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2289:3358 .682 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 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 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 Manhattan, 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, and the geography of Upper
Manbhattan 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.
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 who enters our periphery! 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 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 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. 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, 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, until 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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So anylwlay [wle [wlere at the [H]ot Club [f]or the
[flirfs]t [t]lilme in ages, a [blar[tlender I [h]adn't
[s]lee]n in at I[ea][s]t [flour to [flive y[ea]rs was [s]till
[bleh[ilnd the [blar, shle] re[clog[n]lilzed [m][e]
ilmml[e][d][i]atelly], with a [nlew [plur[p]le [d]yed
[hlair[clut [th]at, al[thJough [plro[bla[blly a
[slmidgeon young for [hler age, [sluited [hler
ni[clely, I thought. [Shle poured [m]e [a] [h][e]althy
[allm]ount of [M][e]z[c]al into a [sh]ort gl[a]ss, [alnd
on(lly [mli[n]ute[s] [1]ater Id [n]oti[c]e her [c]arrying
a [blottle of [Dlel [Mlaguley] [Vlildla, [mly
f[a][v]o[rlite [blrand of [Mlez[c]al, [bla[ck] to the
[blar, and [rlight then [I] surmli]sed that [I] was
[d]rin[kling [m][y] favorite t[yl[ple of [M]ez[c]al. Of
[clourse, [hlealthy [ploulr]s a[rle [d]ouble edged
[sllwlo[rlds [w]hen you [h]ave a ten[d]enlcly to
chlul]g [w]hatever's in [f]r[o]nt of you, [w]hich, [flor

better or [wlorse, is a [tlen[d]en[c]ly] I'lvle ne[v]er



[e]n[t]irelly] managed to [dli[s][clard, [e]speciallly]
[wlhe[n] iln] [slocial [slettings. [Slociallly],
hi[sltori[clallly], I've allwlays [flound my]s]el[f]
[slprin(tling [tlo[w]ard 1[i][qluor, [w][i]th re[ck]le[ss]
[a]lban[d]on [a]lmo[s]t I per[florm [fli[f][tly yard
[d]ashes [tlo[wlard [w]hatever [ml]y [s]pirit of
choil[cle is that [m]onth, a[n]d eve[n] though on
[bla[llan[cle I've re[dJulcled thle]se ex[cle[s]sive
ten[d]en|clife]s with age, I'd [ble [l]lyling to [bloth
mly|[slel[f] and you i[f] I [s]aid I'd [dli[s]car[d]ed
them [clomplle]telly]. And, [tlo ble] honest, I'm
unsure [ilf I'd wli]Jsh [tlo [d][i][s][c]ard them in
[tlo[t]ality, [tlo ex[tlingu[ilsh mly] ch[illd-[i]k]e
i[dJio[cly onlcle and [f]or all, be[c]ause, sulr]e, [flrom
a [cle[r]tain v[alntage [ploint I [s]u[pplose I re[m]ain
a [m][a]n-child of [s]orts, but on [th]e o[th]er h[a]nd
m[a]n-children are [nle[cle[ss]lary, [n]o? It's
[m]an-children who [ml]lalke the gr[ealtest
[phlilo[s]o[phlical [s]tr[ildes. [T]o thin[k] li[k]e an
adult is [tlo [tlalkle on the gulilse [o]f [ultter
[rlationalllism, whlilch hard[lly e[vler [ilf [n]ot
[n]e[v]er i[n]no[v]ates, whli]ch [r]e[f]uses to be[clome
[ildi[o]t[illc] e[n]oulgh] [tlo [allltler [flundamental
[alxioms, [a]s [a]xioms are inevita[blly [c]reated [bly

