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NAMELESS, THE HERO
Many paths lead from
The foot of the mountain
But at the peak
We all gaze at the
Single bright moon.
Ikkyu

Chapter 1 Heroes in Hell
a. An introduction
1996:
Home was the Dumpster on Parch Street. Hel and I lived there in a box. We were
not friends. It’s hard to have friends on the street, because everything is about stealing
what you need to survive. You can’t steal friends, you can’t have friends, and you can’t
be friends. Survival mode makes the rules.
I invented Zen Homelessness. Hel expressed contempt about this. She just wanted
to stay warm, and we invented many ways to do that in the Goddamn crazy winters we
were having. We filled our boxes with stolen blankets, plastic sheeting and army/navy
surplus sleeping bags. Later on we acquired a tent, a ton of paraphernalia and made a
regular home of it.
I was drunk most of those years. In order to tell this story, however, I’ve had to
separate moments and phases into some kind of order. Forgive me if that order seems a
little eccentric. Telling the story of my life makes me feel like exploding. That discharge
is my story.

Nameless the Hero

Page 2

2
10/26/13

Parch Street was not favored by anyone. We liked it because it was a repulsive
place to go and no one wanted to. We were losers and we stank; that’s how I saw it, and
if we were gonna stink, then, we figured, let’s really rot next to something that makes a
statement. The Parch Street Dumpster made a giant statement. It was the Dumpster for all
time: big, bloated, ugly and filled with shit. It was ours.
The so-called “better” people stayed away from us because as we all know, the
Homeless have a kind of aura around them that keeps them in their repulsive place. Some
thought we were scary or dangerous. In actual fact, we were too concerned with our own
survival to give a damn about theirs.
Our main drag was the three or four streets on the North side, suddenly renamed
Old Town. It was always the damn North side no matter what new name you gave it.
Some of the local chains we stole blind, others we left alone. We never stole from
the little merchants that struggled to stay alive; we preferred to show aggression to WalMart and other large corporations in our expression of freedom from monetary
entrapment.
I don’t feel bad about this now, even though I should. Everyone’s a thief in one
manner or another. In those days, it was survival. You got to do what you got to do.
My last winter on the street I wore my Zen Soles. The soles of my shoes flapflapped, flap-flapped all the time echoing off the buildings as I walked down the street.
With every step I announced my presence. Wearing Zen Soles gave me a Zen Sole-full
attitude.
My philosophy in those days was: Move On, Meditate, Keep Aware, Reach The
Silence; Don’t Question the Pavement. How I was to meditate while on a permanent
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drunk was not something I cared to consider. My Vision Quest of the day was to research
the perfect way to die while still alive. The Night of the Living Dead.
Hel was my sister of the street, a partner, a buddy, but in those days we spoke
little of friendship. Friendship meant exclusion and commitment and we were not capable
of accomplishing either one.
Parch Street was empty storefronts, mom and pop businesses, fly by night jackshit stores, flea markets, pawn shops and cheap all-night groceries. There were businesses
permanently going out of business, old women walking back and forth on the street
repetitively, men who were drug addicts, men who were drug dealers, prostitutes, sad
people whose entire lives fit into one shopping cart. Old women, some younger than me,
would strut across the street shouting to invisible friends. The pimps dressed in ragged
polyester. Good prostitutes moved South.
There was a little park across from the Dumpster littered with bottles, cans and
trash. We named it Piss Park and Dump-land because everybody on the street used it for
a toilet. Some felt our kind deserved to live next to the smell.
Although I lived on the street, I held myself above it. I did not identify with the
other homeless on Parch Street; I kept aloof. I saw myself as different; mine was the
spiritual quest, my life a nobler monument to detachment from societal values. I was
“watching myself watching myself.”
“Thomas Merton says to throw everything out and look for what’s useful,” I used
to repeat daily to Hel.
“Yeah? And what do you suggest we throw out now, Nameless?” she’d ask me.
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I had spent ten years trying to throw everything out, I just didn’t know if there
was anything left. I had forgotten about usefulness; it had ceased to be part of the
equation. I had so little of the right thing and collected so much of the useless; I had lost
the original notion behind the whole thing.
Hel reminded me of this fact. She had a knack of exposing my hypocrisies and
calling me on my shit. That was the nature of the beast we called our co-existence in
time and space. She referred to it as a relationship or friendship; but I could not do that.
We occupied space together, I told myself, and there were times when Hel occupied more
space in my mind and heart than I cared to admit.
In time, and out of it, in space and out of it, while trying to profess freedom from
materialism, accumulation and its evil seed overtook even our little corner anyway. We
took things, stole things and got things. Things could be ignored but not forgotten.
My concentration was weak in those days. Always had been, but I didn’t want to
admit it. I discovered myself to be borderline Attention Deficit Disorder. My brain
allowed too much input of information, according to the professionals testing me. Thus
the world and its noise became an overload; I could not weed out the important from the
unimportant. My answer to that was no one normal knew what importance was, anyway.
ADD is just another theory to enslave thinking and misunderstand the diversity of human
behavior, I told the psychologists, and refused all further testing.
I preferred my theory: The Sliding Glass Door Theory of Memory. Memory: A
sliding glass door without a screen. I thought this a sound and original argument. Hel told
me it was bullshit.
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“That’s just another one of your grand rationalizations so you can keep drinking,
continue to be totally dysfunctional and deal with nothing.” she screamed at me one day.
“Nothingness,” I corrected her.
How could she not understand the deep philosophical reasoning behind my
behavior?
“And--interesting experiences are in the eye of the beholder,” I added.
“Meaning what?” she asked, hands on her ample hips, “You can’t even
concentrate long enough to hold down a logical conversation.”
“Logic is relative,” I answered and walked away from her.
“Hey--” she called after me.
“Hey yourself. I can create interesting experiences out of nothing. So there.”
“Nothingness,” she called after me, her voice edgy. She took this stuff seriously,
because deep down, she wanted to rehabilitate me.
Our discussions always ended in me taking a slug off whatever bottle of whiskey
or wine I was carrying at the time, and moving on. Pavement doesn’t question.
Hel had more sense. Her bullshit detector alarm went off around me all the time.
“So basically you can’t remember shit, right?” she asked. “Your brain cells are
dying at a rate faster than the speed of light. You are old, Father William.”
We were walking down Green Street when she told me this.
“I remember to stay here and talk to you.” I countered. End of discussion.
Many of our homeless were on disability or public assistance. Hel made her living
as a working girl. I had a stipend from my family, which was used up the first year on the
street. After that it was stealing, disability and living off Hel. She didn’t seem to mind,

Nameless the Hero

Page 6

6
10/26/13

but I never told anybody about living off of her. Hel didn’t either. She used to tease me
and call me ‘rich kid.’ Whatever money I ever had was blood money, anyway, the family
guilt slush fund. They wanted to be sure they didn’t see an article about me in the
newspaper or something. Every so often I’d find a check mysteriously tucked into the
flap of my briefcase, in an envelope, with no name on the outside, and no note on the
inside. The check would be signed by a name I did not recognize, with no address or
anything in the corner. I always knew it was family, perhaps one of the sisters.
At certain times I would wonder what they were doing, my two sisters, about their
kids, their husbands, and their lives.
I deposited the checks regularly into a savings account at the bank. I couldn’t
have a checking account because I ‘d hung so much paper over the years. It was part of
my protest against Banking. There was probably a warrant out for my arrest on check
fraud. I didn’t care--they couldn’t find me. I had no name. I never used my social security
number anywhere, and the bank account was in my cousin’s name. I could never manage
to save anything. It all got used up for drink or drugs or whatever.
Once a week I gave Zen Seminars in Piss Park. Most of the people who came
were too drugged or drunk to care what I said, but it gave me a sense of purpose.
“It is the Great Wisdom of Street Life that I know!” I shouted on one of these
days, an especially cold one. People were huddled in their coats and blankets, snot
dripping from their noses. The smell of their breath and snot wafted in the air.
“Hours! Days! Weeks! Months! Time is one long cascade of watching, shuffling,
moving, hunting, picking, sleeping, waking and itching.”
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Five people stared at me as I spoke. Their faces told me nothing, nothing about
their past, nothing about the present, or the future.
“You can escape through the great Wall of Boredom.” I began again. “But time
and again you will get pulled back into Nothingness. Nothingness is not boredom—it is a
state beyond Boredom.”
“What about the Great Wall of China?” Artie, our resident speed freak shouted.
“Damn straight,” came another voice from the crowd.
“Amen”, someone else added.
I pointed to the sky.
“We are the hopeless of the present, the Homeless of the Future and the dead to
all time.”
“Amen to that,” Hel snickered as she walked by. She never stayed for my
lectures. I guess she’d heard it all before.
Bathing was a luxury we could ill afford. I’ve concluded it’s the only thing in
civilized society worth fighting for.
Water. Water, the dream of my primordial incarnation as a rorqual swimming in
the deep, deep sea, questing for awareness beyond the comprehension of human thought.
Whales and sea creatures are superior to man simply because they remain
immersed in water. Water calms the savage soul. Water increases consciousness. Water is
life itself. The most moving events of my life have been accomplished in water. I am
haunted by water. Bath water, toilet water, sewer water, body water, what matter? Water
is water.

Nameless the Hero

Page 8

8
10/26/13

In those days, when bathing was rare, I came to realize water is the force that
binds. The other consideration, along with water was Time. We had time on our hands,
and time precipitates many things. Time rolled down upon us like an avalanche rolling
down a mountain. We were buried under time.
Every so often this time and its timeless effect had us in warp speed. We’d be
going along thinking and not-thinking in the endless timeless moments of occasion that
make life for the outsider when some piece of information--a national or world event-would filter down and hit us like a brick. We’d be stunned; our ankles strapped to the
pavement.
“So, how the hell did that shit go down?” one of us would say. We could not
fathom how life events and the world marched on in military fashion while we were
circling the globe in slow motion. It was then we’d hit the brick wall of reality with full
force.
News, Death and Time were, along with water, food, cold and heat our main areas
of concentration. Our focus, to the outsider, however, appeared to be warped. The death
of someone famous would plunge many of us into grief and shock, yet the deaths of
friends and people we knew on the street would be greeted with indifference. We
protected ourselves at all times from certain emotions. Emotions could be perilous. We
could go on as if nothing occurred. We could not mourn ourselves.
Nothing was stable, yet nothing ever changed. Our own daily life had it’s own
rhythm, the rhythm of outside events impinged and impacted on us; every day something
came and something went, we never knew what it would be.
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b. Hel’s Story

Hel had amplitude. She developed early, so the story goes, at eleven or so, and
had been fucking around ever since. She had the baby-doll face, dark hair, short, stocky
body and huge breasts that some men love to distraction. I loved her breasts too, but I
rarely told her so. They were her cash cow.
Hel told me her father was a Primal Scream Therapist. He had his office in the
basement and she grew up listening to people screaming through the vent in her bedroom.
“This permanently fucked my mind,” she said. “I could hear couples scream
“Fuck You!” at each other, and middle aged guys screaming “I hate you, mother!”
Her early development was a kind of virtuoso performance, which explains why
her father started messing with her. Therapists are the sickest people around.
“How could he do that and be a therapist?” I asked her once.
“Well, that’s the way it was,” was all she’d say.
“He was your God damn father,” I’d tell her, shaking my head, outraged.
“Hey, animal, you’re old enough to be my father, so shut up.”
Hel loved shocking people by wearing dresses that pushed her breasts up to her
ears. She’d rather freeze in the winter than hide those babies. I said I didn’t disapprove, I
said I just worried about her getting cold. I said she wasn’t that old, she didn’t eat well,
she was spending a lot of time active. She wasn’t interested in my concern. I was not
going to act like concern was important. We played these games over and over.
Summer nights, those hot ones, we’d take off our clothes, rub against each other’s
sweaty bodies, and crawl into the tent. I’d bury my head in her breasts and feel the
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beating of her little heart. Winter nights we’d pile on the blankets, wrap ourselves in
layers of clothes, and hug each other tighter and tighter. Love kept us warm and cooled us
off.
The story was that Hel was only fifteen when she left home. She got tired of the
old man hitting up on her, and the constant screaming from the basement. Her mother, the
country club type who spent a lot of time with an extensive doll collection, was not going
to be any help. Hel decided not to be one of the dolls, it was that simple.
That was the story she told me, anyway. We all had our stories. I wasn’t sure how
much of her story was true, but it did seem stranger than fiction. In our crowd you never
knew fact from fiction, but it didn’t matter. It was someone’s story and you had to accept
it.
In the Parch Street days my story was the shortest story around. I never talked
much about my family, except chosen snippets laced with lies. I chose to leave the story
untold. To Hel, I was the old man that took care of her, and she was the kid who earned
the dough. It was a necessary but neat arrangement. She was just a kid and I could have
been her father, but I was not.

c. my briefcase
I carried a briefcase everywhere. It had within it the contents of all the important
pieces of my life. I kept writing projects, Zen notes, pictures, a pair of clean socks for
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emergencies, a copy of my last will and testament and a letter from my big sister written
from college 30 years ago:
“Dear Dipsie Doodle,” (that was her special name for me), ”Well, sweetie,
College life pretty much sucks, but I found a really good lay. He’s a “townie.” We go out
to the Half Moon, drink and dance, then go to my place and screw all night and day. Man,
he can find places I never knew existed. Well, sorry about that, but God, classes are so
boring. Mom and Dad want me to finish. Fuck school. Be outrageous and make me
proud.
Love and Kisses,
Mary Magdalene (ha ha)”
Then she finished with little “X’s” and “O’s”. I had a special ritual around that
letter. Once a week I’d read it at exactly 4:00PM, with a bottle of cheap wine leaned up
against the Dumpster. It made me glow all over. I loved her positive attitude. She had
been instrumental in giving me my perspective on life.
I had stopped using a name many years before when I’d first taken up residence
on Parch Street. A name is a slave moniker, I reasoned. A name means you are part of a
culture, they can claim you, they can name you and of course that means they can kill
you. A name means you are dead, I thought. I refused to participate in the rituals. My
name was for a man that had died many years before. He didn’t exist. Nameless was my
name. The Nameless Hobo next to the Dumpster on Parch Street. In fact, it was a
concession to be called Nameless, but they had to call me something and I got tired of
‘Hey You Ugly Man,’ and various other epithets.
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We all had our specialties on the street. Mine was Zen Homelessness; Hel’s was
stealing. She had an uncanny way of finding huge amounts of money in unlocked cars,
phone booths, lobbies and the rented rooms where she took her clients. She also lifted
cell phones, office supplies, phonebooks, make up, books and magazines, electronic
organizers and credit cards. She found stereo equipment; a CD Walkman, tape players, a
small portable TV. We lived well in the high days. Hel made sure of that. She stole a tent;
we had a barbecue and a hot plate, and a small generator to plug in our electrical
appliances. We were the conspicuous consumers of the street.
Some wondered why we didn’t rent a place. Hel kept her business active and on
the street, screwing johns in parked cars, behind buildings, inside doorways. As for
myself, I was there for purely philosophical reasons. I did not need a home. Neither one
of us could cope with rent payments, checking accounts, jobs, taxes, names, bullshit.
Sometimes the street is free, but freedom costs.
Compared to a lot of the street folk who kept everything they owned in bags and
shopping baskets, I carried a damn, heavy load. But, if we had to vacate premises I could
survive with just the briefcase and a few pieces of clothing. Hel, on the other hand, was
attached to her extensive wardrobe. She had an entire closet full of clothes she stole from
malls and department stores, all draped around the fence behind the Dumpster. I excused
this excess; she needed wardrobe for her work.
We enjoyed the summers, except for the flies. Winter was a different matter. That
was when most of us took up “winter quarters”; shelters, the bus station, the lobby of the
Security Bank Building, the Salvation Army, the Mission, the AA meeting room, the
Veteran’s Hall. It took energy to keep warm.
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Georgia was one of our dear, wandering street ladies. Her life could be told on a
dirty old string of pearls she wore around her neck.
“Hey, Georgia,“ I called out one day, as she wandered back and forth up Green
Street, calling out to her dead husband Ralph, and fingering her pearls.
“How’re you doing?”
“Well, I dunno, dunno, Nameless, I dunno.”
Georgia had a habit of repeating phrases over and over and lapsing into dead
silence.
“OK. You don’t know. But if you did know--” I said, to keep conversation going.
“Right! I dunno. But somehow--somehow..”
“Somehow?” I offered.
“Somehow...somehow…somehow--” pause, pause, pause, “the heavier the
burden, the lighter you feel. But you—you carry that damn briefcase around. Don’t it
make you tired? Aren’t you tired? What’s in there?” Then she’d grab my briefcase by the
handle and try to pull it away from me. I’d invariably pull it back.
“Stop it, Georgia,” I’d say. “It’s important to me.”
“Oh, fuck you. Fuck your importance. There’s nothing important about you or
that fucking briefcase.”
Then she’d smile her toothless smile, laugh a crazy laugh, and wheel her shopping
cart away, back and forth, up and down Green Street.
Sometimes I felt all that kept me on earth was that damn briefcase, as if my entire
life was held together by what was in it. Georgia had her string of pearls, Hel had her
breasts, and I had my briefcase. Each one of us clung to something.
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d. Sandwich Theory
Which brings me to the Sandwich Theory of Existence. It has its roots in rootlessness. Part One of Sandwich Theory postulates that it is impossible to experience love or
real friendship as long as you are hungry. Second part of Sandwich Theory is that if there
is Sandwich, there is love. How you approach Sandwich, how you utilize Sandwich and
how you share Sandwich; that’s all a testament to character, and few people understand
how significant Sandwich Approach is in the development of character or friendship.
“Some like chicken salad,” I told Hel one day, “ some like cheese and onion,
some bullshit about ham and bologna, but you never see it; they bring nothing to the
relationship. A sandwich is a sandwich and relationship has to fight the good fight and
give it a rest.”
She looked at me with her usual disdain.
“Aw, shut up, dipshit. You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about.”
Hel never quite understood. I was traveling in edgy realms.
“Being unacceptable is my goal.” I told her.
“You’re such a liar,” she shouted back. “you’d give anything to be President of
the World.”
“Only if I could sleep next to you,” I’d say, and hug her tight, those breasts
rubbing me all over, giving me an erection. Who says sex and poverty can’t co-exist?
She kept expecting me to be better. She kept expecting me to pull out some
hidden personality trait and take care of her. She expected me to be a man, but I could not
completely go there. Manhood meant too much.

Nameless the Hero

Page 15

15
10/26/13

She was a pretty good liar herself; a thief, and oh, those breasts were so large,
voluminous, they made me cry. Rounded, soft, creamy colored. She was clever, our Hel.
Only twenty-one or so she said. Clever, hurt, scared, tough, witty full of crimes inside
that mind. She could terrify me with sudden clarity; scare the shit out of me with
unexpected vulnerability. Some people say I loved her. It was only at the end of our
journey that I allowed that love-thought to escape, and she never heard it.
“You are not my best friend, Hel, it’s just about Sandwich,” I told her one day.
“Oh shit, Nameless, we’re way past friendship. And I don’t give a shit about your
Sandwich Theory. You eat my Sandwich all the time and I eat yours. So what?” She
laughed her easy laugh, moved toward me with her breasts and her hips, threatening to
engulf me.
“Fuck you,” I said, dodging her body.
My game was that friends are true only as long as Sandwich lasts. As soon as
Sandwich is gone, bam, they become liars. Most people will lie for Sandwich, with
Sandwich, and while Sandwich is there. They’ll shuffle and tell you whatever you want
to hear. As soon as you take Sandwich away, they’re history. Friends only want your
Sandwich. You are expendable.
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Chapter 2
Eddie Talbot
Life was going along on Parch Street. We had been through several seasons
together. Winters had been weathered. Holidays had been cried over, laughed over, yelled
over, and screamed over. Some of our comrades had moved on, others had died or
disappeared, the enclave of Vets started moving in and encroaching on our space. They
had money and pity, anger and confusion. It bloated our dreams. We didn’t like it.
Along about this time, early fall of our last leg of the journey toward
enlightenment, Talbot, Edward, “Eddie” came into our existence. He was a skinny little
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guy around fifty or so, determined to undermine our existence and rehabilitate his soul
through shame, contempt and self- pity. He shamed us and pitied himself. He was an
employee of social services; his ministry was the homeless. I pegged him to be a BI-polar
idiot recovering from a bout of sobriety. He was never sober around us, however. I
figured he started his drinking day early in the office before he ever hit the street.
He appeared to be concerned about Hel and me. For some reason he thought we
were salvageable. It was obvious that it was Hel’s breasts kept him coming. He nosed
around trying to find out how we had so much stuff; how I got the power I had, where the
money source was. Shit like that.
The other problem with Eddie was his African-Americanism. Not that he was an
African American, but how he wore it, as a bitter badge to make sure he got what was
due him. That meant he expected deference, pity and sorrow. He wanted all of it, plus
admiration, Kingship and kiss ass. Underneath all that self-hatred and loathing was a man
who wasn’t sure who he was. His race was not the issue. Eddie was the issue. I kept
pointing this out to him.
“You have a personality disorder, Eddie, and it has jack shit to do with race.”
“Oh yeah? Oh yeah, Nameless? I have a personality disorder? That’s rich. Man,
you eat out of dumpsters, write gibberish on a fucking laptop you stole, your ho supports
you with her goddamn tits and pussy, and I have a personality disorder?”
His personality disorder was hidden, that’s all. Come to think of it, if Eddie had a
problem it was his intense jealousy of our passion. Lifeless, bloodless and probably
sexless, he watched our intensity with foam at the mouth. We suffered, we gave, we
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screamed. He just spit and drank and saved. He spent a good deal of time researching our
awful moments. It thrilled him. Vicarious suffering.
We had many discussions about Eddie, trying to decide whether his addiction to
us was based on cruelty and contempt or just plain honest need. He was a needy man, for
sure, he was a lonely man, he was a bored man, he was a drinking man, and that all made
him a dangerous man. He didn’t like us or respect us or know us. He wanted to kill us.
Eddie drank to hide his fears, and one of his deepest fears was that there was no
difference between him and us. The separation became less and less tangible as time went
on and as he came around us more and more.
He had a special feeling for Hel, who loathed him and never let him get closer
than two feet. He refocused his attention onto Sally, Hel’s street partner. Sally was a little
mulatto girl, younger than Hel, a speed freak, with short nappy hair and sweet dumb eyes.
Sally didn’t know enough to hate Eddie; she liked the attention he paid her. He
brought her hair baubles and gum and cigarettes.
“What’re you enticing her for?” I asked him one day.
“I just want her off the street,” he said.
“Fuck you, liar. You love her on the street, so you can have her anytime you want
her.”
“That is completely untrue, Nameless, and unfair. I care about Sally. I’d like to
see her back in school.”
Meanwhile he’d follow after her ass, touching her, touching her, here and there,
patting her butt, copping a quick feel when he thought we weren’t looking. She tried to
avoid him. Sally finally complained to Hel.
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“Goddamn it Sally, don’t go to bed with that scumbag.” Hel yelled at her. “He has
to at least fucking pay you. You’re a professional.”
“Well--” Sally said, twisting her hair and scratching her arm. “I ain’t gone done
nothing with him yet.” She needed to score real soon and didn’t have energy for
argument. “He nice to me, he give me things, he tell me I’m pretty.”
“Oh shut up, Sally. You’re stupid.”
Hel walked away. Sally followed her like a desperate puppy.
“I need a score. Will you go with me?” she asked, looking up at Hel with those
big eyes.
“Forget it,” Hel said and pushed her away. Sally looked crushed. Maybe Hel was
responsible for Sally, I don’t know. It was loneliness, maybe, or something else inside of
Sally that needed to be hurt and desperate. Hel could not identify with that, she was more
of a survivor. They were just Sandwich friends anyway.
Eddie was cheap, mean and crude. He felt since we were living on the street we
had no dignity and he didn’t have to have any either. He gave himself permission to be
ugly, offensive, dirty and as gross as he wanted to around us. He took a vacation from
civilized behavior on Parch Street.
We hated him. What was his excuse? He was married; he had three kids, lived in
a nice house. What was this about? He had water, for God’s sake.
Just as I gave my Zen lectures, Eddie gave us his ‘hard times for an AfricanAmerican man’ lectures. Supporting kids on government wages, wife, kids; car
payments. Like, what were we supposed to do about it? We had problems of our own. He
was just hiding out, justifying his alcoholism by hanging with the “unfortunates.”
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Life had Eddie so fairly strung on her bow that when she let go, he just sat there
and twanged for eternity. He died twanging his self-pitying little heart out, our Eddie. I
did not mourn. Oh no. He is twanging somewhere in a hole in hell and I am glad for it.

