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Author’s Note

 


The memory of the narrator,
a one Eddie Smith, who speaks to us in the 1st person, is not to be trusted to report the facts with absolute
rigor. This is not because Eddie has any great desire to hide the
truth about his life story, but because the work is akin to a diary
written too long after the events it records took place. And hence
it is subject many inaccuracies and conflations not as often seen
in diaries written at the time the events in question took place.
And thus his memory is like your memory, only a bit
worse.

 


Eddie Smith is attempting to write a
kind of diary that centers around the time he spent in Santa Monica
and how that affected his life story. However, he does not remember
the events in a strictly chronological way, some memories being
pushed to the fore due to their significance and other memories
being repeated if they played a part in more than one phase of his
life. But his memory is not completely chaotic, and as a result,
the story, seemingly failing to move forward at times, really does
have an overarching plot; and the various plot lines that make up
his world really do converge to push the protagonist in a
definitive direction.

 


In fine, Eddie remembers,
people, places and chronology the way you do, in a layered way. And
in this sense, cities and people are remembered imperfectly or
incompletely, but, as the story moves along, the places and people
take on a more definitive form. Like a human being in the midst of
a life, Eddie smith relives his memories by looking backward and
forward, feeling his way through his own rediscovery of the maze
that is his inner self.

 


Keep in mind also that
Eddie Smith is not a well man. And Proust, among others, has noted
that a body wracked with physical pain soon enough experiences an
equal amount of emotional pain. And, in spite his vaguely good
intentions, his mind follows his body into errors, creating, here
and there, discontinuities in the story line and confusion as to
the places and times he experienced things. But one thing Eddie
does, for sure, is paint in broad strokes the issues, ideas, moral
failings and strokes of luck that created the overall portrait of
who is he is and how he got that way.

 


There is also the pesky
matter of Eddie Smith’s prejudices, and his general refusal to take
responsibility for what he says and does. To some he comes off as a
blame-casting sexist and to others he seems like a fawning feminist
sycophant open to complete role reversal. He at once seems to
champion harmful stereotypes while allowing others and himself to
break free of them.

 


Is Eddie a patriarchal throwback or a
sub-conscious believer in matriarchy? The answer is: It all depends
on his mood and the reader’s cultural heritage. When his
characters, whether male or female, have sexist beliefs towards men
or women, Eddie lets those views stand. He rarely opposes anyone
and seems to embrace people of virtually any set of opinions; and
he is weak enough willed to be tossed about by, as the scriptures
say, “every wind of doctrine.”

 


As such, this book can’t help the
reader hoping for a return to traditionalism or for a great leap
forward in cultural change. Eddie exists in the middle of the
conflict and seems almost unable to take sides or resolve any
important issues of his own earlier era or the current one. If
anyone comes to this looking for a safe harbor for their
preexisting belief system or their crusade to persuade the masses
into becoming social justice advocates, they will be
disappointed.

 


Perhaps one belief Eddie
fails to properly admit to is his suspicion that more people are
thinking and experiencing the world the way he does than we could
ever know. Two latent fears of his appear to limit his clarity of
communication on this matter. Firstly, if everyone knew how we
really felt, perhaps we would have no friends or family at all; and
secondly, maybe if the truth came out it would be so harmful that
it would be better for everyone to believe a lie. (In private, more
than one theologian and psychologist will admit to this should you
have the courage to confront them.) And so we are left with an
incomplete and flawed document; and the reader is left to judge how
the issues and conflicts within it were dealt with. As for Eddie,
his seems to be no closer to self-understanding than he ever
was.

 


*

 


Santa Monica
Girls

 


Doreen was laying out in
the courtyard of our cheap, beachfront apartment complex. Her
slender, muscular, freckled body was stretched out on a rickety
aluminum and plastic lounger of the sort one might find by a
poorly-maintained pool in a lower-middle-class neighborhood in
Miami. Her bikini was so slight that she was essentially naked, and
she hid her eyes behind dark sunglasses. Her hair was long and
sandy brown. All one could see of her face was a mischievous smirk,
reflecting both her confidence and her amiability. She was quite
simply horny and friendly. It was the allure of her kind of person
that drove men from the chilly parts of the country to sell
everything and move to Southern California.

 


Furthermore, Doreen was a
plastic surgeon who, at a very young age, was already educated and
brimming with pocket money. She was not looking for a husband just
yet, although she would not rule out the possibility of marriage if
the right person came along. I, by the way, was not that right
person.

 


And while she fretted
morally about using men for sex, she did not let any scruple about
this impede her promiscuity. Mixed feelings, she sometimes thought,
could very well be the fuel of sexual desire itself. One might come
across a person here and there who feels they are doing no wrong in
the world, but how many of them are highly erotic?