the chlilld-[i][kle thin[klers, [bly [ildi[o]ts of the



[slpir[ilt. Even God Him([s][e]lf all[elg[e]dly [s][aild,
[Llle]t there be [llight, whlilch [ils a [m]an-chl[i]ld
llilke [s]tatefm]ent i[n] [m]ly] ofplilnlio[n].
[Pler[slonallly], I [s]till refuse to [s]l[ee][p] in the
dark. The dar[k] is [clontemptible in [m][y] [m][i]nd.
[Thlere's [slome[th]ing [ilnherent [i]n being [i]t[s]elf
that's [sly[n]o[n]ylm]ous] with light i[n] [m]y
opilnlio[n]. But [hlow was [H]ot Club? [I]t was
[iln[tle[r]e[s]ting, [iln[t][rliguing, [bletter tha[n] I
a[n][tli[c][il[plated, glilven the la[s]t [clou[p]le
[t]][ilmes [I]'d [bleen I [f]elt the atmos[phl]ere to [be
a [blit too [c]lu[bbly [flor my [tla[s]tes, a [t]a[d] [t]oo
a[d]ole[s]cent for even [m]y [m]an-child [pla[l]ette. I
[slaw the doo[r][m]an from [Thle [Plar[lloulr]
[thlere, be[clause a[pplarently [hle [w]orks
[sle[clurity at [Hlot [CJlub as [wlell? I[n] a[n]y
[cla[sle, as the [plarty i[n][clr[eallsled i[n] [s][ilze
[Kla[tlr{eelna a[n]d [I] e[n]ded u[p] e[nlglalged i[n]
a[n] exte[n]ded [clonver|s]a]tio[n] with a [p]etite,
[flair-[s][klinned [fle[m]la]le who ada[m]antl[y]
[cllailmed to ble] of New Yo[r]k o[rligin, yle]t
whlel[n] a[n] a[pplr[o][plriate [o][ple[nling e[m]erged
for [mle to a[s][k] her [w]hat [plart of [N]ew York
she [wlas [flrom [s][ple[clilffilclallly] shle]
[plrevari[c][a]ted, [sllalying she was



[qlulo]te-un[qlulo]te [flrom all [o]ver, [blut [thlen
[slaying [Th]e [B]ronx. She was from The [B]ronx?
She didn't [s]trike me as [s][olme[o]ne [f]r[olm The
[Blronx, and [flor [s]lojme[olne whose [ildentit[y]
[slleelmed to [b]le] [slo tliled with [b]leling from
[N]ew [Ylork, a [N]ew [Ylor[kler, whli]ch [i]s the
[cla[s]e with [s]o many [pleo[plle from New York,
it’[s] [a][c]tually [k]ind of [s]ad to me, thi[s] viol[ent
m[ellding that [s]leems to o[cclur with [pleo[plle who
[ildenti[f][y] them[s]elves with New York [Clity, yet
thi[s] [flemale, who [flor the [rle[c]Jord I [flound
[plllleasant, oddly enough [rle[flused to
ex[plllli[clit[lly [c]lllaim a [blorough, un[t]il she
[rle[lulc]t]lantly [s]laid The [Blronx, [w]h[ilch I
thliln[k] [s][tlrulck] everylolne as [tlotally
[m]isguided. She [w]asn't from The [B]ronx, that
[mluch [w]as [c]lear. She |[clould [ble from
anylwlhe[rle in the [w]o[r]ld ex[clept [Thle [B]ronx.
[Thli[s] idea [th]at [thli[s] female’s o[rligi[n] [s]to[r]y
[blegan i[n] The [B]rlonx [wlas [clom[p]l[e]tel]y]
alb][slurd. [Wlhich [blorough she was [f]rom,
a[ssluming she was [flrom a [plart[i]clular
[blorough, now that was [s]till am[b][il]guous, [blut
[ilt was [c]lear she w[a]sn't fr[ojm the [B]ronx.

[Qlulee]ns, that I [clould give [slome [c]r[e]den[cle to



I [slulpplose. It might ble] a r[ealsona[b]le
[sliple[clulation to [slugge[s]t she was from
Quleelns. [Plerhalpls [flrom a[n] ofplule[n]t
[fla[mlily i[n] Ulppler [M]anh[a]ttan, now th[a]t was
even [mlore [lli[klelly]-be[clause she [clertainl[y]
[sltru[c]k [m]e as [s][olme[olne who [c]lame fr[o]m
[m]oney, there was [n]o tralcle of a [N]ew York
[a]lccle[n]t i[n] her [s]peech, or of anly [a][ccle[n]t
iln] her [s][plleelch, and the geogra[ph]ly] [olf
[Ullppler [M][alnh[a]ttan is [c]lo[s]e enou[gh] to The
Bronx that she [c]ould, in her [m]ind at [l]ea[s]t,
perhaps jus(tli[fly [c][l][ailming The [Blrlonx as a
[blo[r][loulgh, even th[ou]gh [I] f[ilnd that to [ble a
[blit ridilclulllouls], to [clon[f][l]lalte Ulppler
M[anh[a]ttan with The [Blronx, to [thliin]k a[nly
[thliln]king [plerson would [b]luy] the [ildea that
Ulppler [Ml]alnhlaJttan [i]s [illn] a[n]ly [w]ay
[slylnlo[n]ylm]ouls] [w]ith The [Blronx. [S][tlaten
Island and [Blroolk]lyn [s][t]ri[k]le [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[clu[l]late on outer-[a]reas [a]s
[wlell, be[c]ause [w]h[i]le Yon[k]ers [s]t]ri[k]es me as
a [s][tlr[eltch, I thin[k] [W][e][sltchle][s]ter [Clounty
or [L]ong [I]sland are both [clertain[lly in p[l]ay. Do
you thliln[k] [i]t po[ss][illb]le that she [clould have