Chapter 3
Spiraling Down
Edward, “Eddie” Talbot was on a spiral going downward and he knew it, yet he
refused to know he knew it. That would mean acknowledging things too painful to
acknowledge. He preferred to work it out with headaches, heart pains, back- aches,
impotency, esophageal seizures, and remaining functionally drunk. These things appeared
to stave off the impending feeling that something was out of whack.
The fear of what he might have to face was greater than the thing itself, but Eddie
wasn’t sure. Maybe, the thing itself was so great that the fear was all he had. He feared so
many things that he often sat down and made a mental list of his fears.
He feared surrendering to this energy coming to rise inside of him, he feared those
pathetic homeless clients he’d been working with for the past months, feared their
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encroaching on his thoughts, feared how he felt when he looked at Hel’s breasts, feared
when he saw Sally’s big brown eyes and skinny body. He chose drinking and avoidance,
which produced fears of their own.
The things that happened because of his avoidance, the sickness, the body aches
and increasing pains, while originally calculated to take his mind off the thing he was
avoiding, became worse than the thing he was avoiding. He began to realize that it might
be better, and surely, healthier, to just go ahead and let the floodgates open. Fuck those
little street ho’s if he had to. Whenever this little thought seeped in, Eddie looked for the
wanted bottle stashed in various hiding places. Drinking was the safest thing of all, he
decided, for now.
Eddie was losing his energy reserves. His self- confidence was destroyed; his
relations with his wife were disjointed and embarrassing. He could not perform sexually.
She was too patient. His life was dwindling down to two emotions: misery and fear.
Misery and Fear were the original feelings he was trying to avoid in the first place.
Avoidance had brought him full circle into a confrontation with that which he tried to
avoid. Eddie, in certain moments, appreciated the irony of this.
So, Eddie lived in fear, Eddie lived in doubt, Eddie was forever looking over his
shoulder, waiting for the so-called bomb to drop, for the discovery that he was a fraud, a
counterfeit social worker who was really a sociopath.
He had fantasies at night, fantasies which spun into long dreams where he was
more noble and self sacrificing than his peers, where he was honored for humanitarian
concerns, where he showed amazing humility (practiced, of course) born out of his
wonderful gifts for patience and wisdom. He’d often awake from these waking dreams
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with a smile on his face, look over and see his wife Brenda curled up in a ball on the
other side of the bed. A familiar sour feeling would come to his stomach; the headache
would start at the back of his brain and move steadily forward.
Here he was again, Eddie Talbot, social worker, lying in bed next to the woman
he couldn’t get it up with. Here he was, alcoholic social worker, dying in bed next to his
wife who he--what would describe his state?
In order to cope with the anxiety, Eddie allowed himself to slide into obsession
with the lives of the people on Parch Street. He both loathed and craved them at the same
time. He felt he was an integral part of their lives. They needed him, he belonged; they
were his extended family; he the kindly, goodly father dispensing love and compassion.
He felt it was his duty to minister to their needs, especially the spiritual ones. He
ascertained their spiritual needs involved his needs as well. He was a kind of savior, a
CO-creator in the forces of life against the evil encroaching ever nearer, ever nearer.
Eddie built himself a castle of delusion, and deposited himself inside as Master and King.
Nameless’ Zen Homelessness, Gliding Theory and Sandwich Theory of Existence
were just about all he could take. The little girls were fine, especially that one with the
huge white tits, but man, that intellectualizing freak has got to go, he told himself. The
fact that Nameless had no name, or refused to reveal it really irked him. He felt a rising
feeling in his chest, a sense of wanting to dominate these people, subjugate them and
have his way with them.
Thinking ego-gratifying thoughts, Eddie drove into the parking lot of de Marco’s
one morning before work. Frankie always had a great smile. Eddie was stashing bottles of
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whiskey everywhere, making damn sure there was always more supply than demand.
Lately, demand had increased and so his need for supply.
He went over to the shelf and grabbed a case of Old Crow.
“Having a party?” Frankie asked as he rang Eddie up.
“Party? Oh—no…“
Eddie thought a minute. How many people buy a case of whiskey at 8:30 in the
morning on a Thursday? None of his damn business, Eddie decided. I pay; I play.
“Whatever,” Frankie said as Eddie handed him a wad of bills. Frankie took the
money, spent a moment counting and straightening the bills; then shoved the case over
the counter to Eddie.
“Safe driving.”
“You bet.”
Eddie stashed the case in the back of the Bronco.
Work was a mound of paper work. His white, little-tit boss Sandra was trying to
get him off the street and threw an endless supply of paper work at him. She wanted him
‘out of the field’ and back on track, as her last memo said.
Eddie had five bottles of whiskey stashed in various places around his cubicle. He
started on a bottle, moving with discretion, and looked at the piles of forms he had to fill
out. It took him the entire morning to straighten the files on his desk so he could find his
calculator. He emptied his trash twice, saying hello to Kathy, the new girl, every time he
walked by her desk. She had the best looking nails he’d ever seen.
Later, after work that Thursday, Eddie stopped by Frankie’s again. He couldn’t
remember whether he had been there that day or not. He’d already consumed two and
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half bottles of whiskey. Was it Thursday or Friday? He couldn’t remember that either. He
pulled his Bronco into the parking lot.
Walking over to the shelf, he grabbed a dozen bottles of Old Crow, setting them
on the counter two by two. It took him several minutes, as he was already drunk. Frankie
noticed this and wondered whether he should even sell to this guy.
“Hi Frankie.”
“Hi Eddie. Another case?”
“Case? Oh, yeah. Case.”
Frankie didn’t want to lose Eddie as a customer. Business was business, but what
was a social worker buying all this whiskey for? He was drunk in the day, the guy had
serious problems, and wasn’t he supposed to be helping substance abusers? He shook his
head.
The blind leading the blind, Frankie thought, punching the cash register.
“Want a box for those?”
“Sure.”
Frankie reached down and grabbed a box, loading the dozen bottles side by side
inside.
He always pays cash, Frankie thought, haven’t heard anything about him in the
news, maybe he has a couple of buds that he hangs with. Oh fuck it, who gives a shit?
I’m in the liquor business, not the morality business. I’ll leave that to the damn church.
Eddie’s a good customer.
Frankie smiled wide and shoved the box toward Eddie.
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“Bye Frankie,” Eddie said thinking, Frankie’s got a great smile. He waved as he
walked out. As soon as he got in the car, he opened a bottle and took a long drink. He
could go to Parch Street and check out the action, or go home to dinner, or go see if Sally
was out hanging playing under the bridge.
Little ho Sally does her trade under there, he thought. Maybe I’ll catch her there.
Under the bridge, he decided, her little runaway bootie swaying in the wind, no
bra, nipples hard. It’s cold. He took another drink and pulled the car out.
I should call Brenda and say there’s a meeting. Oh shit, this won’t take long, he
reasoned. It was not like he was late for dinner yet.
Home, all the time, home. All the time. Work and home, work and home.
Wouldn’t hurt them to miss him for once. Goddamn prison, Jesus. A man has to break
out. Necessary for sanity.
The usual headache receded the more he drank. Thoughts came in little bytes. He
felt better and better. Just get a whiff of their desperation. Makes me feel strong. They
can starve and I can eat. Misery loves company. I’m miserable, they’re company.
This evening it was cold and nobody was hanging out under the bridge. They
probably all went to the mission or the Salvation Army, Eddie thought. He parked by the
bridge, idled the engine, lit a cigarette, (forbidden by Brenda), and looked out the
window. You never know, he thought.
He heard the whining of cars whizzing by on the overpass. They were all going
home to their families, happy about it. Well, maybe not happy, who knows? They knew
they would do it. They had to do it.
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He just could not. Not today. The whole repetitive thing made him sick. How can
anyone take that kind of routine and not go crazy?
Out of the corner of his eye he caught something bright moving. He so
desperately needed to be here tonight, on this bridge. What was that moving?
He opened the window and called out:
“Hey!”
The brightness stopped and turned. It was Sally, wearing one of her Day-Glo
sweaters. Eddie felt a spurt of energy; heart pumping fast, breathing quick, leg muscles
taut. Excitement. He had this energy. Why not use it?
Eddie got out of the car, left the motor running.
“Hey, Sally, what you doing here?” he called. “Where your gloves, ho? Don’t you
get cold?”
“Don’t you call me ho,” she said. He could see her breath in the air.
“Here.”
Eddie handed her a cigarette.
“Don’t want that.”
“Take it.”
She took it. He held her wrist while he lit it for her. Sally pulled away. He moved
forward, grabbing her sweater.
“Hey, what’s your game?” she asked, moving back a step, pulling her sweater out
of his hands.
“You’ll wreck the sweater.”
“No game, baby, what’s yours? You coming over to me?”
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Sally did not answer, but looked away, up, over the bridge.
“It’s cold out here, Sally, aren’t you cold?”
“No, I ain’t. Now go on. Leave me be.”
He watched her closely as she took a deep drag. She knows what she’s doing, he
reckoned. She may be young but she knows what she’s doing. No kid. She knows what
she’s in for.
“Come here, I’ll keep you warm,” he said.
“Fuck off!”
Sally started to walk away. Eddie followed.
“Don’t you want me to keep you warm?” he asked.
“No!” she shouted.
“Come on baby.” He grabbed her arm. Sally wrenched it loose.
“I cost money, Eddie. I ain’t free. Hel told me tell you.”
Eddie laughed, watched her for a moment, like watching an animal before
shooting it. Wanted to fuck her real good, show her little mulatto ass what a black man is
made of. Show her his huge dick. Sally wasn’t thinking anything; she was just standing
there, waiting for him. Waiting for him. He was sure.
“You like me?”
“What the fuck you on about? You better get in your big ass car and get outta
here. It ain’t right, you being here. I am waiting for someone, anyway.”
Eddie knew this to be a lie.
“You a junky, ho?”
No answer.
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“I ought to cut you open like a melon and suck out the seeds,” Eddie said,
slurping and licking his lips. Could hardly believe he was saying this, but it felt good.
“You not scaring me,” Sally’s voice trembled.
“Let me hold you,” Eddie took a step forward, she moved back.
“Stay away,” she whispered, cold icy wind carrying her voice into nothingness.
Eddie moved another step forward. This was a game he could play. In a split
second he knew he didn’t have patience for any more discussion, or driving somewhere
or even talking to this filthy little whore. He would just do what was necessary. His hand
shot out, grabbed her hard behind the neck, she squealed like a dog.
“Stop it!”
Eddie put his other hand on her throat, pressed hard, so she could not breathe,
could not scream. He shoved her onto the icy ground, stepped on her stomach. Sally tried
to scream, no sound came out. Eddie tore his pants down, with one hand ripped off her
little black mini skirt. Then he pulled the sweater off, pushed her breasts around, freeing
them from the slip she was wearing. Sally started to beg and whine, crying, “Stop it, stop
it.”
“Shut up,” he said. Words cut through the wind and the snow that started falling.
Sally struggled, breathing hard, screaming and twisting, but Eddie threw his weight on
top of her. She was trapped.
He was big, she was a skinny, starving little street whore. Eddie shoved his dick
into her tight little pussy, pumped hard, then pulled out and turned her over, shoving her
face into the icy cold bridge. She became silent, except for small little moans he could
hardly hear.
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He shoved his dick into her ass, her hard, tight little ass. She screamed. It was so
little he had to keep shoving harder and harder. Refusing to listen to her screams, him
panting like a dog, she screaming, a trapped animal. He released with a grunt and a noisy
exhalation. Sally was silent.
Eddie stood up, pulled on his pants. Bent down. Saw her motionless. Panting in
small breaths, he pushed her head hard into the bridge, banging it down over and over,
until the body went limp.
Eddie stood back up. Sally did not move. There was absolute silence. Her body
motionless like a dummy.
“You God Damn shit whore, fuck you!” he screamed. Then looks around.
Paranoid.
Eddie gave her ass a kick, for the hell of it, screaming names. Sally lay there,
fucking sick rag doll, not saying a word, no movement.
Eddie tore up the embankment to the car, peeled off to the highway, away from
the bridge.
Energy coursed through him. Magic. Blood pounding at the temples. His heart
beating so hard he could hear it. He was living life for the first time and it felt like he was
dying. It was exhilarating.
It wasn’t me, he told himself--some kind of thing inhabited my body. Foreigner
took hold; pretty soon he’ll get the hell out of me and leave me alone.
Eddie Talbot was the perpetrator of a violent crime and he didn’t hesitate to deny
it. He reveled in it.
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When Eddie walked into the house, dinner was ready. He hung up his coat; felt a
hot rush flood his body.
Man, but it was good, he thought with pride. His manhood dwelt in the castle of
illusion and he felt safe.
Pride rose inside of him. Yeah, goddamn it. He was proud that he could
accomplish the act and still get home in time for dinner. No chance that skinny ho would
tell anyway.
He washed his hands at the kitchen sink, checking for any signs of blood or
whatever. Brenda came into the kitchen, spied Eddie, kissed him lightly on the cheek.
“Hi, pumpkin, dinner’s ready.”
Eddie held up his hands as she handed him the dishtowel to dry.
“Clean as a whistle!”
After dinner Eddie went back to the garage to check the car, making sure there
were no odd signs of anything. For some reason memories of childhood flooded in.
Church. Reverend Richmond C. Brown at the pulpit, his eyes bulging, liquid
voice humming the melodies of Jesus Christ to a congregation sweating with fear and
heat. It was hotter than hell in Mississippi where he grew up, and especially in that
church.
He could almost hear Brown saying his piece.
“The Devil is the Great Disseminator!” his voice would boom outwards. “He
inhabits the soul and the consciousness of a body with his great gift for rationalization.
He can convince any man, even good men, to commit evil deeds. Evil Deeds,” he would
sing in a low, deep, growling tone, penetrating Eddie’s very skin.
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“Amen,” his mother and granny would say along with everyone else.
Eddie got a shiver every time he thought about this man. He looked around in the
garage to see if anyone like the Great Disseminator was lurking in a corner, but it was
just the garage, same as always. Even as a boy Eddie feared that Satan might appear to be
some innocent friend, enticing him with a wonderful theatrical lie, feared that inside his
little childish heart was an evil, horrible entity waiting to do sickening things and be cast
out of the love of Jesus Christ.
The Rev. Richmond C. Brown warned that evil meant loneliness.
“A sinful man is a lonely man, a man without God is a confused man, a man
without Love and Jesus is a man who dwells in darkness, my brothers and sisters.
Sinking, sinking sinking, into that hell of separation, into that hell of separation from the
one true love. The hell of damnation awaits the sinner, without the love and the body and
the everlasting peace of Jesus Christ our savior. Amen.”
Eddie’s heart trembled inside its cage every time he remembered the Reverend
Richmond C. Brown.
He went inside and ran cold water over his face. It had been a long time since he
thought about home, about Rev. Richmond C. Brown, about Jesus Christ, about Satan.
He looked in the mirror. Had evil come and inhabited his soul? Taken over his
consciousness? He turned off the tap.
“I think not,” he said aloud to his reflection. He had long since stopped believing
in that shit anyway. Still, he felt those shivers. He was a lonely man, but that was because
he was such a good man. The path of righteousness was a lonely one, he told himself.
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“Daddy, you coming to eat?” His daughter Mika knocked on the door in her
gentle way. He walked out. She was such a gentle girl, such a sweet girl, with beautiful
breasts like her mother.
Nobody better touch those tits, he thought as he walked to the table. He knew
about boys at fifteen. Their urges. Their sexual proclivities. A fifteen- year- old girl with
breasts like that was an invitation to--still, in regards to his daughter Mika. She was his
baby. He certainly would do all he could to make sure nobody touched her tits.

Chapter 4
Mikey: A Memorial
After Sally disappeared, things started to come unraveled for all of us. Fear
rippled through our four-block radius. The Homeless were prey, especially the women.
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Hel’s anger could not be contained. She told me that if Eddie ever showed up again she
would kill him, and to show that she meant business she bought a handgun.
I hated guns. They scared the shit out of me.
“Suppose the damn thing goes off accidentally?” I asked her.
“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Nameless, shut up. It won’t go off unless it has to. If you
won’t protect us, somebody should.”
“Is it registered?”
“Right. Is your ass registered?”
The word on the street was that someone killed Sally. Nobody knew who for sure,
but Hel said she knew it was Eddie. Of course, he was never a suspect. When the police
questioned him he claimed he was home with Brenda and the kids. Some punks who
happened to be hanging around the bridge scoring drugs that night were charged and
arrested. No one even thought it possible a good social worker like Eddie would rape a
little girl he was trying to save. Hel said she knew the real story, that the shadow of Sally
came to her in a dream one night and told her the whole thing in detail.
“Sally never hurt anyone,” Hel said and cried. “Man, she was a sweetheart. I miss
her.”
“Me too,” I said.
After that, the street was wary. We were all looking over our shoulders.
Just as I thought he would, Talbot showed up, testing the waters, just as if nothing
happened. We all froze him out. Hel left the premises. I continued working on my latest
manuscript.
“Hi Nameless.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 34

34
10/26/13

I did not look up, didn’t answer.
He stood there for a few minutes, waiting. I continued my work, ignoring him.
“Well, have a good day,” he said and left whistling to himself. I hated the man. I
hoped he hated himself. Sally’s friends on the street were too scared to say anything.
They feared he would murder one of them.
“Those punks know what went down. They could make a case,” Hel said to me.
“Those punks are suspects.”
“I know they got a case,” Hel insisted.
“Well, let them try, “ I said. “They’re all too damn scared.”
November was cold. Near Thanksgiving was a hard time for the homeless.
Depression settled on us like the gloomy clouds in the sky. While we slept in the night a
light dust of snow covered the ground and stayed. Winter was upon us. All our stuff was
getting wet; we moved it into the tent. I pulled out an old tarp and covered the important
stuff like the stereo, my laptop and the TV. Hel was languishing, not wanting to get up in
the mornings. She watched me as I fished stuff out of boxes and reorganized the
premises.
“Knock, Knock,” came Eddie’s voice from outside the tent.
“Not homeless,” Hel shouted.
Eddie laughed.
“The Mission on Indiana Avenue is opening its doors today. You can go there and
get hot coffee and stay warm. They’ve got blankets. I’ll give you guys a ride over--”
“Fuck off,” Hel shouted at him.
“Okay,” Eddie said. The beast never gave up.
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I realized it was time to move to winter quarters. Hel wasn’t well. She was
coughing a lot, having trouble breathing; her energy was low, her appetite off; losing
weight. She had dark circles under her eyes.
“Maybe we better take you to a doctor,” I said.
“Oh, right. Forget about it, it’s just a cold,” she said and went to work. Her being
out on those cold, dark nights worried me. Maybe she caught something from one of her
clients.
I was getting sick of being damp out on Parch Street. The Mission would do for
some nights, but I really wanted to find an abandoned building or apartment house
somewhere. The Salvation Army would give us dinner most nights; we just needed to set
up house during the day.
A couple days before Thanksgiving it snowed big time. Our tent was cold, even
though we piled the blankets on.
“Hel, wake up,” I said.
“I’m awake,” she said and turned over. She started coughing.
Betty The Fix-It Lady came over to the tent.
“Hey you guys,” she said, peeking in.
“Yeah, Betty. Happy Almost-Thanksgiving.”
“You too.”
“Come on in,” Hel said.
Betty came in and sat on the cushion. She was getting pretty old, so we always
gave her the cushion.
She looked closely at Hel.
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“You don’t look too good, Hel.”
Hel laughed and coughed.
“Coming from you, Betty, that’s a compliment.” She reached for some tissue,
blew her nose, coughed some more.
“I just got some kind of cold I guess.”
“You want some of my cough drops?” Betty coughed and reached into her
voluminous pockets to pull out some cough drops wrapped in a dirty scarf.
“Oh, no thanks, Betty.”
“Sure?”
“Yeah.”
“OK. Well, you gotta take care of yourself.” There was silence while Betty looked
around the tent.
“You guys got a lot of stuff,” she marveled.
“Yeah--we live well,” I said.
“So, did you hear?”
“Hear what?” I asked. Betty always had the news.
“Mikey died.”
“Mikey?” I asked. I was in shock.
“What happened?”
“He fell off the bridge and drown-ded in the river.”
“That doesn’t sound like Mikey. He was so together.” I said.
“Well, it happened. He fell off and drown-ded.” Betty got up to leave. “Anyways,
he wasn’t so together, he was soft in the brain department.”
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“A little soft,” I said, “but not soft enough to fall off the bridge.”
“Got to go and tell the others.” She got up to leave.
“Where you going for Thanksgiving, Betty?”
“Dunno, maybe the Mission,” she said as she ducked out.
“See ya.”
“Mikey,” I said to Hel.
“It happens,” she said, and lay back down.
“How can you be so callous?”
“I don’t feel well, Nameless, leave me alone.”
I left her alone and walked out of the tent. Mikey’s death hit me. Did he have a
burial, did he get a funeral, a grave with a name; did he have a family?
We never used last names on the street. Our identities were shredded. Who was
Mikey, really, I asked myself. It wasn’t even possible to mourn properly when there was
no true identity to the one mourned. Instead, I paced back and forth around the Dumpster.
Mourning ruins trash.
After pacing for a while I sat down outside our tent, the day cold and gray, sky
clouded over. Snow had fallen and would fall again. I leaned up against the Dumpster
pulling on my bottle, remembering Mikey. It was the only memorial I could give him.
If you could have a brother on the street, Mikey was one, always smiling,
laughing, stealing. He was the best goddamn thief I knew.
He tried teaching me his trade but I was never good at it. Not like him.
Mikey; a skinny guy with a big head. Our food sources would dry up periodically,
but Mikey was always there with some new place or a box full of shit. Hel loved him. I
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always wanted Mikey with me on the street because he was always happy and he made
everybody smile.
A lot of people thought Mikey was retarded because he smiled so much, but I
don’t know. How could a retard steal as well as he did? His head was so big in proportion
to his body I said he ought to be a film actor; they all have skinny bodies and big heads,
only his head wasn’t that good looking. His eyes were not on the same level with each
other, but he kept his feet moving straight. Inside of that big head there were machines
whirling around held together with rubber bands. You could even hear the bands
snapping quite loudly at times.
I tried thinking about summer on that cold day I found out Mikey died. It made
me feel warm, and the whiskey didn’t hurt. I started coffee.
“Hel, you want coffee?”
She mumbled, incoherent.
I started the fixings with some of the gourmet coffee Mikey kept us supplied with.
Memories of Mikey continue to slash through my mind.
Memories of Mikey and me ambling up Hosmer Street in the summer watching
poor little street kids amuse themselves with insects. I’d be feeling too skinny for my
clothes, although not as skinny as Mikey, chewing on a roll and listening to the noises in
Mikey’s head.
Mikey had no capacity for bitterness, no matter what was going down. Life on the
street was all the riches he ever wanted, he glided on top of the sidewalk like a King. He
never judged another human being. Poor, rich, fat, ugly, pretty, homeless, all were the
same to him. He was a living Zen Master, I am sure of it. He had Gliding Theory down
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pat without ever knowing the theory. He was just a natural born Glider. That’s probably
why he could steal so well, because conscience never got in his way. His logic was that
he needed something and he got it. Paying for it didn’t enter into the picture. He was deft.
“We need some Turkish coffee, Mikey. Hel’s been asking,” I said to him one day,
late in our last summer on Parch Street.
“Yeah,” he said, grinning his grin. “That place on Third Street is due for a visit
from us Space Bums, right?”
“Well, I am always conspicuous when we do these runs, Mikey. They can smell
me or something.”
“I been training you, Nameless, just do what I tell you,” he said. “This time I’ll
wait by the gas station and you go in alone. Show me what I taught you. Make me
proud.”
“All right,” I said, “but I never do well under pressure.”
The little shop was one of those cheesy, hippie, drippy granola markets with the
skinny little teenager flashing her hipless body in black spandex. She stood at the register
all day chewing gum and filing her nails. She was a bondage vampire witch with gothic
make-up and a fuck-you manner. Her name was Glinda, after the wicked witch of the
east or west, or whatever. I wished she’d go back to Oz.
She hated the customers, and they loved being hated. After each sale she would
hand them a receipt, smile her phony little smile and say: “Fuck you very much,” under
her breath. The customers always thought she was saying: “thank you very much.” Little
did they know! She was a twisted, cruel, sarcastic anorexic bitch. It would give me
pleasure to steal from her. I wanted to smack her.
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That day I stole $80 worth of coffee, two boxes of Darjeeling tea and a tea ball. I
stuffed the stolen goods in my army-navy pants, tucked in tight against my balls; and I
bought a pack of gum.
“Fuck you very much,” she said without looking up.
“Fuck you too, bitch,” I leaned over the counter toward her. She looked up in
shock.
“Oh you, get out of here or I’ll tell the manager,” she said, and started ringing up
the next customer. I would not budge. There was honor at stake.
I grabbed my gum from her skinny, greedy, little fingers and pushed my
unshaven, smelly face up into hers.
“Don’t turn your fucking nose-job up at me, waif head. I’ve seen you around here,
‘fucking very much’ a lot. Should I tell your boss or what?”
“He wouldn’t listen to you anyway,” she said sweetly. “You’re just a ugly,
homeless freak-a-zoid. Now get out of here, I’ve got other customers.”
Several people behind me started to look uncomfortable. Perhaps I was calling a
little too much attention to myself. I decided to have a Zen Fit and really give them
something to pay attention to. It’s an interesting dance I developed when I first started
living on the street. It got people’s attention, provided distraction and worked off energy.
I began muttering, spitting and yelling, making a lot of useless, strange noises. I
just wanted to torture the bitch. She looked at me, grabbed the intercom phone and
beeped for management.
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Just as the hairless, brainless geek in a tie and ugly tight black pants draped over
his fat belly marched toward the register, I grabbed my balls and ran out the door, arms
waving, screaming:
“Spandex is ruining the morality of our culture. Fuck you very much. Fuck you
very much.”
It was one of my greatest Zen Exits. I half-wished Mikey had been there to see it,
but then, he would not have approved, what with ruining my ability to go back in there
again.
I took chances that day. I applauded myself. It was courageous with all that tea
and Turkish coffee in my pants, but I was on a Zen Roll. As I ran out the door the tea ball
rolled to the ground and down the sidewalk. I didn’t chase it; fuck it. I went into the alley
next to the building where the Vietnamese Family lived. They had a couple of moving
boxes and two babies. One of the babies was playing in a puddle of grease as I ran by.
The manager-geek came right after me, looked down the alley and decided to go
back to the store. The scene scared the shit out of his middle class ass. The Empowerment
of Homelessness is fear: we represent your worst nightmare.
Mikey was at the gas station. I told him the story and he smiled and smiled.
“Great job, brain dead,” he said. “I’ll never be able to send you in there again.”
I was relieved. Let Mikey steal the Turkish coffee. I was better with the Zen
lectures anyway.
“I told you Mikey, I’m a storyteller, not a thief. That’s your job.”
“Even storytellers got to eat, Nameless,” Mikey said in his infinite wisdom.
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So, after all that, Mikey did the gourmet stealing and I stuck to lectures on
Gliding. I never went in that place again. I once saw Glinda sashaying down the street in
purple spandex. I waved at her, but she didn’t wave back.
With Mikey gone, I began to wonder about life choices. Was gliding getting old?
I walked back into the tent. Hel was shivering inside the blankets.
“What’s the matter with you? You want to go out and get some food?”
“No,” she said and hunkered down deeper.
“Well, I want to get out of here. Pull yourself together, will you?”
She obliged. Hel always tried for me.

