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Los Feliz ... if you please

[image: ]

The half-full route 182 Metro bus came to a stop on Talmadge Street at the corner of Franklin Avenue in the Los Feliz neighborhood, about four miles (6.4 km) as a tooled-in crow flies north of downtown Los Angeles. It was a sunny Sunday in May 2024. Noah, a 37-year-old, divorced Danish American was on a mission: He was going to survey the fourteen public steps and narrow stairways in the trending-once-again Franklin Hills area of the founded-in-the-1920s, hilly, scenic, residential district. Noah was specifically looking for a clue or a visual trigger. He really wanted to find her.

Noah would start by descending the Franklin – Sanborn Stairs. He didn't encounter anyone until the Deloz – Hollyvista Stairs. It was in mid-flight that a 30-ish Caucasian mother and her nine-year-old son accosted him while stopped.

Note: Character thoughts are in italic.

"What are you looking at, sir?" the blonde-haired, blue-eyed lad asked. Where did he  – and she – come from? The other end of the steps, no doubt. Need to promptly wrap this up. And stop zoning out. Might be looking suspicious. Don't want an LAPD interrogation. Such would open a can of worms.

Lost-in-thought Noah was surprised. He snapped out of his reverie after a short pause. "I'm looking for a hidden map that reveals the location of a secret Mojave Desert gold mine," he stated matter-of-factly. And then guffawed. "Just joking, partner. I'm looking for ... well, it's hard to say; it's a very long word." Another wacky weirdo. Time to get moving. Don't have time for any nonsense.

"We have to get going, Henry [the boy's name], or we'll be late," the indigo-bloused woman implores. "Good luck, sir." Wonder what that man is really looking for. A key? To what?

"Thanks," Noah politely replies as the mother and son dash off. He then wanders on with a virtual leaking sieve of thoughts. Can't believe that I'm really doing this. Such a longshot. Have I really become that desperate? Though, she sure was intriguing. Like no woman that I've ever met. 'You can find me in Los Feliz ... if you please. Walk the steps. Methodically. Notice the cracks and gaps. Inside one of those small voids is your ticket to another reality.' Whew! She had to be pulling my leg. Such a flirtatious, artsy-tartsy [sic] damsel. How many drinks did I buy her that foggy night? Five? Six? Maybe there was a note, card, or capsule in a mortar seam. But, it's gone now. Snatched by someone. Or, maybe a pigeon got it. Crunch.  

Two and a half hours and a dozen stairs later in Hyper Ion, a chill-thrill lounge on the northwest segment of Tracy Street near Hyperion Avenue, Noah is seated at the small bar. He starts to carefully study the wood grain of the epoxy-resinated Coulter pine bartop. These knots are like islands. And the wood grain is like contour lines. Sea depths? Ha! Wonder where the tree was. The exact spot. Was it replaced by a seedling? How
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