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Preparing to Peruse a Historical Monograph

7748 - 762 - 1742



Prelude: With a fair amount of ambivalence, knowing as
well as anyone that Nikos typically spends the hours of
3PM through 7PM, Monday through Friday, verifying
the European origin of his dietary tract, I approached
Mr Kazantzakis at 6:59 PM, ambling toward the
screened-in patio of his modest row house located

spitting distance from Garden City, and began as such:

I
(.748)

Well Mr Kazantzakis

if I'm being honest with you

completely honest with you

if I'm holding back next to no honesty whatsoever
I should note that

yes

it’s indubitably true

that of late

I’'ve found myself gluttonously chewing

four to seven slices of gum in simultaneity

for a variety of reasons—

in fact

it was just yesterday afternoon

prior to leaving our apartment to go grab a coffee
that I indiscriminately

shoved an entire pack of gum

into my mouth

and exuberantly chewed this large ball of gum



wondered if chewing gum was actually good for your
teeth

when the thought occurred to me:

Is emo the highest form of classical music America

is historically responsible for?

When discussing American music

I thought while chewing an entire pack of gum

a litany of genres

from post-bop jazz

to experimental rock

to avant-metal to the so-called

classically trained composers of American descent

are discussed as ‘the truly classical music of America.’

‘But what if emo is the truly classical American music?’

I thought to myself

chewing an entire pack of gum

preparing myself to pay full-price for a coffee out
somewhere

despite the fact I had an entire pot of coffee at my
apartment

waiting to be imbibed for free.

The primary conceit of emo music

is that its creators are young and white and male

and that they originate from neighborhoods

that are safe if not opulent and utterly hate their lives.
Nothing

it should be noted

is ever proceeding well for the emo band

as the slightest deviation



from the emo band’s best case scenario is always
apocalyptic

despite the fact that

sociopolitically at least

they have everything going for them.

The emo participant exists at the apex of the American
totem pole

and despite this fact

everything remains essentially objectionable to them.

Nothing is going well! The emo song is

in practice

the antithesis of the virtue signal. And it occurred to me

as I left my apartment to pay four dollars for a coffee

that would inevitably be co-opted by an art school
professor

with no regard to socially acceptable decibel levels

pontificating about people as brands to a foreign
exchange student

that this type of wide-eyed narcissism

that this unironic ignorance of sociopolitical totem poles

this obsession with direct

lived experience at the expense of everything conceptual

is perhaps the apex of what should comprise American
classical music?

And I nodded my head at this notion

as we entered the Honda

asking Tina if she’d be willing to play

‘One-Eighty by Summer’ on our way to the coffee shop.

~I



II
(.762)

I suppose you could say it was fortuitous

if not a direct product of fate itself

that with these thoughts in mind

while browsing my Shopping List on Amazon dot com

while considering the merits

of the so-called university professor

after my encounter with this pea-brained art professor
from Yoleni’s

I noticed that the Constantine Eleven monograph by my
old college professor

Marios Philippides

was now on sale—reduced from the borderline-insulting
price

of ninety dollars for the hardcover

to the increasingly palatable price of nine dollars for the
Kindle edition.

I’d had no communication with Philippides

since my time at Massachusetts

which is unsurprising

as I doubt strongly Philippides recalls me in the least

as almost the entirety of my late adolescence

was marked by my dedication to my dissipation-process

which I'd extended into an era some may choose

to characterize as a post-youth era

so the two of us had no need

no reason to communicate with one another



primarily because Philippides had no idea who I was.

Just because two persons ostensibly share

a modicum of so-called ‘Greek blood’

in no way means they should communicate with one
another. For Philippides’s part

he has no idea who I am

and for my part

my only interaction with Philippides

took place in the midst of my dissipation-process

of which I was dedicated to—

yet being that I’d been looking for a monograph on the
so-called ‘last emperor of the Greeks’

and being that Philippides was the only author

with a recent monograph published on the final so-called
Constantine of Helen

it just so happened that our paths would once again
Cross

this time on the Kindle app of my iPhone. Perhaps it was
fate

just as it was fate that I'd sit through an ebullient
bloviation session

from a pea-brained art school professor on one day

then on the next day find my own old professor’s
monograph fortuitously on sale

reduced to a price more appropriate for the proletariat as

such.



II1
(1742)

After confirming the price reduction multiple days in a
row

I finally pulled the trigger and bought the book

only downloading said book during a solitary circular
sojourn around Foxwoods

Ike busy attempting to continue his luck on the slot
machines—

having won two hundred dollars

on one roll prior to our high class Chinese dinner

which he magnanimously comped

and Tina passed out in the car

tired and hungover after an ill-advised decision to
daydrink

prior to our venturing to the casino for the night.

At first

in preparation of my reading

I sat in line at Dunkin Donuts

surprisingly the only coffee shop open at the expansive
casino

and bought a medium iced coffee for myself with almond
milk.

Three men stood in front of me

and struck me as abutting old men

until I began to consider they very well could be the
same age as |

clinging



it struck me

to perhaps some fading beacon of youth

one of them adorned in deluxe Michael Jordan sneakers

the other making a long speech to the Dunkin Donuts
barista

about how much he likes his Caramel coffee yet
curiously punctuating the note

by repeatedly saying he’s not that picky. In the rainforest
casino

sipping my iced coffee

with water audibly falling all around me

I got my five dollar double poker game out of the way

realizing slowly that the first two machines didn’t work

then slowly realizing I completely forgot how to play
double poker

despite being so exuberant at the thought of finally
finding

a double poker machine to play.

I googled ‘How to play double poker’

but couldn’t seem to find a concise explanation

an explanation that would allow me to play double poker
immediately

which was the extent of everything I wanted at the time.

Leaving the double poker machines

after immediately losing five dollars

I decided to spend the last of my cash on an ice cream
cone

then begin reading Philippides’ monograph.



The ice cream barista informed me there were no cones
left

which was disappointing in the extreme.

Feigning no disappointment

I ordered two scoops of the cappuccino gelato

and was subsequently given a spoon half the size of my
own pinky finger

which isn’t a particularly large pinky finger

I’'ve never had my pinky finger described as abnormally
large by anyone

to the best of my knowledge

to scoop out both scoops of ice cream from the
surprisingly deep cup. I didn’t object

instead feeling curiously lucky to pay seven dollars for
this ice cream cup

then walking around to find myself quite enjoying said
ice cream

the end-game of said ice cream of course being

that I ate the last half scoop essentially with my bare
hands

walking around by myself

enjoying nothing more than eating this ice cream

with both an absurdly tiny spoon and also with my bare
hands.

Finally

after washing the cappuccino gelato off my hands in the
Foxwoods rest area

I sat on a park bench and opened up my Kindle app

to open up Philippides’ monograph

12



on the final so-called emperor of the Greeks.



Contemporary Shootings
7766 - 724 - 787 - 1729
.692 - .714 - 752 - 764
J755 - 723 - 726 - 764

14



(.766)

Well

I guess it’s been

give or take

seven years since

I first experienced

the sublime delight

of smoking the hookah

at Pasha on Allens Avenue
and nearly three and half
since I was introduced

to the venerated ice hose

so I suppose

I'm now at the point

in my life

where an equidistant

amount of time

has elapsed

since I experienced

the regular hose

as well as the ice hose

both hoses

that I’d of course recommend
although our country’s rapid rate
of inflation has impacted

the price of each substantially
while the rapid spread



of the COVID-19 virus
has turned smoking hookah
into an increasingly frowned

upon practice.

11
(.724)

It was an era

of lingering socio-economic
commotion

when my friend Curtis

and I experienced

somewhat of a dual rough patch
romantically—

Curtis recklessly divorced

after an eight year relationship
and nine month marriage

while I remained in less than
infrequent communication
with a person I'd inadvisably
become involved with in a variety of ways
while at the same time

I'd inadvisably entered

a subsequent relationship

with a person I'd

perhaps unsurprisingly
eventually have

a dramatic falling out with.



11
(.787)

More often than not

it seems our lives

are little more

than a series

of ill-advised relationships
that whenever

we escape

from one ill-advised
relation we find

a subsequent ill-advised
relation waiting for us
patiently—

for my part

I'd acquired

a custom of chasing
the ill-advised

in an almost
mechanical manner

as if the ill-advised

had some sort

of direct line

into my very being

and in retrospect

it feels as if circumstance
in the case of my life

has played an outsized role

17



that my approach
to my life
has been a simple sculpting

of inescapable circumstances.

Y4
(.729)

I still hold both owners—

Jack and Sal—

in the highest esteem

and

in fact

it was just

this past Christmas

that I stopped

in Pasha

with Tina

and said a jovial hello

to Jack

indulging in my first ice hookah
in what seemed like eons

Tina and I sitting at the counter
having exactly one beer a piece
already somewhat inebriated
watching a Mavericks game
that was curiously

void of Luka Doncic.



(.692)

It’s never necessarily
advisable to admit

that an exotic dancer
quote-unquote

“fell in love with you’

yet in my particular case

it was an irrefutable burden
I was forced to bear.
Although at the time I attempted
with some degree of success
to deny that

my charismatic character
was capable

of making said set

of events possible

if not inevitable

yet it was appropriately
catastrophic

for my mental well-being
as I took full responsibility
for both my charisma

as well as my inability

to resemble a father-figure.



VI
(.714)

These precise circumstances

led both myself

and my friend

Curtis into the ready-made arms
of the Pasha

hookah hose

at least once a week

for years on end

as there exist times

in someone’s life

where there's no choice

but to disassemble themselves

in the most reckless of fashions
smoking and drinking
excessively and engaging

in ill-advised long-term
relationships excessively—

the quality of the hookah

at Pasha was of a height

that was hard to fathom at the time.

20



VII
(.752)

‘We unravel ourselves

attempting to reach

a core that’s always
unapproachable

being told by Byzantine monks
that our center remains

as ineffable as God’s Essence
sending ill-advised messages

to love interests

that no longer have

any interest in us.

An innocent exotic dancer

falls in love with us

and we choose to use

the full extent of our critical faculties
to disassemble

this person over and over again.
Continually drawn to this person
we ruthlessly destroy them
critically until the situation itself

becomes intoxicated in the worst of ways.

21



VIII
(.764)

And after all of this is over
we go

to Pasha

on Allens Avenue

and we enjoy

the highest quality hookahs
at least every Wednesday
unraveling becomes

just another hobby of our's
and we drink vodka

with just a splash of water
and the bartender

liberally indulges us

with a tall glass of this vodka
and then we drive up the street
and we laugh hysterically
with Curtis as we mindlessly
toss currency

at a dark stage

comprised of nudity

then we drive downtown

to order

a meatless burrito

at a highly regarded

Tex Mex establishment.

22



X
(.755)

One common mistake

to eschew

both at Pasha

and other establishments
offering so-called hookah
is the conflation

of ‘more’ with ‘better’
with regard to flavors.
Waitstaff will invariably
highlight the fact

that a patron

can order

a litany of flavors

at no extra cost

implying that receiving
more flavors for the same
price is a ‘good deal’

that ordering

a blueberry-peach-mint-creamsicle
flavor hookah

will be enjoyable when

a sensible hookah

should be restricted

to at most two flavors—

I personally recommend

blueberry mint.

23



(-723)

Sitting at the bar

at Pasha smoking

a scrumptious hookah
with my friend Curtis
watching an exciting
Celtics contest

I had the misfortune

of assiduously studying
my surroundings

with the intent

of recording them

so to speak.

In short

I believed events

could be recorded

via recollection

and recreated

through creative faculties
when it's now clear

that nothing was further
from the truth

at Pasha smoking hookah
I believed I could create

a nonfictional account

an autobiographical element

when autobiography

24



and history
are only
the most

elevated forms of fiction!

XI
(.726)

Our memories

are by far

the most specious

things about us

have you ever wondered why
our official histories

are almost immediately checkered
biased before

the first drafts

are completed

why human beings

are believed

to have existed

for tens of thousands of years
yet if we even glance

a paltry millennium

into our past

we witness nothing but
foggy notions

and bitterly

conflicting opinions?

25



At times it seems

I'm made up of

nothing but memories
yet all of these memories
seem to have

minds of their own!

XII
(.764)
Ultimately
while the relative risk
of loitering
at Pasha

on Allens Avenue

is at this point
well-established

and while the prices

of the median hookah
have inflated exponentially
Id still be hard-pressed
to sit here

and recommend

a better place

to smoke hookah

in the Greater Boston
metropolitan region.
Frankly

I’'ve always considered

26



it a bit of a bourgeois
cowardice to avoid
places solely

because of

a low probability
chance you’ll get shot
even as we age

it can still be beneficial
to embrace

the ill-advised

once in a while.

27



An Aborted Anime Opera
783 - .816 - .692 - .847 - .888 - 711
707 - 753 - .695 - .844 - 759 - .881
.691 - 765 - 740 - .834 - .760 - 707

.804 - 742 - .672 - 709 - 703
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(o1)

Flipping myself ass up

at the colonoscopy

before it was appropos,

there’s no longer a notion of sanctity in abstract
expressionism,

quantum mechanics and nonlocal relations or
something—

John Bell was correct about the physical universe.

Writing “muttering my constant curiosity got in the way
of my suicide” to myself

in a somewhat ironic tone

but muttering nothing at all.

The older woman had no interest in geriatric footwear

yet wouldn't stop speaking to me of my destiny after
eight o'clock at the Wrentham outlets,

aged thirty six Portuguese dancers

inform you in minute detail of your own acute misery

then walk away unconcerned—this is why Christ had his
feet rubbed.

29



(02)
Dip down
like a quick bath
into the DM'T-like essence
of what seems poetic,
breakfast and coffee spots close so quickly
yet I find myself yearning
for an Americano and omelet a little after four.
The clouds over one forty six south
consistently look like oil paint,
prior to the mental health revolution
adolescents were forced to internalize trauma
many of them becoming complete assholes
in the process. I've soured on the beach—
skin care I suppose has become a bit of a priority—

sand is somewhat of an annoyance.

30



(03)

Two midgets eating delicious
looking rice bowls at Xaco Taco,
repeating the phrases
“There is no image.” “There is no memory.”
There’s no image
and there’s no memory.
Sans image and memory we can start to approach the

fundamental nature of the universe as such.
Triple egg omelet with the kalamata olives,
a chest crevice stained in a permanent ink of sorts.
Cuddly beavers eat vegetables
from the hands of well intentioned human beings,
the small bottles of soju were only
eight bucks a piece.
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(04)
The saki at Somo was possibly the worst
alcoholic beverage I've ever sipped,
the can looked like an anime juicebox,
it appealed to me.
It struck me Tiny Bar had a pretense about it
that just struck me as completely out of line.
People from various backgrounds
making fast friends
as I ate breakfast out on the patio at Domenic’s,
considering going to Chilango’s,
once again deciding against it,
the condo
complex looked like total shit,
real estate as an investment has always struck me as less

than a no brainer.
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(05)
Blue light eyeglasses with the black wire rims
I'look like a complete douchebag,
there's a document titled password is password
with the dollar signs after the A.
Proust was a renowned fan of male prostitutes,
they think Nietzsche died of syphilis.
In my mind I'm the last of a long line,
made American English into Ancient Greek,
consider me the twelfth Constantine,
genocides are just a matter of taste,

“anatoli” just means East.
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(06)

Gregory of Nazianzus implicitly understood the nature
of quantum physics,

of nonlocal relations, it's possible the Occident has clung
to an initial linguistic reversal,

a reversal creating an illusion of perspective.

It's possible the perspectivism discovered by people like
Nietzsche was in fact

a simple byproduct of this initial reversal of the
Occident,

this idea of a perspective,

it seems totally illogical to me.

No pun intended, ice hookah with the tzatziki

I wasn't quite in my right mind at the time.

Samurai sword in Washington Park

the car seat saw too much,

videography is archaic in retrospect,

the science of phonetics is still ambiguous,

the conversation faded of its own accord.

34



(07)

Siberia is beautiful this time of year,

all art is not necessarily ipso facto for everyone,

the flesh of the human being wasnt universally
appealing

believe it or not.

Emotional baggage lost in transit after I woke from a
strange dream,

my yiayia informing me she’s out of sorts with smudged
lipstick

as I clutch a nephew that isn't mine.

There are many regional differences to take into
account,

we construct linear states in retrospect

then spit on a street in Izmir.

The rolled down window was like a picture frame,

memory was juvenile delinquents spraying graffiti,

the Providence cop was satisfied with the answer we're

just conversing.
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(08)

The unspecified bug trapped in the spider web

on the railing of the employer's entrance

made me consider metaphors or something.

The cashier at Job Lot of ambiguous ethnicity

needs to employ social media

to assist her pursuit of establishing herself as a
photographer,

her favorite food is pizza.

The colonoscopy was unsuccessfully rescheduled on two
occasions,

it struck me that “Russian whore” is one of the few
misogynist phrases

still acceptable to say aloud in so-called mixed company.

Sure it was nice enough to have the assistance

of Giovanni Guistinianibut

but not if he insisted on retreating the first time his chest

caved in.
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(09)

I found Marios Philippides’ monograph on the last
Constantine to be

so pro-Latin to be nearly unreadable

which was unsurprising

because it seems as though there are almost no true
Greek intellectuals in the West,

only faux-Greek intellectuals

that shamelessly sell out their own history,

who rubber stamp Anglo assertions that the Hellenic era
ended

after Socrates fondled Alcibiades,

I often have an urge to spit on these so-called
intellectuals,

these scholastic imbeciles,

these Levantine Benedict Arnolds,

these cowards of the spirit,

while I painstakingly transform American English into
Koine Greek

I have to deal with people of my own ancestry

obfuscating in the service of secular popes.

When there's nothing below a secular pope,

it’s why at times I feel like retiring to a monastery or
something,

sometimes you have to ask yourself what's the point.
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(10)
A bit depressed without palpable cause,
slowly noticing a variety of polka dots
on a pristine two thousand sixteen Honda Civic
clearly due to the douchebag
incessantly moving his white pickup in the parking lot.
Inebriated and peeing
on Enzo’s door handle in two thousand and fourteen
two years prior to the Civic being issued,
the scallops at Maria Cucina
were succulent yet ridiculously overpriced.
Curt alleged the pork was kind of dry.
Slowly noticing Milagro is a halfway decent tequila at

Vino Veritas.
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(1)
Black eyebrows plucked with a muted sense of glee,
the center of gravity is ultimately elusive,
there's a npéowmo that becomes an ovoia
but not quite vice versa,
we begin with the individual and think this is freedom.
There is no individual. The individual is no organism.
The organism is the first fallacy,
I’'ve never been a big fan of sense perception,
prose is some form of telepathy.
This is perilous.
I’'ve only intermittently believed this is good,
my beliefs are purely theatrical,
there's no better opera house than belief.
She asked me an asinine question and laughed.
I chuckled nervously.
It marked the beginning of a horrendous era for each of

us.
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(12)

Leaving the apartment for the first time all Friday the
fresh air was a revelation.

Liberian with the mask on at the Greek pizza spot,

rub and tug with the open sign across the street,

might get my VCR repaired at Cho's Electronics.

Speedway stuck up by the black dude with balloons

tucked under his shirt,

he picked my key up for me on a random Sunday
afternoon,

I always found him a nice guy personally.

Take a right onto Alexander

and pass the basketball courts

two thousand eighteen flashbacks.

Taken aback

by my note but as much of an asshole

as you can be it's essential to remain a man of your word,

otherwise there's no redemption arc.

40



(13)

It became gradually apparent as I made incidental eye
contact

with a girl with a gargantuan fake ass

that I'd slowly lost the ability to type words coherently

into my iPhone.

Memory is perhaps as a concept slightly ill-advised,

I considered while eating an entire rotisserie chicken

at a later date.

Yes it was inadvisable in retrospect

to give an overarching historical recap of the late
Ottoman Empire

to two seventy somethings I'd never met,

senses get muted with age,

I failed to notice the effervescent backside

ambling across India Point

until Katreena accused me of looking at it.

Orifices are ultimately negligible phenomena,

Jesus didn't give much credence to bank accounts

I considered eating an entire rotisserie chicken

at a later date.

Chanting the words “turn my bitch up”

in a soft whisper

as I strenuously edit the HTML

of a bootleg Tumblr page

I feel at peace with the world.

Ten calendars on females with two kids

I feel at peace with myself.

Ten mezcals enter an eleventh dimension
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I feel at peace with the world,

with the charlatan nature of mathematics.
My mother ditched me at Nick-A-Nee’s

but truthfully I didn't want to reveal my new

Audrey Horne tattoo anyway.
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(14)

On Mineral Spring getting my eyebrows threaded by
Cheryl

a self-identifying Spanish lady

with a curiously Arabic accent attempts to sell off a pair
of air pods

to help support her alleged four children

and I was a little dubious to say the least.

Defecating at the gentlemen's venue,

off-brand dude wipes from The Christmas Tree Shop.

Writing essays is reprehensible,

having sincere opinions is basically worse than climate
change in my mind.

Boycotting semicolons,

the irony of my New York Knicks fandom has slowly
fallen by the wayside with age.
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(15)

Pulling my penis out

with a child-like sense of jubilation,

I require more podcasts is the only conclusion I've come
to of late.

It’s the only logical conclusion.

There’s simply a severe lack of podcasts in the current
era.

We’ve ruthlessly deprived ourselves of others’ opinions.

Reading a Robert Ashley libretto

while stroking my beard

in a fashion

that evinces a solemn contemplation.
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(16)
Honduran medium roast in the Mister Coffee.
Brown basmati with two teaspoons from the za'atar bag,
only extra virgin olive oil from the cold press.
At this point I think we need to admit
we've made some mistakes
in an adult and calculating manner of speaking,
I’'m even-tempered by nature.
Office space two feet by four feet
with the stapled carpet made
from recycled styrofoam or something,
reading impassioned reddit posts
about the heterosexuality of male masturbation dildos.
Toss two cubes in the ice hose
and try to see dead people,
one of the most profound friends

I've ever had was a floor fan.



(17)
Tyranny of the four-four,
meaning is negotiable,
the doppelganger appeared only intermittently to me
on a mild Sunday afternoon,
reminded me of a missed call
I received five or so years ago.
But I discarded the memory
to the possibility of eating a self-salted french fry,
the dude who stuffed the young corpse into his trunk
lived in an upscale apartment complex
and didn't resemble your typical pervert murderer,

eye contact is quantum computing.
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(18)
Four walls encapsulate horrendously
phenomena
right around decade anniversaries,
at the Ttalian-American club
I engaged in an emo conversation
regarding geographical tendencies
for no particular reason.
Turquoise crystal covers the stab wound
between the collarbones,

parts and wholes are necessary,

repetitive

didn’t need to inform myself it was slightly ill-advised.

Gazing mindlessly at your own history a little aloof,

succumbing to nefarious literalism with friends.

To be frank I couldn't comprehend

how anyone would come to think political opinions

are anything but art,

it never occurred to me

that my passion could be misconstrued as sincerity.
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(19)
The deceased raccoon looked serene
like it was sleeping on the side of one forty six,
I saw Curtis texted there wasn't a cunt hair of a chance
the Italian ass was authentic
and I agreed,
I thought about the raccoon corpse again,
about the nonsensical nature of biology,
about the big bottle of Soju I'd bought at the so-called
discount liquor store
which seemed to price items higher than MSRP.
Thoughts may be physical phenomena
that haunt us no different than poltergeist,
I can't honestly say I always select my phrasing
in the most careful of manners,

some names you shouldn't say.
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(20)
Discussing espressos
blackout drunk with Emilio at Amedeo.
Half pound of the pulled pork
but only if it's completely unseasoned,
succulent (pause),
being the only car on Memorial
brought on a somewhat nonsensical sense of foreboding.
I felt an intense foreboding.
Could it have been the Casamigos Blanco,
this continual disrespect of the agave,
an ad claims to unravel the meaning of agape.
The Big Fat Greek Wedding franchise
does nothing but perpetuate a generic sense of ethnicity
that's as inane as it is counterproductive,
something especially ironic
coming from the so-called Greek east,
the relational essence par excellence,
Nia Vardalos it should be noted
is simply no Cappadocian,
this conception of essence
is embarrassingly faux-Hellenic,

back to Manuel at Manzikert.
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(21)

Half Greek vacuum cleaner in a mid-August malaise,

fortune read unsolicited at two pm on a Sunday smoking
a ten dollar cigar

drinking a vodka on the rocks.

