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			To the women who made this possible

			Annique

			Ellen

			Gretchen

			To my mother for showing me I must believe

			Dorothy

			For the one

			Pilar

			I pray to you

			A delicious time of song and dance

			I hold you above the crowd

			As all stare in wonder

			I build for you a universe

			The substance of essence

			Graceful force energy

			Blood beauty construction

			You embody the word used

			To explain that inexplicable

			Human condition

			Hope.

		

	
		
			Disclaimer

			This book is a document of events in my life and how I perceived them at the time, not necessarily how they objectively occurred. I am biased toward my own consciousness. The people involved may tell a different story, but this one is mine!

			Some names have been changed to protect the innocent and guilty alike.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			The space between forgetfulness and remembering is where life happens. There has always been the allure of memory to unlock the feeling of complete oneness with the universe. It’s why words have captured our minds. Mythological tales remind us to escape the archetypal stories of the past yet give comfort in knowing these cycles of life are bound to repeat themselves. So it’s the memory that surfaces and reminds you to move forward into the unknown without fear. Consciousness is a dance between remembering and forgetfulness.

			It’s like your whole life is slipping by and you can’t hold onto any of it. I have lived in all these different places, and I have spent time with all these different people. These experiences I watch. I’m conscious of it all the time. Nothing is permanent except the watcher. But he keeps changing. The witness adapts and grows too. So what is that? What is the part I identify as me and call he? The ego. What is that part? Right now, talking to you where you feel? The part that always comes out in writing. The watcher. The part that has always been with me and will always be.

			I felt deeply as a child. Each moment unfolding was a revelation. I was over-sensitive. I felt love. But I also felt a deep sense of isolation and abandonment. I became introverted and shy. Most of my time was spent alone. I didn’t even know these things about myself. Yet I was watching. I was thinking. I didn’t have much control over myself, but I was watching and remembering.

			All you can ever own is the experience. Time is of huge significance. How to deal with the world of time, how is time spent, how to remain free? Knowing all is happening simultaneously forever in the present minute, yet each human life unfolds in an unbreakable chain of longitude and latitude. Consciousness is free from form. It’s the energy vibrating life within us. Blessed are those who wield the power into beauty.

			December 2021

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			The sky plays an intricate role in Los Angeles life. Organic cloud formations spread pink and black across the skyline at sunset driving east.

			I realized that my feelings only matter by how they make me act. If I’m depressed, nobody really cares but me.

			I think about all the problems in my life that are no more. Things that haunted me once, I can’t remember what they were now. I crave the ability to control myself.

			A mile on the treadmill had me hallucinating again. It had been a while since I hit the gym. Waking up at four thirty-eight in the afternoon contributed to my sense of unusualness. AC/DC blasting in my ears made it all right. “I’m going to make it through this day,” I said to myself.

			I needed the tingle, so I got high. I exhaled and coughed.

			*

			Yeah. Here it comes. It always feels good to get high after the gym. I wish to be the man on top of the hill, to be king, to do anything any time. I don’t want to come down. I’m really high. Everything in the apartment is really animated and some good food has filled me with energy. Now the idea is to maintain a positive outlook to keep the feeling, the excitement, and the vividness. No need to fiend. I need a different dream. A change of scene without actually changing my physical location. I get lost in my imagination, lost in music. I hear the dumpsters being collected. Without trash collectors, city life would stink. It’s dark outside. My mouth is dry. I have to go underground for a while. The carpet in this apartment is a puke-brown color. I have two tables against the wall, opposite the couch. Across both tables sits a stereo. The receiver I bought eight years ago, top-of-the-line at the time. The tape deck and compact disc player are more recent purchases. I have a wooden case for tapes next to the stereo. The tapes are old bootlegged Dead shows and music I created and recorded. Next, a lava lamp, two Buddha dolls from Benihana, and a broken bong sit on a file cabinet between the two folding tables. There are three hundred and sixty-two compact discs stacked up.

			Scientists discovered about fifteen planets in other star systems. They determined that stars with planets wobble slightly. They looked for wobbling stars and found a bunch of planets. Amazing how people figure this out with creative problem-solving and the scientific method. Science proves things in backdoor ways. It makes invisible things visible to the naked eye. Since we can’t see subatomic particles, we look for their traces or trails, not the particles themselves.