[bleen from, [slay, [Wl]e[slt[chle[s]ter [Clounty,
[wlhilch] [w]ould exp[l[ailn her [m]on[elyed
de[m]lea]nor, yet [m]oved to The Bronx for work
[1l[a]ter in [lfi[fle, and now, and [I] a[glree [th]at
[th]lils [i]s mlils[glulilded, [f]eels as [thJough [th]at
working ex[plerien|cle juls]ti[flies her [c]l[ai]m [th]at
[Thle Bronx is a [plllllalce shle]'s alc]tualll]ly]
[flrom? Giorgio[s], that a[c]tuallly] [s]tri[kles [m][e]
[als  [plerhla]lpls the [ml]o[s]t [s]en[slible
ex[pll[a]ln]ation of [a]ll]l. [I] [a]llllslo [n]lo]ti[cled,
and [I] thlilnk [i]t’s [w]orth [n][o]ting, that [w]hen
she [s]at her [plo[s][tle[rlio[r] was a [t]la]ld [m]ore
[aJm[plle thlajn I’d i[m]la]gined, [th]at [thli[s]
polslterior along with the am[bl[il[glulilty [o]f her
[olrfilgliln [ble[glan to [s]trike [m]e as allm]o[s]t
[o]lm]inou[s][lly [olut of [pllllalcle, as i[f] another
[pllllane of exi[s]ten[cle was [florming. Th[a]t
hla][pplens [a]t [tlimes-[plosteriors [alnd their
[rlela[tlive [aJm[plli[tlude [c]an valrly widely from
ex[ple[c][tlations, the [plo[slterior is [a]llm]o[s]t
im[plo[ssli[b]le to e[s]tiim]ate [b]la][sled on fla]cle
[a]lone. 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 [a]lnd
[allmo[s]t  [allgo[rlithmi[c]a[llly [clrle[alte [a]
[slilm]ull][a]tion of their body [flrom thi[s] [flalc]e,



that our [mlind  worlkls e[ss]entia[ll][y]
algorith[mli[c]a[ll]lyl, we should ad[mlit [th]at,
[thlat oulr] [mlinds a[rle [plro[bla[blly juls]t
com[plosed of [a]lgori[thjms, [alnd [th]a]t we
[plerform a [slimilar [plro[cle[ss] [wlith voilc]e,
[which [a]ctually hla][pplened to mle] juls]t
re[clentlly] as [wlell, [wlhere I [s][plo[kle to a
[pler[slon on the [phlone a[n]d i[n]evitably
[clre[a]ted [aln [allgorithmi[c] [s]imul[a]tion of her
[fllallcle in [m]ly] [m]ilnd. When [I] [s]aw her
[flalcle [a]t 1[a][s]t onl[ilne [I] was [s]tr[u][ck] by how
mlu]ch thli][s] plillclture d[i][ffle[rled [flrom the
[slilm]ulation I"d [m]ade in [m][y] [m][ilnd-who was
it [I] be[l][ielved [I] was [s]p[ealkling to? I [lJoo[k] at
[sllolme[o]ne's fa[cle and [thlen I [rlu[th][1]e[ss][1][y]
algo[rlithmi[ca[ll]ly] [slimulllate  their = body
[wlithout [c]on[s]ent, [w]hereas I hear [s][olme[o]ne's
voi[cle a[n]d the[n] I [rluth(l]e[ss][1][y]
algo[rlith[mli[cla[ll]ly] [slimu[l]a]te their f[a][cle
without [clon[slent, [blut in [bloth [cla[sles my
alccluralcly is [tlotally [s]to[chlals][tli[c], and [bly
[s]tolch]als][t]i[c] I mean [t]erri[b]le. [F]rom voi[cle to
[fla[cle and [flrom [f][allcle to body, we ml[a]kle
ill-advised, [rJuth[1]e[ss] [sliple[clull][a]tions