Half barbarian eleventh Constantines,

eleven Constantines is sufficient,

half Nikola Jokic, typing the word “kindly” in emails,

I was flummoxed at the amount of redskin on the
redskin peanuts,

middle aged podcast host

repeatedly using the phrase “sphincter clenching.”
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(22)
Ingest the special star shapes
there’s a club above an arcade,
there’s a seven am showing of an uneven Netflix anime,
two homosexuals dance sans irony
and there's an album that will preferably be
disavowed at a later date.
A man my age is now dying a slow death,
incoherent epidermis,
I used to hit the bottle hard too.
Indeed I painted six hours at a time
with the Sobieski by my side,
screwed and chopped Bjork,
a sense of adolescence existed.
Markos Vamvakaris wrote about the water pipes
and call girls of turn of the century Piraeus,
shirt unbuttoned all the way down
with profound hiccups
to drown out D’Andrea’s dead body,
but can we confirm the Puerto Rican girl behind the bar
is aware.
Does the butt wipe at the bar bathroom
realize Ryan’s died?
I don't discriminate between organic entities and
otherwise,
another man our age is dying,
second cousins we never see drop dead in Florida
yet dude was always an asshole anyway.

Ingest the special star shapes
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there's a club above an arcade,

I used to paint six hours at a time
with the Sobieski by my side.

I found it enjoyable for the era,
cigar bar with Lams,

I'm well aware

my charisma is unorthodox in character.
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(23)
I can no longer consume spaghetti alio
yet I’'ve gradually come to terms with this trying state of
existence.
Surgically inserting substances into the very essence
of one’s buttocks is a pure roll of the die
in my humble opinion,
yet a female's sexual history is frankly
none of our business.
We tend to view the vagina as a tissue or a kleenex
when it's essentially reflexive in character,
like a unique phrase or laconic collection of lexicon,
that's more or less how I view
the contemporary vagina at least.
I was a little taken aback at the fact
the wing spot only offered curly fries,
that regular fries

were nowhere to be found on the menu.
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Postmodern Novelists

(771)
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I
(.785)

Approaching the automatic entrance
of Fresh Shore’s

on Mineral Spring Avenue
hoping with

all of my heart

that their prepared foods
were in the ballpark

of what my mom

generally discovers

at Dave’s Supermarket

I glanced

across the street

and saw the old building

of Ken Wok Chinese Cuisine
halfway torn down

and I took out my phone
and made a brief note

on the indefatigable impermanence
that remains

so pervasive all around us

as [ do each time

a building

I felt some sort of
nonsensical connection with
on Mineral Spring Avenue

gets knocked down.



II
(.822)

In any case

it was August first

of this year

that I felt as though

I was rapidly approaching
the end of my so-called rope
in an over decade-long plus
dissipation process

the fact of the matter

was my dissipation

had extended its prime

in a way that was

at once mildly impressive
yet simultaneously

severely depressing.

Perhaps with that being the case
it was on the night of August first
the second to last night

of my thirty-fifth year

that I experienced

a dream sequence

where I was suspended in air
above a desolate plain

where a skyscraper-like

tall building comprised

solely of mirrors
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sat in the bright sunlight
where a portion of said
top corner

reflected said sunlight

in a violent fashion

and I found myself

lifted to said section
where a voice

I identified

with Gregory of Nazianzus
spoke to me mellifluously
of the futility

of ephemeral things.

111
(.851)

But perhaps

we should pose

a subsequent question:
while there are

a litany of instances

of novelists attempting
to ape the stylistic
idiosyncrasies

of Homer’s Odyssey
while there’s seemingly
an endless line

of English-speakers
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and Euro-adjacent folks
who’ve shamelessly aped
the Athenian baboons
of the Antique era
without pausel—

are there any

that we can think of
that have mimicked

the mannerist quirks

of The Divine Eros?
Because it recently
struck me

in re-reading

Symeon’s central work
that in many ways

it reads like

an epic poem

cum postmodern novel?
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v
(.808)

After all

it was none other than
the notable

postmodern novelist
John Hawkes

who said so sternly

‘I began to write fiction
on the assumption

that the true enemies

of the novel

were plot

character

setting

and theme.’

And in this way

the sprawling
politically-metered
spiraled verses of Symeon
track the conceptual Hawkian novel
to the Nth degree

or perhaps vice versal
Should we perhaps

even pose the question:
How acquainted was Hawkes’
with the Byzantine monk

in the era of said quote?
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‘We should perhaps note
Hawkes was to an extent

a disciple of Nabokov

who

in addition to penning

a few novels postmodernly
prodding into the

do’s and don’t’s

of seducing underage females
was raised in a Russian milieu
still pre-Soviet

so to say

an essentially

Orthodox milieu.

(.833)

The modern novel

which in our era

is essentially

the postmodern novel
because it seems serious
modern novels no longer exist
only spurious

commercial novels

that perhaps ape

old modern novels (poorly)—

no
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today

to the extent

the serious novel

still exists outside of

say

thesis advisory boards
all serious novels

are now essentially
postmodern novels

and with that being

the reality

I suppose I'll refer

to the postmodern novel
as just the modern novel
as there are

no modern novels anymore
just postmodern

so the postmodern

for myself and my peers
is ipso facto the modern.
The modern novel

to Hawkes’ credit

no longer requires
anything of narrative

of character

of setting

of theme—

in fact

even indulging in
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such antiquated attributes
is typically a sign

of poor taste!

For myself

when and if

which is hardly ever
I begin a novel

with a fervent urge
to tell me a story
I'll place

the item back

down immediately
at least somewhat
disgusted at its

brazen narrative inclinations.

VI
(.737)

Symeon’s Eros

on the other hand

while indulging

in bombastic dialogues
while tearing itself apart

in a perpetually appropriate
fashion—perhaps

the so-called refrain

of Symeon’s work

is this very tearing apart
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is essentially

a postmodern epic poem
which if we consider

the many attempts

to turn the epic poems

of Homer into

the modern novels of

say

Gogol or Joyce

then it almost goes
without saying

that Symeon’s epic poem
is already

a postmodern novel

in many ways

as the addiction

to pure prose of the novel
the addiction

to the non-metrical methods
of placing words

in conceptual order

is perhaps another lurid quirk
of the novel

that would be better off
set to the side!

63



VII
(.761)

Of course

the beauty

of the Divine Eros

of the so-called
kontakion form

(of which both

Symeon and Nazianzus
are essentially book-ends to
if not entirely indulgent in)
is that

it mimics the metaphysics
of these Byzantines

itself of course

being a poem

and an essay

and a story!

The digressive hymns

of the Divine Eros

must be all three

in simultaneity

verses

and stories

and essays

because if they’re

just verses

Or just essays
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or just stories—no

that simply won't work
at all!

To describe

a select hymn as a verse
or as a story

or as an essay

instead of all three simultaneously
yet not as an amalgam
but instead

as an individual essay
an individual verse

an individual story

in the same breath

to do that would

almost be heretical in itself.

VIII
(.738)

Whereas Descartes noted

‘I think therefore I am’
Athanasius said

‘Has the Father ever existed
without His Son?’

The most important aspect
of the Divine Eros

what makes them

essentially novelistic



in perhaps the postmodern
sense of the word

is that they’re at once essays
and verses and stories
individually

but they’re non-amalgamous!
The Eros is all of them

at the same time

but also each one of them
individually as well;
whereas Descartes noted

‘I think therefore I am’

the kontakion is only

an essay because it’s a poem
but it’s only a poem
because it’s a story

and so on and so on—

IX
(.718)

Hawkes said

‘I began to write fiction
on the assumption

that the true enemies
of the novel were plot
character

setting

and theme’
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while Athanasius said

Has the Father ever existed
without His Son?’

Is The Divine Eros

of Symeon

the New Theologian

a postmodern epic poem

and as such

also the postmodern novel

par excellence?

Perhaps we should

inquire further

into this term ‘postmodern’ however
namely as to how exactly

it’s said to differ

from the term ‘modern’?

One of the more modern

notions of our era

in this instance

I'm speaking of modern

as non-postmodern

whereas previously

(perhaps foolishly)

I used modern

as a synonym for postmodern

is this conception of The Big Bang
which has achieved jihad-like popularity
in our era.

Perhaps the most modern
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notion of all

if we’re attempting to
inquire about the
modern-postmodern divide
is this notion

which has achieved

a jihad-like belief system around it

of the Big Bang.
X
(.709)
Now
personally

I’'m not exactly

a proponent of this notion
primarily because

it strikes me as idiotic

with all due respect

to the scientists who developed it
it strikes me as an idea

that’s attempting

to improve upon

a previous notion (God)

but in practice is taking

the idiocy of said previous notion
blindly believing in God

and making it somehow more idiotic.

There’s an idea
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that there was nothing

then something occurred

and now things are occurring

in an outward fashion

at increasing speeds.

There’s an idea that our sensory faculties
which are unable

to accurately officiate feelings

at a bar after three beers

are somehow capable

of taking clues from billions of years ago
and somehow empirically postulating
what occurred billions of years ago
trillions of miles away.

But this idea of the Big Bang

is more in line with

say

Descartes

than

say

Athanasius.

It’s an idea that’s essentially antithetical
to the idea that a father

only achieves being

through his son

that the father and son

while existing independently

of one another

only achieve
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being because of one another
that without one another they
in many ways

cease to exist.

XI
(.810)

It’s only been of late

that I’ve found myself

craving the classic cookies
and cream flavor

and it’s been ice cream

in particular

that has struck

my cravings acutely.

In our era

now I need more or less

at least one night of indulging
in ice cream per week.

Yet at the same time

alongside this peculiar craving
for cookies and cream

I’'ve found myself bending

to an equally acute urge

to try something new

hardly satisfied

with this cookies and cream craving

despite the fact this cookies and cream craving
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more or less just came over me

I often find myself saying things like

‘I don’t know

maybe that chocolate chip cookie dough is good?’ or
‘What if I had a milkshake? I feel like

I don’t know

maybe a milkshake

would really hit the spot right now?’

Of course the only result of such prevarication
of such mindless deviations

is the indulgence in

non-cookies and cream items

and the inevitable remorse

of the initial craving

remaining unquenched!

XII
(.741)

There’s an idea

that there was nothing

then something occurred

and is still occurring—

the postmodern novel

as well as Symeon’s Divine Eros
do away with the first

portion of this formula
disassociating themselves

from this idea
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that there was nothing

and also from

the idea that then
something occurred

instead restricting themselves
to the is still occurring.

For both Symeon

and the postmodern novel
something is still occurring
however

we’re not quite as concerned
with the idea that there

was at one time nothing

or with this idea

that then something occurred.

XIII
(.781)

If we were bold

and I'm feeling

decently bold at the moment

having indulged in a long day

all of my days these days

seem exceedingly long!—

but also feeling as though

all autobiography is absurdist fiction
we might say that while

the modern novel
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says something adjacent to
‘I think therefore I am’

the postmodern novel
states something akin to
‘He is the Father because
he eternally has a Son
through whom he affirms
Himself as Father.’

But this is perhaps

even too speculative for our tastes;
it’s in all likelihood

beyond the scope of this inquiry!

XIV
(.738)

Yet of course

this could be

considered controversial
as the median
postmodernist ostensibly
loves nothing more
than flaunting his
reckless atheism—

what the postmodernist
adores more

than anything

is to flaunt his atheism—

if the postmodernist
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becomes peacock-like

about anything

it’s without a doubt

his fervent disbelief

in God.

Yet is it possible

that a Byzantine monk
penned the first truly
monumental postmodern novel?
It’s an interesting query
although I have a feeling

it would disgust

Hawkes if not Nabokov

but most likely

Nabokov as much as Hawkes.
Nabokov

and I’'m basing this

on little to nothing

strikes me as someone

who would be loath

to be grouped together

with Symeon the New Theologian.
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(.790)

In his fiftieth hymn

Symeon sensually notes

‘she reached out to me like a breast
for me to suckle imperishable milk’
we should inquire

into this note further

as perhaps curiously

our author even refers to the Father
(or the Son)

in this quote as avt

the feminine pronoun

hence the quote

was rendered in English

as She rather than He

yet another

postmodern element

to be found in the Eros

referring to the Father

in the feminine conjunctive

in the Eleventh Century!

(Perhaps even

the late Tenth!)

So many of us

to this day still blindly

refer to the Father

employing primarily
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the male conjunctive

yet I've never

personally subscribed

to this conjunctive conditioning myself
although I usually refrain from
engaging in public statements

regarding conjunctive matters.

XVI
(.756)

Ultimately

both the postmodernists

as well as

Symeon the New Theologian
recognize the for

lack of a better phrase
quantum character

of our material existence—
while the postmodernists

in many if not all cases

tend to either form or support
various crusades due

to this characteristic

Symeon did the opposite
instead rescinding completely
and making no explicit
political statement on

the conjunctive character(s)
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of his world.

(Yet of course

there is the speculation

that Symeon himself

was of a conjunctive deviation

so to speak

unique to his milieu

that of the eunuch

although we don’t know this for certain.)
The world

its quantum character

was no call to reform to Symeon;

no it was a sign to rescind!

XVII
(.734)

For my part

I certainly can’t deny

that my personal predilections
fall closer to rescinding—

not a week goes by

that the thought of entering

a monastery

doesn’t become

at least momentarily appealing!
The monastery

to me

at times
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seems like a second home
despite the fact

to the best of my knowledge
I’ve never stepped foot into a monastery
of any sort.

Yet where could I possibly
belong more than a monastery
with few to no possessions
and nothing pressing

to do besides monitor

my own fleeting thoughts
isn’t the assessment

of one’s own waves

of fleeting thought

a full-time job

in and of itself?

How could we possibly
have time for anything else
if we’re attempting to
maintain a modicum

of honesty

with ourselves?
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XVIII
(.785)

Approaching the automatic entrance
of Fresh Shore’s

on Mineral Spring Avenue
hoping with

all of my heart

that their prepared foods
were in the ballpark

of what my mom

generally discovers

at Dave’s Supermarket

I glanced

across the street

and saw the old building

of Ken Wok Chinese Cuisine
halfway torn down

and I took out my phone
and made a brief note

on the indefatigable impermanence
that remains

so pervasive all around us

as [ do each time

a building

I felt some sort of
nonsensical connection with
on Mineral Spring Avenue

gets knocked down.



The Plane of an Ottoman NYC
(.682)
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“So anyway we were at the Hot Club for the first time in
ages, a bartender I hadn't seen in at least four to five
years was still behind the bar, she recognized me
immediately,

with a new purple dyed haircut that, although probably
a smidgeon young for her age, suited her nicely, I
thought. She poured me a healthy amount of Mezcal
into a short glass,

and only minutes later I'd notice her carrying a bottle of
Del Maguey Vida, my favorite brand of Mezcal, back
to the bar, and right then I surmised that I was
drinking my favorite type of Mezcal.

Of course healthy pours are double edged swords when
you have a tendency to chug whatever's in front of
you, which for better or worse is a tendency I've
never entirely managed to discard,

especially when in social settings. Socially, historically,
I’'ve always found myself sprinting toward liquor,
with reckless abandon almost I perform fifty yard
dashes toward

whatever my spirit of choice is that month, and even
though on balance I've reduced these excessive
tendencies with age, I'd be lying to both myself and
you if I said I"d discarded them completely.

And to be honest I'm unsure if I'd wish to discard them
in totality, to extinguish my child-like idiocy once
and for all, because sure from a certain vantage

point I suppose I remain a
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man-child of sorts, but on the other hand man-children
are necessary, no? It's man-children who make the
greatest philosophical strides. To think like an adult
is to take on the guise of utter rationalism,

which hardly ever if not never innovates, which refuses
to become idiotic enough to alter fundamental
axioms, as axioms are inevitably created by the
child-like thinkers,

by idiots of the spirit. Even God Himself allegedly said
Let there be light, which is a man-child like
statement in my opinion. Personally I still refuse to
sleep in the dark.”

“The dark is contemptible in my mind.” “There's
something inherent in being itself that's
synonymous with light in my opinion.” “But how
was Hot Club?”

“It was interesting, intriguing, better than I anticipated,
given the last couple times I'd been I felt the
atmosphere to be a bit too clubby for my tastes,

a tad too adolescent for even my man-child palette. I saw
the doorman from The Parlour there, because
apparently he works security at Hot Club as well?

In any case as the party increased in size Katreena and I
ended up engaged in an extended conversation with
a petite fair-skinned female who adamantly claimed
to be

of New York origin, yet when an appropriate opening

emerged for me to ask her what part of New York
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she was from specifically she prevaricated, saying
she was quote-unquote from all over,

but then saying The Bronx. She was from The Bronx?
She didn't strike me as someone from The Bronx,
and for someone whose identity seemed to be so tied
with being from New York,

a New Yorker, which is the case with so many people
from New York, it’s actually kind of sad to me, this
violent melding that seems to occur with people who
identify themselves with New York City,

yet this female, who for the record I found pleasant,
oddly enough refused to explicitly claim a borough,
until she reluctantly said The Bronx, which I think
struck everyone as totally misguided.

She wasn't from The Bronx, that much was clear. She
could be from anywhere in the world except The
Bronx. This idea that this female’s origin story
began in The Bronx was completely absurd.

Which borough she was from, assuming she was from a
particular borough, now that was still ambiguous,
but it was clear she wasn't from the Bronx. Queens,

that I could give some credence to I suppose. It might be
a reasonable speculation to suggest she was from
Queens. Perhaps from an opulent family in Upper
Manbhattan,

now that was even more likely-because she certainly
struck me as someone who came from money, there
was no trace of a New York accent in her speech, or

of any accent in her speech,
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and the geography of Upper Manhattan is close enough
to The Bronx that she could, in her mind at least,
perhaps justify claiming The Bronx as a borough,
even though I find that

to be a bit ridiculous, to conflate Upper Manhattan with
The Bronx, to think any thinking person would buy
the idea that Upper Manhattan is in any way
synonymous with The Bronx.

Staten Island and Brooklyn strike me as more remote
possibilities of her origin, and then we could also
speculate on outer-areas as well, because while
Yonkers strikes me as a stretch,

I think Westchester County or Long Island are both
certainly in play.” “Do you think it possible that she
could have been from, say, Westchester County,
which would explain her moneyed demeanor,

yet moved to The Bronx for work later in life, and now,
and I agree that this is misguided, feels as though
that working experience justifies her claim that The
Bronx is a place she's actually from?”

“Giorgios, that actually strikes me as perhaps the most
sensible explanation of all. I also noticed, and I think
it’s worth noting, that when she sat her posterior
was a tad more ample

than I’'d imagined, that this posterior along with the
ambiguity of her origin began to strike me as almost
ominously out of place, as if another plane of

existence was forming.”
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“That happens at times-posteriors and their relative
amplitude can vary widely from expectations, the
posterior is almost impossible to estimate based on
face alone.”

“I guess it’s reasonable to assert that we often look at a
person's face and almost algorithmically create a
simulation of their body from this face, that our
mind works

essentially algorithmically, we should admit that, that
our minds are probably just composed of algorithms,
and that we perform a similar process with voice,
which actually happened

to me just recently as well, where I spoke to a person on
the phone and inevitably created an algorithmic
simulation of her face in my mind. When I saw her
face at last online I was struck

by how much this picture differed from the simulation
I'd made in my mind-who was it I believed I was
speaking to? I look at someone's face and then I
ruthlessly algorithmically

simulate their body without consent, whereas I hear
someone's voice and then I ruthlessly algorithmically
simulate their face without consent, but in both
cases my accuracy is

totally stochastic, and by stochastic I mean terrible.”
“From voice to face and from face to body, we make
ill-advised, ruthless speculations regarding everyone
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“In this sense the simulation of the human begins with
voice. From voice alone we algorithmically simulate
both face and body, because from face we simulate
body, as you said.

In any case as the conversation progressed we - myself,
Katreena, and this female - began to touch on the
topic of what exactly this female had been doing
since leaving New York,

and in the midst of this it came up that it just so
happened that her and I were actually the same age,
that she'd been finding locales she liked at our age,
although she noted how

difficult it was, compared to New York, where she knew
the ins and outs of where to patronize and when,
what establishments she enjoyed and which ones she
despised.

I agreed immediately, noting that at my age, at our age,
it was one of the main deterrents to moving to
another city, particularly New York, which I'd
strongly considered moving to more than

once, but as I said explicitly to her to have to relearn
every single place that I like to go, and how to get
there, to relearn which places offend my palate, at
my age,

it just struck me as way too daunting of a task to take on.
It struck me as a task that would consume so much
of my energy that it would essentially mute all of my

philosophical energies
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for at least five years. She mentioned a Lebanese bar
where “you walk downstairs” that she liked a lot. I
said the entire city of Providence has become
essentially one extended

hookah lounge, which I admitted to her, full disclosure,
appeals to me deeply, which, full disclosure, seemed
to genuinely surprise her, that the entire city of
Providence was

an extended hookah lounge. I said the city is littered
with Greek and Lebanese places like that, which of
course Giorgos we know isn't true in the least, that
there are only a

fraction of Greek locations compared to Lebanese
locations, yet I stated it with so much aplomb she
didn't question it at all, although she did
immediately question whether Greeks

smoked hookah, to which I simply said Ottoman
Empire, to which she said of course, immediately
connecting the dots.”*My goodness Markos, I have
to say that’s fairly impressive, that a fair-skinned
female

from New York would connect those dots that quickly.
The Ottoman Empire, I mean at this point it’s
basically a piece of arcana. No one knows anything
about the Ottoman Empire anymore.”

“Oh I completely agree! I totally feel like there are just
very few people in our general age range who know
anything about the Ottoman Empire, and I’d one

hundred percent wager that not one
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other person at Hot Club that night who knew anything
about the Ottoman Empire, never mind its very
specific ethnic components, who could put the
pieces of Greeks ancestrally smoking hookah

together by the utterance of two words: Ottoman
Empire. In fact it seems to me that the Ottoman
Empire is maybe the most neglected empire of the
past half millennium, that it

inherited its Byzantine predecessor's characteristic of
being completely discarded by modern scholarship.
No one knows what you speak of when you so much
as mention the Ottoman Empire,

people are flummoxed, except apparently this female
who may or may not be from New York, but
certainly isn’t from The Bronx. In short I quickly
found that the ambiguity of what

New York City borough characteristic was inherent in
this female became reflected right into the ambiguity
of the ethnic blocks of the Ottoman Empire, in a
post-Ottoman

American diaspora, in an America that is itself
multi-ethnic, and not entirely differently than the
Ottomans, Ottomans who were only trumped in
their importation of African slaves

by America’s out of control love affair with the African
slave. No one imported more African slaves than the

Ottoman Empire, except of course the United States
of America.
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The ambiguity of the traits displayed by a Greek versus a
Turk versus a Lebanese versus a Kurd versus an
Armenian in the seemingly limitless Providence
Hookah Network

was suddenly a direct analog to the ambiguity of the
New York City borough characteristics inherent in a
person who perhaps dubiously claims to be from
New York City.

In one instance we’re unsure if we’re witnessing a Greek,
a Turk, a Lebanese, a Kurd, an Armenian; in the
other instance we’re unsure if we’re witnessing a
person from The Bronx,

from Manhattan, from Staten Island, from Brooklyn,
from Queens; in both cases the overlapping
characteristics, outside of their original context (of
the Ottoman Empire and

New York City, respectively), become vague enough in
their nuance that the identity of each bleeds into the
other, until the individual identities are erased
completely.

The New York City diaspora in Providence can reflect
characteristics associated with Staten Island, with
Manhattan, with The Bronx, with Brooklyn, with
Queens, while the median

hookah smoker this New York City transplant may
encounter in the extended Providence Hookah
Network may display characteristics of the Greek, of
the Turk, of the Lebanese,
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of the Kurd, of the Armenian. In both cases what’s
Staten Island, what’s Queens, what’s Kurd, what’s
Greek, what’s Brooklyn, what’s Manhattan, what’s
Lebanese, what’s Turk,

what’s The Bronx, what’s Armenian all bleed into one
another until they’re essentially indistinguishable
from each other, wuntil they’re essentially
extinguished,

until we reach a fundamental oneness of an Ottoman
New York City, a legitimate plane of existence that
came into being only at the Hot Club via
conversation this past Friday night.”

