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  AUTHORS’ NOTE


  Although many of the situations, locations, historical events, and characters in this novel are based on their real-life counterparts, our narrator was notoriously unreliable and under the influence of an alarming number of substances, both legal and illegal, during the transcription of his tale. Therefore, we have been forced to take certain fictional liberties, especially in regard to the timing of various watershed events such as the 1972 Presidential Primaries, the rumor that candidate Muskie was addicted to Ibogaine, the popularity of a well-known comic strip character, and the unfortunate and untimely disappearance of a certain five-hundred pound Samoan attorney known for his loud neckties and his notorious consumption of amphetamines. Please accept our apologies. We blame the cocaine, a vile and unforgiving drug which we nevertheless ingested veritable mountains of during the writing of this book. Final note: this novel is a work born out of love and admiration and is intended as both a tribute and a parody. No slight or offense is intended to individuals either real or imagined, living or dead… or perhaps not dead, but merely sleeping until the stars are right again.


  ONE


  The Long, Cold Winter of My Discontent… Heavy Weather… Strange Rumblings and General Weirdness… The Death of the American Dream… The Birth of the American Nightmare Bad Apple Daze… We’ve Gotta Get Out Of This Place, If It’s The Last Thing We Ever Do…


  Winter in Woody Creek, Colorado. It is just after midnight on January 5th, 1972, and this is when the fun begins. They call this the wee hours, but there is nothing small about the hours between midnight and dawn. These hours last forever, each one as long and endless as the black gulf between the stars. As I pound the keys, the ticking of the clock synchs with the world’s heartbeat and the rapid-fire staccato of my typewriter slows. Each breath is an eternity. These are not wee hours; these hours are larger than life.


  They also call this the witching hour, and who knows? Perhaps they are right. All that I know for sure is that this is when I do my best work, under the cover of darkness. This is when I am strongest—when the whiskey and the mescaline and the pills course through my body, and my mind burns with a terrible righteousness and sense of indignation. This is alchemy. This is magic. When the going gets weird, the weird turn pro, and I am certainly both. Ask anyone. They know. They’ll tell you that I am both weird and a pro. I am a professional writer, and my role is that of the background observer. I am a Doctor of Journalism, and there is nothing more professional than that. And the night? The night has never been weirder.


  The world has turned dangerous and strange, like some severely deformed child who should have been put down at birth in an act of mercy, but instead, has been allowed to live and suffer for far too long. There is something prowling around outside my front door, and though I have heard it many times tonight, I don’t know what it is. It can’t be the peacocks because I killed them earlier in a moment of blind rage and gripping paranoia, but there is something out there, lurking in the night. It might be a deer or a coyote or a big bastard of a bear, but then again, maybe not, because the darkness has a way of changing things. Darkness is mother nature’s LSD, and instead of a wild animal, the thing on my doorstep could be a cop or a politician or even an editor. Worse, it could be a fan. I hate fans as much as I hate editors. They fill my heart with fear and loathing. But never mind that, eh? I am armed with a typewriter and many guns, and I have cigarettes and whiskey, and a wide assortment of pharmaceutical enhancements that the peacocks didn’t eat, and with these, I can handle almost anything.


  Outside, the snow is falling in large, ponderous drifts. In between Bob Dylan and the Rolling Stones, the radio tells me that we might have another twelve inches on the ground by morning, and I believe this to be true. Here in my fortified compound, both the snow and the fan mail are piling up. The pile of fan mail is deeper. I must face its terrible power alone, because the roads are closed, and the plows won’t come this far tonight. The phones and television are out, and my only companions are the radio and my typewriter and the mad, wretched thoughts in my poisoned head. With the holidays over, I’ve sent my wife and son back to Washington DC. They left this morning on the first flight out of Denver while I stayed behind to take care of business. Writing is a cruel and savage way to earn a living and even when it provides for your family, you question the cost. If you lose your family in the process of providing for them, is it worth it? Only a fool would think so, but we are a nation of fools these days.


  My family does not like Washington, and I don’t like it, either. Washington D.C. is a bizarre and frightening scene, man. But with the election coming, that dope-addled, pig-fucking magazine editor has the recent audacity to make me head of the national affairs desk, and set my family and I up in an apartment in the nation's capital. Given my new position, Washington is a necessary evil.


