that, so I stowed away my sketch pad and arose.

“No thank you,” I said as I walked away. I added, not to be rude, “I have other plans.”

“You belong with us,” the woman sang after me. “Come, come with us.”

“Yes, come, come with us,” her companion repeated. “We know who you are. Do not deny yourself. The world needs you. Come with us.”

Spiritual weirdos, probably in from Findhorn, I surmised. The geomagnetic properties of Big Island attract them like flies to a light, I explained to myself, or maybe they’re from the Rajneesh camp in Oregon, and have lost their malas. Rajneesh's adherents did not wear underarm deodorant, so I deduced this couple must be Findhornians because they smelled rather good.

Eager to avoid any further contact with the odd couple, I hurried across the street to the bookstore and chatted with the owner while I perused 'West Hawaii Today.' An advertisement therein announced that the quintet Billy helped found would soon appear at the Kona Surf Hotel in Keahou - I lived nearby, at the Keahou Surf and Racquet Club.

“Egads! That’s Billy’s quintet!” I exclaimed, the hair standing up on the back of my neck. “They still exist! What are they doing way out here in the middle of nowhere?”

The Scene I had long repressed flooded me with an eerie emotion as I cruised home in what my wife had called my “cream-colored yacht with a brown foreskin,” my Mark IV Lincoln Continental. Then I heard the inner music again, as if the entire orchestra were in my head as I rolled along Alii Drive, reciting Billy’s favorite symphonic tone poem, Richard Strauss’ Also Sprach Zarathustra.

"Egad! That's Billy's quintet!" I exclaimed, the hair standing up on the back of my neck. "They still exist! What are they doing way out here, in the middle of nowhere?" On yet another Saturday morning, many years prior, I had woken up in my illegal sublet behind the temple on Central Park West with the same auditory hallucination. I donned my weekend-Hippie clothes and walked entranced through Central Park, having not the slightest idea of where I was going, the eloquent tone poem playing out in my head all along. I exited the north end of the park and soon found myself standing before the Theosophical Society's bookstore on East 53rd Street. Although I was acquainted with Madame Blavatsky's work and had in fact introduced Billy to it, I was not aware of bookstore's existence until then. The internal concert ended on a drawn out note just as I arrived, and for a moment I heard nothing but the Voice of the Silence. The plate glass of the front door of the shop had been shattered; or rather there was a big hole in it, about the size of a man. Fine clothes had been neatly folded and laid on the sidewalk near the door, next to a pair of expensive shoes. Turquoise and silver jewelry had been laid out on top of the brown, velvet shirt.

It dawned on me that I was looking at my friend Billy's clothes! What a coincidence, I thought. What was he doing here? Where was he? The lights were out in the store because it was closed. I peered through the broken door, and there Billy stood in the buff, arms stretched outwards towards me with palms open. He looked into my eyes and spoke. I could barely hear him at first, as if I had been underwater and had just surfaced with clogged ears, but finally his voice came through:

"David, people are not going to understand this,” he said, and stepped, plumb nude, outside onto the sidewalk. “Do not stay here. Get out of here. Go to my apartment and get rid of the THC. It’s where I usually keep it."

"Oh, my God!" a woman shrieked from a window across the street. "God bless him, he's borne again, and he’s just a baby!"

"David, leave," Billy reiterated. "They are not going to understand."

“Why did you do this? Did you get cut? Are you hurt?” I asked, looking him over for blood.

“No. I am the Messiah of the East. You will understand some day, for you are the Messiah of the West. But you have to get out of here now. Just go, and don’t look back. Om mani padme hum, om mani padme hum, om mani padme hum....”

Bill was taken to Bellevue and committed for examination. We visited him soon thereafter. He said he was supposed to go to India on tour but liked the hospital very much because it reminded him of 2001 Space Odyssey. He was advised to tell the doctor he had been under the influence of drugs when he leaped through the plate glass. He was released and ventured to India, where he performed as planned. He visited the Theosophical Society while in Madras, meditated, stared at the Sun on the beach, and the Indian government asked him to leave the country.