 


For some reason God had not
blessed Doreen with a lovely face. But most men in their 20s back
then were not turning down sex with a woman whose body couldn’t be
more fit merely because she lacked angelic features. Certainly
there were some men who had rejected her due to such cosmetic
problems, but such rejection was far less common than one might
imagine. Men, for the most part, restrict their harshest judgments
for someone they’re afraid they might be stuck with, and Doreen
made it clear that lack of commitment was no basis for rejecting a
potential sex partner. And so, for her, there were to be no
romantic dry spells for the foreseeable future. She was a hardbody
in a bikini. There would be no ordinary loneliness to
face.

 


And while Doreen viewed
lack of date money as an impediment to long-term commitment, she,
as previously noted, did not insist that any particular
relationship produce a long-term commitment. Hence, a perpetually
struggling man with nearly-empty pockets could find at least
temporary forgiveness for his financial shortcomings in Doreen’s
company. A man’s poverty only produced a problem for Doreen if he
began to demand romantic exclusivity or eternal devotion. For
vocationally-lost men, Doreen could only promise a months-long
erotic vacation from the regular sexual deprivation of the
low-income man’s life.

 


Doreen watched me move into
the vacant upstairs apartment. Given how bereft of material
possessions I was, the move only took a couple of hours. And for
that two hours she studied me carefully. And having had the
advantage of being friends with the landlord, who was also my
friend, she was already confident I would be to her liking. He
himself was formerly her lover for a short time before he met
another woman whom he would marry. He had told Doreen everything
she needed to know about me, that I was young, half-handsome, in
passably-fair shape, and, most importantly, horny as heck and
desperate for any action whatsoever.

 


After I got my few meager
possessions into my temporary unit — a place the landlord was
letting me live in almost rent-free for six months until I could
find long-term lodgings — she folded up her lounger and went to her
own dwelling. (Her apartment was only three doors down from mine on
the upper floor.) And having seen all she needed to see, she
chuckled to herself and went to go get in more modest clothes. She
was well aware, due to my inability to refrain from leering at her,
that I too had seen all I needed to see. Thus the plan she resolved
on was as uncomplicated as they come: Wait a day, then go knock on
the newcomer’s door and invite him over for, as she liked to call
it, “a good, old-fashioned roll in the hay.”

 


We dated for a few months,
and, for the most part, the whole affair was quite nice. There were
periodic spats and a few bitter words here and there, but, all in
all, our time together was fairly much a cakewalk. She objected to
the fact that, from time to time, I seemed to be falling in love
with her, however, I did not let my crushes on her drive me to the
usual romantic madness that had been typical of my life up till
that point. And thus, even the difference in our level of feeling
for each other didn’t create any undue drama.

 


Her main objections to
becoming my partner were that I had a completely feckless career
life and a college degree that was an educational white elephant.
Furthermore, her medical education came with a few classes in
psychiatry, and this was more than enough for her to sense I was,
beneath my holding-it-together exterior, a thoroughgoing basket
case. Additionally, with her medical knowledge, it went without
saying that she’d sussed out all of the details of my medical
experiences and realized she’d end up being my full-time nurse if
she attempted any deeper connection with me. I was
guilty-as-charged on all fronts, so there was no way for me to
successfully plead my case as a long-term suitor.

 


Even so, I will always be
grateful to her for showing me that sex could be fun and nearly
worry-free. Up till that point I’d been conditioned by my Christian
background to view most sexual situations as necessarily leading to
some amazing life-partnership somehow blessed by God. This frankly
made my sexuality a bit labored and fraught with undue feelings of
guilt. Doreen freed me from a lot of that.

 


My sexual life had
typically involved many long dry spells or dates with people who
were lacking in basic sexual competence. Doreen had not only broken
my losing streak, but was somewhat of a sexual acrobat. There was
very little in the way of social or sexual awkwardness around her.
She was fit, energetic and enthusiastic. I was, in some sense,
amazed that she’d had anything to do with me in the first place.
But, then again, a good reference from a mutual friend goes a long
way.

 


*

 


Eventually Doreen drifted
away and another guy could be seen softly pedaling up to her unit a
few times a week just around sunset. At that point I became a
second-stringer and later got cut from the roster altogether. But
there was one hilarious post-relationship scene which took place at
a nearby diner. I was on a date with another woman I was crazy for
and Doreen just happened to show up at the same restaurant. I was
so thrown off by the situation that I didn’t know what to say when
Doreen walked over and said, “Hey Eddie, why don’t you introduce me
to your new friend?”

 


One symptom of the kind of
anxiety disorder I have is memory impairment in stressful
situations, and that memory impairment gets even worse in times of
unusual stress. Under the stress of these two women meeting each
other in my presence, I literally forgot the name of the woman I
was dating and had a crush on. However, since it was already known
by everyone that I had an overactive bladder, no one was surprised
when I said, “Excuse me. I’ll be right back. I’ve got to go to the
bathroom.”