  In truth, I’m glad that my family is gone, because the walls here at the compound have been breached, despite their fortifications, and this place is no longer safe. As I said, our sanctuary is inundated with the bleating sheep-cries of a thousand fan letters. Each time I open an envelope, ignorance and madness spill forth and flutter around the room like deranged bats. All because of that god-damned Las Vegas book.


  Now the radio is playing something by a new British band called Black Sabbath. The music has a dark, ugly vibe, and there is something lurking beneath the bass and drums like a tumor ready to burst, spilling poison upon the land. This ain’t the Summer of Love, and we are not wearing flowers in our hair. Black Sabbath is a far cry from “Mr. Tambourine Man” and Woodstock, and I don’t dig this kind of sound. It doesn’t speak to me and there is nothing in it that I recognize, but that’s okay, because I don’t recognize anyone anymore, especially myself. I am constantly surrounded by strangers who call themselves my friends. Ho ho ho! Maybe they are. But with friends like these, who needs fucking enemies, right? Everywhere I go, I draw a crowd of raving, ravenous beasts—a pack of wild hyenas, all slavering for a piece of me. They call me a cult hero and a prophet and a spokesman for our generation. They say that I am violent and paranoid and weird, an ex-Hell’s Angel turned celebrated journalist and writer. They say that my influence is recognized by all politicians and celebrities, and that my work is marked by a glorification of life’s dark side, including drugs and heavy personal risk. And who knows? Maybe this is true, but if I am the embodiment of the dark side of life, then why is it that I take no enjoyment from this Black Sabbath? Is this how England will reclaim our little breakaway republic—by foisting Black Sabbath upon us? Some call the sound they make heavy metal, and perhaps that is appropriate. In any case, it’s heavy music for some heavy weather.


  But never mind all that, eh? I don’t give a hoot in Hell what people think or say about me. What do they know, anyway? The majority of Americans are stupid, bleating sheep. They always seem surprised when they learn that I have a wife and a child and a mother, as if I were some demonic, whiskey-swilling hell-spawn sprung whole from the earth and incapable of loving something or nurturing it. When I get invited to speak at universities, I am never sure who it is that they expect to show up. Quite often, they act disappointed when they get me, rather than my alter ego from the Vegas book. And now we come to the nut of it, because Vegas was where it all changed. Las Vegas was the start of the great downward spiral. I first felt the fear and loathing in Chicago at the Democratic National Convention back in 1968, when the entire scene descended into violence and madness, spurred on not by the freaks or the media, but by the powers that be. I felt the fear and loathing there, but it took root after Vegas. I am afraid of the future.


  Nixon is on the radio now, following that evil music, and the irony is bright and shiny and clear. His voice makes me want to cut my skin off with a broken beer bottle. There is something incredibly insectile about it, almost as if he weren’t human. And who knows? Maybe he isn’t. Maybe Nixon is just the brown stain left behind on Satan’s mattress. It wouldn’t surprise me, because Richard Milhouse Nixon is an ignorant brute who represents nothing but the dark side of the American Dream. He is a big, dumb, repugnant beast who exudes greed, treachery, and contempt for our system from his diseased, swollen pores, and every breath he takes forms the basis for another poisonous lie. If he were a dog we’d have put him down by now for the safety of the community, shot him in the head and burned the flea-ridden corpse.


  Did I say Nixon represented the dark side of the American Dream? Forget that; it was the whiskey talking. Forgive me. The drugs have kicked in and I know not what I type. Richard Nixon doesn’t represent the dark side of the American Dream. Richard Nixon represents the American Nightmare. The American Dream is dead. I know this because I proved it was dead two years ago when I ran for Sheriff of Aspen on the Freak Power ticket. There is no American Dream anymore—no guiding principle for generations of our countrymen. In the end, the American Dream was left raped and bleeding and lying facedown in an alley, drowning in its own vomit and urine. That was how it ended, but the American Dream didn’t die overnight. No, its death was slow and insidious, like a long, painful bout of intestinal cancer that starts out as just a little flatulence and terminates with you vomiting out your own bloody intestines through your mouth. There were a number of symptoms, but we didn’t spot them in time. The downfall of our last, true American hero, Muhammad Ali, mixed with the treacherous doings in our nation’s capitol and the vacation paradise that is Vietnam and the savage anarchy of the Hell’s Angels and the riots and the sick depravity manifested in Las Vegas. All of this and more contributed to the death of the American Dream, and gave birth to the American Nightmare.