			Walking through the luxurious garden. The midmorning sun is bright. I hear lawn mowers off in the distance. I hear the sounds of insects. I hear something else, too. I hear a low-pitched moan. I look around, but I can’t see anything. I walk ten feet through some thick flowers in front of me. A woman appears. She is twenty-six years old in a white dress. Her eyes are closed and facing up. Her neck is stretched and one of her tits has escaped the cotton enclosure. Her mouth is open and her tongue moves about her lips. The dress is pulled up and she is rubbing her…

			Boom. Helicopters hovering above the house. “What time is it…? Ah, man. I fell asleep. How did I fall asleep sitting on the couch? It’s difficult to make things go right when you are worried about them going wrong. I have a good work ethic but sometimes the magic is tough to muster. For some reason, I always want to do well. Stop talking to yourself,” I suggested.

			*

			Samson called.

			“Hello?” I muttered.

			“What’s up, homeboy?”

			“Helicopters hovering, people talking loudly outside my apartment. I feel refreshed from a narcoleptic fit. Now I’m hearing voices on the other side of the apartment. I’m being invaded.”

			“The deal is going down. I’ll call ya.”

			The television news squawks in the background, “Y٢K! When the city grinds to a halt, how will you cope? New Year’s Eve could start off with a real bang—or ‘bug’as some computer scientists predict. This could be the beginning of the end of the world.” What the fuck? Television is a circumvent-yourself cathode ray that beams toxic disillusionment into melancholia.

			The phone rang once. Then silence. When the phone rang again, I recognized the code. One ring, hang up, call back. The only people I want to talk to know the code. Otherwise, I don’t answer the phone. I picked up the receiver and Samson said, “It’s now or never.”

			*

			Ah, I was so happy to be on a field trip. I navigated my ride up Mulholland Drive. Left on Lookout Mountain next to the schoolhouse. New batch of bud was impressive. I got completely faded out. Samson! Six foot three, mop of black hair. Only white person I’ve ever known who somehow looks Black. Dude grew up around show business because of his parents, just like me. He and I have a lot in common that we never needed to talk about. The television is always on at his house. “The millennium bug will be biting soon! Coming up next on Action News at six.”

			“Yo, what do you think about all the Y2K shit?” I asked.

			“I heard planes are going to drop out of the sky,” he said, grimly, and laughed.

			“Yeah, but people are fixing it.”

			“Yeah, but are they?” he questioned.

			“Shouldn’t we prepare?”

			“Fuck that! Burn it down. I’d rather not be prepared,” he said, while changing the channel to The Simpsons. “Now get a move on, ’cause I’m going to show a woman who’s your daddy! in about thirty minutes.” He made me smoke up a ton of grass before he sent me on my way.

			The power lines in the trees along Laurel Canyon at night are dope. I caught some cool images on the windy drive home.

			*

			I move along without explanation or reason. I move anyway. Stay or go. I don’t care. It’s my pen, my brain, and the paper at work. I carve meaning into essentially dust. Eventually these books will become dust. It will take many years but ultimately come to that end. So why do it? I don’t know. I don’t really think about it that much. It does not need an answer right now. I feel a subtle satisfaction from writing. I continue because I want to become more conscious.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			I remember as a child being very sick with the chicken pox. I had to go to the hospital because of my fever. I was really sick. The fever was so high, my father put me in a bath of cold water before we went. I pooped in the tub. I remember being in that little body, shivering. Then I remember being in the hospital. The antiseptic smell. I was placed in a bed next to a mangled man who had been in a motorcycle accident. It really expanded my mind to the outside world. I saw how I was a part of a larger world outside of my house. I was more conscious of things around me after that experience.

			*

			I had been awake for fifteen minutes before going to the corner store for some milk. Now I’m waiting for the water to boil as the neighbor cat explores my apartment. I tried to pick it up but the fucker bit me. That’s the last time the cat is coming in here.

			It’s one p.m. Another day is well underway and I’m just getting started. A sip of tea propels me forward. My youth has gone. It’s been slain by time. I can no longer wait for age because I already own twenty-four years. It’s like I’m stuck on a train moving at light speed into the future.

			Wow…first hit of the day and I’m faded. I look to get beyond faded. The beautiful thing about marijuana is that it delivers. It alters one’s present state of being almost immediately. I remember those first highs. I was tapping into a state of bliss. It was exciting and funny. Always a little scary, too! I can’t believe it’s so many years ago. I remember having uncontrollable amounts of fun. I made it fun by creating my own amusement. I remember getting high with the older kids was a special event, not the status quo.

			I scratch my head and think about it. Cars are rolling by, people giving up most of their time for small amounts of money. A man has to eat, they say. I look over at a small rectangular strip of sunlight as it makes its way across the hallway wall.