Chapter 5
One Man’s Cubicle
Thanksgiving Holiday was around the corner and Eddie looked forward to
relaxing. That kid Mikey was just another glitch in the screen, he figured. He walked into
his office; saw the phone light blinking and a mountain of files on the desk. It all made
him so weary.
Mikey had seen Eddie walking around the bridge the day before when he was
checking for signs of the “accident” with Sally. There were none. He saw Mikey, the
skinny runt with the big head, out of the corner of his eye. He made a quick look and
headed back for his car.
“Hey, you the social worker?” Mikey called out.
“Yeah, I am--but I--I’m in a hurry. Got to get back to work.”
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“Yeah.” Mikey came closer, fast, right up on top of Eddie.
“You know what? I saw what you did.”
“What do you mean?”
“I was a witness. I was there, over there,” he pointed to a warehouse on the
corner, “just messing around, and I saw you, well, I knew it was you, it might have been
dark, but I watched the whole thing. I was afraid to come closer, until it was over. I got
your license plate, you know. I went over to Sally. She was dead. You killed her. I saw it.
I got your license plate,” he repeated.
“You didn’t see anything,” Eddie turned and said venomously through his teeth.
“You’re just a skinny little guy.” He shoved Mikey a little.
Mikey laughed, smiled and showed his teeth.
“Go ahead and push me, but I got the information. You shouldn’t get away with
it. Sally was good.”
“Sally was a whore, dipshit.” Eddie shouted and grabbed Mikey. Eddie was over
six feet tall. Mikey barely cleared his chin. Eddie grabbed Mikey by the arms, picking
him up off the ground and moved him toward the bridge, pushing, pushing, pushing until
his body hung over the edge.
“Can you swim, asshole?”
“Yeah...yeah I can swim,” Mikey said.
Eddie smacked him on the head, bent down and grabbed a large rock by the side
of the bridge.
“I’m going to smash your big fat head in with this rock!” Eddie laughed as he said
it.
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Mikey continued to smile.
“Stop smiling, you pervert.”
Eddie smacked Mikey with the rock. Mikey cried out, surprised, trying to break
free, but Eddie gripped him hard, smacked him again, two more times. Blood came out
on Mikey’s face and forehead, he was crying, whimpering.
“Yeah, whimper now, you freak.”
Eddie figured he could pick the idiot up and throw him over the bridge. Mikey
struggled, but as he fell off the bridge, his little body twisted sideways and went down
with a thud. Eddie wiped his hands on his shirt and went back to the car. This kind of
thing was becoming a real adrenaline rush.
After the Mikey accident, he decided to stay away from the North side for a bit.
Give it a rest.
Back at work today, Eddie thought. Clean as a whistle. No sign of blood, Lady
Macbeth.
Eddie sat in his uncomfortable swivel chair, looking with hatred at the orange
walls that closed him off from the other fifty or so workers at this branch of the D.S.S.
He was bone tired this morning. Then he remembered the last bottle of Old Crow
stashed in the bottom drawer of his desk, underneath a plastic shopping bag from WalMart, next to the underpants and disposable razor. He knew it would pick up his mood;
the liquid taste slid down his throat and burned in a satisfying way. Still, did not quell the
panic. Something told him he was a doomed man.
At least my faith is intact, he thought. Thanks be to God. The moment of prayer
he indulged in this morning as he gulped his cereal and tried to ignore his son Taywan
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staring at him in the most peculiar way was what he had to console himself with. Eddie
glanced down and noticed a note on his desk from his supervisor.
“See me in my office this morning before 9:00. Sandra.”
This is dangerous, thought Eddie. She’s a white woman with too much power. He
knew thinking this was politically incorrect, but her easy manner gave him heartburn.
There was no logical reason why he should feel intimidated by her or anyone else,
for that matter. His education and affirmative action had propelled him way beyond what
his parents or his teachers had ever expected of him. Even though there were some
derisive, chuckling comments in the office about affirmative action, Eddie knew damn
well he deserved to be where he was.
Office gossip had it that Sandra shacked with a black vice cop. It really irked him
the way some white women encroached on Afro-American territory. He was positive it
was because of the goddamn mythology of black sexual prowess, even if it was a myth.
He didn’t mind trading in on it once in a while if it helped smooth a situation over or just
inflated his ego a little. So what the hell? She was one of those goddamn liberals and
Eddie hated liberals.
She was too damn in your face with her clothes, little white boobs hanging out all
over the place, nipples showing through half the time.
As he sat in his office thinking about Sandra he got an erection. He wished he
could get an erection thinking about Brenda, but it wasn’t the same thing. He wanted to
jack off, but he didn’t. Ever since the accidents on the bridge, his sexual energy had
increased, for some Godforsaken reason. He just couldn’t fucking get it up with Brenda.
He could get off just thinking about Sandra, though, the red-haired ho supervisor.
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It must be alcohol robbing me of my usual common sense, Eddie thought, taking
another healthy drink underneath the desk. He didn’t like crouching on the floor to drink
but he had to be careful.
Eddie had a deep-seated hatred of the white race and most people of his own race
wanted little to do with him either. They found his attitude repugnant. Even his own wife
found it difficult to understand his animosity. It had no logic, it was aimed at everyone,
across the board; it had a tinge of violence to it. She left it alone.
For his part, he knew all his problems stemmed from black and white. It was as
simple as that. Even if he had been on the fast track for a while, things had slowed down,
and now here a white bitch supervised him. In the beginning, through blind luck and a
few good people who liked his enthusiasm, he got promoted. Promotions had stopped a
good ten years ago. Now he was just another D.S.S. grunt, shuffling papers around,
finding his ministry in the Homeless. And those “accidents” on the bridge--well-He remembered John Enders, head supervisor of the city-wide Social Services
department, edging him along, complimenting his thoroughness, (even if it wasn’t true)
his dedication, (which he could easily fake) admiring his MSW degree from a prestigious
university. The degree, which Eddie had wrested from the spit of his parents suffering
and humiliation. The degree, which had forced them to move from St. Louis to this shitty
town, where his dreams had stopped.
He looked back on his so-called career with contempt. The humiliation of
affirmative action took its toll in retrospect, although at the time he felt it was his due.
That was what the white power structure told him: take this carrot and shut up. It stuck in
his craw. He knew he deserved opportunity, but they had taken away the initiative. He
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wondered if he would have ever earned his way into the place he was without it. He
resented like hell the liberal mentality that created the whole idea of affirmative action in
the first place. Who did they think they were, handing out this “opportunity” with their
noblesse oblige attitude? Eddie took another drink.
Still stuck in his craw. He knew he was deserving of all he got and more, as well
as entitled, damn it. Of course, entitlement was the whole philosophy behind affirmative
action, but why did it make him feel like he was being condescended to? Alongside
resentment came gratitude, or maybe more like relief. He sure as hell didn’t want to end
up like the rest of his family slaving away at Motor Wheel or in maintenance, waiting for
his pension and death.
So what’s my problem? He’d ask himself in a rare moment of self-inquisition. It
was, really, although he didn’t want to admit it, that he had a love/hate thing with white
women. Even deeper, Eddie had a love/hate thing with God and white women were a
great projectile.
Then too, he knew that racism permeated the whole damn culture, it was useless
to expect any real profound changes, in spite of Martin Luther King and Malcolm X and
Spike Lee and all the others. Change was incremental. Who was he to make it fly? It
wasn’t hard to cover up his own prejudice and racism by using this as his trump card: The
whole damn society is fucked with racism, who am I? Just a little cog in the big giant
wheel of shit. Playing the injured party gave him an advantage. He could be just as
narrow-minded as he pleased and no white person could call him on it without a guilty
conscience.
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Yes, the guilt of the white race was the ultimate prize. It gave him an edge. It was
a neat rationalization and one of Eddie’s best. It justified the “accidents” on the bridge, of
course.
Sure I’m right, he thought, taking one more drink. Most whites fall into two
categories: phony liberals with their overly eager need to show how tolerant they are, or
out and out racist pigs. There was a third category of those who didn’t dare show they
were racist pigs, they overlapped the second category.
The liberals he hated the most. They thought the African American middle class
was established, why bitch and moan? It had been accomplished. Assimilation had
replaced humiliation.
The middle class blacks scared the shit out of Eddie too, even though he was one
of them. They were seemingly harmless, were the fabric, in fact, the very backbone of
what the American Way was all about. It gave the whole culture an excuse to play the
game of tolerance: pretending to tolerate something while keeping it in check. Dangling
that carrot of materialism in the face of all African Americans, giving them opportunities
to go into debt and stay there. The glass ceiling was lower for African American Men
than it was for White Women, Eddie realized. Their debt load was higher and their pay
was lower.
As long as the African American middle class had the illusion that achievement
through education and material wealth put them on an equal par with White Culture, no
one had to admit this was just another placebo to keep them out of harm’s way. The vast
majority of white folk never really gave up their basic assumptions about African
Americans; that they are intellectually inferior and more in touch with the intuitive,
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emotional, passionate aspect of human nature. This made Eddie laugh. The most passion
he had ever felt came when he pushed that idiot with the big head over the bridge.
He quickly took another drink when this thought slid through.
Heh, those damn whites think we’re “earthy” and “spiritual”, he thought.
Assumptions persist, just going underground and taking an insidious subtle tone,
permeating in small ways in a prosperous economy, surfacing in more obvious ways in
times of economic hardship. Which explained riots happening in the poorer parts of the
urban areas. The veneer of false tolerance cracks in the ghetto because there is no
tolerance under the tyranny of survival. Somebody trying to have enough to eat and feed
their kids and keep a roof over their heads isn’t worried about acceptance of his fellow
man, Eddie thought bitterly.
Even though he was taught: Blessed is the Meek, being meek in America was not
something Eddie Talbot wanted to be.
Although his personal theories of racism were essentially right, Eddie Talbot and
the way he carried himself, were essentially wrong. His theories did not change one
single thing he had done.
The people Eddie hated the most were the poor white people on the bottom end of
everything, the White Trash, the Homeless he called his ministry, the two dead people he
killed on Green Street Bridge. He could not commiserate with them on any level, hence
he could never repent his deeds. To him, they were trash. His family never sat home
collecting welfare checks, or whored to get money. They worked and slaved and took the
shit handed them.
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The white homeless sit like guppies with their mouths open, expecting society to
feed them for nothing, he thought with anger.
Eddie started thinking about his parents. Time was moving. It was already an hour
past when he was supposed to call Sandra. He was unaware. Once his thought processes
started to unravel, he couldn’t stop them. His theories of racism occupied a good part of
the morning; then he went on to Mama and Pappy, his parents.
The bottle of rum, was nearly gone, he had a bottle of whiskey stashed in the file
cabinet.
This was going to be a two-bottle morning, he thought.
Eddie tried to give his family the economic means to live well by sending them
money every month. His father gave it to the church and told him it was easier for a
camel to go through the eye of a needle than a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven.
Eddie kept sending the money. He was making the Union Baptist Church and Rev.
Richmond C. Brown rich, along with his mother’s Willing Workers Group. It brought
anger to his heart that his father would not accept his gift. His father told him that the
money didn’t come from Eddie’s heart; it was unclean money.
“I cannot accept this money for myself son, because it is unclean, gotten from the
misfortunes of the poor, the downtrodden. I need to laundry this money through the
church. I hope you understand.”
Eddie did not understand.
“But you and mama can use this--take a vacation, fix up the house--whatever.”
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“Well, son, the man who is rich in spirit is never poor. We have good loving
friends and neighbors, and we have the love of God in our hearts. What more we want?
In goods of the world you may be rich, son, but your heart is poor to me.”
“So, you won’t even buy yourself a new car or some nice church clothes with my
money?”
“That money is gotten from the misery of other people, Edward. Now, what can a
man do with that?”
And so the talks would go, until Eddie decided to just send the money and talk no
more about it. It rankled him that his father would not accept his gift; it filled him with
vengeance. Every time he thought about his father it brought up bitterness. He swore he
would not treat his son Taywan that way, although who knew what would develop
between Taywan and himself?
Eddie was a man whose ordinary checks and balances had gone out of control, a
man with hatreds and unresolved family conflict, a man who was dangerous because he
was convinced he had a mandate to hate. He knew that turning the other cheek was not a
literal commandment. Compassion had long turned into hatred. He hated his father, he
hated the God that made Life unequal and put him on the outside, he hated himself for
hating himself.
A slow, burning, heated thing grew daily in his heart, choking and stifling
whatever was left. After all, Eddie Talbot had raped and killed Sally, stomping her to
death; Eddie Talbot had beaten and killed Mikey and thrown him over the bridge. He still
saw himself as a victim, even while he was victimizing others. The way to repentance is
long, and Eddie was not going to travel that path.
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The murders were not murders, they were accidents, he convinced himself. This
dismissal became ingrained, automatic, and irreversible. Eddie was beyond redemption;
he could not be saved, or rehabilitated. Like the politicians and government he so hated,
Eddie believed his lies, became indignant to anyone who dared to challenge him. Eddie
was a menace to everything safe-- a man dangerous to himself and others.
The phone buzzed.
“Eddie, this is Sandra. Why didn’t you call?” her voice was edgy.
“I--oh, I just saw the message a minute ago. I was about to call.”
“Whitney saw you come in two hours ago.”
“I know. I’m sorry. I’ve been doing a lot of paper work.”
“Come into my office right now.”
“Yes. Of course.”
He hung up. He hated her.
Sandra Kaiser had a real office, not a cubicle. After making the call, she got up
from her desk and looked out the window. She was one of the few supervisors that had a
window, and the compliment was not wasted on her. Only twenty eight and rising fast,
leaving behind her less ambitious classmates; working on her Ph.D. so she could do
corporate work and stop slaving in government service. Sandra wanted power and money
in that order. She also wanted Truth, Justice and the American Way. She was exacting,
critical and precise and expected everyone else around her to be the same.
Now she had a most unpleasant task to complete. Eddie Talbot had been a thorn
in the side of the department for many years, but no one had a good enough reason to get
rid of him. He was the shithead she had been trying to nail every since she became
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supervisor a year ago. Her intuition told her he might be a lunatic and possibly
dangerous. She suspected he lacked any objective ethical system, and he was fucking up
all over the place. People all over the department scrambled to cover his mistakes, she
couldn’t figure out why. He was behind on his paper work, he spent way too much time
away from his desk, she heard rumors he had somehow made the Homeless people on the
North side a kind of “mission”, she smelled alcohol repeatedly on his breath. All this time
she had no proof substantial enough to can him and she had to be careful. Twenty years
ago he had been Ender’s affirmative action baby, they all thought he was going
somewhere. She didn’t want hints of racism to seep through. This was based completely
on job performance and nothing else. Finally, she could nail the asshole with something
concrete.
Enough to sink his ship, she laughed to herself.
What a weasel. She made sure she examined her conscience up and down before
she called him out. After all, she wanted to make it crystal clear this was not a race issue.
She had talked this over with Ray, her boyfriend, a vice detective who didn’t wear
his badge in bed, thank the Lord. Ray told her to uphold standards. He told her he’d bust
anyone’s ass that performed as badly on the job as Eddie did. He wouldn’t hesitate.
“And don’t you either,” he’d said over breakfast the day before. So, Sandra felt
vindicated. Her supervisor gave her the green light to go after Eddie. It was touchy. She
was nervous. A white woman calling a black man out. But right was right, she decided.
Accountability is the issue here.
Sandra paced the floor as thoughts raced through her head, fists clenched; legs
taut, pumped and ready for action. Adrenaline started to flow. She was ready.
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On her desk the book “The Art of War” lay open. She consulted it often. This is
how guys feel when they go into battle, she mused. Maybe it’s not just a guy thing. This
sense of power is kind of intoxicating. She smiled to herself.
Heather buzzed.
“Eddie’s here.”
“Right. Send the shit--send him in.”
Keep it professional, she thought. Don’t blow it. Keep all my ducks in a row.
Eddie stumbled in. He was pretty juiced by this time; he had put away a bottle of
rum and half a bottle of whiskey. Sandra could see him weaving, the odor of alcohol
wafting off his body.
“Sit down,” she motioned to the chair.
“Sure,” he grinned and sat.
Sandra stood at the window, half-face to him, pushing her long red hair back with
one hand, the other hand on her hip.
“You know, we’ve had problems in this department. We’ve got a huge caseload,
and a high volume of turn over. Not to mention that we are, as always, understaffed.” She
waited for him to absorb this.
“But,” she paused and looked at him directly. He didn’t seem to be clued in. “That
still doesn’t mean we should condone outrageous or unprofessional behavior. That we
will not tolerate.”
Eddie was silent. What could he say? He feared someone had found out.
“So, let’s cut to the chase, Eddie. No surprises. This whole thing with the
homeless--”
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“I have not been charged with rape,” he interjected.
“Eddie, I said nothing about rape. I—I—“ she lost her train of thought. What was
this sick-o up to? “I mean, your people, those people—“
“Right,” he said, sliding down in the chair. “A man is guilty until proven
innocent. They caught the guys--” he added.
“Eddie, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Sandra paused and flipped
through the Art of War looking for some way to approach this moment, then walked back
over to the window. “There is some doubt cast upon your character, but character flaws
are not sufficient reason to terminate an employee. Poor job performance, on the other
hand, is what we are here to discuss.”
She consulted her notes.
“One year ago you were instructed to go into an alcohol treatment program. Six
months ago you had a follow-up hearing with the board of supervisors. They put you on
probation, with orders to continue the program. Yet you sit here, in my office, juiced to
the bone. Workers have seen you drinking in your office. I am letting you know that this
is grounds for termination.”
“Can I appeal?”
Eddie wondered what the hell Brenda would say when he told her he was out of
work. He decided not to tell her.
“I know you have a family and kids, Eddie, but—“
“I’m going to appeal.”
“Fine. I want you to remove your personal articles from your office and leave the
premises. I do--I do want to recognize that you have done good work in the past, even
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though that seems negligible now in the light of--I think you are sick and in need of help.
I hope you get it.”
Sandra’s legs felt weak. I can’t handle this, she thought. Why me?
“Here are your termination papers.”
She handed him a pile of papers.
“Sign all of these and have them on my desk,” she looked quickly at her watch,
“and be cleaned out of your office by three o’clock this afternoon.”
Eddie had trouble standing. He was drunk. This was an unexpected blow. He took
the papers from her hand. His jacket flapped back and forth. He loosened his tie; he was
having trouble breathing.
“I plan to appeal,” he repeated.
“I know I heard you the first time.”
She turned her back to him waiting for him to leave. At long last his presence was
out of her office. She slammed the door, sat on her chair and began to weep. Grabbing a
fistful of Kleenex, she shoved them into her face, stopping the tears dead.
Her supervisor Keith tapped on the door and came in.
“Whew, that bad huh?”
“He kept saying he’d appeal.”
“That’s his right.”
“Won’t do him any good.”
“He took it amazingly well.”
“He was too juiced to notice.”
“The social worker inside of me keeps thinking he can be rehabilitated.”
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Keith sat down in her desk chair. “You know, he was really a fuck up. Someone
said he might have even raped that little girl that died.”
Sandra turned.
“That’s what he was talking about.”
“What?” Keith asked.
“Nothing,” she said.
“He got away with murder for years. You finally nailed his ass,” Keith said.
“Yes, we can clear him out of here. God, I hope he doesn’t go down to the North
side after this. Did you know they found another dead body in the river, another one of
those Parch Street people?”
“You don’t think--do you?”
“I don’t know.”
“Look, Eddie’s an alcoholic, he’s a terrible worker, he’s incompetent, but he’s not
a murderer.”
“You’re right,” Sandra said.
She closed Eddie’s file and thought about lunch.
After he cleared his stuff out of his office, Eddie dumped it in the Dumpster in the
parking lot behind the DSS building and went home. He pulled the car into the garage
and resisted turning off the ignition. His favorite Marvin Gaye song was playing and he
wanted to savor it before going inside.
In recent days, with all the hoopla on the Green Street Bridge, Eddie felt tired. He
convinced himself that whatever happened on that bridge was an accident and things
would take their course.
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Sexual Healing, sure enough true, he thought as he got out of the car. He knew if
he waited too long the kids would come running to the door to pull him into the house.
There was a bunch of D.S.S. file folders on the seat next to him. He tossed them into the
trash. There had never been time in the day to get all the paper work done and now it
didn’t matter.
His job had been an uphill battle. He had grown weary of it. It was a relief for it to
be over, he reckoned. The job had taken away hope, left him with a mountain of work to
wade through. His family could not understand why he was always tired. It was tiring
him to hang out with the homeless people on Parch Street. It had been a thankless job.
His calling would have to be elsewhere.
As he walked into the house he could smell dinner. Brenda was on the phone,
talking to one of her friends.
“Eddie’s just got to hold on to his job--oh hi, honey.”
She kissed him and said goodbye to her friend.
“I’m going upstairs.”
“Here’s your drink, honey.”
She handed him his whiskey in a glass.”
“Thanks.”
Brenda had no idea how much he had already put away in the course of the day.
He took the drink, stumbled past the den where Mika was doing her homework and
watching TV. He dared not think about that idiot Mikey with the big head, but it kept
coming back anyway. In the bedroom he took off his shirt and flopped onto the bed,
setting his drink on the nightstand next to it.
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“Yo, dad!” Taywan stood at the bedroom door, smashing into Eddie’s thoughts.
Eddie took a drink and came back to reality. Home. The kids. Dinner. Brenda.
“What is it son?”
“Dinner’s ready.”
Eddie got off the bed, wiping thoughts of Mikey, Sally and the Homeless out of
his mind. Taywan came over to his dad. Eddie got him in a headlock.
“Get out of it, you wimp!” he yelled.
“Cut it out, dad!” Taywan yelled.
“Jesus,” Eddie said and released him.
They went down to the dining room. Mika was setting the table, Brenda was
bringing the food in, and Little Eddie Junior was in his chair already.
Eddie went over and kissed Mika, picked Eddie Jr. up and swung him around.
“How’s my baby?” he said kissing Junior all over.
“Fine daddy!” Junior laughed and kissed his daddy back.

Chapter 6
Brenda and the Kids
Thanking God for family, Eddie sat down to eat. Brenda and her strong hand had
made this little house home and refuge. They never had enough money but Brenda made
do out of nothing. She still used the sewing machine her mother gave her out of high
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school, sewing the curtains, the slip covers, sheets, table cloths and all the little touches
that made the Talbot home explode into light and color.
She decorated everything just so. Every room had its own distinct character. She
used colorful matching schemes, antique furniture she refinished herself. Whatever she
had done to it, it looked grand, not cheap. It was bright, warm and clean. Brenda always
made sure that clean towels were on the end of everybody’s bed; the table was set each
night with her favorite primary colors. Tablecloth, napkins, silverware. It all went
synergistically together.
The three Talbot kids spun around the energetic source that was Brenda. Eddie
went in and out of their lives; they noticed him as one would notice a permanent visitor.
Brenda was the one to be there for everything; the basketball games, PTA, Girl Scouts,
choir practice. Her abundance radiated from her in waves, the children gravitated and
moved inside the waves like little fish swimming next to a big fish in the deep sea. They
were tossed about in her ocean, her emotion moving through them like water. They were
not afraid.
Eddie often felt as if he were drowning whenever he walked into her aura.
His memories of the early days were all he had of joy in relationship. Brenda had
the kids and her daycare center, but Eddie had only memories. Her firm, rounded form,
those curvy hips, the way the length and breadth of her fell in grace from her neck to her
feet. She was a large woman, a beautiful lady with power. She carried her power with
surrender. He felt shame around her, as if he could never match her energy; never give as
much as she gave out. He felt inadequate, like a whimpering, cowering dog.
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Brenda noticed Eddie’s withdrawal from him early on in the marriage. She
attributed it to children and work and responsibility. She surrounded and enveloped him
with all-encompassing, pervasive love energy. It was powerful. It was like a drug. Eddie
tried to stay away from it. She turned it to the children as they grew.
Every time he walked into her bright yellow kitchen, he could smell her smell
mixed with the smell of the food, the kids, and spices she used, her perfume. All he could
do was shuffle off his coat and move soundlessly toward alcohol, taking it into the
bedroom with the magnificent green curtains Brenda had made.
On top of her sewing and decorating and making and doing, Brenda was a damn
good cook. Cooking was an art form for her, and she cooked everything. She devoured
cookbooks at the kitchen table, picking and finding and researching recipes and ideas.
Everything she made had her stamp on it, bright, colorful, spicy, exciting. Eddie ate like a
pig at home. Brenda baked bread and cake and cookies.
“The baker beat me out for a long time, but I think I whipped his ass!” she
laughed, pulling two huge pies from the oven.
Mika never helped her mother in the kitchen. Little Eddie got in the way and
tasted everything; Taywan was never there. Mika told her mother repeatedly that she
wanted nothing to do with cooking; it disgusted her.
“Mother, I just don’t see what the fascination is.”
“Fascination, Mika? We all gotta eat, don’t we?”
“Yeah, so? You can microwave or heat or whatever.”
Brenda looked at her, wondering how Mika came from her. She had never known
a young woman with so little domesticity.
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“Obviously, you wanting to be a doctor and all, you don’t plan to eat at home?”
“No way. I’m going to eat out or order in every night of the week.”
Brenda had a long hard look at Mika. At fifteen she was budding, those little
breasts jutting out in a rather formidable manner. Long torso, tiny hips, elongated legs,
built like Eddie’s side.
Mika was extremely cautious about her looks, how she walked, what she wore.
She didn’t want to get used up quick. It was very important to her not to screw things up
and make wrong decisions. Her mother could never be her role model, she decided. Her
passion was biology and medicine. Brenda treated her daughter’s dream with reverence.
If Mika wanted to be a doctor and worship at the feet of medicine, why then, she’d do
whatever it took to get her there.
Mika, then, knew she had a mandate, a mantel of responsibility conferred upon
her.
Every time Mika walked into the bright yellow kitchen she was reminded how
much she hated yellow. Yellow. It reminded her of urine. She vowed when she grew up
she’d never have a yellow kitchen. Lavender or something.
Brenda had tried having talks with Mika. Mika’s easy disdain and aloofness
prevented her. Brenda then turned her attention to Taywan, quite the young man. He was
seriously involved with a girlfriend and planning to go to college and study architecture.
Taywan’s grades were not the greatest. He had to work hard to stay in the middle. Brenda
wondered what his path would really be. It was her children for whom Brenda lived; it
was her children to whom she turned when it all came crashing down.
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This night, the night after Eddie lost his job, and shoved aside all accountability
for two murders he called accidents, his three children and wife surrounded him with
their usual dose of love and demands. It was easy enough to be seduced into believing
everything would stay the same.
Mika stood like an alien in the center of the kitchen.
“What you doing, Mika?”
“I don't know. Absorbing the negative vibes, I guess.”
Brenda snorted and began dishing out dinner in the serving bowls.
“Maybe you could ignore the ‘negative vibes’ long enough to put these on the
dining table,” she said as she handed Mika two large bowls.
Mika came back into the kitchen just as Taywan burst into the door.
“Take off your boots, Tay!” Brenda shouted.
He removed his boots.
“How’s the ubiquitous Samuella?” Mika asked.
“Shut up,” Taywan answered.
“Stop, stop, stop. Tay--go get your father and tell him dinner’s ready.”
Taywan left the kitchen.
“Why do you tease him like that? You go after him.”
“They’re in love,” Mika said with contempt. “I see them walking down the hall,
it’s sickening.”
“Oh loosen up, Mika. You only go around once.”
“Yah, mother, brain cells stop developing after twenty five. After that, it’s
entropy.”
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“Entropy?”
“Decay, decline, degeneration, ruin, collapse, rot, mother, waste, decomposition,
breakdown, putrefaction, crumbling.”
“I got it. What this got to do with Taywan?”
“Oh, never mind,” Mika said in her little whiny, disgusted voice. “You just don’t
get it.”
“I just wish you’d have some social life of your own, and stop worrying about
Taywan’s putrefying or whatever.”
“I have got to cram as much knowledge into my brain before my brain cells start
deteriorating. The world’s a mess. Who knows how long we’ve got before the whole
thing falls apart? I’ve got be about my business and get started on my life’s work.”
Brenda looked at her.
“You sure are an alien, aren’t you?”
“I guess so, Mother. I thought you wanted me to succeed.”
“I do. I also want you to have fun. I mean, woman, you ain’t even out of high
school yet. There’s plenty of time for work in this life, let me tell you. But these years are
the freest you’ll ever have.”
“Free? Our dad drinks all the time, you are an anal-retentive freak, Taywan is
screwing Sam and she’s gonna get pregnant, and Junior is clueless. Now who’s going to
take care of this family? I can’t let my attention wander for one second or you’ll all
unravel right before my eyes.”
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Brenda looked at Mika’s serious, strained face and held back a laugh. For sure,
the girl thought it was her intent that was keeping the family together. And all Brenda
wanted was for Mika to loosen up and have a little harmless fun.
“I didn’t say go out, do drugs and have sex, Mika, I said a little socializing.”
“Forget it, mother.”
Brenda walked over to this mature young woman and kissed her on the forehead.
“Well, I am sure that we will all be glad of your seriousness one day, Mika.”
“I hope so,” Mika said with doubt.
Mika couldn’t wait until dinner was over and she could get back to her studies.
This family and its constant emotional turmoil drove her crazy. She loved the orderly
world of the mind, where one could see results, have control, know the pathway. She
would remain balanced, in equilibrium, while the other Talbot’s tumbled and fell around
her.
Eddie came down to the table with dread. The day’s drinking had done nothing to
cut into his tension. He wasn’t relaxing well at all, he feared having the talk with Brenda
about his termination. He considered lying. He wished he could just sob on her breast and
confess the whole damn messy thing.
Taywan stood behind his chair, waiting for his father to sit first. He was used to
deferring to the old man, even though he noticed lately his drinking was out of hand. He
felt it was his job to keep quiet, be invisible. He had a handle on tangible dreams, but it
felt like it was crumbling from the inside out. Samuella, his girlfriend, was creating a
whole new web of emotion he couldn’t help but feel trapped into. He missed the old days
of being his dad’s buddy and right hand man. Dad was too drunk these days to do the