[rlegarding [elve[rlyone who [elnte[r]s oulr]



[pleri[phlery! [Iln thli][s] [slen[s]e the [s]im[u]lation
of the hlulman [bleglilns wli]th [v]oilcle. From
[vloi[cle a[llone we algorith[mli[cla[ll]y [s]i[m]u[l]ate
[bloth [flalcle and [blody, [ble[clause [flrom [flalc]e
we [slimulate [blody, as you [slaid. I[n] a[nly
[cllallsle, as the [clonver|[s]a]tion [plrogr[e][ssled
wlel-{mly[s][e]l[f], [K]atr[ee]na, and thi[s]
[flle]lm]ale-began [tlo [tlouch on the [tlo[plilc] of
what ex[a][c]tly this [f]elmale h[a]d been doin[g]
[s]liln[c]e l[ealvin[g] New York, and [i]n the m[i]d[s]t
of thlills] [ilt [clame wup thla]t it juls]t [s]o
[h][alppened th[a]t [hler and I were [a][c]tually the
[sllalme [a]ge, that she'd been [flinding [l]o[clales
she [llikled at our age, although she noted how
d[i][ff][illc]ult [ilt was, [clompared to [N]ew Yor([k],
where she kinJew the i[n]s a[n]d [o]uts [o]f [w]here
to [platron[i][z]e and [w]hen, [w]hat
[e]ls]tabli[shlments [shle [elnjoyed and [w]hich
[olnes she dle][s][pllills]ed. I agrleeld
ilmm]le]d[ilatelly], noting thla]t [a]t [ml]y [alge, at
our [a]ge, it [w]as [olne of the [m]ain de[t]errents
[tlo [m]lolving t[o] a[n]other [clity, parti[clu[l]ar[l]y
[Nl]ew Yor{k], which I'd [sltrong|lly [clon[s]idered
[m][olving t[o] [m]ore than onlcle, but, as I [s]aid