“This is a physical plane of existence now, the Ottoman
New York City of Oneness.” “It can no longer be
denied, an Ottoman New York City where all
identity has been extinguished into

a monadic Oneness came into existence on a Friday
night at the Hot Club.” “Yet that girl - could she
have actually been from The Bronx?”

“With one hundred percent certainty I will assure you
Giorgos, that the girl I spoke with Friday night was

absolutely not from The Bronx.”
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A Modest Parallel Universe
(.708)
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“Initially a thin hipster with a full red beard was in the
bathroom at Nick-A-Nee’s, peeing at the tall urinal,
but when I went in, after he walked out, I made a
point to pee at the kiddie urinal,

a trademark of mine, for whatever reason I find myself
more at ease at the kiddie wurinals, as I'm
long-torsoed in addition to being of only average
height; yes,

the kiddie urinals are essentially made for me, and
peeing at the kiddie urinal I took note of what
looked like a piece of asscrack lint connected
inextricably to a long piece of ass hair.

This is what it struck me as at least. I thought back to
parking on the street fifty feet from Nick-A-Nee’s, to
my consternation with the driver wearing a snowcap
in his maroon pickup truck

cursing me through his windshield as I slowly scoped
the one open spot on the street. At that time, with
his perturbed expression and prehistoric facial
features, he struck me as

the worst person in the world and frankly still does. I
wished nothing but the worst things on this person
as I pulled over to let him pass, haranguing him
through my windshield

as he simultaneously screamed at me through his
windshield, then calmly hit reverse to move back
into the middle of the street, to parallel park in the
only open spot,
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just momentarily lodging the right rear wheel ever so
slightly onto the attenuated curb. In my mind this
man in the pickup truck was a grotesque stain on the
face of our planet.

His face, in both its structure and expression, sticking
with me at the bar in Nick-A-Nee’s, more or less
revolted me in the most extreme of ways. The man
to my left ordered

an impressively grotesque smelling soup from the bar-it
was all I could smell at the time, and the stench was
such that it struck me as frankly a little unbelievable
it wafted from a bowl

a man was actually eating from, yet if anything this
made me enjoy Nick-A-Nee’s even more. The band
playing the bar employed a white saxophone player,
and each

respective instrumentalist was drinking a separate,
distinct variety of alcohol-one whiskey, one craft
beer, one some type of mixed drink, one nothing at
all, all four frankly looking

little like typical musicians, and I found it notable how
easily the saxophone, I presumed tenor, sat in the
mix with just a microphone next to it, given the
accompaniment of

electric guitar, electric bass, and acoustic drums that
were played in a thoroughly rock, as opposed to jazz,
style. I guess I never knew that about tenor

saxophone.
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Rock drums have increasingly distressed me of late.
When I think of a style of drumming that offends
my taste, rock drumming immediately vaults to the
top of the list-in my opinion

Stratos most rock music would be immeasurably
improved with the simple removal of percussion, or
at least with a more muted substitute of percussion.
Maybe a tongue drum?

Amplified tongue drum? Distorted tambourine? But
honestly that's just me, because I fully realize most
people love percussion, that percussion is viewed as
the so-called backbone

of modern composition, that tons of listeners still
venerate rock music. In any case I guess I should
start to explain how I got here, shouldn't I?” “From
your parallel universe you mean?”

“Exactly Stratos. It now seems to me that I crossed over
into this universe, or I should say I became aware
that it had happened, precisely at the point where
the bozo in the snowcap

in his dark red pickup truck began yelling at me through
his windshield, as I attempted to parallel park up the
street from Nick-A-Nee's, where a man would then
order

one of the most disgusting smelling soups I've ever
encountered from its bar. It was obvious as the man,
who I despised, looked exactly like someone from
Alabama,
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he was wearing a snowcap despite it being a moderately
temperate day in early April, and given these facts it
was obvious something had shifted significantly,

but I couldn’t draw any conclusions quite at that point.
But these are the types of cues you have to take into
account with regard to things such as these Stratos,

parallel universe conundrums so to speak. How exactly it
happens I'm not at liberty to detail at this time, as
it's possible I'm ignorant of the mechanics of the
process, or I'm aware of

the process in a way I can only communicate in indirect
ways.” “This makes sense, Markos. There’s
obviously only so much we can put into words when
it comes to parallel universes.”

“For example it was precisely at Nick-A-Nee's that I
happened to log onto the basketball-reference dot
com webpage Stratos, which only confirmed my
suspicions,

which had been steadily rising, which only acted as
another clue as I delved deeper into the statlines I'll
detail right now. Specifically, as I recalled it, beyond
a shadow of a doubt it sat

in my memories, the Boston Celtic Jayson Tatum owned
a statistical profile that exceeded that of Dallas
Maverick Luka Doncic, whereas Luka Doncic had a
statistical summation

that lagged that of Jayson Tatum. And yet on
basketball-reference dot com at Nick-A-Nee’s, only



moments after said bozo in snowcap in the
Alabama-esque maroon pickup truck

berated me through his windshield, it occurred to me
that Luka Doncic had by far the more complete
statistical profile compared to Jayson Tatum, despite
both Luka and Tatum

averaging above thirty points per game this NBA season.
Specifically, on this side Stratos, it seemed that Luka
differentiated himself from Tatum by getting to the
free throw stripe

at a much greater clip, by making plays for others at a
clip that more than doubled Tatum’s rate. Where
Jayson Tatum assisted on just twenty percent of his
possessions,

while turning the ball over on ten percent, Luka Doncic
assisted on forty three percent of his possessions
while turning the ball over on only twelve percent,
while

both rebounded just about thirteen percent of their
possible possessions and shot an aggregate
percentage of sixty (true shooting percentage) on
their thirty points per game.

Yet I explicitly recalled Jayson Tatum being the far
superior playmaker, by more than double, when
compared to Luka Doncic, in those exact terms

of assist percentage and free throw rate, yet when I
logged onto basketball-reference at Nick-A-Nee's, to

my great surprise, Luka Doncic

96



separated himself from Jayson Tatum by his higher
propensity of getting to the free throw stripe and by
his stark contrast in setting his teammates up

for made shots (especially when compared to his
propensity to turn the ball over). It's only in the
most minute of ways that we can detect

these transitions Stratos, if that makes sense, that we can
conclude we've traversed across potential
dimensions, if that makes sense?” “Oh, absolutely!”

“And to add to the confusion it was only a night later, in
a vivid dream, that I found myself in a desolate
house covered with orange wallpaper, curiously
preoccupied with bathing myself,

apparently getting ready for something I couldn’t quite
put my finger on-it was in this home with the orange
interior that I felt again this psychic energy with
near strangers,

near strangers who seem to pop into my mental space
unannounced, that has increasingly struck me as an
actual physical phenomenon. That I can actually
think back toward

these near strangers in a physical fashion. Yet this was
before a particular shadow from my past appeared to
me yet again in dream, in the most vivid of manners,

and I began to run from something, something I
couldn’t identify, while simultaneously reconnecting
with this shadow without either of us saying a word

to each other,
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until I stumbled upon what looked like a locker room in
an open field. I entered the building, a so-called
locker room in an open field, and realized all of its
memorabilia was from

nineteen ninety eight-and I realized I'd traveled back to
nineteen ninety eight, that everything I touched was
totally nineteen ninety eight, that my own so-called
identity was

just a clumsy block across something that could be
traversed if approached properly, and then suddenly
the thought occurred to me: Time starts in the
middle and winds around,

always in the middle, I thought, that this notion of time
beginning at the beginning is entirely false, perhaps
even nonsensical. When awake I frantically wrote a
note that simply said:

Time starts in the middle and winds around. And as I
encountered this idea streams of green for lack of a
better word time shot out, like Nickelodeon Gack or
something,

various streams of time overlapping each other in joyous
bursts of green, like the word Go, and it was a sort of
joyous event even in its ambiguity. I was a little
disappointed to wake up.”

“Did you do shrooms at all?” “No sadly Stratos I was
completely free from hallucinogens when I went to
sleep, when I went to Nick-A-Nee’s, when the
red-bearded hipster peed
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at the adult urinal, when the man next to me ordered the
disgusting soup, when the bozo with the snowcap
screamed at me, when the saxophone was
surprisingly high in the mix.

No we don’t necessarily need to travel in the traditional
sense in order to travel great distances, that much
we can be sure of.” “That makes complete sense to

me, Markos!”
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Diagrams

(echoes):(syllables) .(approximate self-similarity)

Inscrutable Myths

~—-01 539:721 748

Well Mr [K]a]zantz[a][k][i
with [ylou, [clompl[l][e]tell]
hlo]lding [bla[clk [n]ext to [n][o] hone[s]ty what[s][o]ever,
I should [n]lo]te that, ye[s], [i]t’[s] [ilnd[u][blita[b][l]y tr[ue]
that of [1]ate [I]'ve [flound mly][s]el[f] [gll[u]ttonouls]1ly
chlewling [flour to [sleven [s]l]li]cles of [g]lulm in

al

[s], [ilf I'm [b]le]ling hone[s]t

]
[y] hone[s]t with [ylou, if I'm

[s]lilmultaneit]y], [flor a valr][iletly] of [r][e]Jasons---[iln
[fTallclt, [ilt was juls]t ye[s]terday [a][f]ternoon, [p]rior to
lle]laving oulr] a[pla[r]tment to [glo [glrab a [clo[ff][e]e
that I i[n]d[ils[c]r[ilm[ilnately shoved a[n] e[n]tlire
[plalck] of [glum fin]itlo [m]y [m]outh and
ex[u][blerant[lly chlewled this [l]large [blall of [glum,
[wlondered i[f] che[wling [glum [w]as actually [glood
[flor your teeth, when [th]e [thlJought o[cclurred to [m][e]:
Is [e]lm]o the [hlighe[s]t [florm of [c]la[ss]i[c]al [m]usi[c]
Almle[r][i][c]a [i]s [hli[s]to[r]i[clally [r]e[s][plon[s]ible [f]or?
When di[s][clulssling Almleri[clan [ml]usi[c], I thought
[wlhile che[wling a[n] e[n]tire [plalck] [o]f gluJm

of [glen[rles, f[rlom [plost-bo[p] [jlazz, to ex[plerilm]ental
rolclk, to [alv[alnt-[m]etal to the [s]lo]-[c]a[ll]led
[c]l]alssli[c]a[llly trained [clom[p]lo]sers of [A]lm]eri[c]an
[d]e[s]cent, are [d]i[s][c]u[ss]ed as ‘the trullly [c][l]a[ss]i[c]al
[m]usi[c] of Almleri[cla.” ‘Blu]t wh[a]t if e[m]o is the

, a litany
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trullly [c][l]a[ssli[c]al Alm]e[rliclan [m]usi[c]?’ I thought
to [mly[slelf, che[wling a[n] e[n]tire [pla[ck] [o]f glu]lm
[plre[pla[rling my[slel(f] to [play [flull-[p]rli[cle [f ]or a
[clo[fflee out [slome[w]here, des[pllilte the [f][allc]t [I]
hla]d a[n] e[n]t[i]re [plot of [c]o[ff]ee at [m]y a[plart[m]ent,
waiting to [ble im[blibed [flor [f]r[e]e. The [plriim]ar[y]
[clonc[ei]t of [e][m]o [m]us[il[c] [i]s that [i]ts [c]re[a]tors are
young a[nld white a[n]d [m]lalle, and [th]at [thley
orlilg[il[n][a]te [fIrom [n][ei]ghborhoods that are sa[f]e i[f]
nfo]t [o]pule[n]t a[n]d wutter(lly hla]te their [l]ives.
[N]othing, it should be [n]oted, is [e]ver [plro[c]lee][d]ing
wlelll for the [eJmo band, as the [s]lighte[s]t [d][e]v[i]ation
from the [eJmo [bland’s [ble[s]t [cla[s]le [s]cenario is
[allways [allplolc]lalllyllplt[illc], de[s][plite the f[a]lc]t
thlalt, [slo[clio[plo[lliti[c]a[ll]ly] at [l][ea][s]t, [thley have
[elvery[thling  going  for [thlem. The e[m]o
[plar(tllillcllil[plant [elx[illslts at the a[plex of the
Almleri[c]an [t]lo]tem [pllo]le, and des[plite thi[s] fa[c]t
[elverything re[m]ains [e][ss]entially o[blje[c]tiona[blle to
them. Nothl[ilng [i]s going well! The emo [slong [ils, [iln
pract[i](cle, [thle [a]nti[th]e[s]i[s] of the virtue [s]ignal.
[Alnd it o[cclurred to [mle, as I le[f]t [m]y a[plart/m]ent to
[play [floulr] dollars [flo[r] a [clo[ff][ee] that would
ilnlevita[bl[y] [blle] [clo-o[plted [bly aln] art [s][c]hool
[plrolfle[sslor, with nlo] regard to [s]o]ciall]ly
a[cc]lel[plta[b][lle d[ellcli[ble[1] [1]evels. [plont[il[f][ilc[alting
[allblout [pleo[plle as [blrlands to [a] [
exchlalnge [s]tudent, [th]at [thli[s] t[yllple of
wli][dle-[eyle[d] [n]ar[cli[ss]ism, [th]at [th]i[s] un[i]ron[i](c]

flo[rleign
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[ilg[n]oran[cle of [s]ocio[plol[ilt[i]clal t[o]Jtem [pllo]les,
thi[s] ob[s][elss[ilon  wl[iJth di[r]le]lc]t, 1[i]ved
[elx[pllelr]lilen[cle at the [elx[plen[sle of [e]verything
[clon[c][e][pltual-—is [plerha[p]s the a[plex of what should
[clom[p]rise Alm]er[i]lclan [c]la[s]s[i][c]al [m]usi[c]? [Alnd
I [n]o[dd]ed my [hlead [a]t this [n]otion [a]s we en[t]ered
the [H]on[d]a [a][s]king [K][a]t i[f] shle]'d ble] [w]i[l]ling to
[plllllay] {Olne-[Eilghty by [Slummer’ on our [w]ay] to
the [clo[ff]ee sho[p].
---02 413:542 .762
I [slulpplose you [clould [s]ay it was [flortuitou[s], i[f] not
a [dlire[c]t [plro[d]ulc]t of [f]ate it[s]el[f], that with [th]ese
[thloughts in m[ilnd, wh[ille browsing my Sho[ppling
L[i][s]t on Alm]az[o]n d[o]t [c][oJm, while [c]on[s][i]dering
the [mlerits of the [s]o-[c]alled univer]s]it[y] [p]ro[f]e[ss]or
a[flter my en[clounter wliJth thli][s] [plea-brained art
[plrolfle[ss]or [flrom Yo[llen[i]’s, I [n][o]ti[cled [th]at [th]e
[Clon[s]tantine E[lleven [m]o[n]lo]gra[ph] bly] [m][y] old
[clollege [plro[fle[sslor, [M]ari[o][s] [Phl[illli][pplides, was
[nJow on [s]ale---re[d]u[c]ed from the
[blor{dler{l]ine-{iln[s]ulting [pltfillcle of [n][ilnety [d]ollars
for the hard[c]over, to the [iln[c]rea[s]ing{l]ly [pla[l]ata[b]le
[pltlillcle of [n]lilne [d]o[1]lars for the [K]in[d]le e[d]ition.
I'd had [n]o [c]lolm]muni[c]ation wli]th [Ph][i]lli][pplides
[slin[cle [m]ly] t[iJme at [M]a[ssJachu[s]etts, whi]ch [i]s
un[s]ur[p]rising, as | doubt [sJtrong(1]ly]
[Ph][i]l1
a[l]lm]o

llillpplidlels re[clalls [m]le] in the [l][ea]st, as
[

slt the entirety of my [l]ate a[d]o[lle[s]cen(cle was
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[m]arfkled bly] [mlly] [dle[d]ilc]la]tioln] to [mly
[d]i[sslilp][altio[n]-[plro[cle[ss], which T'd [e]xte[n][d]e[d]
ilnJto a[n][e]r]a [sJome m[aly [ch]oose to [ch]a[r]a[c]terize
as a [plo[s]t-youth [e][r]a, [s][o] the two of us had [n][o]
[n]leeld, [n]lo] r[ealson to [clolm]muni[c]ate [wlith [o]ne
a[njother, [plrifm]ari[lly [ble[cJause Ph[i][l][i][pplild]es had
[n]o [illd]ea who [I] was. Ju[s]t [ble[c]ause [tlwo per[s]ons
ofs][tlen[sli[b]ly share a [m]odilclum of [slo-[c]alled
‘Greelk] [bllood’ in no way [mleans they [sh]ould
[clolmm]u[nli[cl]ate  [w]ith [olne a[n]other. [Flor
[Phl[illlillpplildles’s [plart, [hle [hlas no [i]ldlea who [I]
am, and [flor [m]y [plart, [m]y on[lly [iln[t]eraction with
[Phli][ll[illpplildles [tlook [pllalcle [iln the [m][i]d[s]t of
[mly [dllillsslil[pllaltion-[plro[cle[ss], of [w]hich I [w]as
[d]e[d]i[c][alted to-—yet [bleing that I'd [bleen [lJoo[kling
[flor a mono[g]rla[ph] on the [s]lo]-[clalled ‘[l]a[s]t
em[pleror of the [Gl]lrlee[k]s’, and [b]leling that
[ hlillli{ppllildle]s was the [oln[l]ly] [aJuthor with [a]
rlellclent monogralph] [plulb]lllished on the [flinal
slo-[clalled [Clon[s]tantine of [Hle[llen, it julslt [s]o

|_|,_,

[

[h][a]lpplened that our [p]lalths [w]ould [o]n[cle again

[clro[ss], thi[s] t[ilme on the [Klindle [a]lpp] of mly]

[i]Phone. [Plerh[al[p]s it was [flate, just [a]s it was [flate

thlalt I'd [slit through an e[blullllient [b][lJovi[a]tion
lession [flrom a [plea-[blrlailned art [s]chool

lind [mly [ow]n [o]ld [p]lr]o[f]le][ss]or’s [m]onog[r]a[ph]

s
[plrol[fle[sslor on one [d]ay, [thlen on [thle n[e]xt [d]ay
[f
[flortuitouls]ly on [slale, [rle[d][ullcled t[o] a [pllrlilcle
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[more a[pplrllollplirliate [flor the [plrllo]letalrliat as
[s]uch.

---03 602:811 .742

Alflter [clon[flirlm]ing the [pllrlice [rle[d]ulc]tion
[m]ultilplle [dlays in a [rlJow I [flinally [plulled the
trligger and [blought the [blook], [o]n[lly
[d]lown[l][o]a[d]ing said [bloo[k] [d]ulrling a [s]o[l]ita[r]y
[clir[clull]ar [s][o]journ a[rJound [Floxwoods, I[kle busy
a[ttlemp|tling [to [clon[t]linue his [lJu[ck] [on the s[l][o]t
machines-—-[hlaving wo[n] two [h]u[n][d]red [d]o[1]lars on
olnle [rloll [p]r]lilor to our [h]lilgh [c][l]a[s]s Chinle]se
[d]lilnner, whli]ch he [m][algn[a]ni[m]ou[s]l[y]
[clom[pled---[alnd [K][a]t [p][alssed out in the [clar, [tlired
a[n]d hungover [alfter a[n] ill-[a][d][v][i]sed [d]e[clision to
[dlayld][r]in[k] [plr]lilor to our [v]entu[rling to the
[cla[sliln]o for the [n]ight. At fir[s]t, in [plre[pla[r]ation of
my [rleald]ing, [I] [s]at in 1[ilne at [D]un[klin [D]onuts,
[slur[plrising(l][y] the on[l][y] [clo[ff]ee sho[p] o[plen at the
ex[pllaln[slive [c]a[slino, [alnd bought a [ml]le]d[ilum
i[cled [clo[fflee [flor [mly[s]el[f] with allm]ond [ml]il[k].
Three [mlen [s][tJood in [f]r[o]nt of [m]e and [s][t]r[u]lck]
[mle as a[b]lultting old [mlen un[tlil I [blegan [tlo
[clon[slider they very well [clould [ble the [s][a]me [a]ge as
I, [clllilnglilng, [ilt [s]trulck] me, to [plerha[p][s] [slome
fa[dling blea]lclon of youth, one of them a[dJorned in
[dleluxe [Mli[ch]ael Jor[d]an [s]n[ea]klers, the other
[m]alkling a long [s][plleelch to the [D]un[klin [D]onuts
bar[i][s]ta about [h]ow [m]uch [hle li[k]es his [CJara[m]el
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[cloff[ee] yet [cluriou[s]lly] [plun[c]tua]ting the [n]ote by
[rle[pleatedl[y] [s]lalying he’s [n]ot that [plilckly. In the
[rain[flore[s]t [cla[sliln]o, [sli[ppling my ilcled [clo[ff]ee,
[wlith [wlater [au][d]i(b]l[y] [f][a]lling [a]ll [a]Jround ml[e], I
got my [flive [d]ollar [d]ou[b]le [plo[kler glalme out of the
wlay], reallizing [s]llow(lly [thlat [thle [fli[r][s]t two
machines [d]i[dn’t wo[r]k, then [s][llow[l]y rea[l][i]zing [I]
[clom[p]ll][e]te[llly] [florgot how to [pllllay double
[plo[kler, [d]e[s][plite [bleing [sJo exu[blerant at [thle
[thlought of [f]li]nally [f]liln[d]ing a [d]ou[blle [ploker
machine to [pllay. I [gloo[glled ‘How to [pllay [d]ou[b]le
[plo[kler’ [blut [c ]oul[d] [sleem to f[ilnd a [clon|[c][i][s]e
ex[pllan[altion, an ex[p]lan[a]tion that would a[lljJow me
to [plllllaly [d]ou[blle [plo[kler imml[e][d][i]atel[y], [w]hich
[wlas the [e]xtent of [e]verything [I] [w]an[tled at the
[tlijme. [L]lelaving the [d]ouble [ploker [m]ach[ilnes
a[flter ilmm)]le][d][i]ate[l]ly] [losing [flive [d]o[ll]ars, I
[dle[clild]ed to [s][plend the [1][alst of my [c][a]sh o[n] a[n]
ifcle [clream [clone, then begin [r]ea]ldling
[Phl[illlil[ppllilld]lels’ monog]r]a[ph]. The i[cle [c]r[ea]lm]
ba[r](i][s]ta in[flormed me there were n[o] [c]lo]nes le[f]t,
[which [w]as di[s]a[p]pointing in the extr[e][ml]e.
[Fleiglnling [n]o [dli[s]a[pplointment, I or[d]ered t[wo]
[sliclloo]lpls of the [cla[ppluccin[o] ge[llatfo] and was
[sJub[s]e[qluent[l]y given a [s][ploon hal[f] the [s]ize of my
own [plliln[kly  [fllilnger, whlilch [ilsn’t a
[plarti[clull]ar(l]y [l]arge [p]liln[kly [f][ilnger, I'[v]e ne[v]er
had my [plin[kly [flinger  de[s]lclribed [als
[a][b]ln]ormalll]y [l]arge [bly anyone, to the [ble[s]t of my
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k[nJowledge, to [s][cloo[p] out [bloth [s][cloo[pls of ilcle
[clream from the [sJur[plrisinglly] [d][ele[p] [clulp]. I
[dlildn’t objle]lclt, in[sltle]ad fee[lling [clurious[l][y]
(1Ju[ck]ly] to [play [s]leven [d]o[l]lars for this] i[c]e [c]ream
[clulp], then wallkling around to [f]lilnd mly][s]el[f]
[qluite [e]njoying [s]aid i[cle [c]ream, the [e]nd-game of
[slaid ilcle [clream of [clour[s]e [bleing that I ate the
(allslt [hl[allf [slicloop e[sslentialllly [wlith my [blare
[h]lalnds, [w]allkling around [b]ly] mlyl[slelf, enjoying
nothing more than [ea]ting thi[s] ilcle [c]r{ealm with
[bloth [aln [a][b][slurdl[y] tin[y] [s][ploon and al[slo with
my [b]laJre hla]nds. [Flinalllly, [a][f]ter washing the
cda]lplpuccinfo] ge[llatlo] offf] my h[alnds in the
[Floxwoods [rle[s]t a[r]ea, I [s]at on a [plar[k] bench and
olplened wulp] my [Klin[d]le alpp] to o[plen ulp]
[Phlili[ppllilld]le]s’ mo[n]o[g]rlalph] on the [fli[n]al
[slo-[c]alled em[ple[r]or of the [G][r]ee[Kk][s].