			I wish I was doing something important. But what is important? Whose standards of importance are the right ones? My own? A person’s own ideas of importance may be the only ones of meaning for that particular person. I know that my time is important to me. Sometimes I wish I knew that what I was doing was unfathomably real and meaningful. Sometimes I never want to sleep again.

			I hear a lot of traffic, and suddenly I am optimistic. I have a whole day to myself. I don’t want to cause any problems, you know. I’m going to do nothing, nothing, nothing. I smell sulfur, which I hope is coming from my bathroom and not the upstairs neighbor. I hear the footsteps above me and think of my two friends who lost their fathers this year. A car pulls up and I feel the vibration of the motor. A dump truck and hundreds of cars zoom by, a helicopter in the distance. I have to get out of this apartment! I want to step out into the cold gray sunlight.

			Art is an effort to replace something that is missing. Art is to say, “Wait! I’m not done here! Stop and look!” Art identifies and tries to replace that love you felt but forgot. Art recreates the moments of meaning. I create because I lack something. Art reflects not enough living or too much of life. As much as art can reflect a need, it can also arrive from excess. If art replaces real living, I’m not into it. Art should lead a person to a more conscious life. It should help an artistic person lead a more full life. I live the life of struggle, because sometimes it is deeply satisfying and the process never ends. The creator of art is open, believes, and trusts.

			I thought I was smiling, but when I look in the mirror there is none.

			I put my boots on and hit the street. I walked down Beachwood so I was the entertainment for all the people stuck in traffic. Someone spray-painted “Y2K, the end is near,” with a smiley face. Rage Against the Machine blasted my eardrums until I hit Wilcox and made my way to outside the post office. I was high and waiting for Scott to finish up his mailing business inside. Scott submits more writing than anyone, yet the submissions always go unanswered. I’ve known Scott for a while now. He acts like Woody Allen and looks like Dustin Hoffman. He’s a likable guy, with low self-esteem and very funny. He got mugged walking back to his apartment on Dix. The guy took his cigarettes and money, so Scott said, “You want my milk, too?” That got him punched in the face. Scott’s a great writer who works relentlessly in secrecy. He’s the kind of person you need in war, I’d imagine, because he knows how to find humor in the darkness.

			There was a nice breeze. Some real LA punkers crossed my path. They smelled bad but the beautiful weather made them seem free. Three beautiful female police officers passed by on their lunch break. A schoolgirl followed them, and I noticed an old man in shorts with socks up to his knees standing next to me and smoking. Scott appeared, finally.

			“He’s my friend, he’s waiting for me, he’s my friend,” Scott yelled out to all the strangers on the street.

			We rolled to Los Dos Burritos, bitter and hungry.

			“The way you hold a pen looks like a claw,” I noticed.

			“The only way I know. I was awkward and backward from the beginning. I can write the normal way but it feels unnatural to me. Every teacher since the first grade tried much in vain to get me to write normal, but conventionality is a crock anyway. Maybe I’ve always known that—or I’m an oddball looking for excuses,” Scott pontificated, in his annoyed, disinterested way.

			I said, “It looks cool. It looks like the hand is disabled but feels a need to write. It’s compelled to scribble any way it can, like some type of alien animal. I, myself, am stoned, drifting on an endless sea of unknown events. The other fish scare me, so I stay in my own current.”

			“And I’m lonesome sad Scott wandering the cold green earth and searching for some meaning, and I too swim or drown in my own current, as bubbly water surrounds jagged rocks. There I am, too weak and full of woe to swim out or escape. I know it’s infinite mind essence, so why bother to escape into another infinite void. The problems never end, they just take on new forms. That’s your life and mine too.”

			“Problems! Yes, my friend, they never end. Everything could be a problem. If it’s not the neighbors, it’s the car or the dentist. I’m done worrying about problems. I get to eat, drink, and fuck. I don’t have any problems. Every day can be great, filled with purpose and writing. Write on, brother, let it flow. It doesn’t matter if anyone reads it. Thinking about shit and filling up notebooks makes me feel like I’m not wasting so much time,” I said.