Nameless the Hero

Page 66

66
10/26/13

things they used to do; fixing things, fishing, yard work, whatever. Eddie just came home
and drank himself into sleep every night.
Taywan looked at Eddie this night. He looked even worse than usual, his eyes
sunken into his face, the whole face fallen and puffy. What the hell is the matter with
him? Taywan thought. He felt like his own father was disintegrating right in front of his
eyes.
Everybody sat.
“Eddie, you want to say the prayer?”
Eddie mumbled something no one could understand. Brenda said “Amen” and
Taywan reached for one of the serving bowls.
How could his mother be so oblivious? Taywan thought. Is she that clueless or
just pretending?
Mika looked furtively across at Taywan. He averted his eyes. He wouldn’t give
the bitch satisfaction. She was on her own. Little Eddie gabbed a mile a minute as usual.
After dinner Eddie went back up to the bedroom to lie down. Brenda and Mika
were in the kitchen washing up. Junior was watching TV. Taywan knocked on the
bedroom door.
“Yeah?” said Eddie.
“Dad?”
“Come on in, son.”
Taywan sat on the bed for a moment, saw his father’s feet splayed out like a dead
animal, and left for the sanctuary of his own room.
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His concerns were nothing he could talk about with his father. They had to do
with a crisis in self-confidence. Now that he and Sam were having sex regularly, he
wondered if he measured up, if he was good in bed like she told him he was. He was her
first, how would she know? Should he try other girls to find make sure? Make sure of
what? What was he trying to make sure of?
He thought about asking some of his friends but he was afraid it would make him
look stupid and he hated looking stupid. When did he and father stop being partners?
Taywan wandered in his mind. He didn’t feel life was fair, and if life wasn’t fair
what chance did he have? An African-American boy in a white world, not even a rich
Afro-American. Not that smart either. He felt dull, heavy and wrong. Nothing excited
him anymore but sex and money. Dreams of money gave him an erection. Feeling money
in his hand, pricing things, clothes, style, passion, it was all tied to money. Nothing else
mattered.
Except sex, of course. Samuella’s body. Every guy he knew wanted to get inside
her pants. Her breasts, her skin. Her olive tones. He reached for the phone.
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Chapter 7
My Friend Slash
John Coltrane’s “Ole” was playing on our stolen CD player. One of the speakers
wasn’t working. Hel was inside the tent, sleeping. She was sleeping and sleeping most
days, not working as many nights. I was worried about income, but didn’t have the heart
to tell her. Everybody needed a break once in a while.
“Do you think they gave Mikey a funeral?” I asked.
“How should I know?” came her reply.
“Are you gonna get up? It’s Thanksgiving.”
She groaned unintelligibly. Eddie hadn’t come by for a day. I was glad. I was
dangerously close to shooting the shithead with Hel’s well-hidden gun. Just as I was
thinking this, there came the asshole down the street.
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I ducked into the tent as he walked by, not saying anything. I heard his hesitant
boot steps.
He came back again.
“Nameless?”
He called into the tent.
“Nameless?”
“What is it, Eddie?”
“What’s doing?” he asked.
“Nothing. Hel doesn’t feel well.”
“You take her to a doctor?”
“Yes,” Hel spit, “now go away.”
I came out of the tent just so he’d leave her alone.
“I’ve got some information on Mikey.”
This interested me. Eddie found the carrot to draw me out that day.
“Okay, so what?”
I blew on my hands. It was damn cold. You could see your breath. It was
snowing.
“Want to wear my gloves?”
“No I don’t Eddie. So, tell me about Mikey.”
“His mother is a physicist at NYU.”
I nodded. Somehow, this did not surprise me.
“No wonder he was a Glider,” I said. “I never saw anyone steal with his kind of
grace.”
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Eddie barely hid his sneer.
“She came to get his body.”
“So, he got a funeral?” I asked. This was important to me. I wanted Mikey to have
a proper burial.
“As far as I know,” he said.
He pulled out a plastic bag with turkey and stuffing in it, a pie tin of pumpkin pie
and some cranberry sauce in Tupperware.
“This is from Brenda. She thought you might like some Thanksgiving blessings.”
I took it. From what I heard, I liked Brenda. She was a saint just for staying
married to Eddie.
“Thanks,” I said, taking the bag. “What about the Tupperware?”
“Keep it.”
“I will.”
“Brenda cares about you all.”
“I know she does,” I agreed. More than you do, asshole, I thought.
“Any utensils, Talbot?”
“Don’t you guys have any--you got everything else around here.” he said, looking
around.
“You got a problem with us having what we need in our domain?”
“I don’t see why you can’t get a job, Nameless, you’re smart--you’re educated--”
“How the fuck do you know if I’m educated, Eddie? I’ll accept your food on one
condition, you shut up with your lectures and get the fuck out of here.”
“That’s damn ungrateful of you Nameless.”
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Hel started to laugh which brought on an extended cough. We stopped and
listening until the coughing stopped.
“We’d like to celebrate alone, Eddie. Tell Brenda thanks.”
I took the food and went into the tent, closing the flap as hard as I could. The
zipper was broken.
Eddie stood there.
“Let me take you guys to the shelter.”
“I got plans,” I said from inside the tent. I was spoon feeling Hel.
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah!” she rasped out, her mouth full.
“What?” Eddie persisted. I hated him.
“I’m visiting old friends, if you must know, and Hel’s going with me.”
“No I’m not,” she said.
Eddie waited for some moments, then left.
“Well, have a Happy Thanksgiving,” he called and I heard his boots squish off in
the snow.
“So, what friends you talking about?” Hel asked when Eddie had gone.
“Slash...you remember I told you about my old friend Slash and his mother and
everything?”
“I don’t remember any of this. Tell me.”
We ate Brenda’s Thanksgiving and I told her about Slash.
We lived in the same neighborhood; only he was in the part that was a little more
run down. There was always shouting and yelling in Slash’s house, they perpetually had
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at least three cars parked in front. Several were from the days when his real dad still lived
with them. Slash’s real dad had been working on those cars since grade school and when
he left the cars just sat there. Relatives, boyfriends and ex-husbands came and went
regularly, but the cars stayed. His step-dad was younger than his mom, but she was no
slouch either.
Slash’s mother must have been in her forties when we were in High School, but
she was a dish. She dressed to show off her assets, which were prodigious. Come to think
of it, there was not a little likeness between Hel and Slash’s mom. I told her that.
“Oh, just keep with the story, Nameless.”
I always went over to Slash’s house after school. My mom was never home, my
sisters drove me crazy with their weird shit, and anyway, it was always fun at Slash’s
place. We also had a lucrative business in his garage. Not only did it make a lot of
money; it was creative as hell.
Most days we’d walk in and watch his mother swill down her supernatural drink
of milk, egg, vanilla, onion and spinach, and some powder she bought from these voodoo
ladies she saw regularly. It was repulsive looking. She said it gave her vitality. Looking at
her, you could see where the vitality went. Who was I to question?
Slash only had one eye. He lost it as a kid when his brother shot him with a BB
gun. They had to put in a glass eye and as he grew they had to keep changing the eye to
fit his face. When we were in High School the eye hadn’t been changed in a while and it
was just not quite right. It looked off to the side, giving Slash a kind of scary, ominous air
to his face. It excited the girls.
“Maybe I ought to wear a patch, that’s sexy isn’t it?” Slash asked one day.
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“If you want a patch, dear, we can get you a patch,”
His mother said sweetly. “But I love your eye,” she said, coming over and giving him a
big wet kiss. “You too,” she said to me, and kissed me too. The woman was affectionate.
I looked at Slash. His eye looked sideways all the time, it gave me the creeps, but his
mother loved him anyway. That was when I knew that being an outsider could be a gift
from God if someone loved you.
She left the kitchen and came back in one of her pre-spandex tight, tight,
coordinated outfits.
“Nathan dear,“ she always called him by his real name, “Chad and I are going out
for dinner. I’ve got chicken pot pie and burritos in the freezer for you boys if you get
hungry.”
“Fine,” said Slash.
Then she would flash her big earrings and take off in the Thunderbird his
stepfather had bought her. Slash’s stepfather was her third husband. She still used her
second husband’s name because he had adopted Slash and his sister and it was easier to
have everyone use the same name.
Chad Emerson owned a travel agency and was doing pretty well. He wore ugly
pants, but he supported the family.
Slash recalled how Chad had sat him down just before he married his mother.
“Now, Nathan, I just want to be absolutely clean with you. I mean,you are on the
verge of manhood.”
(Slash was twelve at the time)
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“--And well, Connie--your mother--she is a nice piece of ass, boy, a moist hot
wetland, but that’s not the only important thing. I mean I want to be a kind of father to
you, a good stepfather, and do for you all the stuff your real daddy isn’t doing.”
Nathan remembered just looking at Chad and thinking what a goddamn geek he
was, and he didn’t really like hearing his mother described as a “moist, hot wetland.” But
then, Chad let Slash set up a real tattoo parlor in the garage, paid for all the equipment
and let him apprentice with Rod at Notorious Tattoo Parlor. Slash learned a lot, and
everything he learned about the art of tattooing he taught me. In our garage /parlor,
business was booming.
We had become kind of famous in our high school, as there were few kids who
could boast of their own home tattoo parlor and the means to do it. Naturally everyone
wanted Slash and I to do his or her tattoos. Slash did most of the heavy stuff, but I
contributed to quite a few of the designs. We had a design portfolio, but when things
changed, Slash kept the portfolio, took credit for my designs, and never let me have a
copy.
That was one of the reasons I wanted to see Slash this particular Thanksgiving. It
was important to touch bases, even if it had been more than fifteen years, and get my
designs back. It represented a kind of reclamation for me, I needed to recall my work and
get it in one place. I hoped Slash would understand.
Anyway, as far as High School goes, we were famous, if not popular, and having
this parlor in Slash’s garage gave us an edge with girls. That night his mother was going
out to dinner with Chad; she cornered me in the kitchen alone, just before she left. Slash
was somewhere else in the house, messing around.
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I could smell her perfume she was so close to me.
“Now, you boys aren’t doing anything offensive in the garage, are you?” she said,
winking.
“Of course not!” I lied.
She put her hand on my chest and leaned in. What the hell is going on? I thought.
“You’re a very mature looking boy.”
I looked at her, my knees starting to shake, and nodded, hoping this would end the
encounter.
“Yes, you are. So be careful.” She touched my cheek. I felt a shiver go up my
back.
“I will, Mrs. Dalton. I promise.”
She laughed, kissed me on the mouth and was gone in a flash. I was glad to
escape that encounter with my balls intact.
Slash came in just afterwards.
“Mom gone?”
“Yeah,” I said.
“Good. I got quite a line up tonight. Mindy Baker and her cousin Questa from
California.” He drew a picture in the air to portray the voluptuousness of Questa.
“Questa!” he said for emphasis.
“You met her?”
“Yeah--last time she was visiting Mindy. Whew!”
“So, who’s mine?”
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“You can have Questa, bro--I’ve been wanting to put the moves on Mindy for a
long time.”
“Right” We gave each other high five’s.
We went out into the garage. Notorious had sold Slash all their old equipment at
cost when they upgraded. We had the place fixed up pretty nice. All Mrs. Dalton’s old
furniture from her first and second marriages was there arranged living-room style. We
decorated the walls with all kinds of tattoo art. We had a wet bar converted to a sink and
everything, to keep things clean and sterile. It was a real operation. We were underage
but Chad kept an eye on things and made sure everything was tight.
Slash looked at his notes.
“Questa wants one of your slugs on her stomach, Mindy wants a bluebird above
her right boob.”
Slash put on the mood music, “Fuck You”, a group from Seattle with songs of
temptation, poverty and hate. We began sterilizing everything; got the rubber gloves out,
set the pillows just right.
Mindy and cousin Questa rang the bell.
“I’ll get it,” Slash said.
He led them over to the garage.
“Nice car”, Nathan said admiring the Lexus parked in the drive.
“My dad’s,“ Mindy said.
Questa was seventeen but looked older. She was from Bakersfield, California. Her
hair was long and blond, all down her back. She had the largest boobs I’d ever seen. She
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and Dolly Parton could have been sisters. The woman was hung. The girls sat on one of
our couches like little ducks in a row.
I sat next to Questa. It was important to loosen things up before going to work.
“You in high school?” she asked me.
“Yeah,” I said.
“You look a lot older,” she said.
“That’s what people say, “ I said, thinking of Mrs. Dalton.
“You too.”
“I know,” and she smiled a million watt smile. I was smitten.
“My mom is gonna kill me,” Mindy said from the other end of the couch, next to
Slash.
“Oh what fun,” Slash said and got up.
“Let’s go to work,” he said to me and we got everything ready.
“Is it clean?” asked little anal Mindy.
“Yes, Mindy, it’s clean. Chad makes sure everything’s kosher,” Nathan reassured
her.
I motioned to Questa.
“Sit here dear.”
She strode over to the chair.
She was a tall girl, not delicate. Those boobs sat on top of a large, muscular body,
a long, strong and hardy torso. I feared she could crush a grown man underneath the
weight of all that.
“I’m on the Varsity Soccer Team,” she announced, as if to explain our stares.
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She had a sense of indolent urgency, her desires were now, and she didn’t want to
expend too much energy getting them satisfied. She made sure men were smitten enough
to want to do the work of tearing her clothes off and getting down to business. Every look
of Questa’s, every glance, was calculated to show you her tremulous state. She made a
point of breathing heavily all over you, sighing copiously, making sure you noticed her
huge chest, keeping her brilliant eyes fastened on yours. She kept an innocent look to it
all, but deep down I didn’t believe it. She was a femme fatale of the athletic kind. It was a
fascinating performance of raw, animal sensuality.
Questa looked up at me from the chair.
“Will it hurt?”
“No--well, just a tiny bit,” I said.
I wanted to get this over with and fuck her before Chad and Connie got home.
Nathan was thinking the same thing about Mindy.
Mindy turned brave when I started working on Questa.
“I think I want one on my ankle, too, Slash, a sort of green-thing with fangs. How
about that?”
Slash nodded.
“You want two? That’s extra.”
“Okay,” said Mindy. “I’m paying for Questa’s too.
“So, where do you want your slug, Questa?” I asked.
“I don’t know--what do you think?”
Slash looked me as if I were a marmot.
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“Well,” I said, over here--over the--”I pointed to my chest just over my heart.
“That would be nice.”
“Are you going to warsh it?” Questa asked in her quaint accent.
“Where’d you get that accent, Questa?” Slash pounced.
“My mother is from Texas,” she said.
“But didn’t you grow up in California? Am I missing something here?” I asked.
I put alcohol all over her upper chest to sterilize the area.
“You might want to remove your shirt so I don’t get ink all over it.”
Slash laughed. I looked him into quiet.
“Sure,” Questa said and lifted her shirt off. She was wearing those bras of the
day--it looked like white armor. Her size was even bigger than I imagined.
“Questa’s built. What size are you?” Mindy asked.
“38DD and growing. My mom orders her bras specially made from some
company.”
“Is she tall like you?”
“Yeah, but I’m taller.”
I had a hard time concentrating on doing her tattoo with those huge breasts
encased in white cotton poking right into my face, but I managed.
Slash starting telling the girls his tattooing history-- about how Rod Fedries from
Notorious had taken him as an apprentice. Slash started by cleaning up the shop and
emptying the trash. Rod ran Notorious with his squeeze Alpha Stepshoe, (real name:
Karen Ballard) Alpha modeled and did tattoo magazine articles. Rod was clear about
teaching Slash that tattooing was a personal art form. It was a loving expression of
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creativity on skin. Connie gave Slash a hard time at first, but when she saw how much
money he was making she eased up. That’s when Slash took me in and taught me the art.
In our high school days Slash and I had a kind of notoriety. Mine was mostly by
association with Slash. We were the academic deadbeats, Slash really hated school. I only
liked English class during which I wrote poetry on large pieces of yellow paper, forging
thoughts about black, bloody bodies and sex. We saw ourselves as the Dark Hunters of
Night Thoughts, which in fact we named our Tattoo Parlor: Dark Hunters.
So, as has been established, Questa was attractive, and sitting there in her bra
completely unavoidable. In her sub-terrainean pre-nineties way she was blatant beyond
her years. Muscularity rippled in her legs, it was awesome; it was ahead of its time. The
only athletics I was involved in was running from one end of the school to the other.
Being a skinny, alcoholic smoker did nothing for my athletic progress.
I looked at Questa as some kind of adolescent Amazon, a woman-presence from
another alternative planetary reality. Is this how they grew them in California? I thought.
After I finished her tattoo I took her into the corner of the garage where Chad kept his
tools. There was a long tool table there. I shoved all the tools to one side and took her
there. If it was hard on her back she never complained. With the cool collect of a girl
seasoned beyond her years she smiled up at me. No matter that I came in two minutes.
She did not judge.
“That was wonderful,” she murmured and I finished. She was mystery, she was
forbidden fruit; she was Tiger Woman.
After it was over we lay on that hard tool table, breathing. “Are you sure it was okay,
Questa?” I asked timidly.
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Such is the reality of the male adolescent animal; he is never really sure that his
magnetism is enough. Or his dick, for that matter.
“Of course. Why are you worried?”
“I’m not, I just wanted to be sure.”
This is a civilized world, and hunters and the hunted keep their dark secrets to
themselves. Tattoo parlors paint green lizards crawling up the arms of would-be
Casanovas, and I took Questa on a tool table in Slash’s garage.
After all was over, Questa and I dressed and went back to the front of the garage.
Slash and Mindy were going at it on the couch. Behind them was the American Flag. On
the wall was Slash’s motto: “I Believe In Symbolic Art.”
Questa and I went to the house, took a shower in his parent’s bathroom, and
watched TV. Slash and Mindy joined us a while later.
“Why did you get into tattooing?” Mindy asked. Slash turned the sound off the
TV and began his philosophy of Tattoo.
“Tattooing has been instrumental in putting me in touch with my deepest self--the
cultural and spiritual malaise of our generation can be ameliorated through the expressive
reflection of the Artistic Sensibility of Skin Decoration. Traditional American tattooing is
the discovery of our past, our present, and our future.”
We all nodded in awestruck agreement.
“All that’s missing,” he continued, “is that I need to create some kind of Logo-something that names me--so that a person traveling any place in the world, hanging out
on some beach or in the street, will see some dude or some chick walking around
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displaying this logo on them and say WOW--that’s the work of Slash, Master Tattoo
Artist. He does great work.”
One of the things I loved most about Slash, the thing that bound us together, was
this mutual respect for each other’s artistic sensibility. I hadn’t found a form for mine yet,
it was still in its nascent stage, but it was at a point of discovery.
We all want to do great work, no matter what realm we work in. Slash was a great
tattoo artist in high school-- no telling where he would go with it. That garage was my
last real home before the street claimed me. After high school we lost touch. I wondered
over the years why Slash gave up his dream. Maybe it was the influence of his mother.
She always was a social climber.
I longed to see him again, but I was afraid. Would he respect my art form of
Gliding? My perfection of moving from one moment to the next...finding, sliding,
creating, inspiring my life from the perils of starvation, rejection and annihilation? I
glimpsed mastery of a different sort; a mastery I realized much later was a high degree of
foolishness mistaking itself for wisdom.
In our high school I was just beginning to develop the theory of Gliding. Slash
would listen patiently as I tried awkwardly to formulate my findings: the philosophy of
fantasy, reverie in the moment, the loveliness of fear and dirt. He would clean his tools
and look at me.
“I pray for you, I really do. I mean this is not a philosophy anybody can live
with.”
“I can. I will. Watch me.”
“No, man, no,” he’d say. “You got no kind of artistic urge. That’s dead, man.”
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“But that’s the point! The Quest For Understanding Begins With Death. The most
creative thing in life is to move toward Death with certainty.”
He would look at me as if I were brain dead.
“Yeah? You read too much shit. That Nitch guy.”
“Nietzsche, Slash. Anyway, the only thing alive is food, really. Got any
popcorn?”
This would end our discussions. I hadn’t formulated gliding enough to make
Slash understand the whole meaning.
“I’m the creation of an Industrial Myth, bringing blue collar back to its former
status.”
“Blue Collar can stay where it is,” he countered. I want to be creative about
money so I can get out of the blue collar life.”
“So who are your heroes?” I asked him.
“Roy Rogers. I love the Cowboy Code.” He said seriously.
“Yeah, but damn, you break it everyday.”
We laughed.
I couldn’t tell him my hero was from another planet and hadn’t even been born
yet. He wouldn’t have understood.
Hel listened on Thanksgiving as I told her my Slash story.
“Sounds like he was a true friend. Where is he?”
“Oh, he lives over in Sunset Hills now.”
“Rich.”
“Yeah. Married rich.”
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“When was the last time you guys talked?”
“20 years ago. I’m not sure we’d have anything to say.”
“Why not?”
“We don’t exactly move in the same circles.“
“So what happened to Questa?”
“You want to hear about Questa?”
“Yeah.”
“OK.” Hel always got off on my sexual history.
Questa came to my house once before she went back to California. My mom was
gone, as usual; my father had just gone on some business trip to Washington, D.C. He
was a lawyer retraining himself to be a lobbyist.
The sisters were busy. We were alone.
Her green eyes, cunning, but not intelligent, had me hooked.
I gave her a glass of milk and we went up to my room. I was in my black phase
then and had painted my walls black. She looked around nonchalantly.
“Hello-how retro, black walls.”
She took off her shirt and unhooked her bra. I hadn’t actually seen those breasts
yet. We couldn’t undress all the way on the tool table. Now I got a good look.
There was a sign above my bed “The Association.” As she undressed, she lay
herself down on my bedspread.
“What is The Association?” she asked as I took off my pants.
“We meet about once every hundred years and elect somebody to come to earth
and piss everybody off. I was selected in the last election so, here I am.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 85