Just say no to drugs.
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It was no coincidence that I had landed on the street flat broke again shortly after I was fired by the Kelley family’s Outrigger Hotel system for having had the audacity to actually demand the overtime pay promised to me by the general manager for getting its new hotel on Kuhio Avenue opened in time for the overbooked tour groups. I had hardly any savings to speak of; that was why I accepted the offer for overtime pay. As usual, my mother was watching out for me from heaven when I got into trouble for being so gullible: after sleeping in the park alongside the Ala Wai Canal for one night, I was rescued from abject destitution by a couple exiled from New Zealand’s tax system – Jim and Maryann. They put me up in a narrow room with a private entrance in the back of their Waikiki apartment.

I was certainly grateful for the lodging, although I almost died of unnatural causes after I moved in: I sprayed the room with Black Flag to rid it of cockroaches, laid down on the bed, and was nearly overcome by the fumes.  I staggered back to Ala Wai Canal and slept there another night while my room aired out. The memory of that narrow room includes, most of all, sweet Wendy, a tall, big-boned and barefooted blonde girl from the North Shore, whom I had met while playing my flute for the giraffes at Honolulu Zoo – she approached me because she was astonished to see them dancing gracefully in a circle as I played. Now Wendy liked to take showers at my place, but she refused to wash her feet when she got into bed. When I complained that her feet dirtied the sheets, she indignantly exclaimed, “It’s God’s dirt!” She also had a bad habit of forgetting our appointments. I soon learned that her forgetfulness was caused by a heroin habit even more important to her than God’s dirt: I gave her a choice between us and the drug; she refused go into rehabilitation, and I never saw her again.

Jim was an insurance agent and a Shaklee salesman; his mate Maryann was the accounting manager for B&G Sightseeing Hawaii, Inc., a travel agency, tour wholesaler and operator. On the day I moved in, Jim whipped up a Shaklee protein drink for me, handed me a green Shaklee kit, and went over the pyramid scheme then in effect, pointing out that the scheme was perfectly legal because the high court had recently adjudged that it was not really a pyramid scheme because an actual product was involved in every transaction. After that many pyramid schemes adopted products; with a few exceptions such as Shaklee, the product really did not count. Shaklee people at least love their product: Jim’s closet was full of product. As for me, I did not make a single sales call, but I did write a short story entitled ‘The Product’, about a generic product designed to save the world from unemployment by making sales persons out of everyone in need of a job – nothing gets done in this world unless something is sold.

Jim was a generous, enthusiastic gentleman. He dressed handsomely, but was wont to splash himself with too much Brut cologne. He loved his Mazda almost as much as Maryann, claiming that a car was nothing less than a man’s freedom – he was delighted with the new-fangled rotary engine until it blew up. I think he hated only one thing in the whole world: the confiscatory tax rate on high incomes in New Zealand at the time – the authorities had apparently confiscated his property and wanted something besides. I liked Jim’s positive attitude. I have always admired people who bring home the bacon, but given my biblically induced prejudice against money-grubbing and systematic mendacity, I was not about to become a salesman myself. Nonetheless, I was not beyond counting the spoils in return for a small portion of the take. Wherefore I started my official double-entry bookkeeping career, as an accounts payable clerk at Maryann’s travel agency. Fortunately, I was already skilled with the ten-key adding machine and your basic spreadsheet.

In fact, I had become a well-known whiz at doing hotel night transcripts – of course we did them manually in those days. I could balance a relatively large hotel transcript in three hours, which gave me plenty of time to goof off for the rest of the evening shift. I caught the husband of the managing partner of the Waikiki Surf grabbing cash out of the front desk drawer without leaving a withdrawal slip – after that, he took less money, always left a slip, and, glad that we didn’t tell his wife that he was the mysterious source of shortages, he bought pizzas every once in a while. I did not participate in the hotel-system-wide theft everyone knew about. Theft was made easy because the accountants in the controller’s office did not bother to re-add every page of every transcript coming in from dozens of hotels, to see if the balances at the bottom were true – the fundamental duty of ancient Roman controllers was to make sure the numbers were added up twice. Some of the night clerks who handled the desk and the transcripts got into the habit of forcing the balances at the bottom of the third or fourth page every other evening after pilfering some cash out of the drawer. I’m sure it added up to a tidy sum over time, but I was not a thief, and, given the contempt management showed the dispensable-at-any-time staff in those days, I was not a rat fink either. I was sure the thieves would get busted someday, perhaps on the random addition checks.