 


By the time I got back, the
two women had introduced each other and were chatting away amiably.
After Doreen left us to go eat dinner, I was able to re-lean my new
crush’s name by making a joke about how dorky my driver’s license
picture looked. Under this pretext, I goaded her into showing me
her driver’s license photo in order to see if it was just as dorky
as mine. She went along with this and we both laughed at her rather
awkward driver’s license photo which, of course, had her name
printed clearly next to it. Because it would have never occurred to
my new date how severe my condition could be, it would never have
occurred to her to wonder what my ulterior motive was for asking to
see her driver’s license.

 


After the incident at the
diner, me and the new woman had a few make-out dates. We continued
dating for a few weeks until my old, bad habit of getting too
serious resurfaced and I, having temporarily forgotten the lessons
I learned from Doreen, scared my new love off. But even so, from
time to time, the lessons I learned from Doreen have regained
traction and I’ve been intermittently able to have a good time
dating without being jealous or possessive or overly-demanding. And
thus I am grateful for at least half-learning something.

 


In spite of my painting the
relationship between Doreen and I as totally one-sided, she did
reluctantly confess that, from time to time, she struggled with the
idea of considering me as a more serious partner. However, as was
typical back then, my physical health created problems. Doreen was
an avid jogger and was perhaps thinking she might forgive my
economic uselessness if, in addition to sex, we could also have
exercise in common. With that in mind, she invited me out jogging,
but alas, my knees were already going bad and I could not keep
up.

 


Without economics or
athletics in common, we were thrown back onto the life of the mind,
but alas, there we were strongly incompatible. Her thinking was
geared toward the real world, the physical world, and the concrete
plans and goals that reasonably stem from that world. By contrast,
I, with my odd Philosophy degree, came off as overwrought,
superfluous and pointlessly abstract. In the end, in spite of our
sexual compatibility and mutual friendliness, there was really no
direction for the relationship to go in, no polestar to guide us.
And so negotiations broke off without any common ground having been
reached. Even so, I never regretted my time with Doreen.

 


*

 


Having disappointed my
uncompromisingly-capitalistic family with my pathetic career
gambits, I drifted toward Liberalism and then toward Socialism,
going so far as to engage with Communists. Having lost my faith in
my native Catholicism and my adopted Evangelicalism, I sunk down
into the realm of extremist, secular, partisan politics. Cast
adrift, with little meaning left in my life, I floundered about in
the world of volunteer charity work; but the same things that made
me almost useless in the real world of paid employment made me just
as irrelevant in the non-profit world. And thus did I end up
beached upon the shore of the People’s Republic of Santa Monica
Community Center, attempting to pass myself off as a competent
clerical worker.

 


The People’s Republic was
run by Bobby Z, the “Z” standing for “zero,” a reference to the
famous “Commander Zero,” a hero among many of the the Nicaraguan
Socialist revolutionaries. He was a few inches shorter than the
average man, wide-faced and clean shaven. Instead of the
stereotypical beret, he initially wore a brown, woolen beanie over
his head. His faded jeans, green military shirt and wire-rimmed
glasses added a serious revolutionary flair to his otherwise
unconvincing stature. He moved slowly and spoke laconically, as
though he were somehow a cross between a Chinese sage and a shy
history professor.

 


Bobby Z was a man of great
pity. When I came into his office looking like a lost sheep with no
political or religious home, and obviously without any meaningful
family ties, he looked up from his desk with an expression of deep
disappointment, as though both his fate and mine were hopeless.
Seeing through the whole story of my life instantly, he stood up in
a resigned way and shook my hand modestly. He sighed as if to
indicate that he was, by his very standing there with me, absorbing
the full weight of my tragicomic life and my utter
powerlessness.

 


“Well, welcome, my friend,
to the People’s Republic of Santa Monica. One day detachments of
red soldiers will liberate this city for the oppressed masses,
bringing to this land the light that Mao brought to
China.”

 


He sat me in an empty
office and had me watch three hours of videos on Marxist theory,
after which he tried to explain to me his particular take on
Dialectical Materialism and Socialist Historicism. Having studied a
bit of Marxism in college as part of my Philosophy curriculum, I
absorbed the indoctrination materials fairly well, although I
appeared a bit ambivalent when he became critical of Hegel and
tossed around some quotes by Schopenhauer and Nietzsche that I was
unfamiliar with.

 


Bobby Z congratulated me on
my decision to donate some of my time to the Principles of
Revolutionary Socialism and began to immediately get me to do free
office work for “the cause of the people.” But sensing right away
the vastness of my limitations as a worker, he took great care to
give me assignments that were easy enough to ensure that I didn’t
“make a total fuck-up out of everything.” And at times he would
turn around, apropos of nothing, and say, “Many mistakes are being
tolerated now because we are in a state of prerevolutionary grace. But once the
Central Committee in Beijing rules this country, people like you
are going to have to be far more diligent if you hope to
live.”