Contemporary Shootings
1296:1746 7742
---01 128:167 .766
Wlelll, I [glule][ss] [i]t's been [g][ilve or ta[kle [s]even years
[slin[cle I [flirfs]t ex[plerien[cled the [s]ubl[i]me dellilght
of [slmolkling the hoolk][alh at [P]laJsh[a] on [A]ll]lens
[ I[vlenue, [a]nd n[ealr(l]ly] thr[ele and hal[f] [s]in[cle [I]
was in[t]rodu[cled [t]o the [v][e]n[e]rated [i][c]e hose, [s][o]
I [s]ulppllolse I'm now at the [ploint in m[y] [1][ilfe where
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an [e]qulild[i][s]tant amount of t[iJme h[a]s [e][l][a]lp][s]ed
[slin[cle I [e]x[ple[rlien[cled the [rlegulllar [h]ose [a]s well
[a]s the i[cle [h]ose, blo]th hl[o]ses that I'd of [c]ourse
[r] [clountry's [r]a[plid [r][a]te
of [i]nfl[aJtion hla]s [ilm[p][allc]ted the [plri[cle of [ealch
[sJub[s]tantiallly], while the [r]a[plid [s][pllrlead of the
[C]O[VI]ID-Ninet[elen [vliru[s] has [tlurned [s]mo[kling
hoo[klah i[n][tlo a[n] i[n][c]realslingl[y] frowned u[plon
[plralclti[cle.

e[clommend, alth[o]lugh our

---02 1101152 724
(IJt was [a]n [e]lr]a of l[ilnge[rling [s]oci[ole[clono[ml]i[c]
[clolmm][o]tion when my [f]rliend [Clurti[s] and I
ex[ple[rlien[cled [slomewhat of a [d]ual [r]ou[gh] [platch
[rlo[m]anti[c]ally---[ Clurti[s] [r]e[ck][l]e[ss][l]y [d]ivor[c]ed,
[alfter [a]n [eilght year [r]e[l][a][tilon[shlip a[n]d [n]ine
[m]onth [m]a[r]riage, whlille [I] [rle[m]ained i[n] le[ss]
than i[n]f[rle[qluent [c]o[m]muni[c]ation with a per[sjon
[1I'd i[n]ad[v][i]sa[b]ly [ble[clome i[n][v]olved [w]ith i[n] a
[vlariety of [wlays, whille at the [slame [tlime [I]'d
inad[v]lilsalb]llly ~ [eln[tlered  a  [sulb]sle[qluent
re[llaltilon[sh]i[p] with a [pler[slon I'd, [plerhalpls
un[sJur[pl[r]ilsing[llly], [elventua[ll[y] have a d[r]Jamatic]
falling out with.

---03 122:155 787

[M]ore [olften [th]an n[o]t it [s]Jeems our [l][i]ves are
[lIlilttle [mlore [thl]an a [sleries of [iJll-adv]i]sed
re[llaltilon[shli[p]s, that [w]hen[e]ver [wle [el[s]clalple
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flrom [olne [i]l-adv[i]sed [rle[l][aJtion [w]e [flind a
slub[sle[qluent [i]ll-adv[iJsed re[l][a][tilon [w][ailting [f]or
us [pllalltilent[lly-—for my [plart [I]'d [allc]qulilred [a]
[clu[s]tom of cha[sling the [i]ll-advised [iln [a]n al[m]ost
[mle[clh[a][n]i[clal [m][a]lnn]er, as [ilf the [i]ll-adv[i]sed
had [sJome [s]ort of di[r]e[c]t I[i]lne into m[y] ver[y] bleling,
alnld in] [rlet[rlo[sllplelclt it [fleels as i[f]
clirfclum[s]tan[cle in the [cla[sle of mly] [l][ilfle has
pllllayed an out[slized role, that my a[pplroach to ml[y]
[i]ifle has been a [s]ilm[plle [s]clullplting of

ilne[s][cla[plable [clir{clum[s]tan[c]es.

[
[

[
[
(1
[

---04 78:107 .729

I [s]till hlo]ld blo]th [o]wners—--J[a]lck] [a]nd [S][a]l---in
the highle][s]t [e][s]teem, and, [i]n [f][a]c]t it was ju[s]t
thils] [pllallslt [Clh[rli[s]tmals] that I [s]to[ppled in
[Plash[a] with Tin[a] and said [a] [jllo]vial [hlello] to
[J]a[cK], i[n]dulging i[n] my fir[s]t [i][cle [h]oo[k]ah in what
[slleelmed I[i][k]e [e]lolns, Tliln[a]

counter, hlalving ex[a][ ]
[slome[w]hat in[e][b]ri[
gla]me that was [cluriouls][1 ] [v]oid of [L]u[k]a Don[clic.

and I [slitting at the
cltly one [b][eler a plie][cle, already
]

]
ajted, [wlatching a Malvleri[ck][s]
[s

---05 108:156 .692

It'(s] [n]lellvler [n]le]lcle[ss]arily a[d][v]isable to a[d]mit
that an exoti[c] [d]an[cler [qlu[o]te-un[glulo]te [flell in
[lJove with [ylouw--[ylet in my parti[clu[llar [cla[s]e [i]t
was an [iJrre[f]uta[b]le [bJurden I was [flor[cled to [blear.

[Allthough at the [tlime I [a][ttlemp[tled, with [slome
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[dlegree of [slulccle[ss], to [dlen[y] that mly]
[clharisim][a]tilc] [c]h[a]ra[c]ter ~was [c]a[plable of
[m]akling [s]lai]d [s]le]t of [e][v]ents [p]o[ssi[blle, [i]f not
[ilne[vlita[b]le, yet it was a[pplro[plriatel[y]
[clatas]tro[phlilc] [flor [m]y [m]en[t]al well-{b]eling, as I
[tloolk] [flull [rle[s][plonsi[bli[llitly] for [bloth [mly
[chla[r]isim]a as well as [m]y ina[bli[llit[y] to [r]esem[b]le a
[flathe[r]-[fligulr]e.

---06 85:119 .714

These [plre[cli[sle [clir[clum[s]tan[c]es led both [m]y[s]el[f]
and [mly [f][rliend [Clurti[s] into the [r]eady-[m]ade arms
of the [Plasha [h]oo[k]ah [h]ose at [l][ea][s]t [o]n[cle a
[wllee][k] for years on end---as there exi[s]t t[iJmes in
[slolme[o]ne’s [1][i][fle whe[r]e the[r]e's no choilc]e [blut
to [dli[s]a[sslem[b]le them][slelves in the [m]o][s]t
reckle[ss] of [flashions, [s]m]lo]lkling and [d]rin[kling
[elx[cle[sslively a[n]d [ellnlgaging [iln [illl-advised
[llong-term  re[llatilon[shlips  [elx[cle[sslive[lly;  the
[qlualllity of the [hloo[k]la]h at Plalshla] was of [a]
[hleight that was [h]ard to fla]Jthom [a]t the time.

---07 118:157 .752

We un[rlave[l] ourse[llves, a[ttlemp[tling [tlo [rleach a
[clore that's [a]llways un[a]pp[r]lo]acha[b]le, [bleing t[o]ld
[bly [Blyzan[tline [m]on[k]s that our [c]le]n[t]er [r]e[m]ains
as i[n]le]ffalblle as God's [E]ss]le][n]cle---[sle[n]ding
ill-advised mle][sslages to [llove i[n]te[r]e[s]ts that no
[lJonger have a[nly i[n]te[r]e[s]t i(n] uls]. A[n] i(nn]o[clent
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e[x]Jotic [d]an[cler [flalls in 1[o]ve [wlith [u]s, and [w]e

chloo]se to [u]se the [flull e[x]tent of our [c]r[i]t[i][c]al

fla[clulties to [d]i[s]a[ss]emble thi[s] [pler[s]on [o]ver a[n]d
olver agailn]. [Clon[tlinualll]ly] [dlrawn [tlo [th]i[s]
plerfslon, we [rlulth]lle[ss][lly] [dle[s]t[rloy them
cllrlliltlillclalll]ly] unt[ill the [s][iltula]tion [i]t[s]elf
be[clomes [i]ntoxi[c][a]ted in the [w]or[s]t of [w]ays.

— — o/

---08 13:148 .764

[Alnd [a]fter [a]ll [o]f th[i]s [i]s [o][v]er we g[o] to P[a]sh[a]
on [A]lllens [A]lvlenue, a[n]d we e[n]joy the [hlighe[s]t
[qlualllity [hloolk]ahs at [llea[s]t eve[rly We[d]nes[d]ay,
unrjaveling [ble[clomes jlu]st an[o]ther ho[bbly [o]f
[o]ur's, and we d[rlin[k] [v]od[k]a [wlith jlu][s]t [a] [s]plash
of [w]ater, and the [blar[tlen[d]er [1]i[blera[ll]ly in[d][u]lges
[u]s with [a] [t][a]ll gla[ss] of thi[s] [v]od[kl]a, a[n]d the[n]
we drive up the [sltrfee]t, and wle] [lJaugh
hys]teri[cla[ll]ly] [wlith [Clurti[s] as [w]e mind[l]e[ss][l]y
to[ss] [clulrlren[cly at a [d]ar[k] [s]tage [clomp|rlised of
nuldJitly], then we [d][r]ive [d]o[w]n[tlo[w]n [tlo or[d]er a
[m][ealt[l]le[ss] [blurrilto at a high[lly [rlegar[d]ed T[e]x
[M][e]x e[s]ta[b]lish[m]ent.

---09 108:143 .755

One [clolmml]on [mli[s]talkle to e[s][chlew [bloth at
Plallsh]la] and other e[s]ta[blli{sh]lm]ents o[fflering
[s]lo-[c]alled hoo[k]ah is the [c]on[f]lation of {m]ore’ [w]ith
'[blette[r]' [wlith regard to [f][llavo[r]s. [W]ait[s]ta[ff]
[w][illl [ilnvariab[lly hlilgh{1][ilght [thle [f][a]c]t [th][a]t a
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[platron [clan order a [llita[nly of [f][l]avors at [n]o ext[r]a
[clo[s]t, im[p]lllying that [rle[cleiving more [f][l][alvors
[flor the [s]lalme [plrilcle is a 'good [d]eal', that
or[d]e[r]ing a
[bllue[ble[rr]y-[pllealch-mint-[c]r[ea]m]
hoolklah will [ble enjoya[blle whe[n] a [s]e[n]sli[b]le
hoo[k]ah should [ble [rle[s]tri[c]ted [t][o] at [m]o[s]t [tIw][o]
f{lJavors-—-I per[slona[llly [rle[clo[mm]end [b][lJue[blerry

sli[c]le flavor

[m]int.

---10 115:159 .723

[Sllilttling at the bar at [P]la]sh]la] [sJmo[kling [a]
[sllclrum([p][tiJouls] hoo[k]ah with my [f]riend [Clurti[s],
watching an ex[cliting [Clel[tlic[s] [clon[tle[s]t, I had the
[mli[s][flortune [o]f [a][ss]ildJuouls]ly [s]tu[d]ying [ml]y
[slu[rlroun[d]ings wl[i]th the [ilntent of [rle[clor[d]ing
them, [slo to [s]pealk]. In short, I [ble[llieved e[v]ents
[clould [ble [rle[clor[d]ed [v]ia [rle[clo[l]le[c]tion and
[rle[c]rle[alted through [c][rle[a]tive [fla[c]ulties, [w]hen
it's [nJow [cllear that [n]othing [wlas [flurther [f]lrom the
truth-—-at P[a]sh[a] smo[kl]ing hoolk]ah [I] [blelieved [I]
[clould [c]reate [a] non[flilcltional [a]lcclount, an
[au]to[bliog[r]a[phli[cal e[lle[m]ent, when
[au]to[bliog[r]a[ph]ly] and hi[s]to[r]ly] are [oln[lly the
[m][o][s]t e[l]levated [florms of [f]i[c]tion!

---11 98:135 .726
Our [mle[m]ories are [bly [flar the [m]o[s]t [s]peciouls]
things a[blout u[s]---[h]ave you ever [w]ondered [w]hy our
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olff[lic[ilal [h][i][s]tories are allm]o[s]t iimm][e]d[i]atel[y]
che[cklered, [blia[sled [ble[flore the [flir[s]t dra[flts are
[clomp(l][e]ted, why human [b][elings are [ble[l][ie]ved [t]o
have exi[s|[tled for [tlens of thousands of [ylears, [ylet if
wle] [elven g[llan[cle a [plalltlry mi[lllennium in[tlo our
[pla[slt [wle [wlitln]e[ss] [n]lolthing [b]lult [floggy
[nJotions and [b][i]tter{lly [clon[f][1][i][c]ting opliln[ilons?
At t[i]lm]es it seems [I'lm] [m]ade [ulp [o]f [n]lo]thing
[bllult [ml]e[m]o[rlies, yet all of thle]se [m]e[m]o[rli[e]s

sleeJm to have [m]inds of their own!

---12 113:148 .764
Ul[t]limate[l]ly, while the [r]e[l]a[t]ive [ri[s]k of [l]oitering
at [P]lalshla] on [A][lllens [Alvenue is [a]t thi[s] [ploint
[wlell-[e][s]t[a]blished, and [w]h[i]le the [plr[illcles of the
[m]le]d[ilan [h]oo[k]ah [h]ave infl[a]ted [e]x[plonentially,
I'd [s]till [ble [h]ard-[plre[ssled to [slit [hlere and
[rle[clolm]mend a [bletter [p]lalc]e to [s][m]o[kle [h]oo[k]ah
in the Glr]lealter [B][o][s]ton [m]etro[p]lo]l]itan [rlegion.
Fran[k][lly, I've always [clon[s][i][d]ered [i]t [a] [b][i]t of [a]
[blour[gelois [clo[w]ar[d]i[c]e to [a]void [p][l]alcles [s]ole[l]y
[ble[clause of a [llow [plro[bla[b][i][l][ilty chan[cle you’ll
alge it [clan [s]till [ble
e [i]ll-adv]i]sed on[c]e [i]ln

— =

get shot—[elven as wile]
[b][elneficial to [elm[b]r[a][c]e th
a whli]le.

(-Pr—v

An Aborted Anime Opera
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(#) (s) (e) (w) (@)

1 189 148 112 0.7831
2 141 15 89 0.8156
3 130 90 85 0.6923
4 137 16 91 0.8467
5 107 95 74 0.8879
6 204 145 112 0.7108
Vi 174 123 108 0.7069
8 178 134 105 0.7528
9 236 164 137 0.6949
10 147 124 84 0.8435
1 183 139 13 0.7596
12 168 148 119 0.8810
13 340 235 203 0.6912
14 149 114 91 0.7651
15 104 77 63 0.7404
16 157 131 104 0.8344
17 125 95 74 0.7600
18 188 133 96 0.7074
19 153 123 103 0.8039
20 221 164 122 0.7421
21 16 78 67 0.6724
22 324 230 213 0.7099
23 182 128 16 0.7033

Total 4053 3049 2481  0.7523
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(flli[plping  my[slel(f] [alls]s  ulp] [a]t the
[cllollllono[s]clolply be[flore it was [alp[plr[o]lpllo],
there's [n]lo] [llonger a [n]o]tion of [s]lan[c]t[ilty [iln
[a]b[s]tralc]t [e][x]pr[e]ssionism, [qluantum
me[clh[alni[c][s] [alnd non[llo[c]al [rle[l]ations or
[sJomething, john [blell was [c]o[r]re[c]t a[blout the
phlylslillclal unlilver[sle, wirliting “[m]utte[rling [m]y
[clon[s]tant [c]u[rlio[slity got in the way of [m]y]
[s]ui[c][i]de to [m][y][s]elf in a [sJomewhat [i][r]o[nlic tone”
blult [m]lultte[r]lin[g] [n]othin[g] at all, the older
[wlo[m]an had no [i]nte[r]e[s]t [iIn ge[r]ia[t]ri[c] foot[w]ear
yet [wlouldn't [s][tlo[p] [s][pllelalkling to [m][e] of [mly
de[s]tinly] [alfter [eilght o'[c]lo[c]k [a]t [th]e wren[th]am
outlets, [a]ged [thlirty [slix portuguese [d]an[clers
ilnfform [ylo[u] i[n] [mlin[u]te [d]etail of [ylour own
a[c][ulte [mlisery then [w]al[k] alw]ay u[n][clo[n][clerned,
thlis [ils [wlhy [c]h[r]i[s]t [h]ad [hlis feet [r]ubbed-

02

[dllilp [dlown likle a [qlulillck bath in[tlo the
[dlm[t]-lik]e [e]lslsen[cle of what [s]lelems polelti[c],
brlela[k][f]a[s]t and [clo[flfee [s]pots [c]l[o]se [s][o]
[qlulillc]kly, [ylet [i] [fllilnd [m]ylslel[f] [ylearning [flor
[a]n a[m]eri[c]ano [a]nd ome[l]et a [llittle [a][f]ter [flour,
the [cllouds [olver one [florty [slix [slouth
[clon[s]i[s]tent[l]y [l]oo[k] [l]i[k]e [o]il [plaint, [plrior [tlo
the mleln[t]al hl[e]alth r[e]vo[lJution ado[lle[s]cents were
for[cled [tlo in[tlerna[llize [tlrau[m]a, [m]any of them

[blle]lclolm]ing [clom[pllete a[s]sholes in the [plro[cle[s]s,
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i've [sloured on the [b]lelach, [s][k]in [clare, i [s]u[p]pose,
has [ble[clome a [blit of [a] [plrllilo[rlity, [sland [ils

[sJomewhat of a[n] [a][n]noyan[cle-

03

two mlildglelts [e]at[ilng d[e][l][ilc[i]ou[s] [Joo[kling ri[cle
bowls at xa[c][o] ta[c][o], [rlep[e]at[ilng the ph[r]ases there
[ils nlo] [ilm]age there is n[o] [m]e[m]o[r]y, there’s no
ilmJage and there’s no [mle[mlory, s[alns ilm]age [aJnd
[mle[mjory we claln s[tlart [tlo a[p]proach the
funda[mlental [n]ature of the u[nliver[sle as [s]uch,
tri[plle egg [o]lmell]et with the [k]al[a][m][a]t[a] [o][l]ives, a
chle][s]t [c]r[elvi[c]e [s]tained in a per[m]ane[n]t i[n][k] of
[slorts, [cluddl[y] [bllela[v]ers [e]at [v]ege[t]a[b]les from the
[hlands of well i[n]tle[n]tioned [h]Ju[m]an [bleings, the
[slim]all [blottles of [s]lo]ju were [o]nly eight [blucks a

pielcle

04

the [sla[k]i at [s]lolm[o] was [plo[slsi[b]llly the wor[s]t
al[clohollli[c] [ble[v]erage i'[v]e e[vler [sli[p]ped, the [c]an
(lJoolkled [llifkle [a]ln [alnime juilcle[blox, it a[plplelaled
[tlo m[e], it [s][tlru[c]k me [tliny [blar had a [plre[tlense
alblout it  that jlullslt [sltfullc]k mle] as
[clom[p]ll]le]te[llly] out of [lline, [plleloplle from
variJoufs] [b][a]lc]kgrounds malkling [f][a][s]t [f]riends
[als 1 ate [blrea[k][fla[s]t [oJut [oln the patio at
[d]lomeni[c]'s, [clon[sli{d]lering [g]loling to chilan[g]lo]'s,
on[cle alglain [d]e[clildling a[glain[s]t it, the [c][o]n[d]o
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[c]lo]mp[llex

[
as a[n] i[n]ve[

th{a]n a [n]o blr]ai[n]er-

lJoolkled [1][i](k]e [t]otal shit, real e[s][t][a]te
sltment has alw[alys [s]t[rJuck me [a]s le[s]s

05

[B][1Jue [1]lilght e[yleg[llasses [wlith the [b][lJac[k] [wlire
rims [I] [lJook [l]lillkle a [clom[p][llete [d]ouche[blag,
there's a [d]o[clument t[iltled [pla[slsfwlord is
[pllals]swo[r]d with the [d]ollar [s][ilgns [a][f]ter the A,
[Plrou[s]t was a re[nJowned [flan of [ml]ale
[plrolslt[iltutes-[t]hey [thlin[k] [Nlietzsche d[iled of
[slylph]illlils, in [m]ly] [m][i]ln]d [IJ'm the [l]a[s]t of a
(llong [llillnle, [m]ade Almleri[clan Englli]sh [ilnto
[Alncient  Grlee][k]-[clon[slider m[e] the twelfth
[Clon[s][t]ant[i]lne, [gleno[clides are [jlu[s]t a [m]atter of
[t]a[s]te, Ana[t]ol[i] [jlu[s]t [m][e]ans [E]a[s]t-

06
[glirle[glolrly  of  [n]lalzi

under(sJtood the [n]ature of
[o

ilalnzus [iJmpl[i][c][iltly
[qluantum phlyls[illc]s, of
[n]on[l]o[c]al re[l]ations, it's plo][s]sible the [o][c]cident has
[c]llung to a[n] i[n][ilt[ilal [][ilngulills]tic [rle[v]ersal, a
[rle[v]er[sal [c]reating a[n] i[l]lusio[n] of [pler[s][ple[cltive,
it[s] [plo[slsible the [pler[slple[cltivlilsm d[i][s]covered
[bly [pllelolplle li[kle [Nli[e]tzsche was, [iln fa[c]t, a
[s]liJm[plle [blylplrodulc]t of this [i]n[i]tial rever[s]al [o]f
the [Ollclci[d]ent, thi[s] i[d]ea of a [pler[s][ple[c]tive, it
[sllelems [tlota[lllly] i[lllogilclal to mle], no [plun
in[tlended, i[cle hoolk]ah with the [t]zatz[i]k[i] [i] wasn't

17



qlulilte in [m]y] rilght [m][ilnd at the t[i]me, [s]Jamurali]