The evening shift was the greatest shift a young man who lived in Waikiki could have. I went to the beach before work, where I played my flute, read old books like The Faery Queen and The Hound From Heaven, and traded puka shells and Venetian glass beads. After work, I drank beer and watched people grope each other in a cellar pizza pub on Lewers Street. Other than that, my endeavors were limited to stringing ojos de dios with different colored yarn – some of them were quite lovely – and to putting the make on a tourist girl every once in a while. Sometimes, I almost forgot I even had a job; that is, until I demanded overtime pay, got fired, and could not pay my rent. Incidentally, I was not the only traitor who wanted time and a half after 40 hours: I overheard three security guards discussing the possibility of murdering Doc Kelley for not paying them overtime for the extra hours they had worked during the busy holiday season; I did not believe in murder, but they had my sympathies. As for me, I was bold enough to demand what I thought was coming to me simply because it had actually been promised to me as an inducement to get me to work the extra hours. Two of the security guards, incidentally, robbed the main hotel one night, severely injuring the manager in the elevator when he would not hand over the money bag as demanded.

I took up pinching pennies with a vengeance after I landed the travel agency job. The agency was owned by R.J. Ross, Sr., an engineer who started out selling soap and eventually retired from the space travel industry. He told me plenty of fascinating stories, like how Igor Sikorsky developed the rotating rotor blade for helicopters.  I hoarded as much of my pay as I could, which was not much; working in the travel industry was mostly for glamour and little money. I did well at the agency after I studied full-charge bookkeeping texts. I cashiered at the breakfast briefings of incoming tour groups, where optional activities were sold. I counted stacks and stacks of cash and traveler’s checks, and posted and balanced the ledgers and journals. I hung out with the escorts when I could in the evenings. In those days they received ten percent of all options sold, plus they got plenty of complimentary passes to tourist attractions, hence the Mai Tais and Hawaiian entertainment were free. After a sunset sail or a luau, there were casual get-togethers in hotel rooms; the peace pipe was invariably filled, usually with Kona Gold or Puna Butter, and passed around to all – everybody I knew inhaled deeply, including one young man who would become a famous politician. After the escorts discovered that I was trustworthy, meaning someone who would not rat them out, and that I cared about the company as such, they told me how they filched the money. That enabled me to systematically crackdown on the corruption, although that was not what it was considered to be by those inured to it. I become a sort a hero of sorts. The escorts made up for the difference with side deals, running their own little tours on the side and focusing more on tips, photo and pineapple money – alas for the escorts, as the travel business became more and more organized and disciplined over time: they were squeezed out of everything except tips and the little they managed to steal. After I left the firm to take a position in Kona as controller for Kona Construction Company, the escorts told me they were stealing plenty of money right out from under the nose of the new accountant, using the same old methods, as he had gotten rid of the systems I had installed – I wonder if he got a cut.

Only one escort tried to rip me off. One day I made the mistake of first counting the cash Stacy had brought into the agency office, leaving it stacked on my desk by my left elbow instead of putting it in the safe while I added up the customer receipt copies to make sure they matched the cash total. While I was thus occupied, Stacy slipped almost two grand from the money stacks into her purse. I locked the remainder in the safe. Of course it was short when I counted it again the next day to make the bank deposit. Gee, what happened? I was the only one who had the combination to the safe, and I knew I had not taken any money. So I called Stacy at her travel desk at the Gateway Hotel, and asked her to come into the office for the lie detector test because her money was short and I could not figure out who took it. Well, she said, I had given her a receipt for her cash. Yes, but someone had mysteriously managed to get their hands on it, I said, so everyone would have to take the test and be questioned by the police. Of course there was no involuntary lie detector test in store for her, as that procedure was expressly prohibited by law at the time, and I knew it. But she fell for the story: she called me back a half hour later, and said she could not figure out what had happened, but she had found almost two grand in the Gateway Hotel safe. How strange! How did it get in there? Well, the Lord works in mysterious ways.