 


In spite of the off-putting
nature of many of the things he said, I not only came to trust
Bobby Z, but went to him with all my personal problems as if he
could somehow take the place of pastoral counselors or
psychologists. In spite of the fact that he often looked like he
was about to lose his patience, he had an almost herculean
tolerance for my whiny babbling about my personal problems. In
light of this, it was quite predictable that I went to him one time
when I was somewhat frustrated at Doreen’s seeming refusal to fall
in love with me.

 


“Eddie,” he said, “you must
understand that what you call human love is merely a decadent,
bourgeois triviality. The Party Leaders currently allow occasional
indulgence in sex, but only to humor us while they painstakingly
plan for the ascent of Global Communism. In then end, though, the
Dialectical Movement of History cannot permit the people of the
future to be running about all aflutter over failed romantic
ventures.”

 


One day I kept stopping my
office work and rambling on about having a broken heart, and at
some point Bobby Z interjected, “Half-hearted Socialists like
yourself would be better off just keeping your dicks in your pants
and devoting more time to fomenting revolution and undermining
Capitalism. Anyway, Eddie, nobody gives a fuck about your heart. If
you talk that way after the revolution, we might just take you out
and shoot your ass.”

 


For some reason, whenever Bobby Z
talked this way, although other people might rightly feel hurt or
offended, I felt free from my problems and laughed out
loud.

 


*

 


My landlord was a friend. I
met him at a meeting of a motivational group which had turned into
a personality cult. We were both low-level believers. The
charismatic leader of this cult basically insisted on lifelong
membership and ever-increasing devotion to his cause, a cause he
felt would create worldwide happiness and bring about the end of
material privation for all of humanity. He was forced into
semi-retirement by multiple scandals and was lucky he didn’t end up
in prison. The cult still exists because the top tier of the cult’s
believers, right when the leader’s life started to unravel, bought
the rights to control the cult from him. The whole operation is now
a shadow of its former self, but it still remains active in several
large cities.

 


After we’d both curtailed
our attendance of cult events, and after we’d moved out of the area
where all our fellow cultists were, we both found ourselves in
Santa Monica. He was there to help his aging father run his vast
real estate empire and I was there to escape the sterility and
cruelty of Orange County. His dad had given him a free apartment,
but he was hardly using it, opting to spend most of his days living
at his future wife’s residence. As such, he had no objection to me
moving into his apartment and paying some ridiculously-low rent, a
mere token payment, a fraction of the unit’s true value. As part of
my fantastically-low, almost-free rent deal, I had to agree to let
him leave most of his material possessions in the apartment and
also stay there about two days a week. As I was very lonely and
insecure and still reeling from a recent divorce, I rather liked it
when he stayed there. (We had been roommates before in Orange
County and had never had a problem.)

 


The arrangement was just
perfect. The neighborhood was vibrant. And, at least while the
relationship was still in-progress, it was great to be only a few
doors down from Doreen. Eventually my landlord would move into his
girlfriend’s house full-time as a prelude to their decades-long,
and still-enduring, marriage. At that point he would take the unit
back and rent it out at full market rate. But I had months to
prepare for that, and so the deal was a great one in spite of the
time limits placed on it.

 


Not long after I first
moved to Santa Monica, I had to juggle my growing feelings for
Doreen and also my grief at losing my former wife to her much
wealthier boss. In spite of the fact that my wife and I only lived
together as a married couple for four months, I missed her often
and was given to bouts of depression and weeping.

 


One day when my landlord
was staying the night at my token-rent apartment, I came to him in
despair and asked, “Why does it still hurt so much? Our marriage
only lasted four months.”

 


My landlord replied, “You
can’t help it. You’re just the type of person who loves really
deeply.”

 


Of course there was no way I could
compete with my ex-wife’s new man. He was more handsome than I was,
would eventually make way money that I ever did, actually wanted
children, had a PhD and came from a sensible family. Compared to
him, I looked like a struggling circus clown. In those days, once I
was subjected to real-world competition, whether in love or in
business, I generally lost the battle quickly, decisively and
usually in a humiliating way.

 


Later I would also have to
deal with some grief over Doreen switching lovers and rotating me
out of her dating schedule. But the grief involved with that was
minor as I was still mostly grateful for such an easy-going
experience in my otherwise labored and awkward existence; and
anyway, my landlord had a solution for the loss of
Doreen.

 


“There’s another old friend
of mine just a few blocks away. Me and her were never lovers, but
she’s totally hot, even better looking than Doreen; and I just know
you and her will hit it off and be best of buddies, if not more
than buddies, if you know what I mean.”

 


It was a Southern
California tradition in the 1980s to accept a personal reference as
something like an order to date; and so there was no question of
turning down the offer to be introduced. Within a few days of
getting her phone number from my landlord, I called Sadie. Our
first phone call lasted about two hours. The friendship chemistry
was instant, and I already had a crush on her. (My friends know
what I like, so if they tell me I’ll be attracted to a woman, I
don’t even question their judgment. Their accuracy on these matters
is so consistent that I’m almost in love by the time I call the
number they’ve given me.) Therefore, without even meeting her, I’d
concluded that she had a lively mind, a fantastic sense of humor
and a knockout body, which, of course, all turned out to be
true.