85
10/26/13

I fell on top of her.
“What do your parents think?” she asked as I kissed her, feeling those hard,
voluptuous, swollen breasts.
“My mother is head of the Psyche Department, dad’s a lobbyist. They don’t
think.”
She spread her form all over the faded-green PAC Man spread my mother had
bought me in a fit of maternal guilt.
I got onto her body, my hand on her right boob, my other hand trying to find her
vagina.
“My mother’s a nun,” she said suddenly.
I stopped what I was doing.
“Your mother’s a nun?”
She laughed.
“She lives with me and my brother and never goes out. I mean never, not since
my dad left.”
“Oh.” I went back to what I was doing.
“Here,” she said, grabbing me and rolling me forcibly onto my back. I lay there
and gave in to the process. It was my first real sexual experience with a woman
completely nude on my own bed.
She was sturdy and strong with her hands. Was it sex or therapeutic massage? An
hour later, I didn’t care. Questa initiated me and I am grateful for her presence in my life.
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Chapter 8
Thanksgiving
Hel listened intently as I concluded my stories of Slash and Questa. When I
finished she looked at me with her big dark eyes.
“Was she better than me?”
“What do you mean?”
“Was she better than me?”
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“I hate it when people do comparative politics. I don’t answer apocalyptic
questions.”
She grabbed me.
“Listen Nameless, you shit head, I might be dying here. Answer the question.”
“You’re not dying...Jesus,” I laughed. I looked at her. Pale as she was, she wasn’t
dying.
“Take some of those antihistamines Betty dropped off.”
Hel sniffed and turned over.
“Are you gonna be mad and ugly all day?” I asked. “It’s Thanksgiving.”
“I don’t care.”
“You can ride with me--let’s go to the shelter and grab some real food.”
“Real food? When was the last time we had real food?”
“It isn’t as if you’ve been working lately, is it?”
“I don’t feel like it. Do you ever just feel like doing nothing?”
“That’s my whole life, Hel.”
“True.”
“When was the last time you brought in money?” she asked.
“The first year. I had savings too.”
“What happened to it?”
“I don’t know, now get dressed and let’s go over to the shelter.”
“Why can’t we get an apartment?” she asked, as she got dressed.
“We’ve been all over this.”
“But I’m cold,” she wailed.
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I looked at her, wondering if I should give up my plans to drop in on Slash that
day-- surprise him with my presence. I didn’t want Hel dragging along. Not that I was
ashamed, but she had no propriety. Arguing with me about everything, no shame about
her work. There’s a time and place for everything. Hel did not embarrass me. I just
wanted a day off.
“Look,” I said as I tucked in one of my better shirts. “This is a day I want to
celebrate.”
“Why? Cause they tell you?”
“No, because I want to.”
“Then take me to the shelter and leave me there.”
“I will not participate in guilt tactics,” I said. Her eyes were strained with
something foreign, her face pink and flushed.
“I got a little money...we can take a taxi if you want,” she said, appeasing me.
“Great. But I want to walk.”
“It’s snowing.”
“So what? It often snows on Thanksgiving.”
I looked at Hel for the first time in while. There was something at stake here, I
could feel that, but what that was I could not feel. My apparatus had been dulled, harmed,
warped; I could not allow compassion to overtake the momentum. It was about not
wanting to mess with Hel’s life. What she did was her own concern. She never looked
over my shoulder to read the shit I was writing. I didn’t look over hers to find out who
she was fucking. We kept each other at arm’s length.
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That moment on Thanksgiving I saw Hel living out the last gasp of a dying
dream. Drugs did not harm her, or disease, or sex or anything else. Dreams did the job,
for dreams cause Death.
What she was dreaming was anybody’s guess. Her dreams were the things we all
want: acceptance, validation, and relief from pain. Drugs eased the pain of not getting the
dream and she got drugs from everywhere: from sisters on the street, from clients, from
friends, from dealers.
I wouldn’t let her get high around me on Parch Street. The Dumpster was Drug
Free. I didn’t want to get busted and I didn’t want to end up in jail, and watching her get
high depressed me. She followed my request, respected me enough to get high elsewhere.
I drank on the premises but alcohol is legal.
Her drug use was what did her immune system in, but her dreams are what did her
life in. She was a crank freak because it was easy to make, and cheap to get. It kept her
high for days, killed her appetite, and gave her a seemingly endless supply of energy. But
her dreams, the magical, wistful, haunting world that overtook her mind-- that’s what
killed her energy. How can you live your life and hate your life at the same time?
Our last Thanksgiving was pathetic.
“If you weren’t a junky, you’d feel better.”
“Listen, jerk alcoholic, I feel fine.”
She pulled her clothes on.
“I’m just a little weak,” she said, and sat back down.
“You sure you don’t want to see a doctor?”
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“What, and end up in some drug rehab program? No thanks. Anyway, I’m off the
stuff.”
“Good, then, maybe I can train you to be an alcoholic.”
“I hate alcohol. It makes me throw up.”
“Good, then, more for me,” I took a swig from the whiskey bottle I had stashed
for the Holiday.
“Are we going or not?” she asked. She stood up and I appraised her body. She had
lost weight. Her normally curvy frame looked a little more angular than usual. Clothes
hung in odd ways. It made me uncomfortable to look at her.
She lit a cigarette and watched my eyes. “I’m just coming off. I’ll be OK. I’m
trying to cut back, lower my tolerance.”
We took off. The main drag was completely dead. Everyone was in the shelter.
Some even had relatives to visit. Betty was gone, leaving her shopping cart parked next
to the storefront that used to be Kresge’s Five and Dime.
Hel kept a slow pace.
“Would you hurry up? The day’s nearly over,” I told her. She stopped to light
another cigarette.
“You go on,” she said; smoke a halo about her head.
“No, no, I’ll wait,” I told her.
I wondered if a bus or taxi could be had on this day.
This Thanksgiving I carried a light load, only my briefcase and the whiskey
bottle. Hel was always on about me being weighed down with so much shit.
“I’m a maximalist,” I would tell her, “that’s been established.”
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Hel stopped mid-street, breathing heavily, her breath catching in her throat. I
became impatient. I wanted to see Slash. I wanted to get on with the day.
“Are you coming or what?” I asked her.
“I’m not feeling well. I’m hot.”
“Maybe we better get you to a hospital.”
“If you didn’t have to go visit your friends--”
“You’re jealous,” I told her and kept walking. I detected a note of possessiveness
that irritated me. Our code did not permit possession and jealousy. No one belonged to
anyone. We hardly belonged to ourselves. Loyalty was a thing of choice, the
underpinning was the realization that anyone could go away, die or change loyalties
without explanation. No one was a friend. We all knew who we were: the dysfunctional
group that could not maintain reciprocal, mutually rewarding bonds. That was for the
fascist freaks we hated. We were the unbounded--atoms splitting apart only to explode in
a neutron catastrophe. We were the societal explosion of non-love, and proud of it.
The very thought of allowing myself to care for her brought up violent feelings of
resistance; the kind of feelings that had made me take to the street in the first place. I was
not about to jeopardize the creativity of my choice.
Hel was panting, wiping her nose, and looking bad.
“Are you going to pass out?”
“Not yet.” She puffed on the cigarette. It sent her reeling. I grabbed the cigarette
out of her hand and threw it.
“Stop it. If you want to kill yourself, do it when I’m not around.”
Her eyes looked up at me. It was not a pleasant look.
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“Let’s take you to emergency. They have to take you. Can you walk there?”
“If you hold me,” she said.
I picked her up and we continuing walking, me half-carrying, her leaning against
me, a cold wind eating into our clothes, snow coming down on both of us.
“I wanna go see your friend,” she wailed, as I plodded through the snow, dragging
her along.
“No, you can’t. Slash and me...this is delicate, Hel.”
She stopped mid-street.
“I can be a social advantage.”
“When? When Hel?”
She coughed, she spit, she cried.
“You don’t even know me,” she cried at me. The wind took her words and made
them sound like laughter.
“That’s the point, bitch. I don’t know you, you don’t me, and that’s the way it’s
gonna stay.”
She slipped out of my arms to sit on the wet ground.
“Get up,” I told her.
“No.”
“We’ll never get a taxi today.” I looked around me at the deserted streets as a lone
car drove by.
“Take me to the shelter,” she begged.
“Fine. Now get up.”
“No--don’t take me there! I don’t want to die there.”
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“Make up your mind...shelter or not! Anyway, where would you like to die...out
here in the snow? At least the shelter is warm, and they can call a doctor if they need to.
Get up.”
“I can’t, Nameless, I can’t.”
We were talking about her dying as nonchalantly as we talked about stealing food
or raiding the Dumpster. We both accepted it as fact. It was time to do the practical duties
associated with it, like finding a fucking place to die in. I felt like scum. It raged inside of
me, my scummy feelings; mixtures of feeling and denial and events I had spent twenty
years trying to kill. I was worse than scum because I could not even tell if I cared about
her. Was it love or fear? I asked myself.
“Please help me.” Hel said and collapsed onto the ground, putting her beautiful,
dark, head of hair on the snow, pouting, pouting in the snow that was falling in huge
flakes all over both of us. I looked up at the sky as if God resided there; I half-hoped for
guidance, but none came. It was my call.
“Let me go over to Third and see if I can find a taxi.”
“You’ll never find one,” her muffled voice came from the ground.
“Get up from there, damn it, it’s cold.”
I leaned down to pick her head up, sat on the ground and placed her sad head into
my lap. She reached over into the voluminous pocket of the man’s coat she was wearing
and pulled out a bottle of red wine.
“Here, I was saving this for you.”
I took the bottle with reverence.
“I can bring this to Slash,” I said. “Where’d you get it?”
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“Al brought it a while ago. I been saving it for an occasion. I guess this is one.”
She buried her head deeper into my lap. It was getting fucking cold, sitting on the
ground, holding her in my lap.
“You bitch,” I exploded. “Al always saves this shit for me...you copped it.”
She coughed and laughed.
“So I did. So what? You’d drink it all by now if I hadn’t saved it, so chill.”
I stopped being mad, it was a waste of energy and I needed all the energy I could
muster up to get us from Parch Street to Third, dragging her along.
I got her up on her feet, clinging to my arm, me with my briefcase in the other
arm.
“You have to bring that thing?” she asked as we dragged along Parch Street.
“That thing is my life,” I replied. A black Explorer drove by and the passengers
stared at us, craning their necks to see the two poor homeless rejects trudging up the
street on Thanksgiving. I bet we gave them a lot to be thankful for. We looked like God’s
forgotten.
“Oh, look at those Homeless people!” they probably shouted to each other,
encased inside their richness. I imagined the little girl, all dressed in her finest dress,
leaning out to stare at us as they drove by. This film image reeled itself out inside my
head as we pushed up toward Third Street. It was my film. I didn’t care. We all looked
like hell, so what? I didn’t care.
I thought about why I hated holidays so much. It was all that television we
watched in childhood, those families that acted so weird, and behaved as if nothing
mattered except what could be resolved in half an hour. I knew secretly that Father knew
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worst, that he had worms twisted in his underpants and he fucked his daughter every
chance he got. It gave our generation an unrealistic expectation of joy.
We all grew up soon enough and came to realize there was no joy in these United
States, there was just the fantasy of it. No one really had fun. The concept of fun is a
Capitalist mind fuck game, invented to suck us into becoming consumers. Our buying
keeps the economy going so the rich fucks can walks around with their perceived illusion
of power, and the poor fucks can empower them by being jealous. There is no fun
without a price, that’s the Capitalist mind fuck. Nothing is fun if it doesn’t cost
something, if you can’t brag about it on some status level to someone else, if you can’t
shame and humiliate the neighbors with your buying power, if you can’t use it to preen
and brag and put yourself above someone else. The power to buy more than the next guy
carries with it the message that you are having more fun, when in fact, you are just a
slave to the work ethic so you can generate more money to buy more things to have more
fun to shame more people.
Everything we saw on television was fun that had to be bought, even the sex.
They never talked about what people had to go through to earn the money to buy the fun.
No one ever talked about jobs and work, except to laugh at the blue collar workers, stuck
in their boring mind-fucking jobs. Meanwhile, the television told us to get the things to
buy the fun to keep the myth of the joyful economy booming so we could continue to
make the money to get the things to buy the fun. Joy and Money became bonded. The
marriage of Joy and Money was the cause of Death, I had decided at an early age.
So the Big Anonymous “they” kept us hooked on the addiction to spend,
enslaving us to a mythical ideology about life and love and fun, and joy, that elusive Joy
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that came wrapped in a dollar bill. We were all junkies. I was a junky--until finally I
unplugged from the Ferris wheel of fun and slid down into the Water Slide of
Homelessness.
Another lone car drove by, sliding in the snow and ice. The driver stopped and
leaned out the window.
“You okay?”
“We need a lift to the hospital,” I told him.
“Get in,” he said. His wife reached over and unlocked the back door. I dragged
Hel over to the car.
“She doesn’t look good,” the man said. “It’s Thanksgiving,” he added.
His wife looked back at us as we got in.
“Oh dear,” she said. “Your friend looks very sick.”
“I know,” I said.
The man drove on toward the hospital. Hel coughed.
“You have to do your thing, Nameless?” she said.
“My thing?”
She pointed to my briefcase.
“Hel, shut up and relax.”
The woman looked back.
“Oh, you shouldn’t talk to her like that.”
“We talk like that to each other all the time,” I told her. Mind your own business,
I thought. We’re sandwich buddies, nothing more, I thought as the car hurled around the
city streets.
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As we drew closer to the business district, holiday decorations sprouted
everywhere. Salvation Army bells were ringing, cars and people skidded by. Life was
exciting in the business district. Storefronts weren’t empty, Christmas was a-coming, and
everybody was buying a piece of the joy pie.
The wife and the husband gave each other those looks married people give each
other.
“The Hospital’s on Ventura, I’ll take you right around to the Emergency,” he said.
“You got a cigarette?” Hel asked him.
“I don’t smoke,” he answered. “It’s not healthy and it pollutes the ozone layer.”
Another fucking philosopher slash businessman posing as a Good Samaritan.
They’re all over the place. We stopped at a stoplight.
“Shit,” I said out loud. “Stop lights, I hate them.”
Wife turned back to me again.
“Oh...but how else would you regulate traffic?”
Hel laughed from inside my lap.
“Traffic is a form of fascism,” I replied. ”The lights, the stopping, the going, all
on whose say so? Who decides where the streets go and how they go and who’s going
when and where? If Capitalism destroys the human spirit, then surely Stop Lights destroy
the Human Will. In traffic a body becomes nothing more than an extension of someone
else’s mental projection of the concept of travel. I’ve always wondered how the streets
got where they are, anyway, or how directions became directions.”
“Oh, I see,” said the wife, not seeing.
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“He always goes off like this,” Hel tried to explain. “He’s a Zen teacher.” We
rode the last few minutes through cold Thanksgiving streets in silence.
At Emergency Hel looked blue. The woman ran inside. Two Paramedics came out
with a stretcher. They lifted Hel onto the gurney and wheeled her in.
The husband tapped me on the shoulder.
“You...well...we need to get going. I hope everything works out.”
I looked at him while his wife got back into the car.
“Thanks for the lift,” I said walking into the Hospital.
A nurse motioned me over to a window where the admissions nurse was entering
data on the computer.
“Patient’s Name?” she asked me, not looking up.
“Hel...Helen..Hel..” I had to think a second to remember her last name. Last
names had ceased to be a part of our life, but Hel and I had known each other too long.
“Silverstein.”
Hel had a past, a family, a history, and a life before the street. I vaguely
remembered some of her stories, but you never knew if they were true, so you just let
stories Glide on by. The Primal Scream story, the Jewish, over-protective family myth,
rich, indulgent, autocratic father; hyperactive anorexic doll-collecting mother. Hel might
have even gone to some exclusive girl’s high school.
I was trying to lodge these particles from the memory banks when Frank Sinatra’s
“Send in the Clowns” came over the PA system. It was damn pitiful, for some reason. I
felt something akin to tears for the first time in twenty years.
“Sir, sir--could you--?”
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The gal behind the window looked up at me for the first time.
“Age, date of birth?”
I thought again. Christ. I knew she was twenty something, but twenty what?
When was she born? Where was she born? One story was that she grew up in Bridgeport,
Connecticut. The other was Rapid City, North Dakota.
“Health Insurance?”
“None.”
“Billing address?”
She kept punching the keys, punching the keys. The sound of the keyboard keys
enticed me.
“Billing address. Well--”
I thought for some moments.
“Sir, we can’t admit her without someone and somewhere to send the bill.”
Okay,” I said, and opening the briefcase saw Slash’s address on a piece of paper
on top. I gave her his address and figured I’d explain it later. It was the least he could do
for us, we were friends from the past, right? Slash and I had shared mutual adolescence.
“We do need to have her date of birth,” said window gal.
“I’m trying. I really don’t know. Let me ask her. Where is she?”
“Never mind. I’ll go ahead and process this and we can get it later. She’s in room
seven.”
I went through the door and down the hallway. There was a mother and father
with a screaming kid sitting on folding chairs, an old man lay face up on a gurney, sad
and blank and staring at the ceiling. His hair was sticking up. He looked

Nameless the Hero

Page 100

100
10/26/13

compromised...no one bothered to pay attention to his hair, and he was still alive and his
hair deserved attention.
Room Seven was empty, except for Hel.
I walked in and stood in the corner, aware that my clothes did not work with the
sterile, crackling airtight energy of the hospital.
A nurse came in, put a thermometer into Hel’s mouth and took her pulse.
“This is a sick little girl. Are you her father?”
I stepped forward.
“No,” I said. I stepped back into the corner again.
“Does she have parents?”
“Yes.”
“Yes,” Hel’s little voice came out. “I know where they are.”
“Good. You can tell the doctor where to reach them. She’ll be here in a minute.”
Nurse left. Hel turned her head to the side, those dark eyes accusing me.
“You don’t look like my father.”
“I’m not that old, am I?”
Nurse came back in.
“Is she going to be here? Is she going to be here overnight?” I asked.
“Yes, Mr..”
“Nameless,” I offered. Weak laugh from Hel.
Nurse looked at the chart and left again.
I walked over to Hel, looking down at her. She was scared.
“I don’t want to die here.”
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“It’s warm, they have a lot of food, and the bathrooms are clean,” I told her.
“Your bedside manner sucks, Nameless.”
Nurse came in.
“Please don’t touch her,” she asked, looking at me.
The doctor walked in, a young woman of thirty-five, long hair in a ponytail.
“Hello. I’m Doctor Robinson.”
She looked down at Hel and looked at the chart the Nurse handed her.
“Doctor Robinson’s Neighborhood...you’re safe now!” I said. Hel laughed.
Dr. Robinson turned to me.
“You a relation, Mr.--?”
“Nameless,” I said. She looked at me up and down; then turned back to Hel.
“When were you born, Hel?”
“That’s a secret,” she smiled half a crooked smile.
“Ms. Silverstein, you’re not here in this hospital because it’s a joke.” Dr.
Robinson had a voice like glass and steel.
“I was born ten years after Kennedy was shot,” Hel said softly.
I looked down at her.
“Wow, you’re older than I thought.”
“Ha, ha! Idiot. You’re really older than all of us Nameless, so shut the fuck up.”
Everyone was silent for a moment as we thought about the event that Hel
mentioned. At least, I thought about it.
“I remember that day—the day Kennedy was shot. You don’t,” I shot back at
Hel’s body on the bed.
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“Everyone remembers it, or read about it, Mr.--Nameless,” Dr. Robinson snapped.
“I was in school. We were doing some kind of school play and our Drama
teacher, Mr. Hoag announced it over the PA system. School shut down...we were all
excused and sent home to watch the entire event on television. I cried all the way home,
God knows why. I was only ten. It isn’t like I knew him or anything. I just knew it was
the end. I was born in 1954. I remember the Eisenhower years.
“Mr. Nameless, I would just love to reminisce with you about the assassination,
and Eisenhower, but we have a sick girl here who needs our care and attention. Do you
think you could put your focus on that?”
Dr. Robinson held her stethoscope to Hel’s sweet little heart, that heart that I held
so many nights, the heart whose beating put me to sleep and thudded me awake, the heart
that I had not really known, it seemed.
“I’ll be back.” Doc Robinson walked crisply out.
I looked at Hel.
“So, you lied about your age; eh? Making me think you were older than you are,”
She told me. “So, you’re only in your forties and here I thought you were some fifty-five
year-old burn out!”
“So?”
“You look like a sixty-year old burn out. Maybe even seventy for all I know.”
“You know shit.”
She looked at me, those eyes betraying something I didn’t want to guess at. I
wished at that moment that I could crawl into her mind and relive her life for her, check
into the visuals and become a living memory. As it was, I was a part she needed to forget.
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“I just don’t know your story, Hel,” I told her.
“Don’t get scary, Nameless.”
“Hospitals do that to you--make you think about all that stuff. It ain’t no
Disneyland, right Hel?”
She nodded.
A guy came in with one of those boxes filled with blood vials and needles.
“Uh oh, blood time,” I smiled. I placed a protective arm on her.
“Just look at me,” I offered. “My repulsive face can make you forget everything.”
Big Blood Guy, a full-sized man with a long dark ponytail, whipped out his
needle and swabbed her arm.
“It don’t hurt,” he said. She turned her head away from me while Big Blood Guy
got several vials of blood.
“That’s a lot of blood,” I said. “What’s it for?”
“I don’t know. I just take the stuff.” He shuffled out of the room. A young man
looking very East coast came in.
“Hi, I’m Doctor Lurie.”
“What happened to Doc Robinson?”
“She’s attending to another patient. Gunshot wound.”
“This is awkward,” he said looking at Hel, “but I need to ask you the name of
your next of kin.”
“He’s all the kin that’s here,” Hel pointed to me.
“Fine,” Lurie said and shook my hand with warmth. He didn’t give me the look,
but then I had on my best shirt. The coat was coming apart, but I was wearing clean
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underwear and my best boots. True, I needed a shave and my hair hadn’t been washed in
a while, but Lurie smiled at me like any other human. Still, I wish I could have shaved for
old Princeton or wherever he went. I did not feel ashamed because shame was not an
emotion I particularly liked or allowed myself to feel. Lurie leaned over Hel and put a
warm, compassionate hand on her forehead.
“How are you?”
Hel managed a smile. Breathing was difficult. Princeton patted her arm.
“We’ll take care of you, don’t you worry. You’re going down to get some X-rays
and after that we’ll get you into a room. We’ll put you on a glucose drip any minute now.
Want to get you strong and back on your feet.”
He smiled at her; then looked at me.
“Could I talk to a moment out in the hall?”
I shuffled out after Princeton.
“What year?” I asked.
“It’s 1996,” he said.
“No, I mean, what year’d you graduate?”
“From medical school?” he asked.
“Yeah.”
“Just graduated.”
Out in the hall things were a little chaotic.
“Let’s go into the family waiting room.”
Sitting in those burnt orange chairs depressed me.
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“This young lady is quite sick. From what I’ve seen she could be suffering from
TB or Hepatitis C. Is she a IV drug user?”
“I guess so,” I told him.
“She’s dehydrated and undernourished. Does she have a permanent residence or
family?”
“She has family...somewhere.”
“Well, once we get her up into a room, she’ll get the Thanksgiving meal, and you
too. I can get an extra meal sent up.”
“That’s very generous, but I’ve been invited to Thanksgiving dinner elsewhere.”
“Fine. I’ll order an extra meal anyway.”
I looked at him.
“If you change your mind.”
He had eyes clear of malice.
“Her family, they’re in N. Dakota I think. Rapid City.
“That’s a good friend, you’re a good friend,” he said, as he got up. “You are her
friend?”
“Yeah.”
“Mr..”
“Nameless,” I offered with a smile.
“Nameless?” He wrote this on his clipboard, God knows why.
“Helen Silverstein needs her family.”
“So...”
“I’ll be back after the X-rays.”
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“Should I stick around?” I asked.
“Hang tight.”
He patted me on the arm and walked out, leaving me alone in a room full of burnt
orange chairs; wheat colored walls and my own shabby self.
Back in the hallway emergency was everywhere. I had no desire to stay. My
decisions have always been visceral, even when they are wrong. My decision to leave
was simply because I couldn’t handle the feeling of death on earth crowding in on my
holiday, it was just not my talent to handle pain. It does take talent, I reasoned, to deal
with frustrated expectations. It takes grace to accept that the brilliant dreams of youth
never had a chance, that the bleeding light of creative possibility is being snuffed.
I walked back in to see Hel. She had fallen into a deep sleep, her breathing hard
and loud. The drip had been started. I touched her arm.
“Hel, Hel--”I whispered. She turned her head, eyes fluttering.
“I gotta be going. I’ll be back, later. I got to go see my friends.”
She nodded.
“Comprende?” She tried moving her arm.
“Stay still, I’ll be back. Just--take it easy.”
Sweet release.
I turned and walked out the door of the emergency cubicle Hel was lying in, but I
did not feel it shutting behind me.
Dr. Lurie was in the hall, consulting with an intern and a nurse. He smiled at me. I
smiled back. It felt good to know that Hel was safe and I was free.
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Freedom is such a funny thing. Some say that it is an illusion. Others say it is
relative; still others are convinced it doesn’t exist.
Outside, the air was cold, the snow had stopped, everything was white. The light
reflecting off the snow hurt my eyes. Hard, bright, brilliant, and cold.
I had no money. I would have to walk the eight miles to Slash’s house. It didn’t
take as long as I thought because cold and anticipation of dinner drove me on.
By the time I got to Slash’s place my face was frozen and my hands had become
unmoving claws.
I rang the bell.
I heard kids voices and a woman’s voice shouting “Just a minute!” I got scared.
She opened the door, her face looked out, puzzled.
“Nathan, come here!”
Slash came to the door. He’d cut his hair and lost some weight. He wore real
middle-aged pants with a nice sitting-by-the-fire sweater. Slash had become middle class
while I was gone.
He looked back at his wife.
“Jackie, Sarah wants you to put the dollhouse together.”
He looked out the door at me, and the veneer dropped.
“Holy shit.”
“Hi, Slash. Thought I’d drop by and see you, wish you Happy Thanksgiving.”
“Dude...this is a holiday.”
I stood on his porch, cold, wet and hungry, waiting to be let in. Jackie walked
back to the door.
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“You two know each other?”
Slash opened the door a crack.
“Yeah--back in High School. It’s been...what has it been for Christ’s sake?”
“Twenty-four years,” I said.
“Let him in, Nathan, it’s cold.”
Slash opened the door a crack more and I squeezed through, stepping into the
hallway, my coat and boots dripping water all over the tile. Two kids came over to Slash,
staring at me. I could see from their eyes I looked like a freak in a circus.
“My folks are--we’re going to Jackie’s family--it’s not such a great time to drop
in. You know, you could call.”
“I don’t have a phone. Are these your kids?”
“I’ll take your coat.” Jackie reached out for my sleeve.
“Could you take off your boots? We just put in a new carpet.” Slash looked down
at the offending objects.
“Sure.”
I took my boots off and handed my coat to Jackie.
“I’ll put this in the kitchen,” she said.
“Don’t hang it in the closet,” Slash added.
One of my socks had a small hole in the toe. Slash’s son looked down at my feet
and laughed.
“Jason,” Slash said with authority. The kid shut up.
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“Come on in,” he said. I followed his tall, slimmed-down frame into the living
room. Looking around, I saw the rewards of the middle class existence and got a sniff of
why so many people sell out to get it.
The house looked like what his mother wanted for him. The furniture was heavy,
large and solid. It wasn’t going anywhere. Colored in cream, beige and soft browns, the
rooms had carpeting that was thick and soft, paintings and art objects graced the corners.
The walls were Oak panel; the living room presided over dominantly by a large stone
fireplace. On the mantle above the fire was an enormous family portrait of Slash and the
kids. It was Mrs. Dalton’s idea of heaven. I kept the rising jealousy down by reminding
myself that Slash had paid a damn high price for all this.
“So, looks like things are going well for you, huh?” I followed Slash into his den.
Wall to wall bookcases, a brand new computer; huge leather chair. I sat in the chair.
“Wow, this is great!” I tipped back and looked at the ceiling.
“Yeah.” Slash sounded irritated. “Look, I don’t want to be rude, but--what are you
doing here?”
“Well, we’re old friends, Slash.”
“Yeah, so?”
Jackie came to the door of the den to peek in. He caught her eye, walked over and
shut the door. Then he put some classical music on the stereo.
“You like classical music now?”
“I like all kinds of things.”
He leaned up against the built-in oak bookcases.
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“Great.” I fiddled with my shirt, discovering a couple of missing buttons. “You
guys eat yet?” I asked.
“We’re just about to sit down.”
There was a lengthy silence.
“You can’t stay here for dinner, man. I mean, my kids--I mean--”
“You mean?”
“Okay. Something...for old time’s sake. I just don’t get you, what’s your deal?”
“My deal?”
“Can’t you buy a decent set of clothes?”
“I haven’t been able to buy clothes since I came under surveillance. That was two,
maybe three years ago.”
“Yeah? Who’s got you under surveillance?”
“The State Department.”
“For what, drugs?”
“Subversive behavior.”
Slash reached around behind him and pulled out a cigar box. He tipped the top
open and I looked in.
“Cigar?”
All those pretty wrapped cigars.
“Don’t smoke.”
“Mind if I?”
“Nope.”
Some moments of silence as he lit the cigar. It stank the whole room up.
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“So, the State Department is watching you? Why do you think they even give a
shit about you?” His mouth smirked.
“My dad was in government.”
“Your dad’s been dead eight years. What the fuck’s matter with you? You some
kind of loony or something? Now, don’t you think you ought to get in touch with the rest
of your family?”
“My life and times is classified info. Let it suffice to say that some dipshit social
worker is climbing up my ass, visiting my temporary abode far too often to slide it off as
coincidence.”
“You’re fucking crazy.”
I was turning blue smelling that cigar.
“No. I have reason to believe they are trying to poison the water system with
Bubonic Plague micro-organisms.”
“That’s enough. You want to eat here, fine. Then get your ass out of here. I don’t
want my kids exposed to this rubbish.”
I looked at him, puffing his cigar, wearing some kind of J.C. Penny pants, his big
ass flopping out of the pockets, a brand new fancy-schmancy sweater, surrounded with
all this material shit. It gave me pleasure to tell him lies, spin out stories and maybe scare
the shit out of him. I copped the surveillance story from one of our street buddies who
really was classified certifiable.
“No one calls me Slash anymore, by the way,” he interrupted my thinking. “It’s
Nathan, dear boy. Now, you know that’s my real name.”
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“Yeah, I know.” I was insulted he would think he had to explain this. We grew up
together, we were almost brothers--did he forget?
“So, the Tattoo business must be going great.”
He puffed and laughed and puffed some more.
“Where have you been, asshole? Watching your back for non-existent alien Feds?
I took over Jackie’s dad’s business years ago. Auto parts. We have six stores and a new
one going up next month. I do a tattoo every so often for friends or whatever, but I been
real busy. The new store in Grand Ledges is set for a Big Opening, and I’m trying to get
that running smooth. Don’t you see my commercials on TV?”
“Don’t watch television.”
“What do you do with your time?”
“Watch it, Slash, I watch time, or it watches me.”
“Where do you live now?”
“Parch Street.”
“Parch Street! Jesus—North Side? It’s such a goddamn mess around there. I keep
telling Frank to clean that shit up and put in a shopping mall.
“The mayor? Frank Delgado—that fucking thief?”
“That place is an eyesore on this town,” Slash went on, ignoring me, “a real
disaster area. Not to mention the welfare shit heads that sleep all over the street. It’s
disgusting. We should kick them all out and tell them to get a job. I got plenty of work
for them that want to work. Send’em over to the car lot and get them to sweat for a living,
stead of living off me and all the other taxpayers. Get a decent job and stop asking for
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handouts, nothing’s free. By the way, I’m running for City Council. You vote in the last
election?”
I looked him up and down.
“Well, you’re just what your mother wanted you to be.”
“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?”
“Where is she now?”
“Arizona. On her sixth marriage or whatever. Dumped the last two. Got alimony
though and bought a Condo. She’s got a nice guy, now, owns a restaurant. So, she’s
doing okay. Jackie’s folks have a Condo in Pompano Beach. We’re going down there
with the kids Winter Break. Play a little Golf, get some rays; let the kids’ mess in the
sand. You?”
“My whole life is a vacation.”
“So, what’s this shit about poisoning the food?”
“Forget it.”
He puffed his cigar.
“Jackie made me quit cigarettes, then we joined the Health Club and I lost weight.
Reduced my cholesterol fifty points. You check yours out lately?”
He looked at my skinny, bony frame, and pointed his cigar at me.
“Guess you don’t need to worry about it, though even skinny guys can get high
cholesterol.”
“I don’t think I need to worry about that now.“
“No, I guess not, not when you’re worried about Bubonic Plague.”
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He burst into raucous laughter and puffed some on the cigar. The room was filling
up with smelly cigar smoke. It made me nauseous.
“I don’t know why you would make a joke of something that I think is serious.
Bio-Warfare is going to be a major concern of the twenty-first century.”
“Oh shit. You’re not one of those New Age idiots, are you?”
I shook my head.
“I just can’t take this seriously, dude, I mean, come on. As you remind me, we’ve
known each other a long time.”
“I was the nerd, remember?”
“Yeah, but you got that hot chick from Bakersfield. Remember her?”
“You bet.”
We shared a laugh. It ended quickly. There was a knock at the door.
“Daddy,” Slash’s little girl’s sweet voice came through the oak. “Mommy says
dinner is almost ready.”
“Thanks, pumpkin. We’ll be right there.”
A moment’s pause and we heard intense whispering.
“Okay, daddy.”
Another moment, more whispering; then absolute silence.
“You got great kids.”
“Yeah.” He leaned back in his chair.
“You know...”
“Maybe I...”
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“I was just gonna say...hey, it’s Thanksgiving. What the hell. We’re supposed to
share what we got, right? Isn’t that what it’s about?”
“Yeah, Slash—Nathan—whatever--that’s what it’s all about, but we’re not
supposed to make people feel worthless in the process.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean it’s time for me to find my boots and leave.”
I looked down at my feet. My socks had started to dry off and the toes were
warming up. It would suck big time to get everything wet again when I walked outside,
but I had made a commitment not to sell out and I meant it. Yeah, it sure would be great
to have some of the creature comforts without having to pay the price. I just couldn’t see
how I could mold my energetic field into the pattern of society’s expectations. It was too
late for that.
“So, you like your work, do you?” I asked.
“It’s a living. I got the family to take care of. Come on, dude--don’t be naive.
Business is business. You cut theirs before they cut yours. You know, the trade is the
trade. We’re in our forties now, for God’s sake. It’s time to take some responsibility. You
never got married?”
“No. Yeah. I did get married. ”
Slash opened the door. The atmosphere was flush with the smell of turkey,
cranberry, squash and pie, the dining room aglow with crystal glass and sunlight playing
off the centerpiece. Candles lit in the corner, children dressed in their best. Maybe the
price wasn’t that steep, maybe the rewards were worth it. Who was to say? A set of goldrimmed plates, good silver, was it that bad?
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Jackie came in wearing a little red apron. Her short hair framed her face.
“Come and sit, everyone.” Sarah and Jason came from the playroom and sat.
“Mommy, can we--?”
“Did you wash your hands, Jason?” Slash asked as he rolled up his sleeves and
prepared to carve the turkey.
Jackie was patient as she brought large bowls of food to the warming table. Slash
began carving the turkey, his expertise astounding, but then, he had always been fairly
deft with his hands. Jackie and Slash sat across from each other. The kids sat on either
side. An extra chair had been brought for me.
The table was large enough to seat many more, only the many more weren’t there.
I was. I was like an illusion, trapped in a frightening reality. The undercurrents of pity
threatened to drown me. I couldn’t stand those undercurrents, but I ignored them--they
weren’t me. I could never get hold of the subtext of society anyway. There was no
control. Eyes from the walls penetrated my insides, as if, like the squash, I would come
oozing out all over everything. They would all see the mess and exclaim with horror.
On the surface everything remained calm. The Slash family simply went about
their lives as if I were a necessary presence they had to tolerate; that old, ugly chair or
couch that needs recovering, the heirloom nobody knows what to do with. I sat on the
end, kiddy-corner from Slash.
“Jackie, relax. Sit down everybody,” Slash announced. “I’ll take care of the
turkey.”
Slash passed plates heaped with turkey freshly sliced, salad in a huge wooden
bowl, a tureen with green beans and almonds came by, squash, stuffing--it was all there.
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The table, laden with food, brought itself to silence and we with it. Silverware on china,
crystal water glasses with rainbows of light playing off their rims, the whispering of the
children. Expectancy filled with love, joy and praise hung over us like a wreath.
Everything was so perfect I felt a sick churning in my stomach. My eye caught the set of
carving knives in the wooden case on the sideboard. Slash had set a long chef’s knife
next to his plate.
The scene played itself out fully in my mind. I grabbed the chef’s knife and held it
outward toward Slash.
“Look, you all, Thanksgiving is about giving, right? You’re all fucking clowns to
me. I mean, fuck you very much. Your Goddamn prosperity makes me quiver like a
stone, if stones could quiver. Get the drift?”
At that moment I moved toward Slash with a speed that surprised me, jabbing the
knife into his side. It did not go in but grazed his shirt and fell onto the floor with a thud.
Slash looked at me smirking.
“Come on, man, this is a holiday.”
I backed up and jabbed again, this time I got the knife into flesh; I saw blood.
Slash looked down in surprise, Jackie screamed. The children screamed-- hysteria rising.
I pulled on the knife sticking out of his side. There was a grinding sound of bone, gristle
and flesh. Slash moaned and screamed:
“Get a doctor!”
Jackie, in panic, lunged for me, but I thrust the knife into her straight on as she
came at me. It went deep into her throat. She gargled, blood spurt out, she staggered
back, grabbed the platter of turkey with her as she fell down to the floor, clattering like