			“Yes. The problems are always and will be like my rent going up and my car acting all nervous. Ok, the rent is going up; that’s supposed to happen. I got me two arms, two legs, and two eyes, so that’s a meaningful gift. The rent is empty nonsense. My thought brain shouldn’t contemplate the meaning, my feel brain should wash itself. It’s just rent and motor troubles of a sad high dream already anyway. When I’m awake and my shoes’ laces don’t break when I tie them and the phone is still on I say to no one in particular, ‘Thanks.’ I’m growing up a little. Four years ago I would have treated a rent hike like a declaration of war. If I can change, anybody can. Swimming upstream in a sea of suffering, that’s me. First beer piss, you know what that means. Flush, rush, hush, over and over; my bladder is infected with all the Tylenol PM. I have the same prostate as my grandfather. I’ll never see fifty in this dream,” Scott mumbled.

			I felt that surge of need to express myself wash over me as Scott disappeared into the bathroom. When he returned, I expounded.

			“It’s the little things, like going to the bank. I’m pissed at all the things that eat away at the time I get to myself. Still, the bank is a part of life, so I deal with it. I wish I didn’t have to. I feel all this pre-millennium tension. I don’t want to go out much these days. People freak me out for real! People are fucking weird. I drive around this city and I don’t want to be looked at. I drive with my eyes straight ahead and I feel people look at me and I’m paranoid. The world is such a random place, and paranoia is just another kind of thought waste. I live in a demented world, but there is no reason to be paranoid about it. That’s the way it is here,” I commiserated.

			“Third beer?” Scott interrupted and ordered two more Tecates.

			“When you count your drinks it’s like a project, an accomplishment. Drinking is better than doing nothing. I was doing laundry at the laundromat and thought, this would be a lot better if I was drunk. I saw a Latina woman at the gym, five foot five and beautiful skin. The machine she was using made her ass pop in the air and sway from side to side. We locked eyes as I checked her out walking by. I almost fainted. Then I saw another woman, dark skin, six feet, beautiful face. I shouldn’t treat women like sexual objects, but what the fuck?” I told him.

			“But really, they are. What are the cunt, bubble butt, and tits all for? It’s for copulation and move mad souls and all souls come from sex, so they are sexual objects, and so are we. I’m also paranoid. The pitter-patter of my heart when I go into Kinko’s or the post office and I think, what else can go wrong? There’s some punk-ass giving me rude glances and the hottie with the short skirt who I wish was giving me dirty glances. There is me sending unwanted letters to unwanted bills to unwanted faceless cracks in the void. The paranoia grows and grows and I’m certain I’ll die soon. Then, with the positive-ness of death, I can relax, pay my bills, and mail my letters. So, fuck the punk-ass kid and the hottie with the short skirt who doesn’t even know I may love her,” Scott said.

			“Fuck Kinko’s, every time I go in there it takes forever.” There was a long pause in the conversation. “I wanted to say I’m sorry about your mother. I fear my parents’ death,” I said.

			“I remember waking from a bad dream as a child. Mommy taking me to the kitchen and making chocolate pudding while daddy and brother slept. Me and mommy ate chocolate pudding, and my bad dreams went away. That’s all gone. Now I eat pudding out of a can alone,” he said.

			I laughed. “It’s dark sometimes. I don’t mind the dark anymore. I was afraid of the night as a child. Now I stay awake all night and it’s my friend. My brain has a chance to breathe when most of the brains in the vicinity are sleeping. I want to figure out this life and have control of it for thirty or forty years before I die. I bet most people just get accustomed to living right before they die. I don’t know. But I do know that everything is connected in some strange way,” I said.

			“They say when you dream of someone, you’re trying to contact them or vice versa and that it’s all connected in some strange way. I dream of Shannon Bley, cheerleader from my PU high school, whom I loved and never said so. Maybe I will tell her this Christmas when I visit home. I’ll say I just wanted to tell you I loved you from eighty-seven to eighty-eight. I thought you should know before I check out. I’m taking the slow way out.”

			“It is a slow way out,” I offered.

			“Exactly. I want to make contact with the artistry within, even if only four people see it. Something more than watching television—an active effort to exercise the brain and heart to write it all down and see if a cathartic release is achieved, or a small sense of accomplishment, just for the sake of itself,” Scott said.

			“Better to do something than nothing. Sometimes the cards call for a bet. I like what I do. I like to create. I write four pages a day and have seven notebooks filled with randomness. I’m a writer. I don’t care if it’s good. I wish it to be good, but I’m a writer because I write. Someone else can sift through it. I want to write so much that it’s impossible to read it all,” I pontificated.

			“Burroughs said Kerouac wrote always. Literary success was a fluke, and he would have written anyway. I agree with you. I write to do it for the challenge, the glory, so I can say I constituted something of mine in the void. Only I will know the secret of it, and the anonymity of it will be the reward. I need nothing else, but I’ll take if you’re offering,” Scott answered.