[

[slword in washing[tlon palr][k], the [cla[r] [sleat [s]law
[tloo much, videogralphly is ar[clhailc [iln
[rlet[r]o[s]pelclt, the [s]cien[cle of [phlonet[i][c]s [ils [s]t[i]ll
amb[ilguouls], the [clonver[s][a]tion [f][alded of its own

alc]cord

07
[sli[bleria is [b]lea]utiful thi[s] time of [ylear, [a]ll [a]rt is
[nJot [nle[cle[s]salrlily ip[s]lo] [flact[o] [flor e[v]e[r]yone,
the [f]lesh of the hu[ml]an [b][eling wasn't u[nli[v]ersall[y]
a[plplelaling, [blelile]ve it or [n]ot, e{m]otional [blaggage
lo[slt [iln tr[alns[i]lt [a][flter i [alwoke [flrlom [a]
[sltlrlange d[r]le]am, my [ylia[ylia in[flo[rlming m[e] she's
out of [slo[r]ts with [sJmudged I[i]p[s]t[i][c]k as [i] [c]lutch
ane[phlew that isn't m[ilne, the[r]e a[rJe man[y] r[e]gional
differen[cles [tlo [tlalkle in[tlo a[c]count, we
[clon[s]t[r]ulc]t l[ilnear [s]tates [iln [rletro[s][ple[c]t then
[sliplit on a [sltreet [iln [i]lzmir, the [r]olled [d]Jown
[wlin[dJow [wlas li[kle a [plilc]ture [flrame, [m]e[m]ory
was juvenile delin[qluents [s][pllrlaying g[r]a[flfiti, the
[plirloviden(cle [clo[p] [wlas [s]ati[s]fied [wlith the

an[slwe[r] [wle're ju[s]t [clonve[r][s]ling

o8

the un[s][ple[clifliled [blug [t]r]a[plped in the [s][pl[ilder
we[b] on the [rlailing of the [e]m[p]loyer's [e]n[t][r]an[c]e
[m]ade [mle [clon[slider [m]etapho[r]s o[r] [slomething,
the [clashier at jlo]b l[o]t of am[b][ilguous eth[n][i][c][ilty

u8



[nleeds to [elm[p]loy [s]ocial m[e]d[il[a] to [a][s]si[s]t her
[plur[sluit of [ellslta[bllli]shing her[slel[f] as a
[phlotog(r]alphler, her [flavo[rlite [flood is [plizza, the
[clo[l]ono[s][clo[p][y] was un(s]ulclee[s]s[fTull]l[y]

re[s][clhed[u]led on t[wo] o[c]casions, it [s]t{r][ullc]k [m]e
that [r][u]ss[ilan whore [iJs one of the [flew
[mli[slog[yn[il[s]t [phlrases [s]t[i]ll a[c]ce[p]table to [s]ay
aloud in [slo-[clalled [m][ilxed [clom[pla[nly, sure it was
[nlilcle e[nJoulgh] to have the a[s]si[s]tan[cle of
[gliovlalln]ni] [glulillslt[iln[i]lalln][i] but [n]ot if hle]
in[s][i][slted on re[tlreating the [flir[s]t time his che[s]t

caved in-

09

i [flound [m]a[r]i[o]s [phlili[p]plilld]le]s mon[o]gra[ph] on
the la[s]t [clon[s]tant[ilne to [b]le] [s]lo] [plr[o]-latin to
[blle] nlelarly unrfe]ada[b]le, [w]hich [w]as
un[s]ur[plrising [blecause it [sleems as [th][o]lugh [th]e[r]e
a[rle almlo]st nlo] [t][rJue g[rleek in[tlell[e]ctuals in the
wlellslt, [olnly flau]x-g[rleek in[tle[l]l[e]ctuals that
shame[l][e][s]s[l]y [s]le]ll out their own hi[s][t]o[r]y, who
[rlubber [s][t]lalmp [alnglo a[s]sertions [thlat [thle
hlelll[enic [e]ra [e ]nded [a][f]ter [s]o[c]rat[e]s [f]lo]ndled
al[clibiad[e]s, i [o][f]ten have an urge to [s]pit on thle]se
[slo-[clalled inte[l]lectuals, thle]se [s][c]ho[l]a[s]ti[c]
im[bJe[cliles, th[e]se [llevant[i]ne [blenedict arnolds, these
[clowa[r]ds of the [slplilrlit, wh{i]le [i]
[pllalin[s]t[a][klingly transform ameri[c]an engl[i]sh [ilnto
[kloin[e] grlele[k] i have to d[elal with [p]lelo[plle of my
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own an[cle[s]try obfuls]clating [iln the [slerv[i]cle of
[sle[clular [plo[ples, when there's [n]othing be[lllolw a
[sle[clullar [pllollple, it[s] whly] at t[ilmes [i] feel 1[ilke
re[t]lilring [t

[sJo[m]etimes you hl[a]ve to [a][s]k your[s]elf what'[s] the

lo a mo[n]a[sltery or [s]o[m]ething,
point-

10
A [bllilt [dle[p]re[s]sed wlilthout [plal[pla[blle [c]ause,
[sIolw(l]ly] nlolti[cling a variet[y] of [pllo]l[k]a [d]ots on
a [pllillslitllilne [tlwo thousand [s][ilx[t]lelen hon[d]a
cllilvlille] [cll]le]ar(llly] [d][ule t[o] the [d]o[u]chebag
i[n][cle[s]santly m[olving his white [plilc]ku[p] in the

[

[plar[kling lot, i[n][e]br{i]ated a[n]d [p]leleing on e[n]zo's
door handle in [t]wo thousand and four[t][e]en, [t]w[o]
ylelars [plrior [tlo the [c][ilvi]lc] bleling [i]ssued, the
[sllclallops at mar[i][a] [clu[c][iln[a] were [s]ulc]cull]ent yet
[rlildlilclulllouls]llly over[pllrlilcled, [clurt alllleged the
[plork was [k|[ilnd of [dly], [s]l] ][ Mllly [n]oltilcling

milllagrfo] is a halfway [d]le]lclent tlellqlulilla at
[v][illn][o] [v]eritas-

11

[Blla[c]k eye[brlows plu[clked with a [m]uted [s]e[n][s]e of
[gllele], the [cle[n][tler of [glravitly] is ulltliim]ate[l]y]
e[llulslive, there's a [plr{o][slo][pllo] that [ble[clomes an
oulsli[a] [b]ut not [q]uli]te [v][illcle [v]er[s][a], we [bleg[iln
wliJth the [iln[d][i]v[i]Jdual and [th][ilnk [th][i]s [ils
free[dJom, there is no [ilnd[ilv[ildual, the [i]nd[i]v[ildual
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[ils [n]o ofr]ga[n]ism, [thle o[r]ga[n][ilsm [i]s [thle [flirs]t
[flallalc]ly], i[vle ne[vler [bleen a [blig [f]lan of [s]en[s]e
[pler[cle[pltion, [plrose is [slome [florm of [tlele[p]ath[y],
th(i][s] [ils [pleri[llouls], i've on[l]ly] in[t]ermittent[1][y]
[ble[lli[e]ved thli]s [ils good, my [ble[lli[elfs are [plure[l][y]
[thleatrical, [thlere's no [bletter o[plera house than
[blelife]f, shle] [al[s][kled ml[e] a[n] [a][s]inine [qluestion
a[n]d 1[ajughed, i chulc]kled [n]ervouls]lly], it mar[kled
the begi[nlning of a ho[rJrendoul(s] e[r]a for each of u[s]-

12

lealvling the [a]partment [flor the [flirst t[ilme [a]ll
[(flr]lild[aly the [flresh air was [a] [rle[v]e[l][a]tion,
lli][ble[rlian with the mla]ls][k] on [a]t the glr]lele[k]
[pllilzza [s][plot, [r][ul[b] and t[ulg with the o[plen [slign
alclro[s]s the [s]t[rlefe]t, [ml[ilght get [ml]ly] [v]clr
[rle[plaired at cho's [e]l[e][c]tronics, [s][pleedway [s]t[ul[c]k
[ullp] [bly the [b]l]alc]k [d][ulde with [b]a[lllloolns
tlullclked [uln[d]er [hlis shirt, [hle [plilclked [ml]y [k][ely
u[p] for [m]le] on a r[aln[dJom [sJun[d][aly [a][f]ter[n]oon,
i alw[alys [flound him a [n][illcle gluy] [pler[s]o[n]a[l]ly,
[tla[kle a right on[tlo [a]lllex[alnder [alnd [p]lalls]s the
[bllalls][klet[b]all [clourts, [tlwo thousand eighl[tleen
fllalsh[b][allc]ks, [tla[klen a[b][a]lc]k [b]ly] m[y] note [bJut
[aJs much of an [a][s]shole [a]s you [clan [ble it's
e[slslelntial to [rlefmJain a [m]an of your [w]ord,
o[thler[wlise [th]ere's no [r]ed[e]mption arc

13
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It belcllalme [glr[aldually applajrent [a]s I mlalde
[ilnclildental eye [clontalc]t [wlith [a] [glirl [wlith [a]
[glar[glantuan [fla[kle a[s]s that I'd [s][ljow{lly [1]ost the
abillity [tlo [tlyl[ple words [cloherent[lly in[tlo ml[y]
[i[Phlone-[m]e[m]ory is [plerhlalps [als a [clon[clept
[sllli]ghtly ill-advlilsed, [I] [clon[s][ildered while eati[n]g
a[n] e[n]tire [r]o[t][i][s]serie ch[i]lc]ken at a I[a]ter d[a]te,
yels], [i]t was [ilnad[vlisable [iln [r]e[t]ro[s][ple[c]t to gi[v]e
an ofvlerar[clhing histo[rlilclal [rle[clalp] of the late
Otto[mJan Eml[plire [t][o] [tlw[o] [s]e[v]enty [slomethings
I'd ne[vler [mlet, [slen[sles get [m]uted with [a]ge-I
[fllaliled to noti[cle the e[flferve[slcent [b]a]lc]k[slide
[aJm[b]ling [a]lc]ros[s] Ind[ila Point un[tlil [K]a[t]r[e]lena
[allclcused me of loolkling at it, or[i][f][illcles are
ul]timate[lly [nleg[lligible [phle[n]o[m]e[n]a, J[e]suls]
didn't give [mJuch [c]r[e][d]en[cle to ban[k] a[c]counts, I
[clon[sli[d]ered, [elatiln]g a[n] e[n][tlire ro[t][i]s]serie
chli][c]ken at a I[a]ter [d][a]te-chanting the wo[r]ds "tu[r]n
my bliltch ulp]" in a [sloft wh[i]s]pler as I
[sltrlelnuouls]ly [eldit the H[TIML of a [bloot[lleg
[Tlum[b][l]r [plage I flelel at [pllelalcle [wlith the [w]orld,
[tlen [c]alendars on [f][e]lm ]ales with [tlwo [klids I [f][e]el
at plelalcle with [ml]y[s]el[f] n [m]e]z[clals [e][n]ter
a[n] [e]leventh di[m]ension I [f][ ]el at plelace [wlith the
[wlorld, [wlith the charlatan [n]ature of [m]athe[m]ati[c]s,
[m]y [m]other [d][iltched [m][e] at [N][i][c]ka[n][ele’s, but
[th[u]thfully, T [d][i]ldn't [w]ant to revlelal my [n]lew]
Auld]r[ely Horne [t]att[oo] any[w]ay-
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14
on [mlineral spring getting [m]y] e[yle[blrows
hir]eladed [bly Chle]lrlyl a [s]lelllf]-[ildenti[f]lyling
[s][planish [1]ad[y] with a [cJuriou[s][l]y [a]rabi[c] [a][c]cent
a[tltem[plts [tlo [slell of(f] a [plair of air [plods to [hlel[p]
[sluplplo[r]t [hler alleged [flou[r] chil[d]ren and I was a
(little [d]ubiou[s] to [s]ay the [l]ea[s]t, [d][e][f]e[c]ating at
the glelntleme[n]'s ve[nlue, offlf-brand [dJude wilples

[flrom the chri[sJtmals] t[r]ee sho[p], wlrliting e[s]says is
[rle[plrehen(sli[b]le, having [slin[clere ofpli[nlio[n]s is
[bllallslilcla[llly wor[sle than [c]l[im]ate chlalnge in
[m]ly] [m][ilnd, [bloylclotting [slemilclolons, the [ilro[nly
of mly] [n]ew yor[k] k[nli[c]ks [f][aJndom h[a]s [s][lJow[l]y
[fla[l]len bly] the wla]y[s][ilde [wlith [a]ge

15
[plulllling my [pleni[s] out with a ch[illd-{1][i][kle [s]en[s]e
of jubilllation, [i] re[qlulilre more [plod[clasts is the
[oln(l]y [clon[c][l]usion i've [clome to of [l]ate, [ilt's the
[oln(lly [lloglillclal [clon[c][llusion, there’s [slim[p]llly a
[slevere [1][a]lc]k of [plodc]lalsts in the [c]u[r]rent e[r]a,
we've [rluth(lle[s]s[lly de[plrived [o]ur[s]elves of [o]thers’
[o]lplinions, [rleading a [rlo[blert ash[lley [1]i[b][rlett[o]
while [s][t]r]lo]lkling my [bleard in a f[a]shion th[a]t

evin[cles a [s]ol[eJmn [clont[eJm[p]lation-
16

Hon[dJu[r]an [m]e][d][iJum [r]oa[s]t [iln the [M][i][s]ter
Cofffele-[blrown [bla[s][m][alt[i] with [t]wo [t]ea[s][ploons
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flrom the [z][a][t]aar [blag, [o]n[l]ly extra virg[iln ofl][ilve
olil [flrom the c[o]ld [plre[s]s, at thi[s] [ploint I thin[k]
[e] n[eled to ad[mlit wle]'ve [m]ade [sJome [ml]i[s]ta[k]es
iln] a[ln] adult [alnd [c]la]llc]ulating [m][a]lnlner of
Ilpllelalkling, I'm [elven-tem[plered by [n]ature, off]fi[c]e
Ilpllalicle two [fllelet by [flour [f]lelet with the
sltfallplled  [clar[plet m[alde from [rle[clylc]led
slty[rJo[f]loam or [sJomething-[r]ea[d]ing [i]m[plass[iloned
] [

[
[

S

2}

rle[d]dit [plo[s]ts a[blout the hetero[s]exuality of [m][a]le
mla[s]tur[b][a]tion [d]il[d][o]s, [t]o[s]s t{wo] c[u]bes in the
i[cle hlo]se and [tlry [tlo [s]lele [d]ead [pllelo[p]le, one of
the most [plro[flound [f]riends I'vle e[vler had was a
[flloor [flan

[
[
[
[
[
[

17
Tyralnlnly] of the [flour-[flour, mlela[nling is
[n]eg[o]tiable, the do[plpelganger a[plpeared [o]n[l][y]
i[nJter[mlitte[n]t{lly] to [m]le] on a [mlild [Slun[d]ay
a[flternoon, [rle[m]in[d]ed [m]le] of a [mli[s]sed [c]all I
[rle[c]lelived [flive or [s]lo] years aglo], [blut I
di[s][clar[d]ed the [m]e[m]or[y] to the po[s]si[blilitly] of
[elating a [s]el[f]-[s]alted [f][r]ench [f][r]y-the d[u]de whlo]
[sltful[ffled the yolulng [clor[plsle in[tlo his [tlrun[k]
l[ilved [iln an [u][p]sliclale [a][p]artment [clom[p]lex and

e

[dlidn't  resemble  your [tlylplilclal  pelr]ve[r]t
mu(r][dle[rle[r], eye [clontalclt is [qluan[tlum
[clom[pluting-

18
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[flour  walls  e[n]lcla[p][sjulate  ho[r]re[n][d]ouls]ly

[rle[pletitive [phle[n]o[m]en[a] [rlight [a][r]ound [d]e[c]ade
[aln[n]iversaries, [a]t the it[a]lian-a[m]eri[clan [c]lub I
e[n]glalged i[n] a[n] e{m]o [clonver[s][a]tion [r]e[g]ar[d]ing
geolgl[rlalphli[clal [tle[n][d]e[n]cies [flor no [plar(tliclular
[rleason, [tlur[qluoise [c][rly[s][t]al [c]overs the [s][t]a[b]
[wlound [blet]
[

whlo]les are

]
[t

wleen the [clollar[b]lolnes, [plarts and
nle[cle[s]sary, didn't [n]eed to [iln[florm
my(slel[f] [ilt was [s][l]lilghtlly ill-advlilsed, gazing
mind(1]e[s]s[1][y] at your own hi[s]tor[y] a [1][i]ttle a[l]oo[f],
[slulclcumbing to ne[flarious [l][ilterall]lilsm wfi]th
[f]rliends, to be [flrank I [c]ouldn't [clJom[p]rehend how
anylone [wlould [clome to thin[k] [plolfilt[i]lc]al
o[pllilnions a[r]e anything [blut a[r]t, it never o[clcurred
to mle] thlalt my [pllalssion [cJould [b]le]
mi[s][clon[s]trued as [s]in[clerity-

19

The de[c]le]ased ra[c]c[ooln [l]loo][kled [s]er[elne [1]i[k]e it
was [s][l][eleping on the [s][ilde of one forty [sli[x], [I]
[slaw [Clurti[s] [t]e[x][t]ed there w[a]sn't a [c][u]nt hair of
a chla]n[cle the I[t][a]lia[n] [a][s]s was authe[n][tlic a[n]d
(1] [allglreed, [I] [thlought [a]lblout [thle ra[c]coon
[clorp[sle [a][glain, [a][bJout the [n]on[s]en[sli[c]al [n]ature
of [bli[oJlogy, [al[blout the [blig [bllo]ttle of [S]lolju I'd
[blought at the [s][o]-[clalled di[s][clount l[i][qluor [s]tore
whlilch [sleemed to [plrfi]lcle [iltems hliJgher than
MISIR[P], thoughts may ble] [phllylslillclal
[phle[n]lolmena that hlaulnt uls] [n]o d[i]fferent than

'—'|—|
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[ploltergelil[s]t, [I]
[sle[lle[c]t my [phl]r

[m]a[n]ners, [sJome [n][almes you shouldn't [s][aly-

[clan't hone[s]t{lly [s]laly I alw[alys
[

alsing in the [m]o[s]t [clare[flul of

20
[d]i[s]cluls]sing [e][s][plre[s]sos bla[c]kout [d]run[k] w(i]th
[elm][illilo] at a[mlede[o], half [plound of the [plulled
[plor(k]  [blut [olnly [ilf [ilt's [clom[pll[e]tel]y]
un[s][e]asoned, [slu[c]culent ([plause), [b]eling the onl[y]
[clar on [mle[m]orial [blrought [oJn a [slomewhat
n[o]n[s]e[n][sli[c]al [s]e[n][s]e of [flore[bloding, i [flelt a[n]
ilnJte[n][sle [flore[bloding, [clould it have [bleen the
[cla[s]amig[o]s [bllan[c][o], this [clontinual
di[s][rle[s][ple[clt [o]f the [alg[a]lv][e], [aln [a]ld [c]laims to
un[rja[vlel the meaning of [a][g]lallp]le], the [blig [f]at
[glreek wedding [flranchise does [n]othing [blut
[pler[pletuate a ge[nleric [slen[sle of eth[nlilclity thla]t's
[a]s inane [a]s [i]t [i]s [c]ounter[p]rodulc]tive, [slomething
e[sl[pleciallly] i[rJoni[c] [cloming from the [s]o-[c]alled
grlelelk] [ela[s]t, the [rle[llational [e]s]sen[cle par
elx[clel(l]len[c]e, [n]ia varda[l][o]s, it should be [n][o]ted, is
slim[ply [n]o [Cla[plpad[o]cian, this [clon[c]le][p]tion of
ellslsen[cle is [e]m[blarra[s]singly faux Hle]lleni[c],
b]la]lc]k to [M][a]nuel at [M][a]nzi[k]ert

21
hal[f] Greelk] valcluum [c]leaner in a [ml]id-Auguls]t
[m]alaise, [flortune read un[sjol[il[c][ilted at [t]wo pm on
a [Slunday [sJmoking a [t]en [d]ollar [cligar [d][r]in[k]ing a
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[v]lo]d[k]a [o]n the [r]o[c]ks, hal[f] [blar[b]arian e[lle[v]enth
[Clons[t]an[t]lines, e[lle[vlen [Clon[s]tlan[tlines is
[sJulflficient, hal[f] Ni[k]o[l]a Jo[klic, [t][y]ping the word
[kl[ilnd[lly in e[mlails, I was [f][lJulmJmoxed at the
a[mJount of [rled[slkin on the [rled[slkin [pleanuts,
[mliddle aged [plod[cla[s]t ho[s]t [rle[p]lelated[l]ly] using
the [ph]rase [s][phlin[c]ter [c][l]lenching

22
Ingle][s]t the [s][p]le]lcilal
[cll[u]lb] [a]lbJove an a[r]lc

slta[r] [sh]a]lples there's [a]

[alde, there's a [s]even [a]m
[

|_|:—|

shlolwing of a[n] uneve[n] [Nletflix a[nlime, two
hlo]m[o][s]exuals da[n][c]e [s]a[n]s irony a[n]d there's a[n]
[alllbJum th[a]t will [plrefera[b]l[y] [ble [d]i[s]avo[w]ed at a
l[a]ter [d][alte, a [m]an [m][y] [a]ge is no[w] [d][yling a
[sllow [d]eath, i[n]co[hlerent e[plild]er[ml]i[s], I [u]sed t[o]
[hlit the [blottle [hlard too-i[n]ldleed, I [plainted [slix
hours at a t[ijme with the [Slo[blie[s][k]i [b]ly] mly]
[s]lilde, [sllclrewed and cho[plped [Bljork, a [s]en[s]e of
adole[s]cen[cle exi[s]ted, Mar[klo[s] [V]am[v]a[k]a[r]i[s]
wlrlote [a][blout the wlalter [pli[ples and [clall gi[r]ls of
tulrln of the [clentu[rly [Pliraeus, shi[r]t un[bJuttoned all
the [wlay [dlo[wln [wlith [plro[flo[ulnd hi[c]culpls to
[d]ro[wn out [D]An[d]rea's [d]ead [blo[d]y, [blut [c]

[clon[fli[r]m the [PJuerto Ri[c]an gi[r]l [blehind the [b]ar is
a[wlare, [d]oes the [blutt [wli[ple at the [blar [blath[rJoom
[rleallilze [R][ylan's [d][iled, [I] [d]on't [d]i[s][c]ri[m]i[n]ate
[ble[tllwleen [o]rga[n]lilc en[t]lilties and [o]ther[wlise,

a[njother [m]an our age is [dlying, [s]le]lclond [clousins

clan we
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we nlelver [s]ee [d]rop [d]ead in Flori[d]a yet [d]ude [w]as
allwlays [a]n [a]sshole [a]ny[w]ay, ing[e][s]t the [s]p[e]cial
[slta[r] sh[a]pes there's [a] cl[u][b] [a][blove an a[r][c][alde,
I used to [plaint [slix hours at a t[ijme with the
[Slo[blie[s]k]i bly] mly] [s]lilde, [I] found it enjoya[b]le
folr] the e[r]a-[cligar [bJar with Lams, I'm [w]ell a[w]are
[mly [c]ha[rlis[m]a is unorthodox in [c]ha[r]a[c]ter-

23
i [clan nlo] [llonger [clon[sjume [s]pagh[e]tt[i] ali
i've [glraduall[y] [clome [t]o [tlerms wli]th th[i]s

—

o] ylelt
tlrying
[s][tlate of exi[s][tlen[cle, [slu[r]gi[clallly] i[n]s]e[r]ting
[slu[b][s]tan[cles i[n]to the ver[y] e[s]sen[cle of [o]ne’s
[b[ultto[c]ks is a [plure roll of the d[ile in [m][y] hum[b]le
olpllilnfilon, yet a [f]le]m]ale's [slexual his]tor]y] is
[flranklly] [nJone of our [blusi[nles[s], we [tlend [t][o]
[vlie[w] the [v]agina as [a] [tlissue or [a] [k]leene[x] whe[n]
it'[s] e[s]se[n]tia[l]ly [r]e[f][l]e[x]ive in [c]hara[c]ter, [l]i[k]e a
uni[qlue [phlrlase or [lla[clonilc] [clo[l]le[c]tion of

—

(lle[xli[clon, that's more or [lle[s]s how i [vliew the
[clon[tlemporary [v]ag[ilna at [llea[s]t, [i] was [a] [llittle
[tla[klen [a]bla]lc]k [a]t the [f]la]lc]t the wing sp[o]t only
[o]iflfered [clurly [f]rlies, that [rlegular [f]ries were

nowhere to be [flound on the menu

Postmodern Novelists
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---01113:144 .785
[Allpplirloaching the [a]uto[ml]atic ent[r]an[cle of
[Fl[rle[sh] [Shlore’s on [Ml]i[n]e[r]al [S][p]lrling Ave[n]ue,
[hlo[pling with all of my [h]ea[r]t [th]at [th]eir [p]re[p]ared
[floods were in the ball[pla[r][k] of what [m]y [mJom
genelrallly] [dli[s][clovers at [D]ave’s [Slu[pler{m]ar[k]et, I
gllaln[cled alclro[ss] the [s]t[r]lelet [alnd [slaw the old
builldling of [Klen Wolk] Chinle]sle [Cluils]ilne
hal[flway [tlorn [d]Jow[n], and I [t]Jook out my [ph]lo]ne
[m]ade a [blrie[f] [n]lo]te o[n] the [ilnde[f]atiga[b]le
[ilm[pler{m]a[n]en[cle that re[m][ailns [slo [plervlal[slive
[all [
felt [slome [slort of [n]on[slen[sli[clal [clo[nn]e[c]t[i]lon
wliJth on Mi[nle[r]al [S]p[rling Ave[n]ue gets k[n]o[ck]ed

[d]own.

and

aJround ufs], as [I] [d]o each t[ilme a builld]ing [I]

---02 194:236 .822

I[n] a[nly [clasle, it was [AJugu[s]t [flir[s]t of thi[s] year
that [I] [flelt as though [I] was [rla[plid[lly
[allppllrllolaching the end of my [s]lo]-[c]alled [r][o][ple
iln] a[n] [o}ver [d]e[c]ade-{lJong [p]1]uls] [d][i][ss][i][plation
[plro[cle[ss], the fla]lc]t of the [m]altter was my
[d][i]ls]s[il[plation had exten[d]ed [ilts [plrime in a [w]ay
that [wlas at onlcle [mlilld][l]ly] im[p][rle[sslive, yet
[sliim]ultaneouls][llly]  [slevere[llly]  [dle[plirle[ssling.
[Plerh[al[p]s with th[a]t bleling the [c]a[s]e, it was on the
[nlight of Augu[s]t [flir[s]t, the [sle[clond to la[s]t [n][ilght
of mly] thirty-[fli[f]th year, that I ex[ple[r]ilen[cled a
[d][r]le]lam [s][e][qluen(cle [w]here I [w]as [s]u[s][plen[d]ed
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in air [a]bove [a] [d]e[s]o[llate [p]lllain where a
[slikllyllsllcllr]alpler-l[ilk]e tall [bluilding [clom[p][r][ilsed
[slole[l]ly of mirrors [s]at in the [b][r][iJgh[t] [sJun[l][i]gh[t],
where a [plortion of [s]aid to[p] [clorner [rle[f]le[c]ted
[s]aid [s ]un[ light in a vio[lle[n]t [flashio[n], and I [flound
my[slel[f] [1]i[f]ted to [s][aild [s][e]ction where a voice [I]
[i]denti[f][i ]ed with [G][rle[glo[rly of Na[zlian[z]us [s]poke
to [m]le] [mle[llJilf][1Juouls]l]ly] of the [flut[i]lll[iltly] of
e[phle[mJeral things.