  The American Dream’s headstone is a burned-out slab of concrete in Las Vegas. And yes, the corpse beneath is restive; under the flashing neon lights of its own grave it twitches and rolls and shimmies on prime-time television covered in Day-Glo body paint catchphrases that were once revolutionary slogans but that now sell soap and mugwump Republicanism. Sock it to whom?


  I am reminded of what a wise and powerful sage—myself—wrote not so long so, of how the Sixties were a wonderful time, when the energy of an entire generation came to a head and we were all riding the crest of a high and beautiful wave. The time was ripe for change, but in the end, like all ripe fruits, things spoiled on the vine and turned rotten. These are the bad apple days, even though it’s less than five years since that magical moment in time. Go up on a hill in Las Vegas in the afternoon when the sun boils in the sky like a great, bloated pimple, and look west, and you can see the high-water mark in the distance, that place where the wave finally broke and rolled back, revealing a horrible, tentacle-faced monstrosity called Richard M. Nixon. It’s enough to drive anyone insane, unless they have access to good drugs. Maybe God, if such a thing exists, was merciful when He gave us the inability to sort all this conflicting shit out in our collective brains, because one thing is for sure—the good times are over. There will be no chickens in your pot this Christmas because the time of the Great Confusion is coming. This is the end, beautiful friends, the end. Rape and murder shall be the law of the land, and dogs will lie down with cats, and people will copulate in the streets like rabid, frenzied rabbits. The gutters shall run with blood and mothers will kill their own children because its what they’ve been told to do. Like lemmings, we shall flee into the false peace and safety of a new dark age. The stars are right, and the Age of Aquarius is over. This is the age of R’lyeh.


  What’s that word? R’lyeh? Where the hell did that come from, and what does it mean? Never mind, it doesn’t matter. Just a typo, induced by the drugs or the whiskey or good old-fashioned fatigue.


  That thing is still out there, prowling through the snow and scratching at the windowpanes. I would go confront it, but I can’t stand. Indeed, only my fingers seem to work, and I am afraid that if I stop typing, they will freeze up, too.


  I am tired, and I need to get out of here and be free again. The fan mail is getting higher and if I fall asleep, I could drown in it. The weasels are closing in with their beady red eyes and their sharp little teeth, and they prevent me from doing my job. I used to be able to stand in the back of the room and observe, but because of the Vegas book, I can’t do that anymore. When I cover a press conference, I get asked more questions than the politicians. When I interview a celebrity, I sign more autographs than they do. A BBC film crew wants to shoot a documentary about me and stick a camera in my face and have me perform like a trained monkey. And then there’s that fucking comic strip. That thing is published all over the world. My myth has taken over my reality, and with each passing day and each new word that I write, it’s becoming more and more warped. I need to escape, but where would I go? I could hide in hotel rooms for the rest of my life, but what kind of existence is that? I’ve pushed my luck about as far as I can and I’m operating on vapor trails and residue. How long, oh Lord, how long? I wish I could die soon. The doctors have given me six months to live, but they do that about every two years, so they are of absolutely no help.


  I want to reinvent myself again—start over fresh in a place where nobody knows me. A place where my books aren’t in print and the newspapers don’t carry that comic strip. I want to rediscover myself and find new truths under the rocks. The last time I did that, I went in search of the American Dream. It occurs to me that maybe I should search for its counterpart, the American Nightmare. After all, this country is in a grim slide, and I see little hope for it to reverse course. Perhaps I should examine the cause. Obviously, Nixon is a part of that, but there must be more. I need to explore it. Find the nut of the thing. Feel it deep down in my journalistic testicles. But where would I go? I could go West, I suppose. Steal a car and drive through the vast, perilous wastelands of Los Angeles and Las Vegas and Henderson and San Francisco, but I’ve already taken that trip and it’s not one that I wish to repeat any time soon. So I can’t go West, young man, and I can’t go to Washington, either. I can’t face that crowd. Not now. Not in my current condition. There will be no peace in Washington, no chance at self-discovery. In Washington, the fans are everywhere, and I am always in a crowd, even when I’m alone.