			“The void,” I said. “I know it exists; I have felt it, but what is a void? I know the definition, but what is this, that every human being can feel, yet it’s unquantifiable? I feel a void right now, hovering. I have looked into it and seen intricate creations come out of it. Maybe it’s the drugs. The substances bring me to a place that lets me go for what I want because I can see the futility of it all. Maybe not futility but the transitory nature of life. Tomorrow really doesn’t matter today. I should do whatever I want with the moment because it will be gone anyway. Get what you can before you get out.”

			“No, it’s not just you or the drugs. It’s all some raving book of midnight day-mares. Do it all, and only then travel into the void. The void is emptiness around us all the time. Too many people believe in the self, like, what I’m doing really matters. I get sad when I think of my dad and poor sick mom. He’s alone with no one to save him. My mom, all twisted and alone. Christ was a liar. She prayed to him every Sunday for forty-five years, and still she’s sick and nearly an invalid. I ran away to California ’cause I couldn’t hack it, so I deserve what I get. All of Mozart’s majesty is my tiny doom. But the sun still rises, things change, all passes into ten thousand different directions of matter and ten thousand different directions of space. No one cries for my mom, dad, or me, and that’s the way it should be, always,” Scott said.

			“Nobody gives a shit most of the time. People are disconnected from each other. Why should they cry? We all run from the truth of sadness. I wander around and pretend it doesn’t matter what I do, but it does matter. It matters because this is the time, this is the life, and there is nothing else,” I said.

			“Our time is noisy and rude. The life you live is the life you live, with no angels, no saints, and no God to see you sleep in cum-stained doom. So awake, lost brother, and shine in garbage dumps and golden eternity. I shall drink beer because I’m thirsty. Yes, a project where mysteries are not resolved,” he said.

			“I want to be one of the few who really get to live life,” I pleaded. “The millennium approaches with doom, but we will make it.”

			“I have a simple heart with bits of sadness. But I love that feeling in the early morning, after a night of people and partying, alone in the dawn seeing everything at once and feeling okay. It’s all here, all around, all I must do is live it. There is nothing to become, I am it,” Scott said.

			“I put that in my morning coffee. No need to say more. I dreamed about the painting with all the little boxes I made that you love. I cut it up in a drug stupor. I called you and told you about it, which made you furious. Weird,” I said.

			Scott countered, “I dreamed I was in space, which is a first for me. I was melancholy about a chick from high school I loved. I was overlooking the Earth, writing her a postcard. ‘Dear Andrea, you’ll never guess where I am: in space.’ I can’t explain the feeling of sitting in space, no helmet, writing a postcard, looking at Earth and all alone.”

			“Dreams are amazing. I’m drinking and smoking a lot these days. I’m trying to get fucked up enough to really spill some knowledge on the paper,” I interjected.

			“I’ve been chain-smoking cigarettes and almost finished off a bottle of Glenfiddich. I talked to KJ on the phone for two hours about life, struggle, the opposite sex. Cool chick, and as fucked up as I am. I have the thirty-five-year-old coming to town, which scares me. The last time I went out with this guy I met his girlfriend, the redhead stripper. I drank and snorted cocaine plus heroin as I said, ‘Nice to meet you.’ So I’m scared.”

			“I think you should fuck your brother’s married girlfriend,” I said.

			“What’s up with Samson and Barrow?” he asked.

			“Barrow is so hot. She’s a trip. They’ve been hanging out. No sex so far but he’ll get there. He’s Shakespearean that way,” I told him.

			“Shakespeare in Love sucked, an over-rated hunk of upper-crust bullshit. I hate awards shows and anybody who wins. I wish the following people dead: Robin Williams, Cuba Gooding Jr., Elton John, Will Smith, many Republicans, the cast of ER, 3rd Rock, the cast of Friends except Lisa Kudrow.”

			“I think that’s a waste of your time,” I said.

			“Yeah, it is a waste. It is Friday night, and blocks away is a world of sex, alcohol, drugs, laughter, smoke, and torture. The more I write, the less dangerous it seems. I don’t think I’ll ever know what life is about, and that mystery, the search for a higher power, a greater good, is what keeps me from turning on the gas and going to sleep. I can no longer tell which phase of soul-searching I’m in. I’m going to rent a car and drive home this summer to surprise my family, especially because my mother’s been sick.”

			“Sounds good,” I said.