Nameless the Hero

Page 118

118
10/26/13

hell, turkey all over her clothes and her body, stuffing and juice running down her face.
The children cried and screamed, Slash was on the floor wailing like a wounded wolf.
“I’m calling the police,” he said and grabbed the phone. I grabbed it back, pulling
it from the wall, wrapping the cord around his neck until his face turned blue.
I went to the front hall to look for my boots but couldn’t find them, so I went
upstairs to the master bedroom to take a pair of Slash’s.
When I got to the bedroom I stood a moment in silence. Blood was dripping
from my clothes, hands and feet onto the wheat-colored carpet. Their King Size bed was
covered with a luscious green velvet comforter, the curtains and chairs covered in
matching material. Inside the double-mirrored walk-in closet were four hundred shoes of
every shape, color and size. Shirts hung neatly, color coordinated.
I saw a pair of black leather loafers with tassel tops and tried them on but they
were enormous. Slash had big feet. Looking through the dresser drawers I found a pair of
cashmere navy blue socks. I grabbed a red wool sweater and scarf sitting on top of the
dresser and I was done. I went back downstairs into the dining room to witness the mess I
had created. Everything was calm and peaceful, order reigned; the family was eating.
There was a low hum of quietude.
“Would you like some sweet potato?” Jackie’s voice broke into my thoughts.
I jerked back to the moment, my mind still savoring bloody mental images.
Maybe I am nuts, I thought. Jackie put a tureen filled with potatoes in front of me;
I helped myself. One of the kids giggled. Did I look itinerant?
“You know, I need to use the--the--”
“The bathroom is on the other side of the kitchen.” Slash pointed, knife in hand.
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“Or you could use the big one upstairs,” Jackie offered.
I went tiptoeing up the stairs. The carpet felt like clouds underneath my feet. Their
bedroom; the bedspread wasn’t velvet or green but pale yellow with tiny eyelets. I
opened the closet and saw only a pair of slippers on the floor. Where were all the shoes? I
wondered. The slide between reality and fantasy was moving back and forth.
In the top drawer of Slash’s dresser I saw a bunch of socks neatly divided
between white on one side and dark on the other. I took a white pair, stuffed them into
my pants pocket; went back downstairs to the table. I looked down at my plate and saw
that someone had filled it with everything. I dug in with force.
“Eat up,” Slash said, mouth full. I slopped food into my mouth with desperation.
The intensity of my eating stopped everyone for a moment. I looked up; mouth full,
turkey skin hanging from the side.
“Sorry...my manners...haven’t eaten Turkey... in a while.”
“How long of a while?” Jackie asked with concern.
“Oh, gosh, don’t know. What time is it?”
“Thanksgiving,” Slash said, wiping his mouth on his napkin.
The clock on the wall chimed. Slash looked up, not getting my joke.
“3:30. You got an appointment?”
“No, I got a friend in the hospital.”
“Which friend?”
“Which hospital?”
“Wren.”
“Oh, Death Row?”
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He laughed.
“That was cruel,” Jackie said, looking at Slash.
“I’ll run you over there after you eat,” he said, giving Jackie a look.
The kids went back to eating, looking up every so often to check me out.
“Stop staring and eat!” Slash yelled.
Jason’s bottom lip quivered. I felt how I had wrecked their holiday, this nice,
peaceful little family with the visitor from hell sitting at their table, eating their food. I
felt the socks starting to slide down my pants from the hole in my pocket.
“You know,” said Jackie as we finished up, “Why don’t you and Nathan just sit
down in the den and have a little chat?”
Slash gave her a dirty look as he carried plates into the kitchen. The kids ran off to
watch TV.
The wine had loosened me up a bit and I was gliding through it all, mild shame
didn’t bother me.
“Yeah, Slash—let’s catch up on old times.”
Slash looked at me with disgust.
“Jackie, we got to go to your folk’s house, hon.”
“I know, dear,” she said, rinsing plates, putting them into the dishwasher.
Slash punched me in the arm. “Come on.”
I followed him through the dining room, the living room-- back into the den.
Slash had somehow figured how to master the material world, with decorating by Jackie.
Where did all this taste come from?
I sat back in the recliner.

Nameless the Hero

Page 121

121
10/26/13

“God...I could live here.”
“Don’t get any ideas. We worked like shit for this place.”
“What does Jackie do?”
“Software Design...consults.
“M-m-m-m.”
“So...what...what happened to you, man?” he asked after some time.
“What do you mean? I’m still the same as always.”
“Always a joker, a clown, yeah...but never a--”
“Bum?”
“Don’t make a scene out of this. I just meant—well, I always knew there was
something weird about you—your mother and all—like you could off or something. ”
“We all have our philosophical choices. Mine is the Mystic Pathway. It led me to
the street. You know, in the headlong pursuit of Truth, many of us have wandered off
into unknown territories...places that even a scumbag wouldn’t go. So, I wouldn’t exactly
say the road to so-called Hell is a hard one. No, as they say, the road to Hell is paved with
Good Intentions. Course, intentions mean nothing, mind you, but they are simply the
icing on the very, very stale cake. And I know about stale cake. So, you know, here I am,
relentlessly pursuing what I consider Magic, the magical element in an otherwise dreary
life, the possibility of Magic, the imminent incarnation of something inexplicable; not
scientific inquiry, but simply a gradual unfolding, like a flower, you know, opening to the
sun. So here I am...tumbling into truth, and you know what I find? Truth...the price of
truth, here’s the irony of it all, the price of truth is to lose the Magic. The very thing that
makes the pursuit viable is the very thing that eludes you in the search. So...there is truth,
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blasting your face like a cold, winter wind, freezing your God damn balls off, and you
think, soon, soon, I’m gonna see the magic of it all and be released from this shit. But
there is no release...it’s on and on, forever. The truth about truth is that it really kills the
joy in life.”
Slash sat while I rambled on and on.
“Are you manic depressive?” he asked and looked at me with his good eye. The
other one had been replaced and did not wander off like it used to. That eye did not
record anything; it was the silent non-observer...a very Zen eye.
“Slash, you know, maybe we just can’t communicate anymore. I can accept that.
Anyway, I got to get back to the hospital.”
“All you need is a decent pair of clothes,” he added, smiling.
I was really glad at this moment that I had stolen a pair of his socks. It certainly
served him right for his odious condescension.
“I don’t think a decent pair of clothes are the issue here,” I replied, trying to be
patient.
Making Slash understand the essence of Gliding without him knowing the theory
was impossible. From my recollection Slash had, at one time, been a natural Glider, but
time and age had interfered with his progress and he had become a solid pile of crap.
“I mean, Slash, not to bore you or anything, we are talking about a kind of moral
stance here, aren’t we? If the pursuit of Truth leads you to sucking rats out of the sewer,
well then, fucking suck rats! If the pursuit of Truth leads you to sponging cigarettes and
whiskey off suits and wandering around in rags, then so be it. The fact is, I am the Mystic
Wanderer and that is my badge of honor. I need no trapping to identify my place in this
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stinking social structure...my place is to stand at the sidelines and cackle at all the idiots
being strung up by their own jokes. They have no sense of humor, they have no sense of
propriety; they are dead carcasses moving around on mounds of flesh, waiting to rot.
They are carrion, and you want me to pity them? Well, I do, as a matter of fact. I pity
them. You want me to envy or emulate them...that’s another story. I’d rather die
facedown in shit. They are the reason I am wearing rags for clothes; because I am a
monument to all that society is not...I am the not of the have, the speck on your spotless,
polished world.”
Slash leaned toward me, pushing his big nose into my face.
“I think you are a fucking lunatic and a loser that can’t keep a job, that’s what I
think. No, not that you can’t keep a job, you’re too fucking lazy to get a job. You know,
we both grew up together. I know your shit, boy. I know it. Your folks worked hard, they
loved you, what’s your deal? Nobody’s family is perfect. You want to be an ass and
philosophize yourself into a shit hole, that’s your problem. What do want from me?”
He stopped to think.
“Doesn’t impress me...never did. You were always doing this, fucking God damn
intellectual asshole feeding off the rest of us. Oh yeah. You think you’re laughing up
your sleeve at us, but what have you got? I mean, what have you fucking got to your
name?”
His face turned red.
“Well, I’ll tell you something, you damn holy-minded fucking asshole, we’re
laughing at you because you look like a god damn piece of shit off the bottom of my
shoe. I would spit on a scum like you if I passed you on the street, and damn it, my
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fucking taxes pay for you damn shit-eating parasites to lie around and talk nonsense.
Fuck you!”
I ascertained it was the end of the conversation. The food had been great. I always
crave stimulating dialogue, but most people aren’t up to it. Slash was standing now,
looking down at me, his whole body shaking with rage. I feared he would hit me. I had it
in mind to really stab the son of a bitch for real and run out of there, but I had a
conscience, after all, and anyway, dinner was setting heavy on me and I couldn’t move
much.
“I really don’t think you know everything about my parents, Slash. You don’t
understand them or my relationship with them, and you don’t understand my vocation in
life and what my calling is. Emancipation can come to any of us. Don’t forget. Be that as
it may, you have a right to pursue your illusions and I will continue to pursue mine, along
the pathway of truth. If that leads me into what appears to you to be a shitty place, then
we can say that I am in a shitty place, according to you, but one man’s shit is another
man’s stale cake and so it goes. Keep on Gliding Brother and let Humor be with you.”
I stood up and as I did the socks fell out of my pants.
“And, you’re a fucking thief to boot! I figured you were poking around up
there...I heard you, fuck face.” He shoved me harder than friendly and picked up the
socks.
“I could really use an extra pair, mine are a little--” I heard myself begging.
“Here,” he said handing the socks to me, “let’s go. I got some stuff to do before
we go over to my in-laws.”
“Slash, I...”
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“Forget it. I want you to leave, got it? You’ve spent enough time in my place, and
I’d like to get you out of here.”
Something whiney, sickly, and self-pitying inside of me wanted to stay, be a bad
guest and a complete nuisance. I wanted to annoy him, irritate him and sponge off him.
“Thanks a lot, friend. I thought about this, about coming here. All the times we
spent together, the things we did, even the girls we fucked.”
“You fucked them, I tattooed them. And anyway, what are you doing dragging up
the past? It’s done, for Christ’s sakes, so leave it alone. Now is now. And what are you
doing about now?”
“That’s very Zen of you Slash. What am I doing about now? I’m trying to find a
lost friend, put some love into a stale situation, but I can see that certain prejudices, rigid
mind-sets, unswayable erroneous false assumptions have taken over and there is no
possibility for anything but estrangement.”
“You talk like a fucking dictionary. Whatever. It means nothing but shit to me.
Let’s go. By the way, don’t fucking call me Slash again. I hate it. My name is Nathan.”
“What’s in a name?” I said as we walked out of the den.
I sat on a chair in the front hall changing socks. Having warm feet clad in new
socks made me feel I could tackle the world. Jackie came over to me, smiling.
“You know, I was looking through the storage closet and came across this old
coat of Nathan’s. He never wears it.”
She held out an old navy wool coat, Slash came into the hall and glared at Jackie
as if he would hit her, but she looked too sweet to hit. There was so much of a certain
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kind of thing inside of her, I wanted to hug her and tell her “thank you for being alive.”
But, of course, I didn’t.
“Also, this sweater here, and oh...this old pair of gloves. There’s a tiny little hole
by the left thumb...sorry about that but--” She handed me the stuff.
“Okay, well, put the shit on and let’s go,” Slash shouted at me. His daughter came
up behind her mother, hugging her leg, watching me from behind her mother’s body. I
watched back. She looked away. I was the Thanksgiving charity case. Even at her young
age she knew the shame of unwarranted giving. It was a real source of love that came
from Jackie, but it was a real source of indignity that made me turn away from the little
girl’s eyes.
“What size shoe do you wear?” Jackie asked, looking at my shoes.
“My feet are too big for him,” Slash announced with finality as he put on his ski
jacket, jangling the keys.
“Have a good holiday,” Jackie spoke last, and gave me a little hug. The hug felt
like the Grand Canyon opening; I was afraid my whole being would come rushing out at
her embarrassing us both. I held it in, tight, like a God damn window shut and locked.
She saw the window, but I was too scared to let her in, and anyway, her lionhearted
keeper was there, jangling the keys.
Into my hand she pressed something and whispered in my ear:
“Don’t let him see this.”
I put the bills into the pocket of my new coat.
“Nice meeting you all. Have a beautiful holiday.”
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I reached for the door. Slash was already out in the car. I walked toward his new
Grand Cherokee, taking a small look back at Jackie standing at the window.
I imagined her as my wife, they as my kids, and I was just running to the store for
something. Her smile told me we might meet in another time and space, but right now it
was impossible. So long, brother, so long, sister, a moment of love is worth the ensuing
pain.
I reached in my pocket and looked at the bills while Slash was backing out. She’d
dropped $40 on me. This could be thanksgiving and Christmas and--the thought of Hel
popped into my reverie.
“Get in!” Slash shouted. I was tempted to sit in the back seat. That’s how it felt, a
backseat drive. He could be as humiliated as I had been in his house. I opened the door
and climbed in.
“What the fuck you doing? I’m not a damn chauffeur. Now where you want to get
dropped?”
I slumped down in front. He revved the car up with a roar and barreled down the
street.
“Wren Hospital.”
“Oh yeah.”
We rode in silence. There was nothing left to say. Slash had told me his story and
I had told him mine.
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Chapter 9
Lust and Life
Taywan Talbot was on his way to see the love of his life, Samuella Hutch, Sam.
She was tight, she was hot, she was a goddess and her legs were inspirational. Those tits:
he got hard just thinking about them, the sweet curve of her ass, everything about her was
perfection for the manhood of his seventeen years.
He started by showering and shaving. He wanted the skin on his face as smooth as
a baby’s ass, then he sprayed cologne all over his deep brown skin.
He had no idea what he was going to wear. He wasn’t sure if it was masculine to
experience indecision about clothes, but men were just as vanity-struck as women, he
figured, and anyway, he had to feel good about himself. His sense of entitlement was
enormous, but his self-esteem was small. He still had no idea what to wear.
Really, what did it matter when were going to take off their clothes off anyway?
Surely, he reckoned, Sam knew what in hell he looked like, didn’t she? What was
the fuss all about?
Thoughts swam in his undershirt, catching his mind, as he stared into the closet.
The electric blue shirt jumped out at him, but he thought about maybe going soft with the
subtle forest green. Then, there was the multi-colored African thing, giving him an ethnic
appeal. Immediate impact was what he was after, ideally.
He imagined what Sam would be wearing. It wasn’t their first time having sex,
but it was the first time having it in a real bed. They’d done in it his car, in the bathroom
at a party, once, hiding in the storage room at the Copy Shop on Hampton Street where
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Sam worked as sales clerk after school. They’d done it mostly standing up. Right now he
was in the mood for some horizontal experience.
Lying on a mattress would be a nice change for both of them, plus, he’d like to
get a real good look at her breasts and the rest of her. It was hard to concentrate when a
steering wheel was jabbing him in the back, or he feared some geek would walk in and
find him poking his girlfriend in a broom closet.
Sex wasn’t that hard when you were in high school, Taywan thought, you just had
to know a way round the obstacles. He found overcoming obstacles a challenge,
especially when the reward was so sweet. When Sam finally told him about Jerrina’s
place, it felt like the door to ecstasy was finally opening up.

The arrangements were precise. Jerrina’s brother was up in county jail for drug
trafficking and assaulting a police officer. They could hang in his apartment any time
they wanted, Jerrina was keeping an eye on it until he got out. She gave Sam a copy of
the key.
Jerrina’s brother wasn’t a bad guy, really, Jerrina told Sam, he was just a fuck up
and a coke dealer. The apartment was on the West Side, furnished with the chrome and
black West-side freaks favored.
Sam’s job at the Copy House helped her pay for those amazing tight clothes she
wore, and Taywan sure appreciated that. Sam’s real dad wasn’t living with the family, on
account of his heroin habit, but he had a little ho from the motel circuit, slipped Sam a
hundred bucks or so every other week, so Sam was swimming in it. Taywan liked that; a
man needed a woman with resources.
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Jerrina stayed in her brother’s place a lot because she and her mom fought all the
time. Jerrina was doing just fine going to school when she felt like it, though she really
didn’t see the point of school at all, but she did when it suited her. Her mom kept on at
her about the “value of an education” so she stuck it out.
Sam wasn’t like Jerrina. She had real plans and ambitions, she just wasn’t sure
what they were, but they included Taywan and his future plans and ambitions.
“Now look, you just can’t get by on a high school education alone, Jerrina,” Sam
would say to Jerrina.
“Hah. Yeah. You bet. And look at my daddy’s ho--she doing just fine by the looks
of it. He buys all her clothes, new car and everything.”
“Your daddy loves you too.”
“Yeah, but he don’t give me shit.”
“Money isn’t everything.”
“Oh yeah? It ain’t everything when you don’t got any. You ask that boyfriend of
yours—how would he like it if you were broke?”
Sam thought about this a moment.
“You think Taywan…?”
“Likes you for your money? I wouldn’t put it past him.”
“Oh yeah, well, let me tell you, he likes my body better.”
“Just don’t be stupid.”
“What does that mean?”
“You know what that means.”
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Sam’s stepfather was a partner in an architectural firm, and doing very well. Her
mom had four more kids at home, from two other husbands. Step-Daddy supported
everybody…he was an equal opportunity wallet. Her mother was shitty at managing stuff
anyway. No question, her mother had her hands full, and drank a bit when no one was
looking. Maybe that’s where the other money went, who knows? Then there was that
sometime boyfriend her mother had on the side, unquestionably demanding, so she
probably gave him some of the money. Money and the management of it was an
important thing to grasp, Sam realized. Her mother didn’t have it and she would.
“Well, that is all their problem,” Sam told Jerrina. “If my step-daddy wants to fool
himself, who am I to tell him different?”
Sam and Jerrina were best friends and told each other everything. The secrets they
kept for each other were dangerous but neither one of them felt the danger. The thought
of betraying a friend had never occurred to either one of them. Since Sam needed a place
to spend time with Taywan, the friendship had taken on another aspect of usefulness.
Sam’s family was pretty strict about sex before marriage, sex in high school, sex in every
way shape or form, even though her mother had a kid at sixteen who was raised by her
aunt. It just meant that she and Tay had to find a love-nest for their private moments.
Tay’s mother and his house was a frigging jail, she was the Gestapo from what she heard,
always there, always into all her kids’ shit…nobody could sneeze in that house without
her permission.
Thank God for friends, Sam thought, as she got ready for their date.
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Jerrina was getting the apartment ready for Sam and Tay. She threw dishes into
the sink, ran hot water over them, pulled the covers up on the bed, plumped a few pillows
on the couch and emptied the ashtrays.
I’m not their damn maid, she thought. Anyway, they won’t notice much. All they
looking for is a horizontal experience.
She put “En Vogue” on the stereo and finished up the dishes.
Now I got to get out of here and let them have their nookie for a couple of hours.
I’ll go over to the store and scope that dude Duane out.
She filled an ashtray with condoms.
I’m choosing who’s going to poke around my pussy. I’m not free, I’m not easy
and I sure ain’t cheap. I don’t give a damn, they gonna have to pay for my sweet ass. If
Sam gets pregnant--that’s her funeral.
Jerrina’s mind was haunted by ill advised past sexual encounters. Not good ones.
The memories were ugly. Sometimes she had been in danger of being killed; she knew
she’d never go back out on the street. Maybe that skinny ho of her dad’s was right, a
good education might be the only way out.
She once went to bed with a friend of her mom’s—well--bed was hardly the
description. They went at it in the backseat of his new Town and Country. He was a
loser--dicked her in the ass till it hurt, made her come down on him and deep throated her
until she felt like throwing up.
First lay I ever had was horrible, she thought.
The tattoo on his left arm read “Born to Lose.”
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Man, what a loser, too. Thinking about him made her angry all over again. Sucked
my tits so hard they hurt afterwards, she remembered. I wanted to smack him upside the
head, but I couldn’t in that damn car.
She went home and soaked in the tub for two hours after that encounter, but she
still couldn’t wash the ache away. He was a polluted fucker. She told her mother he had
raped her. Her mother really gave it to him and he never came around again.
After that her mother watched Jerrina real good all the time-- her jealous looks
stinging Jerrina’s heart. After all, Jerrina was a good girl, but a good-looking girl, too,
and her mother was past it. After five kids, what could you expect?
No kids, Jerrina thought. I got to keep this body.