  When I went in search of the American Dream, the only way to prepare for the trip was to get crazy with my attorney, screeching off across the desert in search of the story and running amok until we’d found it. But not this time. Fame and the smothering, claustrophobic power of my own legend will prevent me from doing that. No, for this journey, I must be clever and careful and cautious. This time, I have to go undercover, under the radar, slip beneath the wires, a shadow of a shadow. I must be like a ninja. And I have to go alone, too, with no assistant or attorney to aid me in my quest. That fat brown bastard is still pissed at me for what I said in the Vegas book, anyway. So no attorney, and no artist, either. That greedy Welshman will want money, and besides, this search would only frustrate him and quite possibly drive him mad. As decadent and depraved as the Kentucky Derby was, it is just a wet dream in comparison to what I expect to find this time, and I don’t think he could handle it. He is a gentle soul, and this is a job for dark men.


  So that’s it. Never mind the snow or the roads or the thing lurking outside. I leave tonight, under the cover of darkness, alone and traveling light, armed only with my wits, my tape recorder, batteries, Moleskin notebook, pens, pencils, a gun, extra ammunition, a canister of mace, my Mojo Wire, two ripe grapefruit, some cocaine and marijuana, three tabs of blotter acid with colorful Jack Kirby characters emblazoned on them, four packs of cigarettes, a cigarette filter and two pints of bourbon, all of which can fit into my brown leather kit bag. But that still leaves me with the problem of where to go and how to get there. A final destination is important, but the journey there is just as vital. The radio says the airport is shut down now because the runways are snowed in. That damned car out in the driveway won’t make it very far—a few hundred miles at best. No planes and no automobiles. My only other option is the Greyhound station, so that’s where I’ll start. I’ll buy a one-way ticket and take the ride, as long as the ride isn’t to Los Angeles or New York or Washington or especially god-damned Vegas, because those are all places that I want to forget. They are a part of the old me, and I must forge a new me in someplace different. I can’t use any of my pseudonyms, either. They are as well known now as I am. They have become a part of my legend. I will have to become somebody new. I must be born again. And there it is. Now, at last, we’re getting close to the nut of the thing.


  I have trouble zipping up my kit bag, bulging with my armament as it is. The bag is a heavy load, but doesn’t compare to the weight of my own mythos crushing down on me. I’m in a hurry now, and the walls seem to be closing in. They groan and quiver like old men, and I am not entirely certain that this is alcohol or drug-induced.


  I trip over the fan mail on my way out the door and suffer a thousand little paper cuts. The bastards have drawn blood, but I’ll show them. I’m going to kill this life and start another. The name comes to me from out of nowhere, but I like the sound of it and decide to make it mine.


  This time, I shall become Uncle Lono.


  TWO


  Uncle Lono Buys the Ticket and Takes the Ride… Road Dog For The Gods Of Bad Karma… I Read The News Today, Oh Boy… The Revenge of Jack Kirby … A Shoggoth In Every Pot


  I reach the bus terminal just before dawn, and after a long and harrowing drive down treacherous, snow-covered mountain roads, where each blind curve illuminated in my lone, functioning headlight promised death and dismemberment and the possibility of flaming wreckage, I am in no mood for nonsense. My eyes are watering from hours of desperate, snow-blind squinting, and it will be a wonder if I ever type again because my fingers carry the indentation of the god-damned steering wheel and are curved into crab-like claws. I am tense and tired and have lost most of my high, and a terrible anger simmers beneath the surface of my skin, bubbling and percolating, desperate to come out, eager for release. When the parking lot attendant tells me that it will cost me fifty cents a day to park my car, I stub my cigarette out in his whiskered face and tell him he can keep the junk heap, because I am abandoning it. Shrieking, he paws at his smoldering cheek, and I tell him that I accept his gratitude and thanks. Then I grab my kit-bag and flee for the station before he can give chase.


  “I know you,” he screams. “I know who the fuck you are, you monster! You’re that guy who writes for—”


  “No,” I shout, not bothering to turn around. “You do not know me. You have no idea who this is. I am something different and none of you have met me before. I am a new kind of monster.”