 


One thing I adored about
Sadie was that she was the sort of person who loved the kind of
banter between friends which produces a private language, a unique
vocabulary. (And part of the heartbreak of losing such a person is
the loss of a whole language, the loss of a whole lexicon and
syntax.) Private languages create so many communication shortcuts
that one can talk three times faster with a person like Sadie than
with people who just don’t get it, people with whom you have to
reinvent the wheel during each conversation.

 


The 80s was just an amazing time for
playful conversationalists. By comparison, the people of the 2020s
are seriously grim, overly earnest and flat-out boring. Getting
them on the same page, or even on the same wavelength, borders on
the impossible. (One of my older friends was listening to me
complain about how hard it is to get a lively conservation going in
the the Bay Area of the 2020s, at which point she said, “Don’t you
know? Nobody talks anymore.”)

 


It wasn’t long after me and
Sadie started talking that I, as usual, reported back to the
People’s Republic of Santa Monica Community Center to again attempt
to do some useful work, and to also tell Bobby Z all about my
latest prospect. He rarely put up significant resistance to hearing
about everything going on in my life, and he also seemed to be very
unimpressed by it all.

 


After hearing my
description of Sadie, Bobby Z said, in a weary and resigned way,
“Our Chairman has always known it would be decades, if not
centuries, before such pathetic sentimentality as yours can be
fully purged from the human race, and so, provisionally, we allow
our fellow revolutionaries sexual liberties and romantic
flirtations. But one day our species will evolve out of the
meaningless quest for pair-bonding and will engage in sex only for
the purpose of repopulating the state. Thank God our descendants
will not be strapped with having to raise little brats, since
eventually all children will be turned over to the state and be
raised in state facilities where they will grow up on sound
political doctrine and not be coddled in the cloying way they are
now.”

 


I don’t know why I found
Bobby Z’s pronouncements about life in general, and my life
specifically, to be both funny and entertaining, but I did. After
we spoke, I sat at a long table labeling files and checking new
pamphlets for spelling errors. As both he and I (our backs turned
to each other) sat silently doing our work, I just kept smiling. My
boss was evil, but I he tolerated me far more than most people
did.

 


An attitude of gratitude
settled over me, not only because I liked having Bobby Z in my
little world, but because Doreen had been wonderful to me and Sadie
had already charmed me so much that I barely cared if she and I
ever had sex. Furthermore, the weather in Santa Monica was perfect
and young women in string bikinis with windblown hair were
everywhere. Every so often, a celebrity or two could be seen
discreetly dining and drinking at a sidewalk bistro as they stared
out from behind their dark sunglasses. And although I was trying to
be a good Marxist (which naturally implies being a good Atheist
too) I still believed in God, even more so because I felt that a
place like Santa Monica could not have come into being without some
kind of intelligent designer.

 


Although Bobby Z said many
harsh things about religion, I was stunned at how he let me babble
on in nonsensical, mystical ways. He thought my holdover-theories
from my former Christian faith, my beliefs about divine providence
and creationism, were totally lame and complete bullshit. Even so,
he listened to me ramble on about my quasi-religious philosophy for
hours on end, (so long as he didn’t have anyplace more important to
be). After a long night of listening to my desperate and
weakly-rationalized monologues, he’d sometimes smile and gently
say, “It’s okay. You’ll get over all of it someday. One day you
might even be teachable.”

 


Sometimes, after we
finished our work, Bobby Z would take me out for drinks which were
paid for out of the slush fund of the People’s Republic of Santa
Monica Community Center. When I objected to this minor form of
corruption, Bobby Z said, “Listen, the vanguard of the party will
be ruling the whole world soon and the takeover will be a nasty
process. If you’re squeamish about confiscating beer money from the
people, how on earth will we count on you to help us purge
reactionary elements from society?”

 


*

 


My relationship with
alcohol was tricky, complicated and perilous. I tried hard not to
refuse it when someone offered it to me, but I often paid a heavy
price for drinking even one drink, let alone two or three. After
drinking a little beer or wine, I often suffered from severe nasal
allergies, a sore throat (which sometimes made it difficult to
speak) and hearing loss, sometimes for days on end. These excessive
side effects of alcohol are only common to those of the most
delicate constitution. And even were I were willing to daily suffer
the physical consequences of using alcohol, I could not afford to
buy alcoholic beverages and so serious drinking was usually out of
the question. And so the combination of health concerns and
financial concerns made it difficult to drink; and I was regarded
by some people as a teetotaler or a complete square. On occasion, I
dared to go so far as to firmly refuse alcohol altogether, though
this was usually met with derision; and sometimes people simply
stopped associating with me because it was boring enough to hang
around a poor and sickly person and hear about the problems of the
weak and the impoverished, but to also have to do it while being
sober? — well, this was a bridge too far.