Samuella was nearly ready. Taywan was going to meet her at Jerrina’s. Neither
one of them told their parents. Tay’s folks thought he was taking Sam out to a movie or
something. Sam never told her folks jack-shit. They didn’t like movies on a school night.
This time she had to use the movie excuse because she didn’t have another lie.
Sam put on her jade green silk blouse, the one that clung to her body and forced
her nipples to get hard and show through. The Jade earrings her dad gave her for
Christmas fell against her soft neck, lighting up the deep tan of her complexion. She was
a beauty and she knew it. Looking at herself in the mirror, she knew it, smiling, pouting,
eyes turned down and up--those lashes.
Tantalizing, hot, sexy as hell-- that’s what she wanted to be for Tay. She wanted
him to pant and sweat, tear off his clothes, get inside of her quick as possible. No slow
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dance, no waiting, they’d done all that. This time it was lust on a stick and she wanted it
bad.
“Hurry up, hurry up, boy,” she’d say, her breathing coming quick, her heart
beating strong and loud. “Come inside me, come, baby, come...”
And he’d come, just like she said, because she was the goddess of his sex and he
was the sex of her dreams.
Taywan’s a nice boy, she was thinking as she slipped on her black jacket,
covering up the nipples and breasts, so mom wouldn’t see, and I’m a nice girl too, but I
just can’t help my feelings.
Those feelings arouse me and I can’t do nothing about it. In all our sex-ed. classes
they never talk about passion fever, wanting it so bad you want to die, or any of that.
They talk about Sexually Transmitted Diseases, Aids, birth control, abortion, unwanted
babies, adoption, and conception…God! Never about the real deal. It’s all about restraint-responsibility, and love! Never about passion, and passion is all that matters, she
thought.
Fuck me, feelings, she thought as she tripped down the stairs to the front hall.
“Got your key, Samuella?” her mother called from the kitchen.
“Yes, mom, I do.” She opened the front door.
“Be back by ten,” her father said from the family room.
“Ten come on.”
“It’s a school night.”
“Eleven-thirty—please?”
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There was a moment’s pause. Her dad walked out of the family room into the
hall.
“Listen girl, what you doing with that young man?”
“Nothing—we’re just going to a movie and it doesn’t let out until 11:15 and then
we wanted to go and grab a burger or something.”
“Twelve…but only just this once and don’t do no drinking and driving. I want
you and that car back safe.” He smiled at her, walked over and gave her a little kiss on
the cheek. She ached, wanting to tell him about how mom was betraying him with boys
half his age, but she could not. Impossible to dash the hopes and dreams of a man so nice,
even if he was half-white like they said.
White blood runs through all our black veins she thought. Anyway, she didn’t
believe there was much white in his veins, he was too dark.
Her step-dad went back to the family room. Sam checked her lipstick in the hall
mirror, sprayed some perfume into the air and walked into it. Grabbing her keys, she left.
Sam’s mother heard the door slam and walked over to the family room.
“Carl.”
“Yes baby.”
“Come in the kitchen, I want to talk to you.”
Carl obeyed, leaving the kids to sort the game out on their own. In the kitchen,
smells were pungent, sharp and good to his senses. Coffee brewed.
“Don’t like that Jerrina girl, no way.”
“She’s not out with Jerrina tonight.”
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“Living on her own, in high school,” Sam’s mother went on, ignoring Carl,
“getting money from where, we don’t know, her mother carrying on with a known drug
offender. Don’t like it one little bit but then—“
“Sam’s a good girl and she knows right from wrong, you taught her that, didn’t
you?”
“I did,” she said, caught off-guard.
“She got good grades, she’s nothing to complain about dear.”
“She wears see-through blouses without a bra.”
Carl burst into laughter.
“So what, baby! Come here.”
She moved into his strong, big arms, he kissed her, transforming her anxiety for a
moment.
“I just think Jerrina is a bad influence,” she spoke into his neck. “I mean Carl—
are you listening?”
“Yeah, you bet, babe.” He kissed her eyebrow.
“Listen, with a body like Sam has—well, she’d better be careful. We don’t want
accidents, do we?”
“No,” Carl said slipping his strong hands inside of her blouse, feeling her breasts
and her nipples harden under his touch.
Carl went back to the den and the kids, Sam’s mother slipped back into the world
of murder and lost souls on television.
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Taywan chose a black sweater emphasizing his expansive chest. It was cold out
and he didn’t want to wear a coat. He sprayed a liberal amount of cologne under his
armpits and over his crotch, taking care of any odors lingering from this morning’s
masturbation.
He wondered if his dad masturbated as much as he did when he was seventeen. It
was a useless query; he wasn’t even sure his dad remembered what sex was like. He often
listened in the night but didn’t hear the moaning, groaning and crying that Sam said she
could hear coming from her parent’s bedroom.
Oh fuck that shit, he thought. His parents probably didn’t have any more energy
for sex anyway. I got to get out of here.
He grabbed his jacket and started down the stairs. No one was home, thank god.
They were both at work.
He opened the fridge, grabbed a beer and took his keys off the counter.
Sam was nervous when she arrived at Jerrina’s. As soon as she knocked, Jerrina
was out the door.
“The microwave’s fucked,” Jerrina said and left.
Sam wandered the apartment like a fool, not knowing what to do until Taywan
arrived. She adjusted her hair six times. Up, down. Up or down. Up was sexy and down
was wild, it depended on where she was heading with the image. She didn’t know.
In the bathroom she checked her lipstick, pulled her pants down to check her butt.
Were those love handles around her hips? Her breasts were perfect, that she knew, and
Taywan was over the top about them. He was always going on and on about her breasts.
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I’ll pull my blouse off right away and let him feast on that, then get my pants off
and slip into bed before he can notice the love handles, she thought.
The apartment--two rooms in an old house. Nothing to write home about, and
Jerrina was a lousy housekeeper, Sam noticed. Shit was everywhere. She looked with
disdain at the ugly yellow stains on the wall behind the kitchen sink.
At least the bedroom was decent. The bed was made. Sam noticed the remains of
a joint in an ashtray on the bed table, next to the other ashtray filled with condoms. Sam
shoved the ashtray with the condoms underneath the bed.
On the dresser lay a pair of Jerrina’s net stockings and three bottles of face cream,
an old dirty hairbrush and a used condom. Sam grabbed a Kleenex from the bathroom
and gingerly threw the condom in the toilet, flushing it. Opening the top dresser drawer
she found crumpled panties and bras, a half-open lipstick and a Tampax.
Jesus, Sam thought, what a slob. I’d never keep a place like this if I had my own
place. I’d decorate it and make it really sweet. Anyway, Tay and I are gonna have a
beautiful home someday. He’ll be an architect (that was Tay’s latest dream) and we’ll
have a magnificent place on a beach somewhere.
She ran her hand along the dusty mirror above the dresser just as the bell rang.
Her heart sped up; she could hardly breath.
Don’t answer right away, she thought. Make him wait. I’m cool about this.
She placed her hand on her chest, felt her heart race and tried to calm herself. She
checked her face one more time, smoothed her hair out, and walked deliberately to the
door. Her heart slowed down.
Here we go.
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Oh God, he’s here. Am I ready? Jesus, Jesus, Jesus…
He grabbed her as soon as the door opened.
“Baby, I missed you.”
They hugged tight, clinching, sighing, breathing; hardly breathing. Shit, life was
wonderful.
Clutching at each other, they staggered into the bedroom and started tearing their
clothes off. There wasn’t time to look at each other’s bodies. Her body, the roots of her
hair, inside of her vagina, all throbbed with sensations and undulations she could hardly
recognize. He panted with excitement, unbuttoning his fly.
“Hey babe..hey..” Tay trailed after her on to the bed, grabbing her ass. All selfconsciousness was gone. The two leaped under the covers. A sudden silence came over
them both as they realized the sacredness of the moment they were about to embark on.
Sam lay quiet, her breathing shallow, watching Tay’s brown eyes as his hands touched
her body.
“Oh baby, this is beautiful,” he whispered. She laughed. He ran his strong hands
over her belly, kissing her everywhere, making shivers go up and down her spine. Along
her magnificent back, her thighs, her wonderful soft, moist brown skin. He was dwelling
in the magnificence of his dreams. She was the color of deep cocoa.
What a beautiful African woman I got, Tay thought as he entered her. She is
superb, a wondrous thing to behold.
His romantic thoughts slid all over his mind in biblical syntax. He wished he was
capable of reciting poetry, but all he knew were lines from songs.
“Poetry in motion, baby--” he began. Sam giggled.
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“What?”
“Never mind.”
Her breathing quickened with his every move, he couldn’t hold back and he had
to hold back. It was a god damn biblical moment and he knew it. They both screamed at
the same time, exhaling their breath and laying still, waiting for the next wave.
“Shit, Tay—the condom.”

Chapter 10
Avoidance

Eddie spent the next few days after being canned pretending to go to work, just as
always. He’d stash a few bottles of whiskey in the car and drive all over town drinking
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and listening to music. When he got tired he’d go to a restaurant in a part of town where
nobody knew him and just sit there, nursing coffee and a piece of pie. He did this
everyday just so he did not have to confront Brenda with the news that he’d lost his job,
but he knew it could not last and sooner or later he’d have to tell her.
Thinking about telling made him fearful. He feared that a bag of shit from his
insides would open up and the puss of his real self would come oozing out all over his
loved ones, infecting them with his inner disease. At various intervals during the day he
was overcome with a sickening rush of energy he could not control. He saw his ugliness
all over the place. He could handle himself only when he drank.
Eddie’s fear was that Brenda would leave him, and then, where would he be? He
hated the scared feeling, the desperation and dependence that cleaved him to her. He
hated the symbiotic existence; the frightening choking he felt, as if his entire world would
fall apart without her. It was not manly to feel sick and scared. It was the reason he was
afraid to tell her.
Every time she spoke, every time her lips moved-- that sound, the noise coming
out of her throat, made him angry, made him want to disappear in shame. She shamed
him by her very presence. Something crouching inside of him was ugly and she knew it.
Her life, her vitality, all brought him closer to annihilation.
The third night after being fired Eddie came home after driving around drinking
all day and crawled into bed. He turned on the TV in the bedroom and became
mesmerized by some tabloid show. Tabloid TV was his favorite pastime. It was the only
thing television was good for, anyway, he figured.
Brenda came into the bedroom and started to turn off the TV.
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“Hey!” Eddie protested.
“What’re you watching this stuff for?” she asked and left it on.
“Let’s not pretend TV has any redeeming qualities,” Eddie slurred from the bed.
”Let’s exploit people and show the true worth of the human race. The medium is best
used as a device to display the total depravity of the human condition. What right do they
have to personal privacy anyway? Personal privacy is a myth.”
“What?” Brenda said, as she cleaned up and left. All is right with my world,
Eddie thought, legs splayed out in front of him, comatose on the bed, watching ordinary
people making fools of themselves.
He was on his fourth glass of whiskey since coming home, cruising for a sixth,
chasing each with peppermint schnapps-- the schnapps bottle sat next to the bed.
Brenda came back into the bedroom. Her cheerfulness made Eddie want to smack
her.
“How was your day?” he slurred out.
She grabbed the schnapps bottle.
“You had enough, Eddie.”
“Fine.”
She left with the bottle, returning a minute later.
“You don’t talk much about your Parch Street crowd these days.”
“Not much to say.”
Brenda lay on the bed next to Eddie. He put his hand on her breast. She was
dozing off.
“Brenda…”
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“Children with no daddy…I worry about them,” she spoke sleepily, turning
toward Eddie.
He wanted to make love to her but sex with Brenda was a myth. The act was
impossible to even imagine. He couldn’t sustain an erection around her even when he
wanted to; his penis would not comply.
Things would always start out like this; them lying in bed, he getting mentally
aroused, she totally receptive and then fizzle out to nothing. After a minute or two he’d
move around, the whole thing would go limp, he’d lie there like a jerk.
She used to give him oral sex, but he couldn’t handle the sweet, solicitous way
she went about it. It made him feel nasty and he didn’t want to feel nasty about Brenda. It
was easier to let it go. Oral sex didn’t satisfy her anyway.
Brenda reached over and touched him.
“Stop it.”
“Why, honey?”
“You know why.”
She moved off him, turned over and sighed. Her gentle breathing told him she
was faking sleep. He’d have to fake it too. After many nights like this they stopped
discussing it. It was easier to let it slide.
People thought Eddie was a man of passion, and he thought so too. He knew deep
down somewhere inside there was a passionate man that Brenda had not seen. He could
certainly murder any asshole that touched his wife. He could murder any asshole, period.
He could murder her, too, then dump the kids with Brenda’s parents and run like hell.
These thoughts made Eddie feel like a passionate man.
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Murder and sex are close, he thought. Murder and sex and violence, they’re all the
same thing.
It’s not that simple, the other side of his mind countered, out loud.
“What’d you say, baby?” Brenda stirred on the bed.
“Nothing. Just thinking out loud.”
She rubbed his stomach. He loved it. It made him feel like a cat.
“I was just thinking about—I don’t know--shit.”
“Come on,” she egged him on.
“Murderers. They’re sexy bastards, what do you think?”
“What’s going on in that mind of yours?’
“Murder. You know-—“
“What?”
“Never mind. Just television. You know, they all look good on TV, great clothes,
too much money, they get paid a lot, don’t they, honey?”
“Who?”
“Actors.”
“Actors. Yeah. They get paid a lot. I thought we were talking about-“
“I don’t know.”
He flopped back down on the bed. She stopped rubbing his stomach and kissed
his ear.
“Night, honey.”
“Night.”
More soft, gentle breathing. He tapped her.
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“How do you feel being married to me?”
“You under pressure,” she said.
“Yeah, yeah, but, would you ever consider—would you let another—“
“No Eddie,” Brenda turned over, allowing mind and body to relax.
“Sure? Sure? You don’t get frustrated, don’t wish—“
“I’m trying to sleep,” she whispered.
“Let’s go away somewhere,” he said, but she was really asleep this time.
He looked at the clock. The angry red digital reminder of time made his stomach
sour.
“I have vacation time coming, we got all this shit to do, catch up on bills, but still,
I think we can swing it.”
Eddie was talking to the muted television.
“I’ll see what I can do.”
How could she go to sleep like that when he was talking about taking a vacation?
Brenda had always wanted a magazine marriage, Eddie realized. Sterile, clean and
fucking boring. Something viable, passionate and real was too honest, too exciting for her
gentle nature.
“Oh,” she woke with a start. “Got to put in a load of laundry. Too early for bed.”
She swung herself off the bed and left clean, leaving just a whiff of anger and
disappointment hanging in the air behind her. Eddie curled up inside of himself. The
stomach pain had moved to his arms and chest, he couldn’t breathe easily.
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He rolled on to his back and panted for a minute, trying to ride out the nausea and
pain and gather thoughts that scattered in all kinds of crazy directions. Gradually the pain
subsided, he rolled on his side exhausted and fell into a sweaty, dismal sleep.
The pain became sharp. He sat up in bed. It was 3 AM. Where had he been?
Brenda was sleeping beside him. Pain would not go away.
He stumbled to the bathroom, opened the toilet and threw up. Afterwards the pain
was still there.
“Brenda, Brenda,” he called, crouching on the bathroom floor, clutching his
stomach.
“Brenda, Brenda.” No answer. He decided to let the pain do its business. He let go
of all attempts to control it.
Eddie lost consciousness.

The ambulance is taking a damn long time, Brenda thought. She looked anxiously
out the window. Finally, they arrived and she led them to Eddie slumped on the bathroom
floor.
Emergency was quiet that night.
He had an acute bowel obstruction. Probably something he ate didn’t digest
properly.
The alcoholic content in his bloodstream was alarming. The doctor was
concerned. Brenda listened.
He was given something to clean out his colon and a prescription for tranquilizers.

Nameless the Hero

Page 147

147
10/26/13

Brenda sat in the chair near the gurney in the emergency cubicle. Eddie dozed off.
She touched his hand and he startled awake.
“Sorry about this,” he said. His body felt like shit.
“Never mind. I got to go back home and get the kids off to school.”
“Can’t Tay do that?”
“Tay didn’t come home last night.”
“What?”
“I didn’t want to worry you.”
“Shit.”
Eddie rolled over on his side.
Why the fuck can’t they make hospital beds more comfortable? You’d think they
would realize the sick need comfort when they’re sick.
“I’m sorry.”
Brenda left the room and cried a little to herself, in the hallway. It didn’t last long.
He wasn’t worth it, she figured. There seemed to be no point to any of this. When she
came back into the room Eddie was getting dressed.
“I get to go now,” he said, putting on his watch.
They drove home in silence.
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Chapter 11
Hospital
Slash roared away after dropping me off at Wren hospital. I was a lost soul on
Thanksgiving. We didn’t say goodbye or make any kind of polite references toward
seeing each other in the future. We both knew our friendship had no future. I got his old
coat; he got his life.
The place was noisy. People get injured on holidays. Celebration creates anxiety.
I asked a volunteer at the desk what room Helen Silverstein was in. She looked on her
computer.
“I don’t show her anywhere. When was she checked in?”
“We came into emergency this morning.”
She looked again.
“I’ll make a call.”
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Looking around me I saw the aftermath of being human on a holiday.
“Room #471, Intensive Care Unit. Up the hall there, to your left, take the elevator
to the fourth floor, turn right.”
“Thanks.”
Hel was sleeping when I walked in, resting peacefully with oxygen tubing in her
nose. Machines made strange, clicking noises from the other beds. IV’s were everywhere.
The curtains were drawn around Hel’s bed.
In the next bed was a middle-aged woman watching television suspended from
the ceiling. A nurse came in.
“You the husband?”
“No.”
“Brother?”
The nurse looked me up and down.
“She took some medication, she’ll be sleeping for a while. You know, we got an
extra Thanksgiving meal up here for you. Do you want it? She didn’t eat hers.”
Nurse scribbled something on the chart and shoved me aside.
“She’s not in a coma, is she?” I asked.
The nurse laughed.
“No, just sleeping.”
She took Hel’s pulse. I sank into the reclining chair, looking at the machines at
the other bed across the room.
“When’s she gonna wake up?”
“Don’t wake her. The Doctor will be in tomorrow bright and early.”
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I looked at the tray sitting on the stand next to Hel’s bed.
“I’m not real hungry now, I just ate.”
“Well, you did, did you? Suit yourself. I’ll call the orderly to come and take it
away.”
I felt I ought to placate her and tell her I was grateful, but I didn’t have the energy.
I sank into the chair and lost all will to move.
“I could have the juice, or the pie.” I slid the chair closer to the tray.
“Knock yourself out. Be back later. If she wakes and needs help push the call
button.”
She pointed to the call button attached to a cord sitting next to Hel’s right hand.
The nurse went on to the next bed. What a relief. Now, it was the just the sound of
the machines and the Goddamn television. I heard the sound of game shows. Always
games shows in hospitals. Game shows were invented for people waiting around the sick.
Game shows make the well feel sicker and more frustrated; they accentuate the agony of
the moment, and burn it into the memory banks.
Contestants: the tiny and the big stare blankly and stupidly into the camera as they
are shown their dreams. For just a little humiliation, just a little shame, just a little
embarrassment, just a little retarded behavior, they can have it all! A vacation for four to
Orlando Florida and Disneyworld!
I was feeling sick and went into the bathroom. I saw myself in the mirror. I was
not a young man anymore. I was on my way to becoming—
I splashed cold water on my face. I hadn’t shaved in days. My beard was
disgusting. I inspected my teeth. They looked scummy and rotten, with no one to speak in
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their defense. I looked shipwrecked and ragged, like a dishtowel that had soaked up the
residue of several dirty weeks in an unkempt house. I was just not pleasant to look at. My
eyes had taken on that glazed blankness I had seen in other people’s eyes when they’d
been on the street too long, people who live in Missions and sleep in camp beds at the
Salvation Army. They all have a certain look. They’ve scrounged for food too many days
out of the year, they’ve lost hope last year doing time in an unfriendly church or a big
city Mission, they haven’t worn underwear in years, they are afraid to scratch themselves
too hard, they were like me, I realized as I looked at myself.
I hated what I had become, even though what I had become was certainly the
result of who I was. Free choice at work. I chose and it brought me here, above the
timberline; living apart from the world like an animal. I was free of the Capitalist
Monster but I had created a new Monster: The Street Mystic, a totally new by-product of
our modern culture. Instead of pride, instead of money I had something different. I had
my Holy Shame.
Shame washed over me, shame brought tears to my eyes. I cried in the bathroom
of the hospital while Hel lay in the bed, and I was not sure I could stop. I was crying in
the bathroom in the hospital where Hel lay because I could not help myself. Flying above
the timberline wasn’t all as romantic as it seemed. I cried about losing the only friend I
never had, because there were no friends in the Zen Cave I had crawled into, because I
was not sure I knew how I had entered the cave, and I sure as hell didn’t know how to get
out.
Hel moaned and I walked over to her. Sickness scared me and I had no idea about
bedside manners. I was known for Gliding, more of a ball bearing man, smooth sliding,
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keep it free, don’t mix it up for me or I clutch and grope and slide into uselessness. Her
moaning continued so I felt I had to do something.
“Hel. It’s me. What’s up?”
I waved my hand over her face.
“Hel, do you want me to call your parents?“
Hel looked up with agitation.
“Shut up, Nameless.”
I didn’t want to upset her. It was not a good time. She started to moan something.
I couldn’t understand her.
“Spell it, will you?” I said. “Or write it down.”
I looked around and found a napkin on the tray and one of those useless pencils
hospitals give out for menus selection. I held the pad over her face and put the pencil in
her hand. The IV’s running out of her arm, taped on with gauze and adhesive, made it
difficult for her to move her arm to write. I steadied her elbow and she scribbled
something I couldn’t read. I shook my head. She turned hers to the side.
“Let’s try again. Here.”
I held the pad up and gave her the pencil again. With monumental effort she wrote
two words:
“Call Button.”
I looked at the pad. Call button? That’s the profound information her entire being
was straining to convey? I pointed to the button next to her left hand. She couldn’t see it,
so I held it up.
“Here it is, babe, your personal call button. Push it when you need it.”
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She smiled a million-dollar smile. It gave her ten more years of life. She closed
her eyes and relaxed. The whole conversation took fifteen minutes and exhausted us both.
I flopped back down into the recliner and started to drift off. Quiet time on the
ward had come upon us; that time before visiting hours, after dinner, just after rounds,
game shows over, news on television. You could hear something in the hallway, but it
was muffled. A floor polisher went droning by, doors shut and opened, cries and moans
came from far away, bells and intercom announcements could be heard. There was a
peaceful hum outside the door.
The lady in the bed next to Hel heaved herself over the side and shuffled to the
bathroom, wheeling her IV next to her. There was no interchange between us, no
acknowledgement. When you’re sick, you can dispense with protocol. Hel slept on and
on. I let my mind go fuzzy with fragments of memory and recollection, gliding into the
game show world of the in-between.
It must have been about 2 AM. I could hear the rustling of uniforms next to me,
an urgent energy pervading the space. I opened my eyes and looked over to the bed. Hel
was sitting up alarmingly erect, eyes wide open, staring straight out, hands clutching the
sheets. I got up and went over to her.
“What’s the matter, you see a ghost?”
She didn’t answer me, but just kept staring with her eyes. I sensed she was
contacting another living record to retrieve knowledge. She smiled a moment and flopped
back down on the bed. I looked down at her placing my hand on her arm. Her mouth
began to move but no sound came out. I pressed my hand to her forehead and she turned
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toward me and looked, finally recognizing who I was. Her eyes softened and the face
went slack.
“What’s up? Where are we??”
“Wren Hospital.”
“How’d I get here?”
“Remember? Those people gave us a ride.”
“What people?”
“Those people--”
“I want to get out of here.”
She tried to sit up but I pushed her back down.
“Not now. You’re not going anywhere now.”
“You need to work on that bedside manner.”
“I’m new at this.”
“I’m not staying here, Nameless, I don’t even have--” She turned her head away
from me and stopped mid-sentence, staring at the curtain separating her bed from the next
one. She must have stared at that curtain for five minutes. I thought she might have
forgotten what we were talking about. I looked down and she had fallen back to sleep,
clenching and unclenching the sheet with her hand.
Hunger overtook me and I decided to check out the tray sitting on the cart in the
corner of the room. Stale pie and ginger ale, stuffing that tasted like cardboard. I wolfed it
down and went for a walk down the hall to see if there was any coffee going.
The nurse’s station was a hub of activity.
I shuffled up.
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“Hi, I’m with Hel. Could you spare some coffee?”
The nurse looked up.
“Sure.”
She reached over to the coffee machine behind her and poured black coffee into a
Styrofoam cup.
“Has she got any family around here?”
“I don’t know,” I said, sipping the sludge she handed me. “I haven’t got a clue.”
“Okay,” she said and went back to paperwork.
I stood in the hallway, losing track of myself.
“Hello. Hello?” I heard a voice.
It was Goddamn Talbot. How in hell did he get here? The guy had antennae.
“What are you doing here?” I spit at him.
“I been worried about you all. Went over to your digs on Parch and couldn’t find
either one of you. Caught Betty and she said she thought you went to a friend’s. Then I
went over to Al’s, he didn’t have a clue. I started calling around and on a hunch, called a
few hospitals. I had a feeling—“
“Congratulations shit head for having great intuition, now get the hell out of
here.”
“You’re going to have to be quiet,” the nurse said. We moved away from the
desk.
“This shit head thinks he can ferret us out anywhere!”
I pointed my thumb at Eddie.
“I’m gonna try to get over to you later.”
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“Don’t bother, we got things under control,” I told him. He laughed.
“Well, take it easy, Nameless, and I’ll catch you later,” the condescending bastard
walked off.
I ambled back to the room. A nurse was taking Hel’s pulse and smoothing her
sheets.
“You might want to stay outside for a minute. I need to do a sponge bath.”
I decided to go to the cafeteria and give myself a meal with some of the wad
Jackie dropped on me. Talbot showing up really irked me. As I stepped out into the
hallway the station nurse stopped me.
“Why don’t you step over here?” she said.
“What for?”
I reached into my pocket and found it empty—the wad of money was gone. How
could that be?
“What’s wrong?” she said.
How the hell could it be? $40 lost, gone! The loss put me into a state of panic.
What the hell happened to it? I was confused. Why did Eddie show up here? Did he steal
it? Maybe I never had it in the first place. Maybe I had never gone to Slash’s house;
maybe I’d imagined the whole thing. Maybe this whole day had been a fantasy and I
would go back to the old homestead and find Hel hanging out with her stockings and shit.
The whole damn day was a wash, I decided. Thanksgiving. Give and take; have
and have not, lose and lose and lose. And what a fool I was, thinking I could resurrect
that whole friendship thing with Slash. Maybe Jackie had only given me two dollars and I
thought it was more. Maybe Slash took it out of my pocket when I wasn’t looking.
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Maybe it dropped out when I got out of his car. Maybe I am going insane and I don’t
know anything.
I tried to drop these thoughts. They were leading nowhere. The cafeteria was out.
I could hang out by the lobby and panhandle. Thanksgiving was a panhandler’s holiday. I
seriously considered that as a plan.
The nurse held my arm.
“Are you all right?”
“Yeah, I’m fine. I just need to go down to the lobby and look for some people I'm
expecting.”
Down in the lobby people looked urgent and sad. The volunteer Pink Lady was
off sleeping, eating or taking a leak. There wasn’t a soul to beg from, it was slim
pickings. An old guy with overalls hunched over the newspaper machine. I decided to hit
up on him.
“’Scuse me,” I said to his back.
He turned around. He looked like he’d stayed in the lobby all night.
“Can you spare a bit for my breakfast?”
“Yesterday’s or today’s?” he asked and smiled at me.
“Either one,” I replied.
“You bet,” he said and walked away from me. Maybe he was deaf. Maybe I’d lost
my touch. A police car parked outside the glass doors deterred me from following him.
Maybe begging was not such a grand idea.
I took the elevator back up to the floor. For the first time I found myself wishing
for some help, but was ashamed of myself for even indulging in the wish. I hated the
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concept of family and the reality was even worse. I just wished someone would lay some
money on me.
There it is. Starvation will make you wish for anything, even the presence of
boneheads. Hunger makes a fool of us all, and if it isn’t physical hunger, then it’s hunger
for something else.
It’s always something. We want things we think we can’t live without. That’s
hunger. It makes a beggar out of one, a thief out of another. Everybody’s one or the other,
beggar or thief, but no one wants to admit it.
Except for the humans that have learned to glide, we’re all just eating off each
other’s plate. True Gliders are givers, they feed on what needs to be fed on and
concentrate on something else. Like, helping others find the trough. It’s all about
appetite. Yours, theirs and the World’s. Everyone’s hungry and we all want to devour
whatever we can, whatever’s before us. Some even want to devour other people, and then
the jealous and miserable devour themselves. The voracious appetite of the human
condition threatens to eat the entire realm of possibility up. Then we’ll be left with
nothing. Insects will grow larger and take over.
When I got back to the fourth floor Hel’s door was closed. I pushed it open. She
was in a clean gown; they’d combed her hair. She looked terrible and she looked better
than she had in a long time. A doctor was there, looking over the chart. He smiled at me.
“You the father or brother?”
“Uncle, if I could find a way to mix our blood. But really, just someone who
knows her inside out.”
He reached for my hand.
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“Nameless.”
“Nameless?” he asked.
“Yeah.”
“Do you know her family in Rapid City?”
“I don’t know the particulars of her family or her history. I know some of her
stories, the ones that fit.”
“We’ve tracked down information through social services. I spoke to Edward
Talbot. We’ve called her family. Her parents and sister are on their way.”
“Great.”
I wished the fluorescent lights would explode right then.
Maybe I was jealous. I used to be the only person Hel needed. I was her family.
All at once, a new family arrives on the scene. Maybe I hadn’t done such a good job.
“It’s my fault, I guess.”
“What?” He looked at me.
“Maybe she wouldn’t be sick if I had—“
“It’s got nothing to do with you.”
“Well, but it does, it does. I mean, I was supposed to take care of shit, wasn’t I?”
“You can’t be expected to take care of everything can you?” he asked.
“You can't even take care of yourself,” Hel spoke from the bed.
“Now, let’s not affix blame anywhere,” Doc broke in. “Your family is coming
soon, and I am sure they’ll be glad to see you.”
“Well, I won’t be glad to see them.”
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He smiled and wrote something on her chart, then put his hand on my arm and
pulled me aside.
“Can I talk to you a minute?”
We walked out into the hallway.
“Her situation is serious, Mr. Nameless. She has Hepatitis C. We’re pumping her
with antibiotics; it’s going to take a while. She’ll have to go home and let her family care
for her for a while.”
“Is she dying?”
“No, she’ll be able to make a full recovery. It just takes time.”
I felt like those cheesy westerns where the hombre asks the local doc “how long.’s
ee got”, pacing around in cowboy boots, slinging a gun. Only, I didn’t have a gun. All I
had was my mouth. I wished I was wearing a gun right then so I could shoot myself, then
I’d shoot Hel too, and save us both the whole process.
“It’s hard to make predictions about how long it’ll take.”
“I better tell her, I guess.”
“Oh, don’t worry, Mr. Nameless. Her family is coming. We’re fully equipped for
counseling here in the hospital. Let’s just make sure she’s comfortable and relaxed, that’s
what matters now.”
“I have a problem with disease,” I said. “It just seems to so unfair. I mean to have
to deal with it in the midst of all our other problems, don’t you think? I mean, haven’t we
enough to worry about on earth, we gotta constantly be ready to die?”
“She’s not going to die. This kind of thing happens. In a few months or so she’ll
be right as rain.”
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“Don’t you wish you could wave a magic wand and just rid the world of death
and disease? You being a doctor and everything.”
“I think immortality would be a nightmare, don’t you?”
“I don’t know, Doctor, I don’t know. Immortality, in the body I got, maybe that
would be a disaster, but there are some bodies out there I wouldn’t mind inhabiting
forever.”
He laughed.
“You need a shower, a shave and a good meal, what do you say? Where do you
live?”
“I’m between places right now.” I didn’t want this guy to think I was a bum; I
liked him. I wanted him to respect me.
“You know, we have showers and sleeping quarters here for the interns and
residents. I could arrange to—“
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a five.
“--And buy some breakfast in the cafeteria. I could probably find a change of
clothes if you need it. There’s a razor dispenser in the bathroom, and, here, let me get a
nurse to set you up with everything.”
He walked over to a nurse and had some words. She came over to me, dyed red
hair, fat and scary. She grabbed a couple of towels off a cart and motioned for me to
follow her.
“Thanks Doc!” I called to his back. He raised one arm and kept walking.
“So, your friend is sick?”
“Yeah.”
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“Tough break.”
We arrived at a door marked Staff Only. Inside were skinny tan lockers and
several cots. Another door led to the showers.
“You can shower and shave in the bathroom. Here—“
She handed me a plastic bag with a tiny toothbrush and toothpaste and a yellow
plastic comb in it.
“About clothes, we really don’t have—“
“It’s okay, I’ve been wearing these clothes a long time. They’re fine.”
“If you don’t mind my saying, it’s not great to put dirty clothes on a clean body.
You know, cleanliness is next to godliness.”
I looked at her. If she represented Godliness, then send me to hell, please.
“Maybe I can look around. One of the residents might have something around.
There’s a bunch of unclaimed stuff in the laundry.”
She looked me up and down.
“You’re pretty thin. Here’s a gown. Wear this until we find something.”
I took the gown.
Some part of me thought it might be bad luck to dress in a hospital gown when I
wasn’t sick, but events were tumbling down in a kind of order I had no control of.
Hot water felt wonderful all over my skin. After shaving, I inspected my face real
close. I could actually see myself. The aging process was delineated in detail all over my
face. The wrinkles, the creases; the lines…it was all beginning to cave in.