Eileen, a proud Native Hawaiian, was the most regal escort we had in our bevy. Several years later I encountered her in Alaska. It was twenty below that day. She had moved to Anchorage and opened up a flower shop, specializing, of course, in Hawaiian flowers. She planned on organizing luaus. I encountered many Native Hawaiians in Alaska.

Sammy, a handsome Portuguese-Hawaiian man who played ukulele and slack key guitar and always had the best pakalolo, was everybody’s favorite escort. Sammy had gotten back from Vietnam via a mortician school in St. Louis. He thought he would be a great mortician because the odor of death did not bother him in Vietnam; his girlfriend in St. Louis dumped him, he got tired of the cadavers, and returned to Hawaii. Sammy was quite the ladies’ man at the travel agency. Tourist girls would literally fight over him.  We had to suspend him several times for compromising scenes. For instance, two women got into a fight over who was going to stay in his room in Maui – two day suspension; and woman on a teacher’s tour was spotted giving him head behind an airport baggage counter prior to departure – two day suspension. One afternoon, he seduced four women at the Outrigger East and dared to brag about it – no suspension, as we were jammed with tourists and could not spare him. That kind of action came as natural to Sammy as fighting. He was small in stature and like many other relatively short men had a chip on his shoulder to make up for it.  The Kelley Hotel system used to overbook as a matter of policy because of the no-shows. But one season they all showed up. Sammy arrived at a hotel with a hundred or so tourists; the manager said the hotel was overbooked; Sammy knocked him down with one punch; no charges were brought for fear of publicity on the overbooking issue, but Sammy was suspended for three days.

Sammy fell in love with a yakuza gentleman’s geisha on the Big Island; he found her in bed with another woman and was so upset that he jumped off the lanai. Fortunately the apartment was on the second floor and he was lucky: he was not badly injured. But the doctor kept him in the mental ward a week and put him on psychotropic drugs – when he got out he was using pakalolo to overcome the nausea. A few weeks later he fell in love with a redhead; they were engaged to be married on Halloween, but the engagement did not work out for some strange reason. The last time I saw Sammy, many years later, he had gotten paunchy and gray. He was happily married but was still hanging out in hotel lounges with his local friends, playing ukulele, eyeing the tourist girls. 

I took Maryann’s job as controller at the travel agency when she and Jim suddenly left town. By then I had found a cheap kitchenette in the Jungle – Waikiki’s remaining one- and two-story, single-wall apartment houses. Rick, an old friend of mine from the West Side, also lived in the Jungle. He had kicked around Europe illegally for a while after his discharge; like many illegal immigrants of keen intelligence and artistically talent, he had become quite inventive with very little to go on. He eked out a living with a few magic markers and T-shirts when not bartending.  In Manhattan, he encased butterfly wings in plastic disks; sales were brisk. Thankfully for us starvelings, by the time he got to Hawaii he knew how to feed quite a few people on scant dollars whenever we were unemployed or between miserable paychecks. For example, a few cans of condensed soup, a couple packages of saimin, and several big cans of Foster’s Lager – it was cheap then – kept us fat, dumb, and happy. That is, after we took a hit off his magic seven-foot-long bamboo pipe – the smoke got to the mean end of the stick all at once, and literally knocked a grown man down with a real “hit.” The tuna and black olive sandwiches were also out of sight. But the homemade yogurt mixed with ketchup was awful – yogurt had just become the in thing, something that had reportedly made mountain people live way past a hundred.  Of course we drank like fish because beer was more important than food. Sometimes a little alcohol was a terrible thing for Rick, since he was part Native American and part Revolutionary American and his biology simply could not handle it.  One morning I found him on his knees in his kitchen with his head in the oven; I thought he was trying to exit the world, but he had passed out in the wee hours while putting a slice of pizza in the oven. And he broke an arm when he was putting the star on the Christmas tree – he had gotten too merry and he fell off the ladder onto the tree. He was even luckier than the rest of us to have survived the Jungle. Rick and I learned quite a bit from each other; for example: I learned that pet rabbits are better kept in cages instead running around loose in the apartment; he learned that a man can learn to love a gorilla if he lives with her long enough.

