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CHAPTER 1


IT DON’T MATTER
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Aaron and Bob met at Belfaroni’s, an Italian restaurant in the Hoolibasse section of downtown L.A., on 14th Street.

“I think we should kill him,” Bob said.

“Yes, I know.”

“He’s just too old.”

“I know.  But how?  I mean, how many people can you kill?  It doesn’t look right.”

“Right.  Well, he could disappear.”

“Yes, he could disappear.”

“Shouldn’t it be more honest?”

“More honest?  Yes.  I like that.”

“You know, more true.  Like she just realizes he’s too old.”

“Right, and she tells Billy she just married him because Billy got married.”

“Right.  Just to prove...just to kind of like... practice.”

“Yeah, not to make him jealous.”

“Right.  The wife being pregnant and everything.”

“Yeah.  You know I like them best.  It’s always been the hottest.”

“Right.”

Outside in a “Jimmy’s Carpet Cleaning” van two detectives huddled over a control panel with earphones on.

Tony, a 20-year veteran, said, “It’s nothing.”

“Nothing?”

His partner, Jessica, appeared aghast.

She couldn’t believe her favorite show might consider killing Billy.
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CHAPTER 2


IT DON'T MAKE NO DIFFERENCE
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"That's it," Bernard Notlieb said.

"That's it?" Charlotte responded.

The writers sat around a small table in a bookstore. A plastic sign was on the table. It said: "Advanced Fiction Writing Group."

"Bernard," Charlotte said. "What’s it called?"

"Oh," he said. "The Greatest Novel Ever Written."

"Okay,” Charlotte said. “Comments. Jed?"

"Psychedelic..."

"Look who's here," Bernard said.

Arthur Greensapple sauntered over to the table.

"Hi," Arthur said. "Did Booker get here yet?"
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CHAPTER 3


COFFEE BREAK
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Reader, I know you are probably asking yourself, where is the plot—the main characters?

It don't make no sense. Is that what you're saying?

Reader, please, I think you know me well enough by now.

Character? Plot? Really. All that is passé, to quote from the French. Or football.

This is a mystery, and the mystery is so mysterious, you actually have to find out what the mystery is. I won't be telling you.

Oh, I suppose you think you are clever. You will say it’s a trick! There’s no mystery at all!

Please. Please, reader. Settle down. Put on some soft, soothing music, like AC-DC, or Metallica. There, isn’t that better?

I’ll even tell you what’s going to happen in the story, so you cannot possibly be deceived.

Our main character, yes, we have one, Bernard Notlieb, using a fictitious name, gets the inspiration to write “The Greatest Novel Ever Written.”

Notlieb, as you may not be aware, is a dedicated fiction writer.

When asked whether what he had written was a first draft, he will usually say, “Of course it is a first draft. Everything I write is a first draft. Writing second or third drafts is work, and what is the point in being a writer if you have to work? That’s why I’m doing this. So I don’t have to work.”

If you were there, at that bookstore, you would have seen the other people in the "Advanced Fiction Writing Group" nod and wink at each other.

At that point Notlieb had been attending the writing group for about 8 months. Nothing much had come of it. He hadn't been inspired to publish anything tremendously stellar, just a few tiny poems, as he occasionally did before, but it had given Notlieb many supposedly fresh ideas.

Perhaps, reader, you are wondering, wouldn’t this be an appropriate place to describe the writers’ group, the people in it, and the setting?

Goddamn it, reader, will you cut that out! I was just getting on a roll.

Notlieb expressed to the writers’ group leader, Charlotte Funk, his new idea, as they sat around the table at the World Trade Center Bookstore.

“'The Greatest Novel Ever Written‘, that’s what I’m planning. It's kind of a memoir."

“Memoirs?” she said. “We don’t do memoirs. Strictly fiction here.”

“Well, I’m sure it will be fiction.”

“Oh,” she said, “then that’s quite all right. You can do that. What’s it about?”

“Well, I’m thinking about doing research and writing about boring people. I mean there are many biographies, autobiographies, and memoirs about interesting people. This is new. Something ground breaking.”

“You’re breaking ground?” another writers’ group member asked (I’ll describe him later).

“Breaking wind, actually,” Notlieb said.

“I thought you were being a little long winded,” another member interjected. The writers’ group had a habit of interjecting.

“So what type of boring people did you have in mind?” Charlotte asked, getting things back on an even keel (cliché), so to speak.