  I run across the parking lot and his cries echo behind me like those of a tortured, mewling kitten. The sound brings me joy, and I laugh. It feels good. Reborn and recharged, I have never been more dangerous than I am right now. I am Uncle Lono. You should run.


  Inside, the bus station is almost deserted, populated only by winos and junkies and whores, and a sloe-eyed ticket agent behind the counter who stares at me as if I’ve just stepped out of a flying saucer. She has a wad of pink gum in her wide, gaping mouth and she snaps it while she studies me. The noise fills my heart with hate, and I fear that I will soon grow violent if it doesn’t cease. The bus station feels wrong. The overhead lights are too bright, and one of the bulbs flickers like a strobe. Flies buzz around it, worshipping this strange new fluorescent god. I quickly scan the big board, searching for a destination. Beneath the board is a map of the United States with a network of route lines drawn across it like sprawling tentacles. I could go to Wichita, Kansas or Lincoln, Nebraska or Sioux Falls, South Dakota, but all of those are still too close to Las Vegas, and I need to escape that dark proximity. I need someplace else. The drone of the flies grows louder. The air is hot and cloying. I study the map and the tentacle-lines blur, congealing into a massive spider web. The woman behind the counter snaps her gum at me again and I grind my teeth and try not to moan. Joni Mitchell sings on someone’s radio, but her voice sounds strange.


  I blink, and when I look at the map again, one destination stands out from the others—Arkham, Massachusetts. It appears that the bus will be traveling Interstate Seventy, because to get to Arkham, we will have to pass through the diseased, blackened heart of this country, where the dregs of society live and breed and elect people who send their children overseas to die in a foreign jungle for something the French should have handled long ago. It occurs to me for a moment that Vietnam has been causing all kind of trouble for a while now, and perhaps I should go and see it for myself, but not now. That is a trip for another day and another me. Uncle Lono seeks the American Nightmare. I turn back to the map again. The route goes through Salina, Topeka, Kansas City, St. Louis, Terre Haute, Indianapolis, Dayton, Columbus, Wheeling, and Pittsburgh. Then we jump up to Interstate Ninety towards Erie and Buffalo, and pass through Rochester, Syracuse, and Albany before finally arriving in Arkham. It is a bizarre, insane trip, like going from Philadelphia to Seattle by way of the moon and Mars, but I have taken bizarre, insane tips before. You buy the ticket, you take the ride, and if that ride is atop a hunk of lead fired from the barrel of a nub-nosed .38 and plowing straight into the heart of darkness, then you hold on tight and keep grinning, even as the bugs splatter against your teeth. Ho ho.


  I approach the counter and smile, and the ticket agent stops popping her gum. There is a brief, crystalline moment of silence, and then other sounds seep through the terminal. Creedence Clearwater Revival plays softly over the PA system, and I pause to wonder where Joni Mitchell has gone. A toilet flushes in a nearby restroom, and a sleeping drunk snores incessantly. The ticket agent seems uneasy, perhaps frightened by the look in my eyes or the smile on my face. Her bottom lip quivers and she tugs at her earlobe. Enjoying the effect I’m having on her; I request a one-way ticket to Arkham. I pay cash, and she takes the bills cautiously, her expression suggesting that perhaps I’ve wiped my ass with them or sprayed the money with LSD. It is a good idea, and I make a mental note to try it later.


  The woman is polite and laconic, but when I ask her for a receipt, I can sense her annoyance and disdain. In her eyes, I represent everything that is wrong with this country, and what she doesn’t understand is that I see the same in her. I represent Freak Power and she represents Sheep People. We are two sides of the same coin, mirror images in alternate realities, symptoms of the same disease. Still smiling, I thank her, expressing my sincere desire that God bless her, and then I suppress my laughter when she flinches. I stuff the receipt into my bag, knowing full well that my whore-hopping editor will decline reimbursement when I try to apply it to the magazine’s expense account later on, but old habits die hard, and fuck him, anyway. Then I duck into the restroom, eat one of the tabs of Jack Kirby acid, and feel the alkaline linger on my tongue. It is like licking a battery, and not at all unpleasant. In fact, I relish the taste. I splash cold water on my face and walk back out into the terminal, where I take a seat next to a vagrant, and wait for the trip to begin.