 


But contrary to all of what
I have just said, every so often, by the mercy of the gods,
seemingly at the whim of fate, I’d have no reaction at all to
alcohol and be able to party like a normal person. (These
inconsistencies were only smoothed out when I met Dorothy whose
healing effects I intend to further discuss later, but she
apparently made me feel secure enough in the world that it
temporarily strengthened my immune system.) In any case, I was not
going to risk turning Bobby Z off by categorically refusing to
drink. I tolerated drinking around him because he was one of my few
connections to the world of Santa Monica, a kind of island unto
itself. And since everyone was in their twenties and drinking, I
was forced to pick a few people I would drink around or risk being
cut off from humanity completely.

 


*

 


Doreen and I were both
vivacious and polite people, and so it stood to reason that we
would have lengthy conversations from time to time. It would not
have occurred to us to remain nearly strangers, and so we got to
know each other well enough. But still, even though we debated
every sort of idea and deliberated together on every matter of
importance, the central feature in our relationship was sex.
Conversation was, to be sure, the junior partner in our romantic
enterprise.

 


Sadie and I had a
relationship that worked in exactly the opposite way. We simply
adored our conversational life together, and, we seemed to feel,
two people who spoke so much and loved each other so much, simply
ought to engage in some sort of sexual activity, even if the sexual
chemistry between us was not ideal. But the physical relations were
truly an afterthought in a relationship in which the main point was
almost philosophical in nature, not that Sadie overtly considered
herself a philosopher the way I did.

 


Also, my relationship with
Sadie differed in another crucial way from my relationship with
Doreen. While it was usually Doreen’s position that I almost
certainly would not be an advisable long-term partner, Sadie openly
admitted that a long-term partnership with me was possible, not
probable, but definitely not ruled out.

 


One similarity between both
of these relationships is that they were open. And, for that
reason, Sadie did not forbid me to occasionally wander off in
search of “real sex,” nor did I forbid her from taking two weeks
off, or even a month or two off, to attempt to pair-bond with some
hot prospect. In spite of these frequent excursions on both of our
parts, me and Sadie always seemed to end up in each other’s orbit
again.

 


Some of the lessons I’d
learned from Doreen about non-possessiveness applied very well to
me and Sadie. And, in fact, Sadie kept coming back to me and being
pleased at how little jealousy I displayed. In all fairness though,
Sadie was further out of my league than even Doreen had been and,
given that every guy she met had an instant crush on her, it just
seemed unrealistic to demand that she pick me as a lifelong partner
over all the rest of the men she had access to. After all, I was
still penniless most of the time, intermittently crippled by
fibromyalgia and somewhat sexually incompatible with
her.

 


This lack of jealously on
my part kept me in her good graces. And this was not only fortunate
in terms of us getting along well together as friends, but also
because she paid for most of the great food we ate together; and
there was no way in the world I could have paid for even my own
half of most of our outings. Her tastes were, to say the least,
more refined than mine at the time. Also, she was a well-paid baker
at a high-end bakery that dealt in very delicate pastries, samples
of which she was not averse to bringing back to me. Thus it would
be fair enough to say that it literally paid not to be
jealous.

 


Her other men, however, we
not so open-minded. When they found out about me, they were often
furious, furious not only at the prospect of sharing her with me,
but also jealous of the fact that I’d seemingly be around, in one
form or another, for a very long time. Even her purely platonic
male friends got angry when she discussed me. Oddly, her gay
roommate even got jealous when Sadie and I spent our first night
together at their apartment. (It turned out he had considered
becoming bisexual for her. That must have been one good-looking
girl.)

 


My lack of jealousy, on the
other hand, seemed almost magical, even to me. I simply did not
suffer when she tried out other men and then returned to date me.
Amazingly, in fact, when she was attempting to go monogamous with
some new suitor who showed promise, I happily, and without
resentment, became an ordinary platonic friend to Sadie. I lost
track of how many times me and Sadie switched from being lovers to
being platonic friends, but it was several times. She and I were
both amazed at how wonderful it was to have a best friend who, in a
pinch, could relieve romantic loneliness when other lovers were not
to be found.

 


As previously noted, the
private language me and Sadie shared was irreplaceable. We’d both
had several years of experience in seriously-religious Protestant
churches and had both abandoned religious orthodoxy. Thus we could
move back and forth from the sacred language of American
Evangelicalism to the obscene language of secular Agnosticism.
Neither of us was traditionally religious or dogmatically Atheist,
but we maintained the language of both schools of thought and every
shade of gray in between them. Because we both valued all of our
religious and secular experience and maintained some kind of vague
spirituality, all of our communication was tinged with nuance,
inside jokes and verbal shortcuts. Our verbal and mental life
together was as delicious as the food we ate.

 


We hardly ever argued and
rarely made each other feel resentful. Our years together were
characterized by kindness, empathy, fun, and genuine respect. I
can’t remember an instance in which either of us even raised our
voices. The few times we had begun to quarrel, it turned out that
neither person had enough belief in the process of arguing to even
sustain a conflict of any intensity.