“That is truly a challenge,” Notlieb admitted. “First, I thought about old people just sitting at home watching T.V., doing nothing, but then I realized this is not really boring. Boredom, I thought, had to be something truly repellent, so I’ve kind of been thinking of interviewing criminals in jail.”

“Yes,” Jed Kurtz said, “but that might be exciting.”

“I know, but I’m going to concentrate on the most despicable criminals.”

“Hmm,” Charlotte purred.

“Hello, everybody!”

They all turned to see Booker T. Shirt standing a few feet from the table, unwinding a rakish scarf.

“Sorry I’m late,” he said, pulling up a chair. “I’ve had a big problem getting my oil changed. Just got out. It’s almost 10 days since I got it changed.”

“Almost 10 days?” Estelle Poole asked, apparently surprised.

“Why, yes,” Booker said. “I get my oil changed every week. Doesn’t everybody?”

“Just how many miles do you do?” Estelle asked.

“I don’t know, maybe 50. But that’s the manufacturer’s instructions. It’s on the warranty.”

“What the hell are you driving?” Jed asked, appearing exasperated.

Ignoring his question, Booker turned to Charlotte and the other group members. “Have any of you been bothered by aliens recently?”

“Aliens?” Charlotte asked. “You mean people from foreign countries?”

“No,” Booker said, “I mean from outer space.”

“I haven’t,” Jed said.

”I have,” Estelle said quickly. “Dozens!”

“Well, I’m glad you said that, Estelle,” Booker smiled cordially. “I thought I was losing it.”

Charlotte turned to Estelle. “Did you bring anything to read?”

“Oh, yes,” she said. “I did.”

“Okay, Estelle, why don’t you start?”
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CHAPTER 4


I LOST THE INTRODUCTION
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Notlieb was driving down the Northway. For everyone not acquainted with the use of the terms “up” and “down,” we mean south. He was heading south, but what do you care, anyway?

How do I know whether he was going up or down or north and south? I am your host—your omniscient narrator. I know not what the characters think; I am just able to observe them from afar, and guess at their motivations. I am their heartlessly cruel creator. Or, maybe I am just remembering this.

Notlieb got off at the Central Avenue exit and headed to Wolf Road. Once he got on Wolf Road and started going north, he saw the World Trade Center Towers.

In a few minutes, after parking underground in a special parking space reserved for terrorists, he went up the elevator.

He was on the elevator with Jed.

Jed seemed to be humming a tune.

“How goes it?” Notlieb said.

“It goes well,” Jed replied.

They said nothing else, then got off the elevator and headed for the bookstore.

A coffee shop was located in the rear of the store. Jed and Notlieb walked together silently to the counter to get a cup of coffee. Notlieb noticed Jed was limping.

“What’s with the limp?” he said.

“Old Riker’s Island injury,” Jed responded.

“I see.”

When they sat down at the writers’ group table, they noticed Charlotte talking to a woman. Notlieb had never seen her before.

“So, he’ll be here?” the woman asked Charlotte.

“Should be,” Charlotte said and turned to Jed and Notlieb as they sat down. “Hi, Jed, Bernard, bring something to read?”

Both Notlieb and Jed said they did.

“New member of the group?” Jed said to Charlotte, indicating the nicely dressed woman sitting next to her.

“Actually, she’s an agent," Charlotte said. "Here to meet Booker.”

“Yes,” the agent said. “I can’t seem to catch him. I thought I’d try here.”

“Oh, great,” Jed said.

“Yes, fine. Why don’t you start Bernard,” Charlotte said.

After Notlieb read, Jed commented, “Totally inappropriate!”

“Despicable,” Charlotte interjected.

“Yes, despicable,” Jed said. “That’s the word. The word I was looking for.”

“That good?” Bernard asked. “You thought it was despicable?”

“Horrible,” Jed said.

“Reprehensible,” Charlotte added.

“Yes, garbage, utter garbage, filth! Vile bullshit, total crap.”

“Wow, superlatives!” Notlieb responded.

“When is Booker getting here?” the agent asked.

“If he’s not here by now, he’s not coming,” Charlotte said.

“Okay,” she said. “If he shows up, please call me. Or tell him to call me.” She handed Charlotte her card. It read: “Felicity Jones, Literary Agent.”

With that, Felicity left. Charlotte passed the card to Jed, who showed it to Notlieb.

Charlotte put on her glasses and thumbed through some typed up pages, ready to read.

Before she could say a word, Booker appeared.

“She left, right?” he said.

“Yes,” Charlotte said. “She gave us her card.”

“Oh, my God,” he said. “She’s
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