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This book is dedicated to the late Warren Zevon who wanted us to “keep him in our hearts for a while.”

I relate, as never before, to his lines:

Now I’m hiding in Honduras.

I’m a desperate man.

Send lawyers, guns and money.

The shit has hit the fan.

The book is also dedicated to the late Jimmy Buffet who described the states of men living on the run with these lines:

Some of them are running from lovers,

Leaving no forward address.

Some of them are running tons of ganja.

Some are running from the the IRS.
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Joanie Masters-Newman, Senior Researcher,

Northeast Atlantic Institute of Behavioral Sciences

I was hired to interview and evaluate the writer who poses as “a very important author with an urgent message for the world.” The author was warned that the publisher — note that the author claims to have no publisher, but that is only a ploy to garner undeserved sympathy — had hired me to write a short essay on this so-called “masterpiece” so that the public could be alerted to the true condition of the writer and the status of his long list of doubtful claims and dubious assertions.

The publisher admits freely that he loses money on every project he does with the author and adds, “If I didn’t publish him, he’d probably get himself in worse trouble than he’s already in, and God only knows the harm he could cause others if he wasn’t kept busy writing books no one reads. It’s a small price to pay to save him from himself and to keep him from interfering with the functioning of the normal world.” And usually the publisher releases the author’s silly little screeds, really sermons in the guise of poetry or fiction, without comment. But this book he felt “could really do some damage” if people took it too seriously; and so I was brought in to write what amounts to a glorified warning label.

Usually writers are defensive about being negatively analyzed in public, but, in typically narcissistic style, the author told me, “Make me out to be a villain, for all I care. Certainly no one’s paying attention to me when I’m trying to justify my behavior; so rake me over the coals if you want to. Maybe that will finally create some buzz around my work.” And so I am at liberty to just come out and do a psychological book review of this thing. (And I would usually issue a spoiler alert, but there’s not much of a plot to spoil; and the ten readers who’ll ever see this book, as the author himself admits later in the text, won’t make it past page ten, the reasons for which will soon be made readily apparent.)

Firstly I’ll address the matter of the author’s travels, as I suppose, in one sense, this document could loosely be called a travel diary (although the writer spends so much time talking about himself that he rather forgets to even describe his destination in anything like acceptable detail). But, at last, it must be admitted that some information about the location is divulged, although half of it is either overblown or, if embarrassingly depressing, dishonestly downplayed. Thus it’s clear from the beginning that this book is a glorified journal (of the kind people keep when they can’t organize their thoughts or even pull off a serious diary).

The author attempts to pass himself off as a world traveler, but, in reality, he has, at most, been to 17 countries in North America and Europe, and those for only a few days each; and many of the dozens of states and provinces he claims to have traveled to consisted of little more than formal border crossings without much substance. The author is alternately too broke, or too cheap, to really do deep travel of the sort that truly accomplished people can. So let us be clear: This man has never been to South America, Australia, The Caribbean, Asia, Africa, Russia, Central America, Antarctica or The Middle East; and such places as he has been, while seemingly numerous, consisted of little more than harried and shallow sight-seeing which was always cut short by the fact that he never has the money, health or connections to stay anywhere but his apartment for any serious amount of time. Therefore I caution the reader not to believe the author’s feints at genteel sophistication. (It’s frankly astonishing that they ever gave him a bachelor’s degree. And virtually no one in their right mind would hire him at this point.)

The book begins with an intolerably-long inventory of the health conditions, character defects and economic limitations that pertained on the day that the author allegedly took the “epic” trip around which this “short novel” revolves. (The “epic” trip, by the way, was something a competent person with a car could have done in two hours, but, by the way he talks, you’d think he had crossed the Sahara on foot. And his “short novels,” incidentally, are just overwrought short stories that a studious teenager could produce in his first creative writing class in high school.) In any case, most readers are not likely to get to the author’s discussion of the trip itself; because the author simply will not shut up about the endless list of personal problems that make his trips miserable. (The man is throwing his money out the window to pass himself off as an adventurer, but he’s more like a locked-ward patient walking in circles muttering to himself about the nations he will conquer.)

Additionally, in this intro, the writer attempts to pass himself off as some kind of sociopathic equivalent to the protagonist-addict portrayed in “Deconstructing Harry,” but alas, a survey of his life shows that he at-once fails to achieve the true evil or the artistic notoriety of that character. True sociopaths, or even profound narcissists are rare. At most, the author is a garden variety coward whose neurosis held him back at every turn from the sort of relationships and successes that are normal to fully-developed people. The author is resentful and backward; but he has the temerity to portray himself as a victim of vast social injustices. In reality, he was merely rejected for his lack of coordination and competence; and he was also rejected due to his screeching, annoying voice, which he insists on raising to annoyingly-loud levels. (The agony I went through just trying to interview him is not to be understated.) In any case, he fails to be as bad as he claims, nor is he anywhere nearly as persecuted as he imagines.