ex[plllllillcllilt{lly to [hler, to [h]ave to re[llearn



every [slingle [plll]la[cle that [I] [l][i]ke to [glo, and
how to [glet there, to re[llearn which [p][llaces
offend my [pla[l][a]te, [a]t my age, it ju[s]t [s]tru[ck]
me [a]s wlaly [tloo daunting of a [t][a][s][k] [tlo
[tla]lkle on. It [s]trulck] me [a]s a t[a][s][k] th[a]t
would [clon[slume [slo [m]uch of [m]y e[n]erg[y]
that it would e[ssle[n]tia[ll]ly] [m]ute all of [ml]y
[phli[llo[slo[phlical energliels [flor at [1][ea][s]t [f]ive
years. She m[e[ntioned a [L][e][bJanese [blar [w]here
“you [w]al[k] [d]Jown[s]tairs” that she [1]i[k]ed a [l]ot.
I [slaid the [e]ntire [clity of Provildlen[cle has
be[clome [e][ss]e[n]tia[llly one [e]xte[n][d]ed hoo[k]ah
[llJounge, which, I admitted to helr], [flull
[dli[s][c]llosulr]e, a[ppllealls to mle] [d][eel[plly],
which, [f]ull [dli[s]closure, [s][eelmed to genuinel[y]
[slur[pllrlise her, [thlat [thle [e][n]tlire [clity of
[Pl[r]ovi[dlen[cle was a[n] [elx[tleln][dled hookah
[llounge. I [slaid the [c]lilty is [l][ilttered w{ilth
Grlee][k] and [L]ebanle]se [pllalcles [lli[k]e that,
which, of [clour[s]e Giorgols], we kn[o}w is[n]'t true
iln] the [ll[ea][slt, [th]at [thlere are [oln[lly a
fra[cltion of Grlee][k] [llo[clations [clom[plared to
[Llebanle]se [l][o][c][altions, yet I [s]t[a]ted [i]t w]i]th
[sllo] much [a][pllomb she [d]i[d]n't [qluestion it at
[allll], [allllthough she [d]id immle]d](ilatelly]
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[qlule]stion ~ whle]ther  Grlee]lkls  s[ml]o[k]ed
hoolklah, to which I [slim[p]ly [s][ai]ld Otto[m]an
[Elm[plire, to which she [slaid of [c]our[s]e,
ilmm]le][d][i]atel[y] [clonne[c]ting the [d]ots. [M]y
goodne[ss], [Mlar[klo[s], I have to [slay that’s
[flailr]ly impre[sslive, that a [flai[r]-s[k]inned
[flefm]ale [flrom [Nl]ew York would [c]o[nn]e[c]t
[thlose dots [thlat [qlui[ck]ly. The Otto[m]an
Eml[plire, I [m]ean, at thi[s] [ploint it’[s] ba[s]i[c]all[y]
[a] [pliellcle of [alr[clana. [N]o] one k[n]o}ws
[aln[ylthing [a]lbout the [Olttolmlan Emlplire
[aln[ylm]ore. Oh, I [clom[p]l]lelte[llly] agr[ee]! I
tota[ll]ly] [fleel [lli[kle the[r]e a[r]e just ve[rly [flew
[plleollplle in our [gle[n]eral [a]lgle r[aln[gle who
k[nJow a[n]ything [a]bout the [O]ttoman Em|[p][ilre,
and [I]'d [o][n]e hu[n]dred [ple[r][clent [w]ager that
[n]Jot [o]lne other [ple[r]lslon at Hot Clu[b] that
[nlight who k[nlew a[n]ything [a][blout the
[Olttolm]an Em[plire, [nlever [ml]ind its very
[sliplelcliflillc] eth[n][illc] [clom[plo[n]ents, who
[clould [plut the [plliellcles of [Glr[ee]kls
an[cle[s]trally [sJmo[k]ing hoo[k]ah [t][o][glether by
the utteran|cle of [t]w[o] words: Ottoman Em|plire.
In fact, it sleejms to [m]le] [th]at [thle Otto[m]an
Em[plire is [m]aybe the [ml]o[s]t neg[l][e]c]t[e]ld
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[elm[plire of the [pl[al[s]t h[a]lf [m]i[lllennium, that
[ilt [i]nher(i]ted [i]ts [Blyzant[ilne [plrede[cle[ss]or's
[clhara[c]ter[i][s]t[illc] of [blleling [clom[p]l[e]te[l][y]
[d]i[s][clar[d]ed [bly mo[d]ern [s][c]ho[l]arshi[p]. [N]o
one k[nJows what you [s][plealk] of when you [s]o
[mJuch as [mle[n]tion the Otto[m]a[n] Em[plire,
[pleo[plle are [fllulmm]oxed, ex[cle[p]t a[pplarentl[y]
this [flelm]ale who [m]lay] or [m]lay] not [b]le]
[flrom New York, [blut [clertainl[y] isn’t [flrom The
[Blronx. In short, I quickly [flound [th]at [th]e
am([bliguity of what New York [C][iJty [blorough
[c]hara[c]ter[i][s]t[illc] was i[n]here[n]t i[n] this
[flemale [ble[clame [rle[f]le[c]ted [rlight into the
am[bliguity of the ethnilc] [bllo[ck]s [o]f the
[Olttolm]an Emlplire, in a [plo[sJt-Otto[m]an
