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Alias Love

​


Long, long ago and very far away (New Orleans,
to be exact, which is, if you don’t already know, its own world),
when I was still like you, the merest of mortals, I fell in love.
Twice, at the same time, with a girl and a boy both, a development
that didn’t seem funky or strange to me, because what is Love but
abundance, the reckless hyper-creative efflorescence of the
Universe herself? Why should we be forever fixated on finding The
One, rooting around like truffle-hunting pigs for some singular
soul-mate and singing Marley’s “One Love” yada, yada, yada ad
infinitum, when God—or whatever you want to call the supreme
rutting heifer spirit of the cosmos—is Love, and God and Love are
everywhere, in everything? Seems to me that you ought to be falling
in love everywhere at all times with most everybody—at least for a
couple of blinks of the eye.

Unfortunately the two lovelies I became so
hotly enamored of held to a more niggardly conception of the nature
of the Universe than I (and hold up just one
minute—niggardly has nothing to do with nigger, it
just means cheap, small-minded, parsimonious—you know,
Republican). The girl, whose name I shall change to protect
her despite her decided lack of innocence, Valerie G. Destang, when
I told her I was in love with her and with Valmon Brody,
hauled off and slapped me across my face, and set one hand on her
hip and set the other hand to darting and swooping over my head in
what resembled incomprehensible charade signs, as she applied
curses to several aspects of my anatomy, personality, and at least
three generations of my family. Miss Girl never said another word
to me, though just one week prior we had talked—gingerly, I’ll
admit, but with sincerity—about one day getting married. Valmon,
who was one of those rich and thick and choko-lit so you
cain’t drink him slow kinda brothers and my absolute best
friend in the world and fraternity sibling (this all happened in
college), didn’t take the news any better. The heartfelt,
tears-globing-in-eye-corners words of my confession had no sooner
left my mouth than they seemed to have some paralyzing effect on
Valmon’s face, which became, all at once, completely immobile, a
lack of expression carved in wood. He turned slowly when I
finished, and then walked quickly away. Unlike Valerie, Valmon did
talk to me again, though after a considerable delay. His manner
tended to be full of a false friendliness that I immediately
sniffed out to be Pity. “Oh, hey, Lorenzo,” Valmon would
say, as if to a person with a terrible disfiguring scar that you
hope doesn’t notice that you’ve noticed. And he was always suddenly
in a hurry when he saw me—usually to get his arm around and his
hands on some nearby girl, no matter how ugly or undesirable she
might have been.

But this isn’t really a story about those
days, the old days. I offer this tidbit merely as explanation—for
the persistence of my bitterness. One of the things I’ve learned
since becoming the true me, the empowered me, initiated as an
incubite-succubite warlock of the Left-hand path of Conjure, is
that the dead are amazingly persistent. Dead souls depart their
bodies and remain with us as irritating or reassuring ghosts, as
any warlock knows. Dead bodies continue as detritus, of course, as
mulch and as skeletons and as minute strands of DNA always willing
to reveal a portion of their story hours, days, even years after
the spark of life has been snuffed: Hold up, they say to those who
can hear them, this is who I am, this is who murdered me, this is
who fucked me before I died, I have not forgotten. Likewise the old
dead parts of ourselves, the bits we imagine we have sloughed off
like old skin in our triumphant passage from callow youth into
maturity and knowledge and power.

Like: I am older now. I don’t even think about
college anymore, it was a decade ago. And yet, even when you
have, as I do, all that you ever wanted, it’s unnerving, really,
rather than pleasing or reassuring. Because of the dead things, the
persistent old things, and what they still have to say.

Which is why I did what I did. Oh, it wasn’t
all that criminal, not really, you’ll laugh when you find out. But
it wasn’t nice, it wasn’t like the new empowered me. It wasn’t
Loving. And I didn’t even know why I did it at the time, though I
know now that it was the last (I hope the last) gasp of those
seriously dead dead things, Valerie and Valmon.

At the time, though, all I knew was that I
staggered into the party that night in search of trouble, with a
need, a jones for corrupting men who did not wish to be
corrupted.