But alas, the sheer amount of shameless, disorganized, rambling and off-topic self-pity involved in the beginning chapter should scare off most thoughtful and serious people with any practical duties to tend to in this world. Adding to the already reprehensible nature of this first chapter is the fact that the author keeps losing track of his storytelling; and such plot-lines as might have been developed are lost in the mire of whatever grievance he’s airing at the moment. It’s shocking that it took him six drafts to, in his words “perfect this once-in-a-century, paradigm-shifting work.”

Now because Thompson is angry at everyone he’s ever known, and because he can never let go of even the slightest insult or the smallest put-down, he carries on continuously about how bad he thinks California is. In reality, California is fine. Of course the author has had a bad time there, but he’s mistaken if he thinks his problems originate from that location. His problems originate from his own twisted quest for vindictive justice against “all the people who hurt him.” But if you met this character, you’d see that it’s highly unlikely anyone would be interested enough in his mediocrity to go out of their way to conspire to harm him. As one local literary promoter told me, “Thompson isn’t so much a bad guy, nor is he a great talent. He’s more like a nonentity. We all promoted him and introduced him to every famous person we knew; but, in the end, in spite of being given every opportunity, he just rather fizzled. People got sick of his imperious stage style and his sophomoric manuscripts. The whole controversy over his practically nonexistent career isn’t much deeper than that.”

The manuscript goes on to attempt to shame California by extolling the virtues of the Ozark landscape and its people. He paints the people of Northwest Arkansas as saints and smears coastal Californians as soulless, two-dimensional frauds. But I myself actually worked in that part of the Ozarks when I did an internship at Fayetteville. And I found the landscape to be entirely unremarkable and the people to be stunningly bland. While it’s true that the low-status people of the remote parts of the South are kinder to uninteresting visitors and people fleeing their failures in highly competitive coastal areas, this doesn’t make them geniuses or holy men. There’s just less going on in such rural areas, and so people have the luxury of donating a whole afternoon to hearing the whining of run-of-the-mill malcontents like Thompson.

True, people in the Bay Area and the Los Angeles area don’t give him the time of day; but, in their defense, they’re busy buying million-dollar homes, producing movies and music that bring in fortunes and-or amassing massive capital as they perform legal and medical services for those on the forefront of culture and technology. So, too bad they aren’t willing to devote a day out of each month to spend with a downwardly-mobile ingrate whose trifling daily struggle for survival is just not the stuff of world-class places or people. Who cares? In any case, no, the people of Northwest Arkansas are not amazingly kind nor are the rich, healthy, super-achievers of the coasts coldly inhuman. The author is frankly clutching at straw men and creating imaginary saviors. And I would pity him more, but he’s a frankly disagreeable person, so I’ll lose no sleep over his litany of charges against mostly-innocent people.

And lastly, I must debunk the propaganda this man tirelessly puts out depicting himself as a seer, a saint, a revelator, a producer of scripture, etc. He’s a garden variety manic who, when he’s not trying to escape the clutches of his immobilizing depressions, is subjecting the world to his supercharged “positive” emotions. One need merely hear a few hours of his lifetime full of “genuine religious experiences” to become utterly exhausted by it all.

The aforementioned having been said, the book might have some redeeming value for the budding psychologist, since it will serve as fair warning (since he or she will, no doubt, confront far too many patients of just this sort). And while I myself am a Capitalist, I rather see why Lenin, upon confronting many so-called Socialists of Thompson’s sort around him, opted to falsely convict them of political crimes so that he might have the honor of working such useless people to death. (If we subtract all such cases from the total number of those purged, it might turn out that the Soviets weren’t the monsters we imagined them to be. After all, here in the US, we just let such specimens die along the main streets of San Francisco and Philadelphia. Who’s to say which system of mass-extermination is crueler?)

Additionally, I would be remiss if I forgot to mention that there are still a few, misguided, mentally-ill literature teachers who actually teach some of Thompson’s works in their classes. And for those unfortunate souls who may be forced to read Thompson’s off-putting work, hopefully this introduction will help them retain their sanity and soften the blow of having to actually live inside the mind of the author of “The Miracle Pig.” Heaven help them.
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I burst out of the warm Arkafornia (1) Hotel Suites lobby into an excessively-brisk, 32-degree, Ozark morning with a hard wind pushing against me, making my overly-sensitive hearing aids sound like the noise one hears in tornado videos. And there were indeed tornadoes near the Missouri border, a border toward which I was heading. Once again I had misunderstood Northwest Arkansas weather, presuming the air would be warm and still, since, just a few days before, I’d woken up to 93 percent humidity and a temperature of 81 degrees. But you never know for sure on any XNA(2) late-winter day whether you’ll be shivering or sweltering.
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(1)

Arkafornia is a fictional city placed by the author in the Northwest Arkansas Metro Area. It is portrayed as a distinct boom town, among the non-fictional boom towns existing there, because it was, as the myth goes, founded by a flood of California refugees fleeing the social and economic ills of the Bay Area.

(2)

XNA is the airport code for the Northwest Arkansas Airport, but its is used here, just as the terms SFO or LAX can be used, to apply to a metro area generally. The more commonly-used acronym for the area is NWA, however that acronym is problematic as there was a famous rap group which used that same acronym for their name, the meaning of which it is considered rude to repeat in the current environment.
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On the nasty topic of tornadoes in that part of the world: Later that day I
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