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For Geof,  

We think of you daily 

You bitch  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Out of my way, fish—Brad Pitt is in my section," Chad whispers in my ear flamboyantly, as he pushes me out of his way. The bald and the beautiful glare at me and I nearly fall into their table.  

"OK, how is everything tasting?" I ask, standing up straight and smoothing out my apron.

"Is that Brad Pitt?" Beautiful asks her balder, older and much fatter date.

"Is that Brad Pitt?" He asks looking at her, and then at me and says, "I think that is Brad Pitt."

"It's Brad Pitt. Are you finding everything to your liking?"

"Could I get one more martini?" Beautiful asks.

"Right away." I say, scurrying away from this typical Los Angeles couple.

Brad Pitt and David Fincher are sitting in the booth towards the front of the restaurant. It's Friday and, as always, there is a four-hour lunch rush that is as ridiculous as a weekend evening. Chad is acting as if he and Brad Pitt are now linked in some paranormal way and John, who's only worked here at Mangia Mi Amore for a couple months, is noticeably star struck.

Me, I don't really care, I'm more of a Johnny Depp fan. I even like Colin Farrell. But I don't know, I'm not much for blonds.

"Brad Pitt wants me to give you this note." Chad says, while cleaning up our stations waiting for the next rush. He hands me a note written on the back of a receipt from Rite Aid.

"Oh, ya, sure he does." I take the note open it, look at the writing, which looks like a 3-year-old wrote it with their eyes closed. I can make out that it says, "I shot the sheriff. But I didn't eat the Velveeta Cheese."

"You're an asshole." I tell him later as I leave from my shift.

"Why?" Chad asks.

"Ya, Brad Pitt wrote that. You are such a douche." I leave, get on my bike and ride back down Santa Monica to my West Hollywood apartment.

The next night, I ride my bike to work, change in the employee bathroom into my monkey suit and go to help the bus boy to set up my station.

"Oh my God Lisa!" John is running up to me. He's giddy and silly and really sort of short.

I hand him a stack of knives to be polished. "Look who's here at the bar!" John says as he knocks his shoulder into me and takes the knives from my hand.

I lean over to the open area between the rows of tables and see through the glass a blurred figure.

"I don't know John, tell me who's here?" I am not trying to be particularly mean. I am not even trying to be sarcastic. If anything, I have paid my dues. I want to be left alone. Men call me a lesbian because I don't respond to their advances. Women call me a breeder because I don't respond to their advances. I'm from LA. I was molested enough as a child. At this point I would like to hope if I can get through the next 30 years without too many people staring at my Double D tits or trying to touch me in the first 30 seconds, I'll be happy. At 19 when I was attending UCLA and Playboy approached me, I said "No thank you." I am not ugly. I am not a lesbian or a breeder, I am an invert and after living in LA for 38 years you god damn might be too. "Who's here John?" Seriously, like I care. 

"A certain celebrity that wrote you a note yesterday."

"He didn't write it, it was a joke Chad was playing."

Brad Pitt is sitting in my section. Alone. There isn't one person in the restaurant at 5PM. But for some reason the hostess has sat him in my section, probably because everyone thinks Chad's a dick and John is clearly an idiot.

"Good evening, welcome to Mangia Mi Amore, my name is Lisa and I'll be your server for the evening would you like to start off with sparkling water or still?"

"Can I get a cup of coffee?"

"Yes, sir right away."

I'm not sure we've even made coffee yet. So, I go in the back and make a fresh pot. I pour the coffee with a still hand, put it on my tray with the silver creamer, silver sugar holder with the little packets of Sugar, Equal and Splenda (what ever happened to Sweet-n-Low?).

"Your coffee sir. “I say with a professional smile. “Would you like to hear the specials?"

"No, um, not yet."

"Will there be someone else joining you this evening?"

"Nope, just me."

"Ok, I'll check back."

"Aren't you excited that he's here again?" Chad asks cornering me in the kitchen. "God, I just love him. And I don't mean in a gay way. Did you see him in Fight Club, that's the kind of body I want to have.”?

"You're an idiot." I say and try to avoid him for the rest of my life.