---03 126:148 .851
[B][ult [plerha[p]s we should [plose a [s][ul[b][sle[qlule]nt
[qlule][s]tion: while there are a I[i]ta[n]y of [i]n[s]tan[cles
of [nlovelllifslts  a[ttlem[p][tling to alple the
[sltylllillsl(t]lillc] [illdlio[slyn[c]ralslile]s of Homer’s
OldJy[ssle[y], while there’s [sleeming]lly a[n] e[n]d[1]e[ss]
(lline of E[nlglllish-[s][plealklers a[n]d Eur[o]-adjalclent
floJllk]s who’ve sh[a]lme[lle[ss][lly [a]lpled the [A]thenian
[bla[bJoons [o]f the Anti[qlue er[a] without [plause!---are
[thlere any [thlat we [c]la]ln [th]in[k] of [th][a]t h[a]ve
[mliiml]i[ckled the [m]lalnne[rli[s]t [qluir[k]s of The
Divine E[rJos? Be[clause it [r]e[clentl[y] [s]t[r]u[ck] m[e] in
[r]le]-[r][ealding [Slylm]lelon’s [clent[r]al [w]or[k] that in
[m]a[n]y [wlays it [r][e]ads li[kle an e[pli[c] [ploem [clum
[plo[sltim][o]dern [n][o]vel?

---04 168:208 .808

After all, it was [n]lo]ne [o][thler [th]an [th]e [n][o]table
plollsltm[o]ldern [n]lo}ve[lli[s]t J[oJhn Hlalw[kles who

130



[s]aid [s]o [s]tern[lly, ‘I began to wlrlite fi[c][tiJo[n] on the
a[sslum(p][tilo[n] [th]at [thle t[rlue e[n]eml[ie]s of the
[nJovel were plot, [clhara[c]ter, [s]etting, and th[elme.’
And [iln  thli]ls] way the [s][pllrlaw{lling,
[ploll[ilt[illcla[ll][y]-[m][e]tered, [s][plilrlallled [v]er[s]es of
[Slylm]lelon t[rJalck] the [clon[cle[p]tual Haw[klian
[nJo[vlel to the [N]th deglrlee, or [plerha[p]ls] [vlilcle
[vler[s]la! Should wle] [plerhalp]s] [ellvlen [plose the
[qlue[s]tion: [H]ow a[c]quainted was [H]aw[kle[s]" wli]th
the [Blly]zantine mon[k] in the [e]ra of [s][aild [qluote?
We should [plerhalp]s [nJote [H]aw[kle[s] was [tlo a[n]
ex[tleln]t a dislci[plle of [Nla[blo[klov, who, [iln
a[dd][iltfilon  to [plelnning a [flew [n]ovels
[plolsltim]o[d]ernly [plro[ddling int[o] the [d]lo]’s and
[dlon’ts of [sle[d]ulcling un[d]er[alge [fle[m]a]les, was
[rlailsed [in a [Rluss[lilan [m]illllieu [s]t[i][ll]
prlel-[Sloviet, [s]o to [s]lay] a[n] e[ss]e[n]tia[l]l[y] Orthodox
[

mli[llieu.

---05 234:281 .833
The [m]lo]ldern n[olvel, whlilch [iln oulr] [e]lr]a is
[e]lss]ential(l]ly] the po[s]

]

[sleelms [sle[r][ilous [m

tfm][o]dern n[o]vel, be[clause it
[oldern [n][olvels [n]o [lJonger
exi[slt, [oln[lly [s][plulr]lilouls] [clo[m]mercial [n]ovels
thlalt [plerhla]lpls alple [o]ld [m]o][dlern [n]lo]vels
([ploorly); [no, [tlo[d]ay, [tlo [thle [elx[tlent [thle
[sle[rliouls] [n]o[vlel [s]t[i]ll [e]x[i][s]ts out[slide of, [s]ay,
the[sli[s] ad[v]iso[r]y [bloards, all [s]e[r]iou[s] [n]o[v]els are
[nJow e[ss]entiall]llly] [plo[s]tm[o]dern [n][o]vels, and with
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that [b]leling the [r][e]alllity] [I] [sJu[pplose [I]]l [r]efer to
the [plo[sltim]lo]ldern [n]lolvel as ju[s]t the [m]lo]dern
[n]lo}vel---as there are [n]Jo [m]o]ldlern [n]lo]vels
any[m]ore, juls]t [plo[s]tim]o[d]ern, [slo the
[plolsltim]o[d]ern, [flor [m]ylslel[f] and [ml]y [pleers, [ils
lillpllsllo] [flactlo] the [m]o[d]ern. The [m]lo][d]ern
[n]lo]vel, to Hawlkles’ [c]r

any[thling of [n][a][rr]ative, of [ch][a][r]a[c]ter, of [s]etting,
of [thleme; i[n] [flalc]t, eve[n] i[n]dulging i[n] [sluch

e[dlit, [nJo longer re[qluires

[aln[tli[qluated [a][tt]ri[blutes is [tly[pli[clally a [slign of
[ploor [t]a[s]te! [Flor my[slel[f], whe[n] a[n]d [i][f], whlilch
[ils hardly ever, I [blegin a no[v]el with a [fle[r][v]ent
urlge [tlo [tlell me a [s]tory [IJ1l plllalcle the [iltem
[blalck] [dlown imml[e][d][ilatell]ly], at [l][ealls]t
[slomewhat [d][i]lslguls]ted [a]t [ilts [b][r]la]zen
[n][a]lr]rat[i]ve [i]n[c]liln]ations.

-—06 1431194 .737

[Slyme[o]n’s Elr]lols, [oln the [o]ther hand, while
iln][dJulgilnlg iln] [blom[bla[s]tic [dlia[llogues, while
tea[rling it[slelf [a]lplart in [a] [pler[pletuall]ly
[allppllrlolpllrliate [f][a]shion-—{plerh[a][p]s the
[slo-[clalled [rle[f][r]ain of [Slylm]eon’s wor[k] is this
vlellrly  tlelalrling [a]lplart-—is [e][sslentially a
[pllolsltim]o[dlern [ellplilc] [ploem, whlilch [ilf we
[clon[s]i[d]er the [m]any a[ttlem[p]ts [tlo [tlurn the e[plic
[pllolems of H[o]lm]er into the [m]lo]dern n[o}vels of,
[slay, [Glo[glol or Joylcle, then it allm]lo][s]t gloles
without [s]layling that [Slylmle[oln’s e[plic [pllolem is



alreald]ly] a [pllo]lsltim]lo][d]lern [n]lo]vel in [m]a[n]y]
wlayls, as the a[ddlilcltion to [plure [pllrlose of the
[n]lo}vel, the a[dd]i[c]tion [t]o the [n]oln-[m][e][t][r]i[c]al
[m][e]thods of [pllalcling words in [c]on[cle[p]tual or[d]er,
is [plerha[pls a[nJother lu[rlid [q]ui[r][k] of the [n]ovel that
would [ble [bletter off [s]et to the [s]ide!

---07 162:213 .761

Of [clourse the [bleauty of the [Dlivine Er[o]s, of the
[sllo]-[clalled [klonta[klion [florm (of which [b]o]th
[Slyme[oln and Nalzlian[zJus are e[sslentialll]y]
[bloo[k]-e[n]ds [t]o, i[f] not e[n][t]ire[l][y] i[n][d]Julgent i[n])
[ils that [i]t [m][ilm][i]lc]s the [m]etaph[yls[illc]s of the]se
[Bllylzant[ilnes, it[slelf of [clourse [b][eling a poem a[n]d
a[n] e[sslay and a [s]tory! The [d][i]gre[ss][ilve hylmns of
the [Dlilvlilne E[rlos [m]uls]t [b]le] all th[r]lee] in
[sllillmJulltlaneitly], [vler[sle[s] and [s][tlo[rlies and
e[sslays, [ble[clause if they’re ju[s]t [v]er[sle[s] or juls]t

e[sslays or julslt [s]to[r]ies--—n[o], that [slimp[lly [w]lon't
[wlor[k] at all! To de[s]c[r]ibe a [s]e[l]elc

[v]er[sle, or as [a] [s]to[r]y, o[r] as [a][n] [e][s]say, i[n][s]tead
of all thlr]lee] [sliimJultaneouls]lly], yet not [a]s [aln
a[m][a]lgam but i[n][s]tead as a[n] i[n][dli[v]idual €[ss]ay,
a[n] i[n]ldlilvlidual [v]er[sle, a[n] i[n][d]ilv]idual [s]to[r]y
i[n] the [slame [b][r]lea]th, t[o] [d][o] that would almo[s]t

[ble he[r][e]tical [iln [i]t[s][e]lf.

e[c]lt hymn as [a]

---08 121:164 .738
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WhelJreas Dle][s][clartes noted, ‘I [thlin[k] [th]ere[f]ore I
am,” [Alth[a]n[a][sliu[s] [s]aid, ‘Has the [Flather [e]ver
[elxi[s]ted wlilthout H[i]s [Slon?> The [ml]o[s]t
ilm][plortant a[s][plect of the [Dlivine Ero[s], what
[m]alkles them [e][ss]entia[llly nove[lli[s]ti[c] in [plerha[p]s
the [plo[sltim]o[d]ern [slen[sle of the word, is [th]at
[thley’re at on[cle e[sslays a[n]d [v]er[sles a[n]d [s]tories
[ilnd[i][v][ildually, but they’re [nJon-[a]lm]alg[a]lm]ouls]!
The Ero[s] is [a]ll]l of them at the [s]ame time, but
[a]llllslo each [olne of them /[i]n[d][ilv[i]dualllly] as
[wllelll; [wlh[elreas [D]lels[clartes [n]oted, ‘I [thlin[k]
[thlerefore I am,” the [k]lo]nta[klilo][n] is [o][n][l]ly] [aln
[
[

—_

el[sslay [ble[clause it’[s] a [pllolem, but it’s [oln[l][y] a

—_

pllolem [ble[clause it’[s] a [s]tory, and [s][o] o[n] and [s][o]

o[n]---

---09 183:255 .718

Haw[kles [s]aid, ‘I began to write filc][tilon on the
a[sslumpltilon [th]at [th]e true e[n]emies of the [n]ovel
were plot, [clhara[clter, [sletting, and theme,” while
[Alth[a]n[a][s]iu[s] [s]aid, ‘[H]as the Father [e]ver
[elx[i][s]ted w[i]Jthout [H]is [S]lon?’ Is The Divine Er[o]s of
[Slylmle[o]n the [N]ew Theo[l][o]gian a [p][o][sltim]odern
e[plic [pllolem [alnd [als [sluch al[s]lo] the
[pllollsltm[o]ldern  [n]lolvel  [plar  ex[cle[l]len[cle?
[Plerha[pls we should i[n][qluire [flu[r]ther i[n][tlo thi[s]
[tle[rlm ‘[plo[s]tim]odern,” [hlowever, name[l]ly] as to
[hlow exalc]t[l]ly] it’s [s]aid to [d]i[ffler [flrom the te[r]m
‘mo[d]e[r]n’® One of the [m]ore [m]o[d]ern [n]otions of

134



[s]
n]
[plerhalpls [floo[llish{l]ly]) I used
[yllnlo[n]lylm [flor [plo[sltim]o[d]ern,
pltion of The [Blig [Blang, which has

our] e[r]a, [iln th[i]s] [iln[s]tan[cle I'm [s]peaking of
[m]o[d]ern as [
[plirlleMilouls]]ly] (
[m]o[d]ern as a [s][y]
[ils thi]ls] [clon[c]e]
achlielved jlilhad-lilkle [plo[plullla[r][ilty [iln ou[r] e[r]a.
[Plerhalpls the [m]o[s]t [m]odern [n]otion [o]f [a]ll, if
we’re  [a]tltem[plting [tlo inqulilre about the
[m]o[d]ern-[plo[s]tim]o[d]ern [d]iv[ilde, [i]s th[ils [n]otion,
which has [a]chlielved a jlilhad-[l]ike be[l][ielf [s]y[s]tem
[aJround it, of the [Blig [Blang.

[oln-[plo[s]tm[o]dern, whereas

[N

—_
»n
—+

---10 231:326 .709

[Nlow, [pler[slo[n]a[lllyl, T'm [nJot exact[lly] a
[plirllollpllo]in]ent of this [n]lo]tion, [p]lrlifm]alr]i[l]ly
be[clause it [s]trilkles [m][e] as id[iloti[c], with all [d]ue
[rle[s][plect [tlo the [s]cien[tli[s]ts who [d]evelo[pled [ilt,
[iJt [s]trlilkes me as an i[d]ea that’s [a][t]tem[p]ting [t]o
im[p][r]ove [ullplon [a] [p]r]lelv[ilou[s] notion (God), [blut
in [plralcltlilicle [ils [tla[kling the [ild[ilo[cly of [s]aid
[plrlelvlilouls] notion, [b][l]ind[l]ly] [ble[l]ielving in God,
and [m]a[kling [i]t [slJomehow [m]ore [i][d]ioti[c]. [Th]ere’s
an ildlea [thlat [thlere was no[thliing], [thlen
[slome[thlilng] ofcclurred, and now [thlings are
olcclulrrling i[n] a[ln] outwalrld f[alshion [a]t
iln][clrealsling [s]peeds. [Thlere’s an idea [th]at our
[slen[s]orly] [f]lallclult[ie]s, which are wunalb]le to
[a]lcclulr]ate[l]ly] olffliciate [flee[llings at a [blar a[f]ter
thir]lee] [blleelrs, are somehow [clapa[blle of ta[kling
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[cllues [f][rJom [blilllil]ons of [ylears ago and [sJomehow
em[plilrlifcla[llly  [plo[sltulllating ~ what o[cclurred
[bllilllilons of [ylears [algo, tr[illlliJons of miles [a]way.
[Blut thi[s] i[d]ea of the [B]lilg [Blang [i]s more [i]n line
with, [slay, [Dle[s]cartes, than, [s]ay, [Alth[aln[a][s]iu[s].
It’[s] a[n] i[d]ea [th]at[s] [e][ss]ential[l][y] a[n][t]i[th][e]tical
[tlo the i[d]ea that [a] [flather on[l]ly] [a]ch[ielves bleling
through his [slon, [thlat [thle [flather and [s]on, while

ex[i][slting [iln[dlepen[dlently of one [a]n]other, onl[y]
[a]chlielve [b]leling [blecause of one a[nother, [th]at
[wli[th]out [o]ne a[n]other th[ey], in many wlay]s, [clea[s]e

to exils]t.

---11196:242 .810

It’s on[lly [bleen of [l]ate that [I]'ve [flound mly]s]el[f]
[clrlalving the [c][l]a[sslilc] [clooklies and [c][r]eam
[fl)alvor, and it’s [bleen i[cle [clream in parti[clu[llar
th[a]t hl[a]s [s]t[r]u[ck] m:

e[rla, [nJow I [n]eed rno[r]e o[r] [lle[ss] at [llea[s]t one

y [c][rlavings a[clute[l]ly. In oulr]

[nlight of i[n]dulging i[n] i[c]e [c]ream per [w]ee[k]. Yet at
the [slame t[ijme, a[llong[s]lilde thils] pe[clullliar
[c]r]laving for [cloo[klies and [c][rleam, [IJ've [flound
m[y][slel[f] be[n]ding to a[n] e[qluallllly] a[clute urge to
try [sJomething new---hard[l]ly] [slati[s][flied with this
[cloolklies and [c][rleam [c][r]aving, de[s]pite the [fla[c]t
thils] [cloo[klies and [c][rleam [c][r]a[vling mo[rle o[r]
(lJe[ss] julslt [clame of[vler me, [I] olflten [f][ilnd
mlyl[slellf] [slaying things [l[lilke, “[I] [dJon’t
kn[olw---maybe that [ch]o[clolate [chlip [cloo[klie

136



[d]lo]ugh is good?” or, “What [ilf I had a m[i]l[k]sha[k]e?
(1] feel lfilikle, [I] [d]loln’t kn[olw, [m]alybe a
[mlil[k]sh[a]ke would [r]eally hit the [s][plot [rlight now?”
Of [clour[sle the only [rlesult [o]f [s]lulch
[plre[vlalr]i[c][a][tilo[n], [olf [s][ulch mindle[ss]
[dle[vli[a]ltilo[n]s  [i]s  the [illn][dJulgen[cle [i]ln]
non-[cloolklies and [

[rle[m]or[s]e of the [i]

un[qJuenched!

clream items and the [i][n]evitable

[nlitial [c][r][alv[ing] [r]e[m][ai]n[ing]

---12 109:147 741

There’s an idea [thlat [thlere was no[thling], [thlen
some[th]ilng] o[cclurred, and [i]s [s]t[i]ll o[cc]urring, the
polsltim]lo]ldlern nlo][vlel, [als well [ [Slylmle[o
[Dli[vline Ex[o][s], [d]o away with the [f] [ It polr ]t1on of
this] [flo[r][m]ula, [d]i[s]a[ss]ociating them[s]elves [f]rom
thi[s] i[dJea [th]at [thlere was no[thling and al[s]o from
the idea [th]at [thlen [s]Jome[thling o[cclulrr]ed, [i]n[s]tead
[rle[s]tr[illclting [thlem[s]elves to [thle [ils [s]t[i]ll
olcclulrrling. For bloJth [Slylmlefoln and the
[pllollsltim]loJdern [n]lo}vel [slomething [ils [s]t[i]ll
olclcurring, however, we’re [nJot [qlulilte as
[clon[cle[r]ned [w]ith the [i]dea [th]at [th]ere [w]as at [o]ne
tlilme [n]o[thliing], or wli]th th[i][s] [i]dea [th]at [th]en
[slome[thlilng] o[clculr]red.

---13 114:146 781
If [wle [wlere [blold, and I'm f[ee]lling [d][e]cent[l]y
[bllo]ld at the [m]lo]lm]ent, having [illn][d]ulged [i][n] a
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(lJong [d]ay, all of my [d]ays thlelse [d]ays [s]leelm
ex[cllee][d]ing{l][y] [long!---[blut [a]l][s][o] [f][eleling as
thlough] [a]lll] [a]uto[bliogra[phly is a[b][slurd[i][s]t
[f]lilction, [wle [mlight [s][ay] that [w]hile the [

nlolvel [slays [slomething adjlallclent to, ‘[

m][o]dern
I] [thlink
[thlere[flore [I] am,” the po[s]tm[o]dern [n]lo]vel [s]tates
[slomething [a]k]in to, ‘He is the [Flather be[clause [h]e
eter[nlally [h]as a [Slon thr{ou]gh wh[o]m [h]e [a][fflirms
[Hlim[s]el(f] as [Flather.” [Blut th[i]ls] [ils [plerha[p][s]
even too [s][ple[clulllative for our ta[s]tes; it’s i[n] all

(1li[kle[llihood [bleyond the [s][clo[ple of th[i]s [i][n][qluiry!

3

---14 141:191 .738
Yet of [clour[sle thi[s] [clould [ble [clo[n]s]id]ered
[clo[n]troversial, as the [m][e][d][ilan po[s]tim]o[d]erni[s]t
ofslten[sli[b]llly ~ [l[olves nlo]thing [m]ore than
[fllJaunting his reck[lle[ss] atheism; what the
polslt{m]o[d]erni[s]t a[d]o[r]es [m]o[r]e than anything is to
[fllJaunt his a[thleism; i[f] [thle [plo[s]tmo[d]erni[s]t
[ble[clomes [plealclo[ck]-[lli[k]e a[b]lou]t any[thling [i]t’s
wli][th]lou]t a [d][ou]bt his [flervent [d]i[s][ble[l]ie[f] in
God. Yet [i]s [i]t [plo[ssli[blle that a [Blyzan[tline [m]onk
[plenned the fir[s]t [tlruly  [m]onu[ml]en[t]al
[plo[sltim]lo]ldern n[o}vel? [I]t’[s] a[n] [il[n]te[r]e[s]ting
[qluelrly, although I have a [fleeling it would dis]guls]t
Hlaw][Kkles i[f] [n]lo]t [N]a[blo[k]ov, [blut most [1]i[kle[l]y
[ Ja[blo[k]ov [a]s much [a]s Haw[k]es. [N]a[bJo[k]ov, and
m [bla[sling thi[s] on [llittle to [n]othing, [s]trikes [m]e
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as [slome[olne who [w]ould [ble l[oa]th to [ble [glrouped
to[glether with [S]y[m]e[o]n the New Theol[o]gian.

---15 166:210 .790

(Iln [h]iils [flilf]tieth [h][y]lmln [S]yllmle[oln [slensually
n[o]tes, ‘shle] [r]le]lached out to me li[kle a [b][r]ea[s]t,
[flor [m]e to [slu[ck]le imperisha[b]le [m]il[k]’---we should
[iln]lqluire [illn]to th[ils note [flurther, as [plerhalpls
[clulrliou[s]lly], our [a]uthor even [r]e[f]ers to the [F]ather
(or the [Slon) [iln th[i]ls] [qluote as [o]lv]tq the
[flem[i]ln][ilne p[rllolln]Joun, he[n]cle the qulolte was
[rle[n]dered i[n] E[n]glish as Shle] [r]ather than Hle], yet
a[njother [plost{m]odern ele[mlent to be [flound in the
[Ellrllols, [rle[fle[rlring to the [Flather in the
[flem[iln[ilne [clo[n]juln]c][t]ilve [iln the [E]lle[vlenth
[Clentury! ([Plerha[pls e[vlen the [llate [Tlenth!) [Slo
[m]an(y] of uls] to thi[s] day [s]ti[1l] b{l]ind[1][y] [r]e[f]er to
the [Flather em[plloying [pllrliim]a[rfi[l[y] the [m]ale
[clo[n]juln][cltive, ylelt T've nlelver [pler[slonallllly]
[slubls][c]ri[bled to thi[s] [clo[n]juln][c]tive
[clo[n]d[ilt[i]oning my]s]el[f], although I usualll]ly]
[rle[fllrlain  [frlom  en[g]lalging in  pub(llilc]
stlalte[mlents [rle[glarding [clo[n]ju[n][c]tive [m]atters.