Almleri[clan [d]ia[s][plora, i[n] a[n] Alm]eri[c]a that
li]ls [iltlslelf [m]ulltli-eth[nli[c], a[n]Jd [n]ot
e[n]tlirelly] [dlifferently] [th]an [thl]e Otto[m]ans,
Otto[m]ans who were only [tlrum[pled [iln their
[ilm[plor[tlation of [Alflrilclan [s][l]laves by
Ameri[c]a’s [o]ut [o]f [c]ontrol [l]love [a][fflair with
the [A][f]ri[c]an [s]lave. No one im[p]o[r]ted [m]o[r]e
[Allflrican [s]laves [th]an [th]e Otto[m]an [E]m[plire,
[elx[cle[p]lt of [clour[sle the United [Sltates of
Almleri[cla. The am[bliguity of the trfai]ts
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di[s|pllalyed [bly a Grleellk] [vle[r][slus a Tulrlk
[vle[r]lslus a Le[blan[else [v]e[r][slus a [K]u[r]d
[vler[slus an Ar[m]le]n[ilan in the [s]lee]m]ingly
[Li[m]it[1]e[ss] Provi[dlen[cle Hoo[k]ah Net[w]or[k]
[wlas [s]uldd]en[lly a [dlire[c]t [alna[llog to the
[aJm[bliguity of the New York [C]ilty [blo[r]Jough
[clhara[c]te[r][i][s]t[illc]s [ilnherent [iln a [pler[s]on
who [ple[r]halp]s du[bliou[s]lly [c][l]aims to [b][e]
from New York [Clit[y]. I[n] one i[n][s]tan[c]e [w]e’re
unsulrle if [wle’re [wlitne[ssling a Grlee]k], a
Tulr]k], a Leban[e]se, a [KJu[r]d, an Armenia[n];
[iln the other i[n][s]tan[cle, we’re unsu[r]e if [w]e’re
[wlitne[ssling a pe[r]slon from The [B]ronx, from
Mla]nh[a]ttan, from [S]t[aJten Island, from
[Blroo[k]lyn, from [Qlueens; in [bloth [cla[s]es the
overlla][ppling [c]har(a]lc]ter[il[s]t[illc]s, out[slide
[o]f their [o]r[ilg[ilnal [clontext ([o]f the [O]ttoman
Em[plire and [N]ew York [Clitlyl, re[s][ple[cltivelly]),
[ble[clome vague e[n]ough in their [n]uan(cle [th]at
[th]e i[d]entity of [ealch [b]l[ee]ds in[t]o [th]e o[th]er,
un[t][il the [i|Jn[d]iv[i][dual i[d]entit[ie]s a[r]e
e[rla[sled complle]telly]. The New York [Clity
[dlia[s][plora in [Plrovildlen[cle [clan refle[c]t
[c]hara[c]ter[i][s]t[illc]s alss]o[cliated with [S]taten
Island, with M/[a]nh[a]ttan, with The [B]r]onx,
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with [B]rloo[k]lyn, with [Q]uleelns, while the
[m][e]d[i]lan hoolk]ah [slmo[k]er thi[s] New York
[Clity transplant [m]ay [e]n[clounter i[n] the
[elxte[n][dled [Plrovi[d]len[cle Hool[k]ah Network
[mlay [dli[s][pllay [c]hara[c]ter[i][s]t[illc]s of the
Grlee]k], of the Tur[k], of the Leban[e]se, of the
[Klu[r]d, of the Armenia[n]. I[n] both [c]a[s]es
what’s [Sltaten Island, what’s [Qluleelns, what’s
[Klurd, what’s Grleelk], what’s [Blroo[k]lyn,
what’s M[a]nh[a]ttan, what’s Le[bJan[e]se, what’s
Tulr]k, what’s The [BJronx, what’s Arml[e][nia[n]
all [bllleeld ilnJto one a[nlother until they’re
esse[n]tially [il[n]di[s]tingu[i]sha[b]le from [ea]ch
other, until they’re [e][ss]e[n]tiall[y] [e]xti[n]guished,
until we r[ealch a funda/melntal one[nless of a[n]
Otto[m]a[n] [Nlew York [Clity, a [llegitiim]ate
[plllllalne of exi[s][tlen[cle that [c]laJme in[t]o
[blleling onlly] at the Hot [Cllulb] [v]ia
[clon[vler[s][altion thi[s] [plals]t Frid[aly night.
Thiils [ills] a phlylslilcal plane of ex[i][s|ten[cle
[nJow, the Ottoman [Nlew York [Clllty of
Onelnle[ss]. It can [n]o longer [ble [dle[nlied, a[n]
Otto[m]a[n] [N]ew York Cit[y] where all i[d]entit[y]
has [bleen [e]x[t][ilnguished [iln[t]o a [m]o[n]a[d]i[c]

One[nle[ss] [clame in[t]o [e[xi[s]ten[cle on a Fri[d]ay
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[nlight at the Hot [Cllub. Yet that girl-{clould she
hlalve [a][c]tually [bleen f[rlom The [B]rlonx?
[Wlith [o]ln]e hu[n]dred [ple[r]clent [cle[r]tainty I
[wlill assulrle you, Gior[glo[s], [thlat [thle [g]ir] I
[sliploke with [F][rliday [nlight was ab[s]o[lJute[l]ly
[n]ot [f]lr]Jom The Bronx.
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