There’s a quarterly party, that initiates of
my order attend, to which are often invited all the beauties of the
city. I attended the last one with my good friend Plessy Ferguson,
who was initiated two years prior to me and has often been my guide
and confidante as I travel the Path—a bit like the therapist your
therapist sees (if you see a therapist, that is; I don’t,
I’m not crazy). This one was hosted by Fox Farrell (the less said
about him, the better). Plessy drove. Seemed like we drove for a
very long time. I fell asleep. When I awakened we were parked on a
dark street heavily lined with trees whose low branches nearly
swept the sidewalk. We went up to a three story house with a porch
and a porch-swing in front of it, and there were some other people
right in front of us who’d reached the door and rung the bell. I
recognized one of them: Antonio, an absolutely gorgeous Chicano
soap opera actor whom Midwestern housewives treat like Elvis when
he appears at suburban shopping malls. As the door opened and
sounds of music and folks laughing and words tumbling over one
another spilled out with a hazy yellow light into the dim blue of
the quiet night, Antonio’s head turned over his shoulder and I
could see that he’d shaved his head completely bald. He had on a
white tank top and its thin ridges hugged the supple shape of his
broad pecs and tapering torso. He grinned, and his white teeth were
vampiric.

“Ya,” he said—or “Hey,” or
something else short, blunt and low in the vocal
register.

Before I could reply, he was already in the
house. It was only then that I noticed that his long, cinnamon
brown arm was draped over the shoulders of a big-hipped Latin girl
with long curled black hair that almost reached her ass.

“Say, isn’t she ...?” I
mumbled.

“Elena Lopez,” Plessy answered. Ah
yes, the daughter of a prominent Cabinet secretary and a famous
Italian actress. I felt Plessy push me through the front door.
“Don’t leave without me,” Plessy pleaded earnestly, and then I
didn’t see him, except for a glimpse or two, for the next four
hours.

The whole night was a lot like that. The house
was a tiny alternate universe where there were super-tanned,
long-limbed porn-film refugees in cummerbunds and jock straps or
teddies and high heels who would appear from nowhere with a
slightly dazed smile and hoisting trays brimming over with the
succulent bite-sized creations of a chef for whom the creative dam
appeared to have crumbled with a vengeance. There were two
different dance floors, one playing heavy, hard beat hip-hop and
the other thrumming with house music gospel ecstasy; big screen TVs
with porn or vintage ‘70s TV shows you never see (and have no
desire to) like The White Shadow or Tabitha; a big
back veranda where they were barbecuing obscure Argentinean dishes
and serving straight-up margaritas with fresh lime and tequila that
must have been more than half mescal because once you’d finished
with one sip everyone had a halo and you could see saints with long
hair and dragon tattoos wearing red and purple robes and tinsel
crucifixes floating by. Then you could duck into a solarium that
was a level higher than the veranda, like a big glass cube floating
in the darkness, where there were at various times groups of people
distractedly groping one another (sometimes there’d be some drunken
blonde babe unzipping or unbuttoning you while she was being
frigged or kissed or lazily lapped on her neck or between her
thighs, sometimes there’d be a Flavor of the Month celebrity and/or
Heterosexual Poster Boy who usually walked around amid camera
flashes surrounded by an entourage slipping up behind you, his
shirt open parading his chest hairs and his hand on your back
kneading, rubbing while his tongue darted in and out of the top of
the crack of your ass while the blonde pulled down your pants) and
staring up through the glass and the ring of treetops above that
made it look like we were at the bottom of a deep hole in the
wilderness. When you tired of the panting and the sexing and
stargazing, you could wander off to refresh yourself at the wet bar
if you didn’t want the margaritas, and of course there was also
cafeteria line of narcotics: K, E (the good stuff), LSD, ‘shrooms,
coke, meth, weed, and an array of mysterious pills that were said
to do mysterious things. In attendance as well was a tall, thin
nurse in a white nurse’s uniform carrying a hypo like on Star Trek
in one hand and a martini glass of Pellegrino in the other who
occasionally intervened to cart borderline people off in her
surprisingly strong arms, after she convinced someone to hold her
glass for her and had tucked away the hypo in her utility belt. She
was often to be seen emerging from or entering one of several
spacious, incense-scented bathrooms (the profusion of which I was
very grateful for, since I spent the whole night tripping on that
one margarita and for some reason had to piss a lot, and
because—tell you in a second).
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