 


For three years we
experimented with every shade of our complex relationship. From
time to time I would try to force the relationship to be more than
it was or different than it was, but usually, after seeing I was
being unrealistic, I would settle back into whatever the
appropriate level of involvement was for us at the time. And we
were usually not under the illusion that we would become
super-lovers, (at least not until our strange Midwest relocation
experiment, the details of which I shall save for later). Briefly,
toward the end of our dating time, we seriously entertained the
idea of a life-partnership, and didn’t even rule out formal
marriage, but we never, with regards to those things, got our homes
up so very high that it caused anyone undue pain.

 


*

 


It had been a rough week at
The People’s Republic of Santa Monica Community Center. Apparently
some of the speeches Bobby Z delivered on an illegal pirate radio
station had crossed the line into what appeared to be an advocacy
of violence. The federal government was sensitive about underground
propaganda of this sort because the Iron Curtain still stood
astride Europe and the threat of global revolution was still quite
palpable. In this context, Bobby Z’s calls for the people to
“overthrow their economic masters by any means necessary” seemed to
be a bit too strident.

 


There had been a few hours
of tense interrogation, but, in then end, the authorities decided
to let Bobby Z off with a stern warning. I never learned from Bobby
Z what exactly the authorities had said in their warning to him,
but it was apparently serious enough to shake him up. And so he was
a bit on edge when I went in to attempt to do some my weekly
volunteer work.

 


Because I was not initially
aware to this latest development, I didn’t know why an air of gloom
and tension was hanging over the Community Center. As such, I
simply passed off my coworker’s hostile stares and angry silence as
a natural reaction to the burden of living under the yoke of
Capitalist roaders.

 


I sat down in an empty chair next to
Bobby Z’s desk and said, “What’s up?”

 


“What do you mean, ‘What’s
up?’” replied Bobby Z. “Every day we’re living in a police state
run by corporate thugs. That’s what’s up.”

 


“Oh yeah, right. But check
this out. I’m dating a woman now who has the face of a model, the
heart of an angel and an ass that’s too perfect to
believe.”

 


“Ah yes, of course. You
know, Eddie, your shallow form of love is almost identical to the
crass consumerism of our corporate overlords. Has anyone ever told
you that?”

“Well, the shallowness part
gets mentioned by almost every woman I date, but they never bring
up corporate overlords.”

 


“That’s because that’s who
your women serve.”

 


“Really?”

 


“Sure. Why do you think
they won’t commit to you? It’s because you can’t hold a real job
for more than a year before you fuck it up and end up back on
minimum wage.”

 


“Are you saying they’re
right to reject me?”

 


“No, of course not. If they
were real Socialists, they would not see men as production units to
be exploited for capital gain.”

 


“You’re right about that,
but I need to confess something to you,” I said, my voice lowering
to a whisper.

 


“I think I know what you’re
going to say, but go ahead and say it,” sighed Bobby Z
glumly.

 


“I love our revolutionary
sisters, but I can’t get horny for them. They’re too much like . .
.”

 


“. . . prematurely-gray,
frumpy, old harpies?”

 


“Exactly, but how did you
know?”

 


“Don’t feel bad about it.
Me and my girlfriend stopped fucking months ago.”

 


“But,” I said in a worried
tone, “why are you still together then?”

 


“You never learn, do you,
Eddie? There are some things more important in life than
pussy.”

 


“Like what?” I inquired
sincerely.

 


Bobby Z sighed again, but
this time not with impatience, but with a vast pity, not just
toward myself, but toward the whole, wide, clueless,
non-revolutionary world. “Eddie, just go back to your desk, okay?
Your work is backed up. You haven’t shown up for days.”

 


I also sighed, but in a way that
showed little more than childish disappointment, and trudged back
to my desk.

 


In spite of all my battles
with sleepiness and depression, there were sporadic and spontaneous
manias that would overtake me in which I’d become hyper-productive
as my mood became more and more elevated. In those moments, instead
of seeing work as a burden, I’d be happily rolling along as if a
job well done might set me on the road to fame and
fortune.

 


Sometimes, when I’d be in
one of my work-ecstasy trances, I’d come out of it and see Bobby Z
standing behind me with his revolutionary girlfriend, both of them
just staring at me with a smirk on their faces. Other times I’d
just overhear him say to a coworker, “You see? I told you. He
really works that way.” But none of us knew that being enthralled
with work and then being unable to work altogether, in alternating
cycles, has a name. It’s called being bipolar (and in my case,
bipolar 2, a less severe type than bipolar 1).

 


*

 


While Sadie and I had
always dated on an open-relationship basis, I would have committed
to her if she’d wanted that and would have even agreed to long-term
monogamy if such an arrangement appealed to her. But, as things
stood, Sadie had been so preoccupied with other men that I was
forced to seek solace in a part-time relationship with someone who
was incompatible with me in a number of ways. And while this new
woman had asked for a commitment, I refused because I was, in spite
of all my playing around, still looking for true and lasting
love.