---16 146:193 .756

Ulti[m]ate[lly, [bllo]th the plo][sltim]oderni[s]ts [a]s well
[a]s Sylm]e[o]n the [N]ew Theollo]gian re[clog[nlize the
[flor lalck] of a [bletter [phl]irlase [qluan[tjum
[c]ha[r]a[c]ter of our [m]a[tle[r]ial exi[s]ten[c]e; while the
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polsltim]odern(i]s]ts, [iln [m]a[n]y if [n]ot all [cla[s]es,
[tlend [tlo either folrlm or [sluppo[r]t va[rliouls]
[c]r]uls]ades [d][ue] [t]lo] thils] [c]halr]a[c][t]e[r]i[s][t]i[c],
[Slylm]eon [dlid the olpploslilte---[iln[s]tead
[rle[s]c[iln[d]lilng [clom[p]i[e]te[l]ly] and [m]a[kling no

ex[pllllillcllilt ~ [plo[l]iiltlillclal ~[s]tatement on the
[clo[n]juln][c]tive [clhara[c]ter(s) of his world. (Yet of
[clour[s]e there is the [s][ple[clulation that [Sly{m]eon
hi[m][s]elf was of a [clo[n]ju[n][c]tive deviation, [s]o to
[slplealk], [ullnlilqlue to his millieu], [thlat of [thle
[eulln]u[ch], althlolugh we d[oln’t kn[olw thi[s] for
[clertain.) The [w]orld, its [g]lulantum [c]ha[r]a[c]ter, was
n[o] [c]all to [rleform to [S]lyme[o]n; n[o] it was a [s]ign to
[r]e[s]cind!

~7717 1411192 .734

Jor my [plart, I [clertain[lly [clan’t [d]e[n]ly] that m[y]
pler[sjo[n]al  [pllr]e[d]i[lle[c]tions [f]all [c][l]o[s]er to
rle[slcin[dling; [nJot a wee[k] goes [bly [th]at [th]e
thlought of en[tle[rling [a] [m]on[a][s][tle[rly doesn’t
ble[clome at [1]ea[s]t [m]o[m]en[t]ari[l]ly [a]ppea[lling! The

sle[clond home, de[s][plite the [flalc]t, to the be[s]t of
mly k[nJowledge, I've [n]ever [s]te[ppled [floot in[tlo a
mlo[n]a[s][tler[y] of anly] [slort. Yet where could I

lo[ssli[b][lly [ble[llong [m]ore than [a] [m]o[n][a]s]tery,
with [flew to [nJo [ploss[elss[ilons and [n]othing

[F
[
[
[
[
[m]ona[s][tler[y], [tlo [ml]e, at [tlimes, [sleems [l]i[kle a
[
[
[
[p

]
sli

[plrlellsslling to do [ble[slides [m]o[n]itor [m]y own
[flleeting thoughts-—-isn’t the a[ssle[ss[m]ent of [o]ne’s
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own [wlaves of [f]leeting thought a [f]ull-time job [iln
and of [i]t[slel[f]? [Hlow [clould we [plo[sslibly [hlave
[tlime [flor anything e[l][sle, if we’re a[ttlem[p]tling [t]o
[m][ailntfailn a [m]lo]di[clum of hlo]ne[slty with

our[s]e[l]ves?

---18 113:144 785
[Allpplirloaching the [aluto[ml]atic ent[r]an[cle of
[Fl[rle[sh] [Shlore’s on [Mli[n]e[r]al [S][p]lrling Ave[n]ue,
[hlo[pling with all of my [h]ea[r]t [th]at [their [p]re[p]ared
[floods were in the ball[pla[r][k] of what [m]y [mJom
gene[rallly] [dli[s][clovers at [D]ave’s [Slu[pler{m]ar[k]et, I
gllaln[cled alclro[ss] the [s]t[r]lelet [a]lnd [slaw the old
builldling of [Klen Wolk] Chinle]sle [Cluils][ilne
hal[flway [tlorn [d]Jow[n], and I [t]Jook out my [ph]lo]ne
[m]ade a [blrie[f] [n]lo]te o[n] the [ilnde[f]atiga[b]le
[ilm[plerfm]a[n]en[cle that re[m][ailns [slo [plervlal[slive
[a]ll [aJround u[s], as [I] [d]o each t[ilme a buil[d]ing [I]
felt [slome [slort of [n]on[slen[sli[clal [clo[nn]e[c]t[i]lon
wliJth on Mi[nle[r]al [S]p[rling Ave[n]ue gets k[n]o[ck]ed

[d]own.

and

The Plane of an Ottoman NYC
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So any[w]ay [w]e [w]ere at the [H]ot Club [f]or the [f]ir[s]t
[tliJme in ages, a [blar[tlender I [h]adn't [s]lee]n in at
l[ea][s]t [flour to [flive ylea]rs was [s]till [bleh[ilnd the
[blar, shle] re[clog[n][i]zed [m][e] iimm][e][d][i]atelly], with
a [nlew [plur[plle [dlyed [h]air[clut [th]at, al[thJough

Iro[bla[b]ly a [sJmidgeon young for [hler age, [s]uited

ler ni[clely, I thought. [Shle poured [mle [a] [h][e]althy
a]lmJount of [M][elz[clal into a [sh]ort gl[alss, [alnd on[l]y
mli[n]ute[s] [1]ater I'd [n]oti[c]e her [c]arrying a [bottle of
Dlel [M]aguley] [Vlild]a, [m]y f[a][v]o[r]ite [b]rand of

lezl[clal, [blalck] to the [blar, and [rlight then [I]
surmlijsed that [I] was [d]rin[k]ing [m][y] favorite t[y][ple
of [M]ez[clal. Of [c]ourse, [h]ealthy [plou[r]s a[r]e [d]ouble
edged [s][wlo[r]lds [wlhen you [h]ave a ten[dlen[cly to
chlu]g [w]hatever's in [f]r[o]nt of you, [w]hich, [f]or better

[p
(h
[
[
[
(M

or [wlorse, is a [tlen[d]en[c]ly] I'[v]e ne[v]er [e]n[t]irel[y]
managed to [d]i[s][clard, [e]speciallly] [w]he[n] i[n] [s]ocial
[slettings. [Slociallly], hils]tori[c]allly], I've allw]ays
[flound my[slel[f] [s]prin[tling [t]o[w]ard 1[i][qJuor, [w][i]th
re[ck]le[ss] [a]ban[d]on [a]lmo[s]t I per[florm [fli[f][t]ly
yard [d]ashes [t]o[w]ard [w]hatever [m]y [s
is that [m]onth, a[n]d eve[n] though on
re[d]ulc]ed th[e]se ex[cle[s]sive ten[d]en[c]i
[ble [llyling to [bloth mly][s]el[f] and you i[f] I [s]aid I'd
[d]i[s]car[d]ed them [clompl[e]tel[y]. And, [t]o ble] honest,
I'm unsure [ilf I'd w[i]Jsh [tlo [d][i][s][c]ard them in
[tlo[t]ality, [t]o ex[tlingulilsh m[y] ch[illd-I[i][k]e i[d]io[cly

on[cle and [flor all, be[clause, sulrle, [flrom a [c]e[r]tain

irit of choi[cle

Ip
[bla[l]an[c]e I've
[e]s with age, I'd

vlalntage [ploint I [slu[pplose I re[m]ain a [m][a]n-child of
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[slorts, but on [thle o[thler h[aJnd m[a]n-children are
[nle[cle[ss]ary, [n]o? It's [m]an-children who [m][a]ke the
grlealtest [phlilo[s]o[phlical [s]tr[ildes. [T]o thin[k] li[kle
an adult is [tlo [tla[kle on the gulilse [o]f [u]tter
[rlationalllism, whlilch hard[lly e[vler [ilf [n]ot [n]e[v]er
i[nno[v]ates, whlilch [rle[fluses to be[c]ome [i]di[o]t[i][c]
e[njJou[gh] [tlo [allltler [flundamental [a]xioms, [als
[alxioms are inevita[b]ly [c]reated [bly the ch[i]ld-1[i][k]e
thin[klers, [bly [ildifo]ts of the [s]pir[iJt. Even God
Him(s][e]lf allle]gleldly [s]laild, [L]le]t there be [llight,
whli]ch [ils a [m]an-ch[i]ld I[ilke [s]tate[m]ent i[n] [m][y]
olplilnlio[n]. [Pler[slonallly], I [s]till refuse to [s]llee][p] in
the dark. The dar[k] is [clontemptible in [m]y] [m][ilnd.
[Thlere's [slome[thling [ilnherent [iln being [i]t[s]elf that's
[slylnJo[nlylm]ou[s] with light i[n] [m]y opi[nlio[n]. But
[hlow was [Hlot Club? [IJt was [i]n[t]e[r]e[s]ting,
[iln[t][rliguing, [bletter tha[n] I a[n]tli[c][il[plated, glilven
the la[s]t [clou[plle [t]]lilmes [I]'d [bleen I [flelt the
atmos[phlere to [ble a [blit too [cJlu[bbly [flor my
[tla[sltes, a [tla[d] [tloo ald]ole[slcent for even [mly
[m]an-child [pla[llette. I [slaw the doo[r][m]an from [Thle
[Plar(lJou[r] [thlere, be[clause a[pplarently [hle [w]orks
[sle[clurity at [H]ot [C]lub as [w]ell? I[n] a[n]y [cla[s]e, as
the [plarty i[n][c]r[ea][s]ed i[n] [s][i]ze [K]a[t]r[ee]na a[n]d
[I] e[nlded wulp] e[nlglalged iln] aln] exte[n]ded
[clonver[s][a]tioln] with a [pletite, [flair-[s][klinned
[flelm][alle who ada[m]antl[y] [c]l[ailmed to ble] of New
Yo[r]k o[rligin, ylelt whlelln] a[n] a[pplrlo]plriate
[o]lple[n]ing e[mlerged for [mle to a[s][k] her [w]hat [plart
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of [N]ew York she [wlas [flrom [s][ple[cli[fli[c]allly] shle]
[plrevari[c]lalted, [s][alying she was [qlu[o]te-un[qlulo]te
[flrom all [o]ver, [blut [thlen [s]aying [Thle [Blronx. She
was from The [BJronx? She didn't [s]trike me as
[sllolme[o]ne [f]r[oJm The [B]ronx, and [f]or [s]oJme[o]ne
whose [i]dentit[y] [s]leelmed to [b]le] [slo t[liled with
[blleling from [Nlew [Y]ork, a [N]ew [Y]or[kler, whli]ch
[ils the [cla[s]e with [s]o many [pleo[plle from New York,
it’[s] [a][c]tually [klind of [s]lad to me, thi[s] viollelnt
mlellding that [sleems to of[cclur with [pleo[p]le who
[ildenti[f]ly] them[s]elves with New York [Clity, yet thi[s]
[flemale, who [flor the [rle[clord I [flound [p][lleasant,
oddly enough [rle[flused to ex[p]lllilclit{lly [c][lJaim a
[blorough, un(tlil she [rle[l]ulc][t]antly [s]aid The [B]ronx,
[whhlilch I th[iln[k] [s][tlrulck] everylolne as [t]otally
[mlisguided. She [w]asn't from The [B]ronx, that [mJuch
[wlas [cllear. She [c]ould [ble from any[wlhe[r]e in the
[wlo[r]ld ex[clept [Thle [Blronx. [Thli[s] idea [th]at [th]i[s]
female’s o[rligi[n] [s]to[r]y [blegan i[n] The [B][rJonx [w]as
[clom[pl[eltelly] a[b][slurd. [Wlhich [blorough she was
[flrom, a[ssluming she was [flrom a [plart[i]lclular
[blorough, now that was [s]till am[b][ilguous, [blut [i]t
was [cllear she wlalsn't frlojm the [BlJronx. [Qluleelns,
that I [clould give [slome [c]r[e]den(c]e to I [slu[pplose. It
might ble] a r[ealsona[blle [s][ple[clulation to [sluggels]t
she was from Quleelns. [Plerha[p]s [flrom a[n] o[plule[n]t
[flalmlily i[n] Ulppler [M]anh[a]ttan, now th[a]t was even
[m]ore [lli[klel[y]-be[c]ause she [clertainl[y] [s]trulc]k [m]e

as [s]lolme[olne who [c]lame fr[oJm [m]oney, there was
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[n]o tra[cle of a [N]ew York [a][ccle[n]t i[n] her [s]peech, or
of a[nly [allccle[n]t i[n] her [s][plleelch, and the
geogralph]ly] [o]f [Ullppler [M]lalnh[a]ttan is [c]lo[s]e
enou[gh] to The Bronx that she [c]Jould, in her [m]ind at
(lea[s]t, perhaps jus[tli[f]y [c]l][ailming The [B][rJonx as
a [blo[r]lou]gh, even th[ou]gh [I] f[ilnd that to [ble a [blit
ridi[clul]ou[s], to [clon[f][l][a]te Ulppler M[anh[a]ttan
with The [BJronx, to [thliln]k a[n]y [thliin]king [plerson
would [b][uy] the [i]dea that Ulppler [M][a]nh[a]ttan [i]s
[illn] a[n]y [wlay [s]lyln]o[n]y[m]ou[s] [wlith The [B]ronx.
[Sl[t]aten Island and [Blroo[k]lyn [s][t]ri[k]e [m]e as [m]ore
[rle[m]ote [plo[ssli[bli[llities of her o[rligin, and then we
[clould al[s]o [s][ple[c]ulllate on outer-[a]reas [a]s [w]ell,
be[clause [w]h[i]lle Yon[klers [s][t]riikles me as a
[s]itlrleltch, I thin[k] [W][e]s]tch[e][s]ter [Clounty or
[Llong [I]sland are both [clertain(lly in p[llay. Do you
thliln[k] [iJt po[ss][il[blle that she [clould have [bleen
from, [s]ay, [Wle[s]t[ch]e[s]ter [Clounty, [w]hi[ch] [w]ould
exp[l][ailn her [m]on[elyed de[m]lealnor, yet [m]oved to
The Bronx for work [1][alter in [lli[f]e, and now, and [I]
a[g]ree [th]at [th][i]s [i]s m[i]s[g]u[ilded, [f]eels as [thlough
thlat working ex[plerien[cle ju[s]ti[flies her [c]l[ailm
thlat [Thle Bronx is a [pllllalce shle]'s a[c]tua[ll][y]
flrom? Giorgio[s], that a[cltuallly] [s]tri[kles [m][e] [a]s
plerh[a]lpls the [m]o[s]t [slen[slible ex[pll[a]ln]ation of
aJll]l. (1] [a]ll][s]o [n][o]tilcled, and [I] th[ilnk [i]t’s [w]orth
nJlo]ting, that [w]hen she [s]at her [plo[s][t]e[r
tllald [mlore [aJm[plle thlaln T’d i[m]
thli[s] pol[slterior along with the am[b][il[g

lio[r] was a
algined, [th]at
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[olrfilgliln [ble[glan to [s]trike [ml]e as al[m]o[s]t
[o]lm]inou(s][l]y [o]ut of [p][l]alcle, as i[f] another [p][l]ane
of exi[slten[cle was [florming. Th[a]t h[a]pplens [a]t
[tlimes-[plosteriors [alnd their [r]ela[tlive [aJm[p]li[tjude
[clan va[r]y widely from ex[ple[c][t]ations, the [plo[s]terior
is [alllm]o[s]t im[plo[ssli[b]le to e[s]tiim]ate [b][a][sled on
flallcle [allone. I gue[ss] it’[s] reason[a]ble to [a][ss]e[r]t
that we o[flten look at [a] pe[r][slon's [flalcle [alnd
[a]lmo[s]t [a]lgo[rlithmi[c]a[llly [cllr]e[a]te [a]
[sliim]ull][a]tion of their body [flrom thi[s] [f]a[cle, that
our [mlind worlk]s e[sslentia[ll]ly] algorith[mli[c]a[ll][y],
we should ad[mlit [th]at, [th]at oul[r] [ml]inds a[r]e
[plro[bla[blly juls]t com[plosed of [a]lgori[th]ms, [a]nd
[th][a]t we [plerform a [s]imilar [p]ro[cle[ss] [wlith voi[c]e,
[wlhich [a]ctually h[a][pplened to m[e] ju[s]t re[clentl[y] as
[wlell, [w]here I [s][plo[kle to a [pler[sJon on the [ph]one
alnJd  ilnlevitably [c]relalted [aln [a]lgorithmi[c]
[slimul[a]tion of her [f][a][c]e in [m][y] [m][ilnd. When [I]
[slaw her [f]a[c]e [a]t 1[a][s]t onl[i]ne [I] was [s]tr[u][ck] by
how mlulch thfills] plillclture d[ilffle[rled [flrom the
[slilm]ulation I'd [m]ade in [m][y] [m][ilnd-who was it [I]
bellllielved [I] was [s]pleallkling to? I [lloo[k] at
[sllolme[olne's falcle and [thlen I [rlulth]1]e[ss][1][y]
algo[rlithmi[cla[ll]ly] [slimu[l]ate their body [w]ithout
[clon[s]ent, [w]hereas I hear [s]lolme[o]ne's voi[cle a[n]d
the[n] I [rJuth1]e[ss][1][y] algo[rlith[mli[c]a[1l][y]
[slimu[l][a]te their f[a]lcle without [c]on[s]ent, [blut in
[bloth [cla[sles ~my  alccluralcly is [t]otally
[slto[chlals](tlilc], and [bly [slto[chla[s][tlilc] I mean
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[tlerri[b]le. [Flrom voi[cle to [f]alcle and [flrom [f][a]c]e to
body, we m[a][kle ill-advised, [r]uth[1]e[ss]
[sllple[clull][a]tions [r]egarding [e]ve[r]yone who [e]nte[r]s
oulr] [pleri[phlery! [I]n th[i]s] [s]en[s]e the [s]lim[u]lation
of the hluJman [bleglilns wlilth [v]oi[cle. From [v]oi[c]e
a[llone we algorith[mli[c]a[llly [s]liim]u[l]ate [bloth [f]a[ce
and [blody, [ble[clause [f] [

as you [slaid. I[n] [ ]y[
[plrogrle][ssled wlel-{mly[s][e]lf], [K]atr[eelna, and thi[s]
[f]le]lm]ale-began [t [ lo [t ]ouch on the [tlo[pli[c] of what
ex[a]lcltly this [f]lelmale hlald been doin[g] [s][iln[c]e
l[ealvin[g] New York, and [iJn the mli]d[s]t of th[i][s] [ilt
[clame up th[a]t it juls]t [s]o [h][a]ppened th[a]t [h]er and I
were [a[c]tually the [s]lalme [a]ge, that she'd been

rom [f]a[cle we [s]imulate

blody,
cl ][ ]e, as the [clonver[s][a]tion

[flinding [l]o[c]ales she [l]ilk]ed at our age, although she
noted how d[iJ[ff]li][c]ult [i]t was, [clompared to [Nlew
Yor[k], where she kinlew the i[n]s a[n]d [o]uts [o]f [w]here
to [platron(i][z]e and [wlhen, [w]hat [e][s]tabli[shjments
[shle [elnjoyed and [w]hich [o]nes she d[e][s][p][il[s]ed. I
agr[eeld iimm][eld[i]atel[y], noting th[a]t [a]t [m]y [alge, at
our [alge, it [wlas [oJne of the [m]ain de[t]errents [t]o

[m]lolving tlo] a[n]other [clity, parti[clu[llar[lly [Nlew
Yor([k], which I'd [s]trong[lly [clon[slidered [m][o]ving t[o]
[m]ore than onlcle, but, as I [s]aid ex[p][l][illc][i]t{lly to
[hler, to [hlave to re[llearn every [slingle [p][l]alc]e that [I]
(llilke to [glo, and how to [glet there, to re[llearn which
[pllllaces offend my [pla[l]lalte, [a]t my age, it juls]t
[sltru[ck] me [a]s wla]y [tloo daunting of a [t][a][s][k] [tlo
[tllallk]le on. It [s]trulck] me [a]s a t[a][s][k] th[a]t would

t

147



[clon[sJume [s]o [m]uch of [ml]y e[nlerg[y] that it would
e[ssle[n]tia[ll]ly] [m]ute all of [m]y [phli[llo[slo[phlical
energliels [flor at [1][ea][s]t [flive years. She m[elntioned a
[L]le][blanese [blar [w]here “you [w]al[k] [d]Jown[s]tairs”
that she [llilkled a [lot. I [s]aid the [e]ntire [clity of
Provi[dlen[cle has be[clome [e][ssle[n]tia[llly ~one
[elxte[n][d]ed hoo[klah [lJounge, which, I admitted to
hel[r], [flull [dli[s][c]llosulrle, a[ppllealls to mle]
[dleellpllly], which, [flull [dli[s]closure, [s]leelmed to
genuinelly] [slur[p][rlise her, [thlat [thle [e][n][tlire [clity
of [Plr]lovi[dlen[cle was a[n] [elx[tle[n][dled hookah
[lJounge. I [s]aid the [c][i]ty is [1][i]ttered wli]th Gr[ee][k]
and [L]eban[e]se [pllalces [l]i[k]e that, which, of [clour]s]e
Giorgols], we kn[olw is[n]'t true i[n] the [1][ea][s]t, [th]at
[thlere are [o]n[lly a fra[c]tion of Gr[ee][k] [l]o

[clom[plared to [L]eban[e]se [1][o][c][a]tions, yet I [s]t[a]ted
[ilt wli]th [s]lo] much [a][p]lomb she [d]i[d]n't [question it
at [a]llll, [a]lllthough she [d]lid immle]d]ilatelly]
[qlule]stion whle]ther Grlee]k]s sim]o[kled hoo[k]ah, to
which I [slim[plly [s][aild Otto[m]an [E]m[plire, to which
she [slaid of [c]our[s]e, i{mm][e][d][i]atel[y] [clonne[c]ting
the [dots. [M]y goodne[ss], [M]ar[k]o[s], I have to [s]ay
that’s [flailr]ly impre[sslive, that a [flai[r]-s[klinned
[fle[m]ale [flrom [N]ew York would [c]o[nn]e[c]t [th]ose
dots [th]at [qluilck]ly. The Otto[m]an Em[plire, I [m]ean,
at thils] [ploint it’[s] balsli[clallly] [a] [plliellcle of
[a]r[c]lana. [N][o] one k[n]loJws [a]n[y]thing [a]bout the
[O]tto[m]an Em([plire [an[y][m]ore. Oh, I
[clom[p][ll[e]te[l]ly] agr[ee]! I tota[ll]ly] [fleel [1]i[k]e the[r]e

clations
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a[rle just ve[rly [flew [p]leo][plle in our [gle[n]eral [a][gle
rlaln[gle who k[nJow a[n]ything [a]bout the [O]ttoman
Eml[p]liJre, and [I'd [o][n]e hu[n]dred [ple[r]clent [w]ager
that [n]ot [o]ne other [ple[r]slon at Hot Clu[b] that
[nlight who k[nlew a[nlything [a][blout the [O]tto[m]an
Emlplire, [n]ever [mlind its very [s][ple[cliffi]lc] eth[n][i][c]
[clom[plo[n]ents, who [clould [plut the [plliellcles of
[Glr[ee][k]s an[cle[s]trally [sJmo[k]ing hoo[k]ah
[t]lo]lglether by the utteran[cle of [t]w[o] words: Ottoman
Em[plire. In fact, it sleelms to [m]e] [th]at [th]e
Otto[mJan Em[plire is [m]aybe the [m]o[s]t neg[l][e][c]t[e]d
[elm[plire of the [p]la]lslt h[a]lf [m]i[lllennium, that [i]t
[illnher(ilted  [ilts  [Blyzant[ilne [p]rede[cle[ss]or's
[clhara[c]ter[i][s]t[illc] of [blleling [clom[p]le]te[l][y]
[dli[s]clar[d]ed [bly mo[d]ern [s][c]ho[l]arshi[p]. [N]o one
k[nJows what you [s][plea[k] of when you [s]o [m]uch as
[mle[n]tion the Ottolml]aln] Eml[plire, [pleo[plle are
[fllulmm]oxed, ex[cle[pt a[pplarentl[y] this [fle[m]ale who
[m]lay] or [m]lay] not [b]le] [flrom New York, [bJut
[clertain][y] isn’t [flrom The [Blronx. In short, I quickly
[flound [th]at [th]e am[bliguity of what New York [C][i]ty
[blorough [c]hara[clter(i][s]t[i]lc] was i[n]here[n]t i[n] this
[flemale [ble[clame [rle[flle[c]ted [rlight into the

am[bliguity of the ethnilc] [bllo[ck]s [o]f the [Oltto[m]an
Ern[p]ire, in a [plofs]t-Ottofm]an  A[ml]eri[c]an
[dlials][plora, i[n] a[n] Almlerilcla that [ils [ilt[s]elf
[m]ulltli-eth[n]i[c], a[n]d [n]ot e[n][tlirelly] [differentl[y]
[thlan [thle Otto[m]ans, Otto[m]ans who were only
[tlrum[pled [iln their [ilm[plor[tlation of [A]flri[c]an
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[s]ll]laves by Ameri[cla’s [o]ut [o]f [clontrol [l]ove [a][ff]air
with the [A][f]ri[c]an [s]lave. No one im[plo[r]ted [m]o[r]e

