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“Pleasure is not happiness.”



Philip Seymour Hoffman
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And I scream FUCK YOU 
… FUUUUCK YOOOOU … 
… FUHHHHHHHHHK … 
… YOOOOOOOOU over and over and over at what I see.
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Peter Elias, yes, the  Peter Elias, strummed his six string and a new riff came to mind. Cigarette smoke ground into his lungs. He shifted his legs and accidentally bumped the ashtray, spilling two packs worth into his bedsheets.
"Shit," was all he could manage. Oh well. He could sleep on the ol' divan anyhow. No use for the "fuckbed," as his former drummer, Richie Tingle, called it. The fuckbed had become as obsolete as the rest of Peter's belongings in the past months, past his fuckbedtime.
After three plays, the riff no longer seemed so new. He'd used it for "Game of Inches" seven years ago and there it was worming its way into his brain inchin on in inchin on in …
His hand tightened around the neck at the realization. Apparently shit was all he could manage.
And he now felt them all around him, all the arms and hands dozens of them with fingers pinching picks hovering over and around him in every direction and distance, from the walls and ceiling and floor and the very air, all of them wanting to strum his guitar and give. But they wouldn’t.
Not unless.
Rastro the Pupperstink Mutt let off a series of barks from outside, his "I'm caught" bark. Peter untangled himself from the guitar, sheets, and butts to find out the major malfunction. Outside, the day was still there, sullen and sweaty.
His farmhouse sat on a five-acre plot of brown grass and dry snot-green apple trees. The apples rotted and served the birds and bees and raccoons and sometimes Rastro, who subsequently vomited them up on the bedroom carpet at two in the morning. Never, ever at two in the afternoon. Pupperstink barked again, cursing Peter's casual pace. The mutt had wrapped his chain around an apple tree, not realizing that a few strides in the opposite direction was all he had to do to shut the fuck up.
"Walk around," Peter said.
The black-haired mutt looked up at him in the bedroom window and tilted his head. No dice, the dog yelped. You gotta get me outta this.
"There's a song just for you," muttered Peter. "'Appletree Fuckface.'"
Rastro only barked again, and Peter walked down the creaky staircase to the sliding glass door with the torn screen and out into the scratchy grass to free the dumbfuck mutt.
"Walk around," he said, pointing.
Rastro whined and got up on his back legs, kicking his front in excitement, his "let's go, fucker" mode. Peter stiffened, curling his toes in the grass. Feeling his growing beard, his growing gorge. Trying to stop himself. Praying to stop himself.
"Walk around," he repeated stiffly.
Rastro panted and kicked up his legs again. Another bark. A cicada's whine keened up from somewhere on the five-acre plot, high and intense. Buzzing, crying. 
The hands. So many, as if offering him sustenance but he knew a reversal when he felt one, the hands were outstretched to take, not give. Of course it all comes uninvited. It seeks and craves. And who would turn it down? No one. Until Peter, until now.
buzzing buzzing keening keening
Or was it just in his head? Just in his vicious, unforgiving head …
“I said walk around!”
Peter's hand swooped and his nails dug into Rastro's face on impact. The dog screeched, remembering the score. He tried to run the other way, but Peter's handful of hair and ear squeezed out howls like juice from overripe fruit.
Peter released him and stepped back. He shook away sweaty hairs from his fingers.
Rastro whined and walked around the tree trunk, tail curled into testicles, head three inches from the burned-out lawn. He hurried to the screen door and waited for Peter to unhook the chain. Peter gave him a Milk Bone which Rastro took into the living room and munched down in confusion. Then the dog hid behind the couch, thudding against the radiator, waiting for the fridge. Waiting for a safe sound.
This was existence.
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I loathe what I’ve become, but I don’t see any way to safely change my situation. 
I don’t know. I don’t get it. There’s so much here in my nowhere that I don’t understand. I don’t wish anymore. I don’t acknowledge want. The best I can come up with is that at all times someone must be confined to a hell on Earth. Either them, or me. And now it’s me. It’s better that it’s me. It’s safer. That fact alone would be enough to comfort most people. Doesn’t do shit for me.
I still want.
I still want so deeply that I leave claw marks on my belly.
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Peter Elias lost his virginity at age sixteen, but didn't lose his innocence until he was well into his twenties. It hung on, fought the good fight, but finally died after the first really big record contract, after the first of the U.S. tours which made him look as burned-out as the grass around that fucking farmhouse. His first album, Random Brimstone in 1986, half-joke, half-pretension, half-stab at something classic, went triple platinum and he was dubbed "Best New Artist" in Rolling Stone's Critics' and Readers' Polls (“a seductive mixture of Floyd, Buddy Guy, and Ozzy Osbourne,” David Fricke wrote, “with a face-forward stage presence suggesting erotic and moral ambiguity”). Solidified: A lead singer/guitarist about 6’2” in tight jeans and black shirt and a bright white western hat with a wide brim so absolutely flat and stiff a rat could tap dance on it. He was not a country star and somehow avoided projecting that at all, and he didn’t wear the hat because he was losing his hair. He had a mane, in fact, that women squeed over and fought through to lick his neck. No, it was just his look, the god in the white hat, and Christ it fucking worked. 
Though considered too angry for Grammy voters (the happy hair metal party still raged in ’86 mind you), he did secure one nomination for Best Rock Album. His fate was sealed. Two more albums in quick succession, plus a 7-track acoustic EP, six years of touring and dying.
Money, women, drugs, booze, orgasms at all hours, everything you'd expect. "We’re so big someone’s gotta die," he once joked to Kurt Wannamaker, his manager at the time.
Kurt died of a heart attack seven months later, after the release of Peter's third album, When the Mattering Ends.
But Peter’d had death for a long time. It was just a well-kept secret.
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The sequence of events leading up to Peter’s teenage deflowering was casual, if not run-of-the-adolescent-mill. He'd been seeing Caroline Toth for two-or-so months, and she felt it was time, though Peter had no clue what "it was time" meant. He was callous about it, like he was about most things, and his lovemaking technique could best be described as Speedy Gonzales on oysters. 
But he was sixteen, what did he know? He thought he was in love. What a remarkable and fleeting feeling for him that would never return.
Caroline Toth was killed in a car accident a mile from her own house, not ten minutes after she had broken up with Peter after a seven-month romance. They estimated her backroad speed at 70 mph minimum. Her car flipped several times. She wore a seatbelt and as a result was impaled by a road sign that came up through the bottom of her car and through her seat.
Jokes abounded.
That same night, Peter randomly picked up an old guitar that had been around for years but that no one in the family ever touched. And his fingers moved. It wasn’t a trance. He was conscious of it all. But everything he needed was there, literally at his fingertips. So he wrote his first song — without knowing what happened to his freshly-ex girl, and without wondering why music, why now, why guitar, why any of it. He heard of Caroline's death the next day, wept, and wrote two more songs about her. The second was called "Signposts," and eventually found its way onto Pave Over My Grave. Song seven, if you have it.
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I hold the guitar. I play the guitar. Every day I try to conjure something new, something good, and my fingers move over the strings, but all I hear are the older songs and I can barely play them. I can’t generate a new sound. Again, I don’t understand. 
Or maybe I do.
I think I do.
Maybe I understand the what. But I don’t understand the why.
Then I stare at my naked body.
And maybe I understand every fucking last bit of why.
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