 


It has been my habit to refuse to make
promises I think I won’t be able to keep, and it’s also been my
bent to avoid settling down with someone I’m just not in love with.
And while my relationship with my father was extremely atrophied, I
still held to any pearl of wisdom he happened to offer; and so I
agreed with his obvious disapproval of “marriages of convenience”
and his implicit commandment that we children not enter into such
arrangements when we grew up. Throughout my life I had dodged many
bullets by keeping that particular prohibition in mind.

 


*

 


I was depressed for many
reasons: Firstly, I’d somehow gotten a crippling neurological
disorder and was spending my time either on disability or working
the very lowest-paying part-time jobs. (There were some days that I
was so weak that I could barely walk two blocks to the local liquor
store in order to get canned food to eat.) Secondly, the part-time,
non-committed relationship I was in, while having many wonderful
qualities, was still doomed in the long-run. And additionally, the
apartment I’d moved into, while an amazing value, was subject to
increasing market pressures, meaning it was only a matter of time
before I, with my extremely low-income, would be forced out. (I
will not enumerate here the many ways California landlords have to
get around rent-control, but suffice it to say, if a landlord wants
you out badly enough, there are multiple legal loopholes in the
rent-control law he can work. There are also a lot of illegal
tactics landlords can employ, most of which also work if the tenant
is in any way weak-willed or ignorant of the law. And while one can
heroically fight off an eviction effort in court, it generally
requires a lot of luck to win that battle. Most renters under siege
are not able to even find a lawyer.) Furthermore, my family didn’t
believe I was disabled and permanently decided I was a malingering
welfare bum; and so my heart was breaking as my once-thriving
family life drifted further and further into awkward formality. And
also, having not seen Sadie for months, and having failed to win
the love of three of my female neighbors, I was falling into a
state of socioeconomic stagnation.

 


Due to a lack of strength
and coordination in my hands and wrists, my musical hobbies were
drifting away, but I still overcame this difficulty in order to
play at family get-togethers. The pain in my hands was such that I
didn’t play guitar or flute unless my stepbrother and his live-in
girlfriend invited me over for a jam session. (Often my parents
were also invited to these evenings which also included plenty of
food and beverages.) It was worth a couple hours of physical pain
to get a chance for some family connection, however tentative and
lukewarm it might be. But even after I made this effort, the
evening might still end with one of the people present hinting that
I was a welfare bum who deserved no sympathy. Daily life was
becoming quite grim.

 


My part-time lover, while
wanting a commitment from me, was never actually satisfied with me
and never really did accept me as I was. She was in love with the
idea of being in love with me, but had I really committed, and had
she actually been stuck with me as a central feature of her life
plan, one could easily imagine her fleeing in terror after the
reality of such a commitment became evident. She, like many others,
was routinely disgusted with my economic failings and would have
found, were we to begin living together, that love rarely conquers
all obstacles. In fact, love sometimes can’t even conquer minor
obstacles. (When Diana Ross sang to us all, “Ain’t No Mountain High
Enough,” often my reaction was to mutter to the radio, “Have you
really tested that theory out?”)

 


My grinding poverty,
brought on by my disabilities, irked her; and she, being of a
positive thinking bent, could not get the idea out of her head that
my poverty was all due to my negativity. In short, even if I’d
heeded her calls to settle and commit, it would not have been long
before she’d have regretted her whole involvement with me. By the
time my time in Santa Monica was coming to a close, the light was
dimming on my life already, and I was only in my late twenties. How
on earth would an outrageously healthy and pampered woman from a
rock-solid family really deal with a lifelong partner who, in her
words, “didn’t manifest prosperity?”

 


To add to my torments, the
foggy season around LAX was worse than usual and planes were being
diverted in every which direction. One of those diversion routes
was just above our apartment building, meaning that pilots trying
to land their planes were often directed to circle over our
building throughout the night. The roaring of the planes was so
loud that I was regularly awakened by them, and my doctors had
begun to speculate that my neurological problems could be due to
sleep disorders, the main cause of those sleep disorders possibly
being those very airplanes looping above our neighborhood in the
middle of the night. (And just like the illusory tenants rights
laws of that era, the laws surrounding the permissible hours for
commercial aircraft to take off and land became illusory.
Basically, if airlines wanted to land planes at two in the morning
or order planes to take off at four in the morning, no formal
legislation proved strong enough to prevent that.) And even if my
landlords didn’t become a problem, I might eventually be forced to
flee my apartment due to the health problems that location was
likely exacerbating. And God only knew where I’d end up after I
lost that apartment.

 


The apartment problem was
exacerbated by the fact that rents all over Los Angeles County were
rising astronomically; and once one lost a rent-controlled
apartment, one usually lost one’s ability to live anywhere near
one’s
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