[Allflrican [s]llaves [th]an [thle Ottolm]an [E]m[plire,
[elx[cle[plt of [clour[s]e the United [S]tates of Alm]eri[c]a.
The am[bliguity of the tr[ailts di[s]pllalyed [bly a
Grlee]lk] [vle[r][slus a Tulr]k [v]e[r][slus a Le[blan[e]se
[vle[r][slus a [Klu[r]d [v]er[s]lus an Ar[m][e[n[i]an in the
[slleellm]ingly [lli{mlit[lle[ss] Provildlen[cle Hoo[k]ah
Net[w]or[k] [w]as [s]u[dd]en[lly a [d]ire[c]t [a]na[l]og to the
[aJm[bliguity of the New York [Clilty [blo[rlJough
[clhara[c]te[r][il[s]t[i]lc]s [ilnherent [iln a [pler[slon who
[plelrhalpls du[bliou[s]llly [c][l]aims to [b]le] from New
York [Clit[yl. I[n] one i[n][sltan[cle [wle’re unsulr]e if
[wle’re [wlitne[ssling a Gr[ee][k], a Tulr][k], a Leban[e]se,
a [Klu[rld, an Armenia[n]; [iln the other i[n][s]tan[c]e,
we're unsulrle if [wle're [wlitne[ssling a pe[r][sJon from
The [Blronx, from M[a]nh[a]ttan, from [S]t[a]ten Island,
from [Blroo[k]lyn, from [Qlueens; in [bloth [c]a[s]es the
overlla][ppling [c]har[a][c]ter[i][s]t[illc]s, out[slide [o]f
their [o]r[ilg[ilnal [clontext ([o]f the [Olttoman Emlplire
and [Nlew York [Clitly], re[s][ple[cltivelly]), [ble[clome
vague e[njJough in their [nJuan[cle [th]at [th]e i[d]entity of
[ealch [bll[eelds in[tlo [thle o[thler, un[t][i]l the
[iln[d]iv[i]dual i[d]entit[ie]s a[rle e[r]a[s]led compl[e]telly].
The New York [Clity [dlia[s][plora in [P]rovi[d]en|[c]e [c]lan
refle[c]t [c]hara[c]ter[i][s]t[i][c]s a[ss]o[cliated with [S]taten
Island, with M[a]nh[a]ttan, with The [B]rlonx, with
[Bllrloolkllyn, with [Qlulee]ns, while the [m]le]d[i]lan
hoo[kJah [slmo[kler thi[s] New York [Clity transplant
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[m]ay [e]n[clounter i[n] the [e]xte[n][d]ed [P]rovi[d]en[cle
Hoo[k]ah Network [m]ay [d]i[s][pllay
[c]hara[c]ter[i][s]t[i][c]s of the Gr[ee]k], of the Tur[k], of
the Leban[e]se, of the [KJu[r]d, of the Armenia[n]. I[n]
both [cla[sles what’s [S]taten Island, what’s [Qlu[ee]ns,
what’s [KJurd, what’s Grlee]lk], what’s [Blroo[k]lyn,
what’s M[a]nh[a]ttan, what’s Le[bJan[e]se, what’s Tu[r]k,
what’s The [Blronx, what’s Armle][nlia[n] all [b]l[ee]d
ilnJto one a[njJother wuntil they’re esse[n]tially
[illn]di[s]tingu[i]sha[b]le from [ea]ch other, until they’re
[ellssle[n]tiallly] [e]xti[n]guished, until we rf[ealch a
funda[me]ntal one[nless of a[n] Ottolm]a[n] [N]ew York
[Clity, a [llegitiim]ate [p][l]lalne of exi[s][tlen[c]e that
[cllalme in[t]o [b]leling onlly] at the Hot [C]lu[b] [vlia
[clon[v]er[s][a]tion thi[s] [pla[s]t Frid[aly night. Th[i]s [i]s]
a phlylslilcal plane of ex[i][s]ten[c]e [n]Jow, the Ottoman
[Nlew York [Cllilty of One[nle[ss]. It can [n]o longer [ble
[dle[nlied, a[n] Otto[m]a[n] [N]ew York Cit[y] where all
i[dlentitly] has [bleen [elx[t][ilnguished [iln[tlo a
[m]o[n]a[d]i[c] One[n]e[ss] [c]lame in[t]o [e]xi[s]ten[c]e on a
Fri[d]ay [nlight at the Hot [C]lub. Yet that girl-[clould she
hla]ve [a]lc]tually [bleen f[rlJom The [B]rJonx? [Wlith
[o]lln]e hu[n]dred [ple[r]clent [cle[r]tainty I [w]ill assu[rle
you, Gior[glo[s], [thlat [thle [glirl I [s][ploke with
[Fllrliday [nlight was ab[s]o[l]ute[lly [n]ot [f][rlom The

Bronx.
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A Modest Parallel Universe
Echoes: 1716
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(I]n[i]tially a th[iln hli][p]ster with a full [r]ed [bleard was
in the [b]laJth[rloom [a]t [N]ick-A-[N][ee[’s, [plleeling at
the t[a]ll u[rli[n]al, [blut [w]he[n] I [wle[n]t i[n], after he
[wllalllkled out, I [

[klidd[ie] u[rlinal, a t[r]Jade[m]ar[k] of [m]ine, for whatever
[r]lealson [I] [f]lilnd [m][yl]sel[f] [m]ore [alt [ease [a]t the
kidd[ie] u[rlinals, [a]s I'm long-tors[oled [iln [a][dd][i]tion
to being of [o]nly [alverage height; yels], the ki[ddlie

mjade a [ploint to [pllee] at the

urinals are e[sslentiallly] [m]ade for [m]le], and [p][eeling
at the [klidd[ie] urinal I too[k] [n]ote of what [l]Joo[k]ed
(llilkle a [plliellcle of [allsslclrfalick] [lfiln]t
[clo[nn][e][clted i[n]le]xtri[c]ab[l]ly to a [llong [plliellcle of
a[ss] hair. Th[i][s[ [i]s what it [s]tru[ck] me [a]s [a]t 1[ea][s]t.

I thought balck] to par[kling on the [s]tr[ee]t [fli[f]ty

[fllee]t [flrom [Nli[ck]-A-[N]lee]’s, to [mly
[clon[s]ternation [wl]ith the driver [w]earing a
[slnow[cla[p] in his [m]aroon [pli[ck]lullp] tr[u]lck]
[clur[sling me through h[i]s wlilndshield as I [s]l[olwly
[slicllollpled the one [o][plen [s][plot on the [s]treet. [A]t
thlalt time, with his [ple[r]tulr]bed ex[p]irlession and
[plirlehi[s]tori[c] [flacial [fleatures, he [s]tru[ck] me as the
[wlo[r][s]t [ple[r][sJon in the [w]o[r]ld and fran[k]ly [s]till
does. I [wlished nothing but the [w]o[r][s]t [th][ilngs on
[th][ills] [ple[r]lslon as I [plulled over to let him [plalss],



[h]arangulilng [h]lilm through my [w][ilndshield as he
[sliim]ultaneou[s]lly] [s][c]r{ealmed at [m]e through hli]s
[wllilndsh[ie]ld, then [clalmly hit rever[sle to [m]ove
ba[ck] into the [mliddle of the [s]treet, to [plara[ll]el
[plarfk] in the [oln(lly [ollplen [slplot, julslt
[m]o[m]entari[lly [lJodging the [rlight [r]lea]r whlee]l ever
[slo [sllllight[lly on[tlo the a[ttlenuated curb. In [m]y]
[m]lilnd thi[s] [m]an [iln the plillck]lulp trlullck] was a
grote[s]q]lue [s]t[ailn on the fla][cle of our [p]lanet. His
[flalcle, in both its [s][t][r]ulcJture and exp[r]ession,
[s][t][i]lckling with m[e] at the bar in [N][i][c]k-A-[N][ee]s,
[m]o[r]e or le[ss] [r]levolted [m]e in the [m]o[s]t extreme of
ways. The [m]an to [m]y Ilefft ordered an
impl[r][e][sslively g[rlotle][slque [s]melling [s]oup from the
bar-it was all I could [sJm[e]ll at the time, and the
[sltlelnch was [s][u]ch that it [s]tr{u][ck] me as [f]rank[l]y a
[1iJttle un[ble[llieva[b]le [i]t wla][f]ted [f]rom a [blowl a
m[a]n was [a]ctua[llly eating [flrom, yle]t i[f] any[th][ilng
[th]ils [m]ade [m]e [elnjoy [Nlick-A-[N]eel’s [elven
[m]ore. The [bland [p][llaying the [blar eml[p]lloyed a
white [sJaxophone [p][l]layer, and each [rle[s][ple[c]t[ilve
[iln[s]t[rlumentali[s]t was [dlrin[kling a [s]e[plarate,
[d]i[s]tin[c]t variety of al[clohol-{olne [wlhi[s][k]ey, [olne
[clraft beer, one [slome type of mliJxed dr[ilnk, one
nothing at [alll, [a]ll [flour [flran[k][l]y [lJoo[kling [1][i]ttle
(Llilkle t[ylplillclal musli]cians, and I [flound it n[o]table
how ea[slily the [s]la]xo[ph]lolne, I pre[sjumed tenor,
[sllalt in the [mli[x] with ju[s]t a [m]i[c]ro[ph]one ne[x]t to
it, [gllilven the [a]lcclompanim[elnt of [elle[ctri[c]
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[gluli]tar, ele[c]tri[c] ba[ss], and [a][c]ou[s]ti[c] drums [th]at
were [pl[llayed in a [th]o[rJough(lly [r]ock, as o[pplosed to
jazz, [sltyle. [I] gule]lss] [I] [n]lelver kin]ew that about
tenor [s]laxophone. [Rlo[ck] [d]rums have
in[c][rlealsling[l]ly di[s]tre[ssled me of [l]ate. When I think
of a style of drumming that offends my taste rock
dru[mmling iimm][e]d[i]atel[y] vaults [t]o the [t]o[p] of the
list-iln] [m]y ofplilnlion, [Sltratlo][s], [m]o][s]t ro[ck]
[m]usi[c] would [b]le] [ilmm]easura[bllly] [i]lm][p]roved
wli]th the s[ilm[p]le re[m]oval [o]f [plerc[u]ssion, or at
lea[s]t with a [m]ore [m]ulted [slub[s]titfulte of
[plercussion. [Mlaylble a [t]lolngue dr[ulm? Amplified
[tllolngue [d][r[[ulm? [Dlis[tlorted [tlam[blou[r]ine? [Blut
hone[sltlly] that'[s] julslt mle], [ble[c]laulse I fulllly
realllize mols]t [pleo[plle lolve [pler[c]lu]ssion, that
[pler(clussliJon [ils viewed as the [slo-[clalled
[bla[ck][blone of m[o]dern [c]lolmpos[iltion, that tons of
I[i][s]teners [s]t[i]ll vene[r][a]te [r]o[ck] musi[c]. I[n] a[nly
[cllalse, [I] [glue[ss] [I] should [s]tart to ex[pl[ailn [h]ow I
[glot [hlere, shouldn't I? From [ylour [plarallel universe
[ylou mean? Ex[a](cltly, [Sltr[a]to[s]. It now [s][eeJms to

mle] that I [c]ro[ss]ed o[v]er [i]lnto th[i]s uni[v]er[sle, or I
should [s]laly I be[c]lalme a[w]a[rle th[a]t it [h[ald
[h][a]lpplened, [plre[cli[slely [a]t the [ploint [w]he[r]e [th]e
blo]zo in [thle sn[olw[c]a[p] in his dar[k] [r]ed [pli[ck]ulp]
tlrlulck] beglaln yelling [aJt me through hlils
w(ilndshield, as I a[ttlem[p][tled to [plarallel [plar[k] u[p]
the [s]tr[ee]lt from [Nli[ck]-A-[N]lee]'s, [w]here a man
[wlould then or[d]er [olne of the mo[s]t [d]i[s]guls]tin[g]
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[s]mellin[g] [sJou[p]s I’[v]e [e][v]er [elncountered from its
[blar. It was of[blviou[s] [a]s the m[aln, who [I]
[dle[s][pllilsed, [lloo[kled ex[a]lcltly [llikle [slome[o]ne
frfolm [A]l][a][blam[a]-he [w]as [w]earing a [s]lnowca[p]
[d]e[s][plite it bleling a mo[d]e[r]atel[y] tem([ple[r]ate [d]ay
in earlly] Alpllrlil, and given thle]se [flalc]ts it was
obvli]ou(s] [sJomething had sh[i][f]ted
[sllilgnlilf]lillclantly, but I [cloul[d][n]'t [dlraw a[nly
[clon[c]l[u]sions [qluite [a]t th[a]t [ploint. But these are the
[tlylples of [c]lules ylou] have [t]o [t]ake in[t]o a[cclount
with regard to [thlings [sluch as [th][e]se, [Sltrato[s],
[plarallel  u[nliver[sle [clo[n]lulndr{ulms, [slo to
[sliplleallk]. [Hlow ex[alctly it [h]la]lpplens I'm not [a]t
lilblerty [tlo delt]ail [a]t this [tlime, [als it's [plo[ssli[b]le
I’'m ig[nJorant of the me[clha[nli[c]s of the [p]ro[cle[ss], or
I'm a[wlare of the [p][rlo[cle[ss] in a [w]laly I [c]an only
[clommun[i]lc]lalte [iln [ilndi[rle[c]t [w]lalys. Thils]
[m]afkle[s] [slense, [Ml]ar[k]o[s]. There’s obviou[s][l]y]
[oIn[1][y] [s][o] [m]uch we [c]an [plut into [w]ords [w]hen it
[clomes to [plarallel univer[sles. For examl[plle, it was
[plre[cli[sle[l]ly] at [N]ick-A-{N][ee]'s that I h[a][p]pened to
[lJog onto the [b][a][s][klet[blall-[r][e][fle[r]en[c]e dot [clom
[wllellbllplage, [Slt[r]ato[s], [wlhich only [clon[flirmed my
[sluls][pllilcfilons, [w]h[ilch had been stea[d]i[l]ly] rising,
which on[l]ly] [a]lc]ted [a]s a[n]other [c][1]ue [a]s I [d]elved
[d][ee]per in[t]o the s[t]at[l][ilnes [I]'1] [d][e]tail right [n]ow.
[Sliplelclifi[c]ally, as I re[clalled it, [bleyond a sh[a][d]Jow of

a [dJoubt [i]t [s][a]t [iln [m]y [m]e[m]ories, the [Blo[s]ton
[Clel[tlic J[alys[oln [T][altum [o}wned a [s]ta[t][i][s]t[i][c]al
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priolfile that ex[clee[d]ed th[a]t of [D][a]llas [M][a]veri[cK]
Lulkla [Dloncilc], whereas [L]Ju[k]la [Dloncilc] hla]ld a
[sltalt][i][s]t[i][c]al [sJulmm][a]tion th[a]t l[a]gged th[a]t of
J[aly[slon [TIaltum. And yet on
[bllallsliklet[b]all-re[f]eren[cle dot [clom at
[NJi[ck]-A-[N][ee]’s, onlly] [m]o[m]ents a[f]ter ][s]aid
[bllo]zo in [s|n[olw[c]alp] in the [Alla[b]la]lm]a-€[s]que
[m]aroon [pli[ck][ullp] tlr][ullc]k [ble[r]ated [m]e through
hli]s wlilndshield, it o[cclurred to [m]e that Lu[k]a
Doncilc] had by [flar the [m]ore [clom[p]lete
[sltat[il[s]t[illclal [plro[flile [clom[plared to J[aly[slon
T(a]tum, de[s][plite [bJoth Lu[k]a [a]nd Tatum [a]veraging
a[blove thirty [ploints [pler glalme thi[s] NB[A] [s]eason.
[Sliplelclifilc]allly], on thi[s] [slide, [Sltratos, it [s][eeJmed
that Lu[k]a di[ffle[r]enti[a]ted himsel[f] [f][rJlom T[a]Jtum
by [gletting to the [fIree th[r]ow [s]t[r]i[ple at a [m]Juch
[gllr]eater [clli[p], by [m]aking [pllays [flor [o]thers at a
[cllip [th][a]t more [th]laln d[o]ubled T[a]tum’s r[alte.
Where J[alyson T[aJtum a[ss][i][s]t[e]ld on ju[s]t twe[n]ty
[pler[cle[n]t of his [plossessions, while [tlurning the ball
over on [tlen [pler[clent, Luka Doncic a[ss]i][s]tle]d on
forty three [plerfclent of his [plossessions [while
[tlurning the [b]all [o}ver on [o]nly [t][w]elve [pler[clent,
[whhile [bloth re[blounded juls]t a[blout [thlirteen
[pler(clent of [thleir [pllollssli[blle [pllo]sse[sslio[n]s and
[shlot a[n] a[gg]re[glate [pler[clen[t]age of [s]ix[t]ly ([t]r{ule
shloo]ting [pler[clentage) on [thleir [thlirty [ploints [pler
game. Yet I ex[pllllillclliltllly [rle[clalled J[aly[slon
Tla]tum bleling the far [sJu[p]le]lrlior [pll[alym[a]kler, by
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more than [dJouble, when [clom[plared t[o] L[ulka
[Dloncilc], in those exalc]t [tlerms of a[ssli[s]t
[pler(clen[tlage and [flree throw rate, yle]t whleln I
l[o]gged [olnto [bla[s]ket[blall-[r]e[f]e[r]en[c]e at
[Nli[ck]-A-[N]ee's, to my great [slur[p]r]lilse, Lu[k]a
Doncilc] [sle[pla[r]lalted him[s]el[f] [flrom J[aly[s]on
T(aJtum bly] [hlis [hligher [plro[plleln[slity of gle]tting to
the [fllrlee throw [s]t{r]lillple and [bly his [s]tar[k]
[clont[r]a[s]t in [s]etting his team[m][a]tes up for [m][a]de
shots  (e[s][pllelciallly] whleln [clom[plared to his
[plrolplen[slity] [tlo the [tlurn the ball [o]ver). It's [o]nly
in the [m]ost [mlinute of ways that we [clan de[t]e[c]t
these [t]rans[i]t[i]ons, [S]trato[s], if that ma[k]e[s] [s]en[s]e,
that we [c]an [clon[c]lude we’[v]e tra[v]er[sled a[c]ro[ss]
pote[n]tial dilm]e[n]sions, if that [m]a[kles [s]e[n][s]e? Oh,
abso[l]ute[lly! [Alnd to [aldd t[o] the con[f]u]sion it was
on[lly a night [l]ater, in a [v]i[v]id [d]ream, that [I] [flound
mlyl[slel[f] in a [d]e[s]o[l]ate house [clo[v]ered [wlith
ofrlange [wlall[p][allpler, [clu[rliou[s]lly] [plr[elo[cclulplied
[wlith blalthing my[slelf, a[pplalr]ently gleltting [r][ealdy

[flor [sJomething I [clouldn’t [qluite [plut my [flinger
on-[ijt was [i]ln] th[i]ls] home wliJth the 0[ ] [n]ge
i[nJte[rlior that I felt agailn] thi[s] p[slylc]hilc] e[n]ergy
with [n]ear [s]tr[a]ngers, [n]ear [s]tr[a ]ngers Who[ ]eem to
[plop in[tlo [m]y [mlen[tlal [s][pllallcle unannoun(cled,
thlalt hlals in[c]rea[slingly [sltru[c]k me [a]s an [a][c]tual
[phllylslillclal [phle[nJome[n]on. That I [c][a]n [a][c]tually
[thlin[k] b[a]lc]k toward [th]le]se n[ea]r strangers in a
[phllylslillclal [f][a][sh][ilon. Yet this was be[flore a
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[plarti[c]ular [sh][a][d]low [flrom my [p]la]ls]t a[pp]lealred

to [m][e] yet agai[n] [iln [d]r[ea]m, [iln the [m]o[s]t [v]i[v]id

[ [ajnd I beglaln to rluln [flrfolm
[slome[thling, [slome[thling [I] [cloul[d]n’t [i][d]enti[f][y],
whille [slimulta[n]eou[s]ly re[clo[nn]e[c]ting w(i]th th[i]s]
shad[olw [w]i]thout [ei]ther [o]f u[s] [s]aying a [w]ord to
[ealch [o]ther, un[t]il I [s][tjumbled u[p]loln [w]hat
[lJoolkled [llifkle a [lo[ckler room i[n] a[n] o[plen field. I
entered the [blui[llding, a s[o]-[c]alled [l]o[ck]er [rJoom i[n]
aln] [olpe[n] field, a[n]d [rlealllized all of its
[m]e[m]o[r]albli[llia wlals frloJm [n][ilnet[eeln [n][ilnet]y]
eight-and [I] reallilzed [I'd tr[a]lv]eled blaJck to
[n]lilnetfeeln [n]ilnetly] eight, that e[v]erything I
[tlouched was [tlotallly] [n]lilnetleeln [n][ilnetly] eight,

of [m]la]nners,

that my [olwn [s]lo]-[{clalled identitly] was juls]t a
[cllums[y] [bll[o]lck] [a][c]ro[ss] [s]lomething that [clould
[ble tr{alver[s]ed if [al[ppllrloached [plrlo[plerl[y], alnld
the[n] [sluddenlly] [thle [thJought occurred to mlel:
Tlilme [s]tarts [iln the mli]lddle and wlilnds [aJround,
[allways [iln the m[ilddle, I [thlought, [th]at [th]is notion

[bleglilnn[ilng [ils
en(t][iJrely fallsle, perhap[s] even non[slen[slical. [W]hen
a[wla[kle I franti[c]allly] wro]te a n[o]te that [s][i]mpl[y]
[s]laid: T[ilme [s]tarts [iln the m[i]Jddle and w{ilnds
around. [Alnd, [als [I] en[clountered thi[s] [ildea,
[sltlr][ealms of g[r]leeln, for [l][allck] of a better word,
time sh[o]t [oJut, [llilkle Ni[ckle[llJodeon Gla]ck] or

[slomething, variou[s] [s]treams of time [o]ver[llapping

of [tllilme [bleglilnnlilng at the

each other in jlolyouls] [blulr][slts of [glreen, like the
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wolrld [G]lo], and it was a [slort of jlolyou[s] e[v]e[n]t
elvleln] [illn] [ilts am[b]ilguity. I was a Ifilttle
dlilsa[pploin[tled [tlo wake wulp]. [Dlid ylou] [d]o]
shrfoolms at all? Nlo], [s][aldly, [Sltra]tlo]s, I was
compllejtelly] [f]r][ee] [f][rJom hallu[clinoge[n]s [wlhe[n] I
[wle[n]t to slleelp, [wlhe[n] I [wle[n]t to [N]ick-A-[N][ee]s,
when the red-bear[d]ed hi[p][s]ter [pleed at the a[d]ult
urinal, when the [m]an next to [ml]e or[d]ered the
[dli[s]guls]ting [s]ou[p], [w]hen the blo]z[o] [wlith the
[slnlolw[clalp] [s]lclr[ealmed at mle], when the
[slaxophone was [slur[plr[ilsingly h[ilgh [iln the mlilx.
Nlo], we [d]loJn’t [n]e[cle[ss]arily [n]eed [tlo [t][r]avel in
the [t]r]a[d][i]t[i]lonal [slen[sle [iln or[d]er [t]o [t][r]avel
glrleat [d]i[s]tan[c]es, that much we can be sure of. That

[m]akes [c]Jomplete sense to [m]e, [M]ar[k]os!
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