I eventually married Pat’s beautiful sister. Pat was an easy going fellow, an escort at the travel agency. Like my friend Rick, sometimes Pat could not handle more than two drinks in a row before going off the deep end. And that was a good thing because he loved to shoot pool and to keep doubling up every game; since he was bound to pass out on the pool table, sometimes in the middle of taking a shot, his opponent could not lose. Pat lived in his Volkswagen camper, which he parked on Level 3 of the Waikiki Holiday Inn – he brought a lot of tour groups into the hotel, so got away with living in the parking lot, rent free. Pat got into the Krishna thing for a couple of weeks and refused to kill cockroaches until he woke up one night and his camper was full of them. And it was a good thing he got rid of the roaches; else he would not have many guests, like his girlfriend from Canada. One day after work, Pat and Sammy and I decided to conduct an experiment with LSD: we cut a piece of blotter acid into three parts; we each had our portion in our palms and had counted to three to drop together; but a wind came up just as we moved palms to mouths, and Pat was the only one whose hit had not blown away and who had swallowed his share – Sammy and I looked around but our little pieces of blotter were forever lost. We bid Pat farewell and went home. He went into the lounge, where he embarked on a magical mystery tour with a Canadian tourist that led to a wonderful evening in his mobile abode on Level 3. Imagine that for your first trip. Or imagine tripping on a North Shore beach at midnight when the big boomers came in. Mind you, we were not acid heads, just weekend Hippies, more or less.

Well, I was lonely in those days. Relationships with tourists were on and off as they were always leaving next Wednesday. I followed one gal to the Mainland, but I got cold feet in San Francisco and came back to sunny Waikiki, where I was immediately rolled for my life savings - $250 cash money. She was disappointed when I said I had changed my mind. Rene, who got me instead, might say she was lucky; I would not beg to differ with her, for what good would that possibly do? Perhaps more on that later....
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I Think I've Gone Plumb Mad
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Excuse me, I think I've gone plumb mad. Not that that's such a bad thing, but I began to have my doubts after it dawned on me that I lived in apartment number 1908. Allow me to explain.

One day I had a big fit and threw away my perfect part-time job in Manhattan and moved back to Hawaii.

I was mad because I wanted to be somebody. But I was somebody, and now I know I just didn't know it at the time. I had then everything I want back now. But it doesn't do me any good to know all this now.

What's the difference? History is always a mistake! It always could have been better, so why rub salt in the wound? Quitting that job was virtual suicide and I knew it when I did it, and I probably would do it all over again in accordance with the Groundhog Day Doctrine, knowing fully well it would be a great mistake.

"Don't do this! It's suicide!" I yelled at myself. Lloyd Lynford, the president of the company, came up to me at the fax machine the next morning. He figured I had acted hastily due to pressures around the office, and that I and would take my resignation back. I should have done just that, and I wanted to. Instead, I disobeyed myself and shoved several more pages of embittered resignation in his face, then I insulted his main man, a very nice guy except that he was a corporate type who looked like the current U.S. vice-president, Dick Cheney. Nothing is good enough for me, I guess, especially success.

I'm getting off the track again. Maybe the track is the problem. Try wait! Something hit me, about quitting my job. I used to be a nicotine fiend a few years before I quit that job, and I also guzzled beer every evening. I quit smoking.