			We started really drinking at six p.m.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			It would be better if people could say what they mean and want in a direct way. Well, it sounded good last night when I was completely intoxicated. Scott and I walked around Hollywood Boulevard drunk as monkeys eating fermented fruit. We met Beau at La Poubelle. Scott went home by ten p.m. Beau and I went to a birthday party.

			Beau is a good old boy from Augusta, Georgia. He’s got that southern charm and loves chasing the ladies. We share that East Coast vibe on the West!

			On the way to the birthday, Beau said, “I’m losing my mind. I yearn to be a gentleman farmer on some rolling green hills in the red clay Piedmont region of Georgia. I’m scared I’m mired in defeatist tendencies, habits, cycles, whatever. I mean, if life is just to have as much fun as possible, what a nice hand we’ve been dealt. In LA, life isn’t real. I bask in stoned anonymity. Why am I so content to kick back and attempt so little? Well, sir, I’m not content. I’m lonely and unchallenged. I came out here honest to God not chasing a dream but searching for a calling.”

			“Searching for some meaning?” I asked.

			“Yeah, but trusting that if I followed my gut I’d end up with something more tolerable than selling insurance. I’m a struggling actor wondering if the big life lessons I’ve learned from trying to be an artist are enough to sustain me in the simpler, more conventional life of Georgia,” Beau said.

			“I would go crazy living a normal reality,” I said.

			“Well sir, you’re younger than me by ten years,” he replied.

			“You got any weed?” I said.

			“Yeah, but go easy.” He pulled a bag of weed out of his jacket and handed it to me. He smiled and continued with that southern drawl. “The boys back home in Augusta have come to count on a little Cali green bud when I’m back in town. They don’t let me pay for anything when I’m with them; I feel it’s the least I can do.”

			“Oh, I bet they love that Humboldt County Green!” I replied, as I put a nugget of marijuana in my front shirt pocket and packed up the one-hitter. “How long you going for?”

			“Um, ten days—we have the beach house in South Carolina for a week.”

			“Oh man, I wish I was going with you,” I said.

			“You’d love it. There is something magical about those summer nights in Charleston with the warm salt air blowing in and those sundresses with tanned calves.”

			“I’ve been high every day since I started smoking bud again after a five-month break. I feel good. Today, Sarah criticized me because I started drinking wine at four in the afternoon today.”

			“You started and ended that sentence with ‘today.’ Let’s hope you don’t start beginning and ending your days with a glass of red wine,” Beau said.

			“Stop farting!” I yelled.

			“I have an eating disorder,” Beau laughed.

			We arrived at a birthday for someone we both didn’t know. I met some hot women, talked nonstop, and got very drunk. I took a cab home from Beau’s place at about four thirty in the morning. I cooked some curry rice and took too many bong hits. I went to sleep after the sunrise. I thought of a hundred thoughts I may never consciously think of again. Art cannot capture all of life, only a small percentage. Kicking it live in the cosmic confusion, a mind filled with delusions. People should feel lucky for every day they live and respect other people’s lives. Living in Los Angeles has exposed me to things. I have been mugged in my car. I have survived an earthquake. I’ve seen every drug ingested. I’ve found myself in very strange situations.

			*

			And another one. I have a lot of time to kill before my next audition. I’m at the place and have about half an hour to wait. I don’t know. It’s been a strange day. I’ve been nauseous. I can see shapes blocking the light in front of my closed eyes. I have the headphones on and I wait. I’m in a big empty room. I wish to be in my apartment. I should be working on the material for my audition, but fuck it. I wouldn’t know how. I never know. Yes I do. I know.

			It’s the wrong place to write, but it moves time nicely. I have the escape fantasy again, a situation where I don’t have to worry about money, a situation where I wouldn’t have to see people for days at a time. I like that idea. Freedom. Time to fill notebooks full of nonsense.

			Strangers fill the room as the minutes tick quietly. The looks exchanged are quick and deep, full of judgment and resentment. It’s like water running off a duck’s ass. It’s the way it works. Auditioning is like a fight to the death. Who can hang in the longest? Who has the endurance to move ahead? Who has the most balls? I stare at the floor and pretend not to notice. I sit here and keep it friendly. Well…quiet, anyway. The casting director calls my name. I wish to be a caveman. I’d love thousands of women.

			After my audition, the casting director utters, “Nice try.” Almost tell her to go fuck herself.

			*

			I don’t want to look at the world with burned-out eyes. I want to see beauty and darkness when it comes. I don’t know what I see when I open my eyes. I have been blocked, but I have the keys to the doors. I’m fighting my way out of an old
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