Then I see him, Brad Pitt, staring at me in the mirror, watching me, tracking my every move. It's bizarre. I lean over a table to hear an order, his head tilts with me. I'm not joking. I test it. If I go right, his head follows me right. If I go left well, there's his head going left. When I turn my back to walk to the kitchen, I feel a heat rise up my neck, like when I'm walking in West Hollywood, and I know some homeless idiot is following me.

'Shake it off. That's just stupid.' I tell myself later. But 'Maybe that's not Brad Pitt, maybe it's that look alike kid Justin. Maybe he's some psycho who got his faced surgeried into a Brad Pitt look alike, not like those twins on MTV 's "I want to have a famous face." They ended up looking nothing like Brad Pitt. They looked better than they started, but nothing like Brad Pitt. He sits there all night. Alone. First ordering coffee, then decaf, then dessert. But he sits there by himself for 6 hours, reading the same paper and staring at me. And no one seems to notice. They notice, Brad Pitt, but not that his eyes keep following me. And I know, it's Brad Pitt, but really, it's starting to get kind of creepy. Think about it.  Brad Pitt. Staring at me for 6 hours. 

My bicycle's brakes sound like they’re begging for mercy. After work, riding home in the dark is one of my favorite pleasures. I put my hair up into a baseball cap, throw on my sweats and just go. Push myself, get it all out, the whole night, the assholes and celebrities and the celebrity assholes, I ride them out all the way home. Which isn't about more than 10 minutes if I push it.

It starts at San Vicente and Santa Monica—that feeling like someone’s following me. A heaviness behind me. My grip tightens on the handlebars, my legs push harder without thinking. It trails me home—sticky and silent, like a whisper I can’t un-hear. I check behind me—once, twice, again—but the dark plays tricks and everything starts to look like someone. I take corners hard, cut through side streets, legs burning—but it’s still there. And trust me—growing up in L.A., you know when you’re being followed. 

I'm late for work, overslept. Had bad insomnia last night. Had bad dreams even when I slept. Weird ones with people I haven't seen in 20 years. My old best friend and boyfriend, who hanging out I always thought they were so much better than me were in my dream trying to take over my job, which is impossible because they're now living in some shit state in the south trying to be a country music band. I can't judge though, I've lived here all my life and all I have to show for it is my job and my bike, which I bought three years ago, used, for twenty dollars through the Recycler.

 

"One, two, three, four, one two three four." I say this to myself all the way to work, it's my Zen. It's my way to meditate, I count the pumps of my legs. Normally staying on beat, although this afternoon I'm late and so I really should be counting to eight. "One two three four five six seven eight" Huff, "One two three four five six seven eight" Dying. "One two three four five six seven eight," who's that behind me?

 

A black BMW is driving next to me, slowly, right with my pace. I slow down, it slows down, I speed up, it speeds up. I cross over Santa Monica, it stays with me, I cross back. I'm starting to sweat. What kind of fucked up idiot maniac is following me today? And don't get me wrong, it doesn't happen every day, but it seems like if you're a single girl and you live in LA, any guy, on any day, may pull up to you and think you're a hooker. You don't have to dress like one, or be one, or look like one, all you have to do is be female. It's as if they give every person who enters a state a pamphlet that says:

Welcome to California.

If you see a woman by herself on the street via walking, biking, rollerblading or in a car, she's a hooker. Beep at her or follow her. She'll fuck you for money.

If she is carrying groceries, she's a hooker that's just been to the market.

If she's putting money in a meter, she's a hooker putting money in a meter.

If she's at an automated bank teller, she's a hooker depositing her loot.

If she's with another woman, they're both hookers, lucky you.

You can imagine how it can go on and on.

But this fucker, I'm halfway to work and here he is following me. It's right after the intersection of Santa Monica and La Cienega that I lose control. Down near the coffee house, where while I'm now trying to see who the hell is in the BMW with the tinted windows that I forget to watch where I'm biking, and I run head into a crosswalk/light pole. And I mean hard. Flip myself clear off the bike, almost into the side street intersection, where gay men are enjoying their coffee and perusing the newsstand papers. I fly 20 feet off my bike and land with a thud. I can hear a collective gasp while I'm midair. 
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