What a drag quitting was! But I'm glad I did; I don't want a drag now; the very idea of smoking is repulsive in its absurdity - smokers are fools!  Then I quit drinking beers. I've been years without beers. I have no physical craving, but I still feel like I've lost man's best friend - I watch Leaving Las Vegas at least four times a year. After I quit my cushy day job - a job that had allowed me to dabble in several arts before heading to the nightclubs and to still save something for retirement - I was offered a tax-avoiders dream-job in a banana republic. My stuff was already shipped out.  I quit that job before I started it, then I quit Manhattan and flew to Paradise. Why? To take up writing, my first and foremost love.

When I arrived in Paradise, the subtropical clime smelled like death. "This is suicide!" I exclaimed at the airport. I panicked, and almost bought a ticket back. Rick and Lynn picked me up. Rick talked real estate, and pointed out a condominium complex next to a golf course.

"Tombstones!" I thought, "Oh my God! What a great place to die! This is the living end!"

My condominium building, the Hale Kulanui, by the way, is across the street from a cemetery.

I almost headed back to the City, the only city worthy of the noun, but I figured Leaving New York is like quitting smoking: one has to stick with it, practice it like a piano until the quitting perfect. But there is something I wanted to say here - I should have made a note of it.... Yes, quitting may be the key verb that could unlock my social security benefits, so I'll make a note of it here...  but no, then I'll forget it again... maybe I should become a monk... chant Hari Krishna... oh, never mind that.

What was I thinking? Paradise is pretty parochial, not the best place for an outsider to get a perfect part-time job or even a full-time job, but it is a great place to practice quitting in excellent weather. Good grief, that's it! I've become a quitter! I wonder if that's a mental disability that would qualify me for $1,111 per month.

Now that I think of it, there's is something else I quit. I quit the world! I'm not really here, or not that often anyway. If I am a quitter, all quitters are not lazy. I am a busy quitter, busy escaping the so-called real world in order to work in the mental field. Studying and writing, that's about all I do, and I do it a dozen hours a day, so I am not so lazy, except for marketing, a place where I fall down. I can often be found devising, revising and mailing out peculiar resumes and unique job-query letters, but I seldom try to market my profuse mental effusions as such because that would defeat my purpose!

I am laughing now: maybe sanity is being restored? No, that's not it: I always laugh at my own jokes and seldom get the other jokes, the ones people like, the ethnic ones, the vulgar ones, about some color or sex organ or orifice....

Excuse me, is any one reading this? Maybe my double or a social security official or a psychiatrist? Does my dear reader see how easily I am distracted by free association? Where is the thread out of this confounding labyrinth?

Here's something. I live in the mental field, mostly, in an infinite and timeless sphere, sort of. I regret to confess that I missed both job interviews because I got my days mixed up. I often do not know the correct name or date of the present day, and when I think I do, I am often proven wrong.

Further, on some day last week, I don't remember which, I automatically went to the cafeteria for lunch. I was thinking about the sum of the digits in 1908 as I ate my usual meal. I went to the bathroom, and when I returned I could not remember where I had been sitting, where I had left my valuable things, so I had to ask people if they had seen me.

How embarrassing that was! It happened again in the library: I came out of the stacks and could not remember where I had been sitting. I determined that would never happen again: I keep my notebook and pen with me now at all times. And I made a note that, when I become successful again, to hire a secretary to tell me what day it is, where I am, and where I am going.

The library reminds me of what led me to believe I might be plumb mad. I was browsing the reference section last year, and Longmans, Green, and Company's The Annual Register, A Review of Public Events at Home and Abroad for the Year 1908 caught my eye. I delved into the volume and was compelled to write my own book about the major events of 1908.

Of course the problem with the major events of 1908 is that they cannot be understood unless the major events of the years before 1908 are examined. And all the events about the globe are related, or must be related if one is to make a coherent statement about them. To further complicate matters, the salient events protrude from a background of a virtually infinite number of minor events, insignificant in themselves, but often by chance necessary for such things as a successful coup d'état.
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