  The derelict smells like the inside of a gorilla’s stomach, and his skin has the sickly complexion of a hunk of Provolone cheese left out in the sun for too long. Gray stubble lines his cracked, ruddy cheeks and a multi-colored collection of tattered rags masquerading as clothing hang from his skeletal frame. A worn valise sits on the floor between his feet and a folded newspaper lays in his lap.


  “Taking a trip?” He smiles. Someone has stolen this poor soul’s teeth.


  “Something like that.” I point at his newspaper. “Care if I take a peek? I’m a bit of a news junkie.”


  “Go ahead. I know what’s gonna happen, anyway. It’s not news to me.”


  Frowning, I flip the paper open and scan the headlines. The big story is the Irish Republican Army’s continuing campaign of terror in Ulster. Here we are, five days into the new year, and there is already speculation that this 1972’s outrages will eclipse all others. 1971 saw the murder of Ulster Defense Regiment members in their homes, the assassination of a senator from Stormont, and over six thousand other terrorist incidents, including two hundred attacks on police stations, a thousand bombings, and the deaths of hundreds of civilians, including children.


  “Ye Gods,” I mutter. “Happy New Year.”


  “Reading about the Troubles?”


  Nodding, I hand him the newspaper and reach for my cigarettes, wishing the acid would kick in. Where is Jack Kirby when we need him the most?


  “It’ll get worse,” the vagrant says. “You just wait. The last Sunday of this month will be very bloody. There have been signs and portents.”


  I flick my lighter open and touch flame to cigarette. Then I inhale, snap the lighter shut, and blow smoke in my new companion’s face. He frowns as I poke him in the chest.


  “What are you jabbering about?”


  The vagrant squirms, clearly agitated. “The troubles. The end of this month, there’s gonna be a massacre in Derry. The Brits will gun down twenty-six protesters. Cold-blooded fucking murder. They shoot ’em in the back. Run ’em down with tanks and trucks. Like I said, it’s gonna be bloody. It needs to be. That’s what he wants.”


  “What who wants? Stop raving like a lunatic and speak English, man! Obviously, you can read, so I must assume that you’re literate. Learn how to string a god-damned sentence together and communicate clearly.”


  “I am. It’s you who ain’t listening, writer-guy. Oh yeah, that’s right. I know who you are, and I ain’t impressed. You need to pay attention to what’s coming. You need to get in touch with some starry wisdom, man. You dig? Starry fucking wisdom. Look. It ain’t dead if it’s only sleeping, and if you wait long enough, even death can bite the big one.”


  I dismiss his ramblings with a wave of my hand. “Wonderful. I’m trapped in this terrible place with a madman and a Nixon-supporter who chews her gum too loud. This must be what Hell is like.”


  “No,” the bum says. “Hell ain’t like this at all. I know, man. I’ve seen it. And I don’t want to go back there again. Hell is cold and full of fungi.”


  “Well, of course it is. All the fun guys go to Hell when they die.”


  His squints at me, eyebrows furrowing beneath the dirt and grime caking his face, and when he responds, his voice is barely a whisper. “And people think I’m crazy.”


  I take another drag off my cigarette and glance at my watch, wondering how long I have until the bus arrives, when—Holy Jesus—the acid kicks in. I know this because a long, pale tentacle with a tapered, pink tip slithers out of the bum’s valise and creeps towards me. The tendril is almost translucent, and veins throb beneath the doughy flesh.


  “Holy Jesus…”


  The vagrant grins with his horrible mouth. “Isn’t it beautiful?”


  “Isn’t what beautiful? This bus station? No, it smells like a urinal and there are flies everywhere.”


  “Not this place. My pet. Isn’t it beautiful? It’s a Shoggoth.”


  “A what? You’re rambling again.”


  “When he comes back, everyone will have their own Shoggoth.”


  “Sort of like a chicken in every pot and two cars in every garage?”


  The vagrant appears confused. “What’s that?”


  “That was the American Dream.”


  “I don’t know about that. I don’t dream much. But he dreams. Deep beneath the ocean, he dreams.”


  The bum leans over and strokes the tentacle. I drop my cigarette on the floor and snub it out beneath my heel. Then I lean back and close my eyes and wait for the bus to come. It occurs to me to ask the
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