Nameless the Hero

Page 163

163
10/26/13

The God damn death thought crept in while I looked at the crevices that had
become my face. I wanted to at least meet Hel’s parents and make sure she was going to
be well taken care of.
I combed my hair with the little yellow plastic comb. My hair was the youngest
thing about me. It broke the comb. I folded my clothes and left them on a bench outside
the shower. I kept the socks. They were a souvenir from Slash.
Combed, cleaned and shaved, wearing a hospital gown, I went back to the ward.
“Can I help you?”
“What happened to red hair?”
“She’s off duty.”
“She said she’d get me some clothes.”
“What room are you in?”
“I’m not a patient here, I’m—“
“Then why are you dressed in a hospital gown?”
“I’m a friend of a patient. The nurse, red head—“
“I told you, she’s off duty. Now, let me take you back to your room.”
“And I told you, I’m not a patient here.”
She looked at me.
“Are you from the fifth floor, is that it? Did you—accidentally wander down
here?”
“I’m not on the fifth floor, I don’t have a room. I’m visiting Helen Silverstein.
The nurse, the red-headed one, said—“
“Kathy’s off duty. She just went home.
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“Oh shit.”
She bent down and went back to her paperwork.
I was stuck. No clothes, in limbo. It was a ridiculous state, but I wasn’t feeling
ridiculous right then. I looked at the clock. It was almost seven. Hopefully some sort of
resolution would occur before absolute shit hit the fan.
“Thanks,” I told her.
I ambled back into Hel’s room. The tray was there, but she wasn’t eating. Her
skin was paler than I’d ever seen it; her hair was matted from sweat. Hel sleeping, her
breathing coming in gasps, irregular. Where were the red-haired nurses when you needed
them?
I looked around, wondering how long I would have to hang out here, in a hospital
gown, without any real official reason for being. At least I was clean. I picked at her
breakfast tray, coffee lukewarm, toast okay after I smeared it with one of those little
things of strawberry jam.
After the toast I must have fallen asleep. Every so often some kind of clouded
vision would enter the room, then I would sink back into sleep. No one seemed to notice.
I thought I saw a breakfast cart roll by, but I was too deep into whatever world I was in to
really notice it much.
My eyes popped open and there were two little people dwarfed in huge winter
coats standing over me.
“Don’t know who he is. What’s he doing in our daughter’s room? Doesn’t this
hospital have security?” came the woman’s voice.
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The woman had gray hair in tight, frizzy curls. The man had no hair and glasses.
They looked like penguins on a holiday from the Salvation Army. Behind them stood a
tall girl about twenty-five-- as unlike Hel as anyone could be.
“Hello,” the man spoke. “I’m Irving Silverstein. This is my wife Rita. Are you a
friend of our daughter’s?”
“Yes,” I told him. I hated having the damn hospital gown on me. They walked
over to the bed, standing over Hel.
Rita touched Hel’s sweaty face.
“Oh, my god, poor little Helen. Look here, Irv.”
Irv touched Hel and put his arm around Rita.
“It’s gonna be all right.”
“Why are you sitting here?” Irv turned to me.
“It’s a long story.”
Hel opened her eyes.
“Hi dad.”
Irv bent down and kissed Hel on the chin.
“Where’s mom?”
Rita moved into Hel’s eye-line.
“She’s right here.”
“Nameless?”
“Yeah?”
Irv and Rita turned toward me together.
“You two know each other?” Rita asked.

Nameless the Hero

Page 166

166
10/26/13

“What’s going on here? Can you give us a straight answer?" Irv asked, testy.
“We’re roommates,” Hel told them.
“You and…him?”
I saw myself from Irv’s eyes.
The tall, young woman came up to me.
“I’m Alexis, Helen’s sister.” She shook my hand. It was surprising Hel had a
sister who was an Amazon.
“I’m not a patient here.”
“But, then, why are you wearing that gown?”
“I took a shower and they took my clothes.”
Irv turned around to look at me with penetrating gray eyes.
“Why are you talking so loud? Alexis, come over here and talk to your sister.”
Alexis walked over to the bed and looked down at Hel, who broke into an
amazing grin. They slapped hands.
“Hey babe…what’s up?”
“Is it you? You look great.” Alex looked back at Rita stroking Hel’s face and
patting her little white hand.
“We love you so much sweetheart. The doctor--” Rita started to cry and Irv
stroked her back.
“How did they find you?”
“Rita, let me take your coat.” Irving took off his heavy black coat, placing it on
the chair and helped Rita with hers. Alex took the coats and put them in the locker by the
bathroom. The dwarfs looked even smaller without their coats. Irv looked over at me.

Nameless the Hero

Page 167

167
10/26/13

“Could you go back to your room and leave us alone with our daughter?”
“Nameless,” Hel began.
“Look, I said, I don’t have a room.“
Irv looked at me with menace in his eyes. I was sure the man would hit me. It was
just a look, but it carried with it all the judgment I feared, the eye of disdain, the eye of
disapproval and mockery. They wanted to back me into a corner and force me away. His
eyes said, let us get on with our business.
I wasn’t very happy about where things had got to. I had no place, but there was
no place else. It was Death Watch, and I was the uninvited guest that nobody wanted, but
nobody could get rid of either.
“I’m going down to get coffee. Anybody want some?” Alex broke into the
silence.
“Get me one, black. Rita?”
Rita shook her head. Alex left. She didn’t bother asking me, not that I expected it,
on the other hand, I was miffed she didn’t offer anyway. Hel fell asleep. Rita sat in the
chair, pulling out a book from one of her bags. I continued to stand in the corner of the
room.
“We’re staying at the Holiday Inn just down the street from here. You live
nearby?” Irv said as he pulled up a chair next to Rita.
“No.”
Rita peered over her glasses.
“You really ought to get some clothes if you’re not actually a patient here.”
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“Some nurse took my stuff,” I replied. “Said she’d get me something from the lost
and found, but then she went off-duty, and—“
“I see,” she went back to her reading. Hel’s breathing was loud enough to fill the
room.
After a few minutes Irv cleared his throat.
“Don’t you have any other clothes?”
“Back where we—have a--” what was I supposed to say? Back to our tent near
the Parch Street Dumpster?
“It’s snowed a lot and our things got wet—well—you know, you might want to
get Hel’s stuff.”
“Where?”
“Parch Street.”
“Where’s that?”
“North side.”
Rita looked at Irv.
“North side? We’re not from here, you know.”
“I can take you there as soon as I get some clothes.”
“Give it a rest, Nameless,” Hel’s voice sang out. I stopped. Rita went back to her
book; Irv got up and paced the floor. Pacing. Pacing. A very nervous man.
“I don’t imagined anyone’s taking car of my boxes, it’s snowed a lot and Hel is
so—“
“Where is your apartment?” Irv pulled a little notebook out of his shirt pocket.
“We—“
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“Shut up,” said Hel.
Rita looked over at her.
“Tell us dear.”
“No.”
“Is it because you’re—is it illegal?”
“No dad, now leave me alone.”
“We live on the street,” I said. “We’re street people.”
I hated to say it, but there it was, said. I didn’t care about my reputation--fuck
that. I really didn’t want Irv and Rita to think ill of their daughter, to perceive her
reduced, that’s how they’d see it, reduced to living on the street.
From the looks of it, Family Silverstein was a modest but comfortable clan; they
had a place to live. Clean, not homeless, people. Loving their daughter, definitely not
wanting Hel to be part of a category that lived on the fringes of life. They couldn’t allow
themselves to put Hel into that category, it would go against everything they believed in,
devastate their image as parents, invalidate their love, their care, and the attention they
lavished. It would mean that all was meaningless, because in the end someone like Hel
could end up with someone like me, take a wrong turn and end up a statistic.
Hel had become a sociologically abnormal example of the failure of one human
being to make it, to mainstream herself, even marginally.
I looked over at Rita. Seeing the homeless home of Hel would plunge her into
feelings of failure. She was the kind of woman to question herself, question her
judgment, her ethics, her mothering. If she knew the complex history of my life with Hel,
it would devastate her completely. Rita’s sense of comfort, her philosophy about
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goodness was on a thin wire, waiting to suffer a long fall. She wouldn’t blame Hel or
society or even me, (although she might secretly want to blame me), she’d blame herself,
because motherhood is the cause of all suffering, we all know that. I know that. I knew it
then. Motherhood is the cause of all suffering. That is why Hel lay in bed and I stood in
the corner of the room. I didn’t want to be responsible for the happening of the moment,
but conversation has a life of it’s own.
Alex came back with the coffee, handing Irv his. She sat in a chair next to the bed,
sipping her coffee, silent, watching Hel breathe.
“So, you are homeless people?” Irv asked as one might casually ask, “So, you
have leprosy?” or some other incurable, contagious disease with a repulsive stigma
attached.
I looked at Rita. Overweight--pleasant--a woman of sixty. Hopelessness and long
discarded sexuality wafted from her tight gray curls, her brown eyes were dulled with
years of accommodating people, the skin was weathered, her hands covered with age
spots, that ugly but sensible wool skirt. Did this woman ever have sex? She made chicken
soup and lit candles on Shabbat, but what about her own creative impulses? Long dead, I
figured.
I turned my attention to Irving, a retired primal therapist. He sported a fat paunch,
probably took frequent trips to Florida, gambled modestly, enjoyed his cozy later years-expected dinner on time every night. Now, their oldest daughter was lying in a hospital
bed with a homeless freak by her side.
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Then there was Alex the Amazon. Six feet tall! Where the hell did she come
from? I wondered. The milkman? Adopted? Blond hair when the rest of the family was
dark, Nordic skin, pale blue eyes. She had to be adopted.
“I’m sorry about Hel,” I told Irving. He looked at me with the same kind of
attention you’d give to a repulsive insect crawling up your arm.
“Why didn’t somebody make sure she saw a doctor? She’s been sick for a while.
There’s no excuse for this. We have medical insurance. She could have called us.”
“Dad,” Alex spoke.
He pointed an imperious finger at her.
“Stay out of this, Alex. It’s serious.”
“It’s not his fault, have mercy, dad,” Hel said from the bed.
“So, whose fault is it?” Irving replied.
“She said it wasn’t that serious. I told her—but she kept—“ I jumped in, trying to
appease.
“You-—you’re a grown man. Shame on you.”
Irv wagged his finger at me.
“Doctor says she’s been sick for about 6 months,” Rita said in a quiet voice.
“We didn’t have—“ I started.
“You didn’t have sense, or humanity,” Irv cut in.
“Dad,” Alex admonished.
Rita was incensed. Her face screwed into a mass of wrinkles and knots.
“How did you live? How can people live this way? Sleeping on the street with no
money and no job?”
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She looked over to Irv for confirmation.
“Did you know our Helen has almost a degree—almost a degree in
anthropology?”
“She did two years, mom,” Alex reminded her.
“She could have finished. She could have been a teacher, or Margaret Mead or
something.”
Rita was outraged, hurt and accusatory. It was my fault Hel didn’t get her degree
in anthropology and study indigenous people.
Curiously, I actually felt it was my fault. I couldn’t exactly see how, but I felt it
just the same. Hel had that way with me, of making me feel her wellbeing was in my
hands. I had always resisted the feeling, hated the feeling, refused to acknowledge any
responsibility for her choices, or my own, for that matter. Choice was a Zen thing, it
came and it went. Street buddies kept a distance; we all knew that. Real friendship meant
sitting in the hospital room, catching death, facing the maternal vortex, explaining
choices to a mother who would clearly never understand them anyway. I had crossed
over from distant street buddy to eternal friend, somehow. Eternal bad friend, more like.
Failed friend. Failed grown man already wrinkling up and dying.
“Hel made choices, Mrs. Silverstein.”
“Rita,” said Alex.
“Mrs. Silverstein,” Irving corrected.
“It was her lifestyle, she wanted it.”
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“You call that a lifestyle? Dying on the street? That’s a choice, in this country of
ours? Nobody should starve on the street when they’re throwing away wheat in Kansas.”
Irv jingled the keys in his pocket.
“We didn’t starve, we had plenty to eat, sometimes. You know, Hel was kind of a
rebel, in her own way. A rebel. Do you understand?” I pleaded with him.
“We know about Hel’s tendency toward rebellion. It didn’t involve drugs, sex and
disease,” Irving said. ”What’s your name?”
“Nameless,” came Hel’s little voice.
“Nameless. That’s your name, Nameless?” Alex laughed. “What kind of weirdo
are you, a Vietnam vet or something?”
“I was too young for Viet Nam.”
“You look like you’re fifty if you’re a day.” Alex looked me up and down.
“Forty-two,” I whispered, looking at the floor.
“Our Helen was always a little different, and maybe kooky, you know. Okay,
even rebellious at times, but she was basically motivated and goal oriented.”
“Goal oriented?” Hel tried to laugh.
“You’re talking about her in the past tense. She’s still here,” Irving chided Rita.
“That’s right,” Rita snapped her book shut. “And it’s not really fair of you, it’s not
fair of you—“
“What’s your name, damn it.” Irving butts in.
“I’m between names at the moment,”
Alex laughed.
“That’s great—between names!”
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Rita sniffed with contempt, turning back to her book. Alex sidled up next to me to
get a whiff of my homeless, nameless self. She wanted to know more and more. There
was an information crisis in the room and she wanted to know the why and whereabouts
of the functionally insane, as she would term us, she wanted to fill that gap as quickly as
possible. Her biting curiosity was tinged with a snide little sense that I was worthless, or
even worse, in need of rehabilitation. I reminded myself that Alex was the little sister and
as yet, her story hadn’t been written. Little did I know of her because Hel never talked
about the life before the Life. Alex was ready to handle the dilemma with a shit load of
questions.
“How long have you guys known each other?”
“Depends what you mean, “know”. No one knows anyone, or haven’t you
noticed?”
“I notice that some people don’t answer a direct question.”
“Don’t mess with her, ass brain,” came Hel from the bed. Under the guise of
barely there, she peeked out, becoming Meta there, in our faces.
“Hel, hush. I’m just asking a few questions.”
“Alexandra, sit down,” Irv continued pacing, jingling the keys in his pocket.
“I don’t see what’s the problem. I’m just asking questions.”
“You ask a few questions and we’ll be here a lifetime telling you all the shit that
ever got thrown out our window, you want that?” I asked her.
“It’s not ecological to throw things out the window,” Hel said from the bed.
“Shah-h-h,” Rita hushed her.
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“Yeah, and what’re we supposed to do, chick, let it stay in our system and foul the
damn pipes up, back up on us like a sewer and finally kill us? Anyway, I guess that’s
what we’ve done, isn’t it, our Hel?”
Hel winked at me.
“You bet, Nameless.”
“We’ve got to get her out of here.” Irv stopped pacing and jingling. “And get you
out of here too.” He pointed at me.
“Leave him alone,” said Alex, “he has information we need.”
“Hel got this terrible disease from the awful people you’ve been associating
with,” Rita looked up from her book at me.
“That’s a judgmental statement, mother,” Alex chimed.
Alex was at the ready for the politically correct stand. It was boring, worse, it was
tinged with just a little of self-righteousness. Most people, I have observed, are
opinionated bastards gossiping about friends and enemies alike all the damn time,
slandering every person they know at the drop of a name. It’s the human way, the way of
the fucked warrior. Not my way, but I was sent here to observe the whole mess. But then,
who was I, feeling superior to this Amazon Alex-woman, a kid really? I was feeling
superior about myself because I didn’t feel superior about myself. It was a trap.
“We need lunch,” Rita said.
Rita understood the importance of Sandwich. No one can discuss anything on an
empty stomach.
The nurse came in, checked the needles, IV packs, and Hels’ pulse; then looked
over at me.
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“What ward are you on?
“I’m not a patient here, I’m just visiting Hel.”
“Where are your clothes?”
“My clothes were taken by the red-head. She said she’d grab a clean set from lost
and found while I took a shower. I got this gown just to wear until she got back with the
clothes, but she went off duty so—well—time passes, I’m not sure how much, she never
got back. Here I am.”
“I’ll be right back.”
She took her hand off Hel’s pulse and ran out. Irving looked at me.
“You should have your clothes.”
“Irving,” Rita admonished. “Leave it. He’s a street bum.”
“Don’t be such a snob, mother,” Alex said,
Rita put her hand on Hel’s face.
“Poor baby, I wish we could make this all go away.”
“We need to eat,” said Irving.
“Go down to the cafeteria, dear.”
“Go dad, eat something,” said Alex.
In through the door came a doctor and another nurse. Irving walked out.
The doctor held out her hand to me.
“I’m doctor Webster. Alice. What’s your name?”
“I don’t have a name at the moment,” I backed further into the corner.
“Everyone has a name,” stated the nurse.
“I don’t.”
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“And, where did you say your clothes were?” Alice Webster intoned.
“One of your nurses— I forget her name—offered to get me clean clothes from
the lost and found. Blast my pride, I said okay. Now, I’m just here--”
“Why don’t you come with me? I can get you something to wear.” Alice held out
her arm. I took it.
I couldn’t see ahead, but I knew following was the only thing to do. Hel closed
her eyes.
“All right?” said Alice.
“Bye Hel.”
“Bye Nameless.”
“Okay, that’s fine. We’ll get you suited up and you can come back and see her.
How’s that?”
Alice was neat and friendly.
I followed her into the hallway.
“One last look,” I said.
I peeked in and took one look at Hel, looking like a baby, clean and washed in her
hospital bed. Hel, my Hel.
Alice looked at me.
“Hard, isn’t it?”
“What would you know?” I asked her.
“I work here. I see it everyday.”
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I went with her down the hall, to the elevator, up to the fifth floor. When we got
off, I knew where I was. It was inevitable. Zen travelers scare the shit out of everyone.
They have to lock us up. We remind them of their lost hope.

Chapter 12
Denial
The next few weeks went by in a haze for Eddie. He really did not know whether
he was living life or life was living him. He felt taken over by an energetic force he
couldn’t name and didn’t want to.
Just like that Nameless geek on Parch Street, he thought, thinking himself clever.
It’s simply a question of control--theirs or mine.
He decided not to bother Brenda with the news of his joblessness. There were still
some savings and the credit cards. Every day he got dressed for work, every day he
loaded his day’s allotment of whiskey into the Blazer and headed off, was one more day
Eddie watched his life go down the tubes.
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He thought he’d quit drinking, but it never happened. Maybe that night on the
bridge never happened, he reasoned to himself, after many mornings of drinking and
driving around.
He remembered buying the booze, getting into his car, going to the bridge, the
bigheaded freak whose skull he tore open on a rock or a plank or something, and the little
white chick. If he ever saw her again—well that wouldn’t be. It never happened, he
decided. Two deaths never happened, they never happened at all.
“You know what, honey?” Brenda said in the kitchen one night. In a rare moment
spurred on by guilt he was helping her with the dishes.
“You are one moody man lately,” she exclaimed, slamming dishes into the rack.
She tried keeping it light, but he didn’t miss the panic inside her voice. It was rare
for Brenda to challenge him.
“I got a lot on my mind.”
“I think you need a lighter case load. Maybe you should quit working with those
street people for a while. They’re getting you way down, aren’t they?”
She handed him plates to dry, her face screwed up like smashed pumpkin. It was
past Halloween. Thanksgiving was over.
“I don’t know. I’m just fine.”
“You’re drinking way too much, Edward. I worry about you driving and drinking
the way you do. It’s so bad for the kids seeing you juiced every evening. Can’t you
control it?’
“I’m quitting. I told you.”
“When?”
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“This afternoon. I’ll quit—I’ll quit this afternoon.”
“Edward. You already had two drinks before dinner, another two after, who you
snowing?”
“Myself, I suppose. I’m sorry.”
“You’re damn straight. Cut it out. What’s the problem?”
“You know.”
“Our sex life?”
There was silence.
“Sex isn’t that important to me right now, anyway, Edward.”
The consolation prize--a booby hatch. If he fell down that hole, Edward felt he
would be eaten alive by the Great Devouring Mother inside of Brenda.
“Maybe you need a different line of work.”
“Like what? Garbage man, like your brother Eugene? Mop floors like your
daddy?”
“Honest work is honorable work, Edward.”
Brenda turned away. She hated him at that moment and did not want to dilute the
hatred. The pathetic look in his eyes repelled her. Making fun of her Daddy and brother,
good, honest men who worked hard and did right by their families.
She turned to look at Edward, with his head down and his hands in his pockets.
What did I do to turn this man into such a miserable, pathetic creature? She
thought.
“It’s not your fault,” Eddie answered her thoughts.
“I think it is.”
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“It can’t be.” He wanted a drink real bad right now.
“I got to think, Eddie. We can’t just go on like this. We’ve got mortgage
payments, God knows. I should get a real job. Part time day-care ain’t cutting it.”
“The department pays a decent salary, Brenda. You can stay home. I always told
you that.”
“Where is this salary? We haven’t seen a pay check in weeks.”
Eddie backed up, not wanting to get into this now.
“Social work is what I’m qualified for. What in hell do you want me to do?”
“I want you to be happy, have fun. This isn’t living, is it? Tired, stumbling into
bed drunk every night?”
“Vacation. That’s what I been saying. We need a vacation by ourselves.”
She looked at him, trying to imagine what a vacation would be like with this
hulking shell of a burnt out man standing before her.
“Eddie, our problems are bigger than just a vacation. It’s deep--deeper than that.”
“Don’t analyze me for God’s sake.”
She looked at him.
Who is this? She thought.
“I got to finish washing up.”
She turned to the sink, ran the water.
Eddie slunk back to the bedroom, pulling a bottle of whiskey stashed behind the
bookcase.
I like where I’m at, why should I change? He thought. Except for those two
murders I committed, everything’s running on course.
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There was something strange about this thought, but Eddie refused to examine it.
Anyway, I’m just fine. I got a good job, well, I had a good job, I enjoy my
whiskey, (he took a long pull from the bottle), I can control things. I’m just fine.
Brenda finished the dishes and looked absently out the kitchen window.
No point in talking to Eddie, he was past discussion. Maybe mama was right. It
might be necessary to take action without him. His department supervisor had left a
message on their voice mail a few days ago. She hadn’t answered it, figuring Eddie
would get to it. Now the message was erased. Eddie probably erased it.
She thought she’d put in a call to the supervisor in the morning. Brenda recalled
the call she had with the same supervisor several months back. Sandra had called;
thinking maybe talking to Eddie’s wife might help.
“Mrs. Talbot?” Sandra asked.
“Yes, this is Brenda.”
“Brenda. It’s Sandra, Eddie’s supervisor.”
“Right.”
“You know, we’ve been noticing some erratic behavior in Eddie lately. Nothing
alarming—just--”
“Eddie’s fine, just overworked. Once the pressure eases up—“
“Overworked?”
There was a moment of silence while Sandra collected her thoughts.
“Pressure? Well, you know we’ve lightened his case load considerably and,
mostly he is supposed to be doing desk work.”
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“Sandra, Eddie cares a lot about the people he works with— he gets emotionally
involved. Maybe too much so.”
There was another hostile, momentary pause.
“Yes. Well, first thing we learn is not to get too involved with our clients. Clients
come by the hundreds, they are all needy, and we have to remain professional. Anyway,
as I said, Eddie’s not supposed to be in the field now. He’s spending way too much time
with that group on Parch Street. Has he talked about that?”
“Eddie doesn’t tell me all the details of his job, you know. We have three
children. He comes home—the kids and all—anyway, I can talk to him if you like.”
“He’s up for review in a few months. I might decide to recommend a leave of
absence.”
“With pay?”
“Leave of absence with partial pay. Are you aware—Mrs. Talbot—Brenda—that
Eddie has a serious drinking problem?”
“No, I am not. I thank you for calling, but right now I am just out the door to
work. Bye.”
Brenda had hung the phone up, wishing the conversation had been just a negative
thought in her mind, had never happened, but it had. Now, looking out the kitchen
window in the cheerful yellow kitchen, she had to confront those fears.
Brenda went up the stairs to the bedroom. There he was, passed out on the bed,
empty whiskey bottle in the wastebasket.
“Edward.”
His eyes remained shut.
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“Edward.”
Her voice cut.
“Okay,” he said, barely stirring.
“I want you to look at me. Look at me.”
The voice sent shivers into his belly. It meant some kind of thing he had to deny,
must deny, if he were going to keep on living. Living was what he wanted to do. Living.
But maybe not. Dying. That might be a solution. After all, the worm’s life wasn’t so bad,
was it? This life sure ain’t that great, he thought. Not so great at all. Carrying this load,
load sitting on him like a lump of coal, a lump of shit.
He felt so sorry. So sorry. So sorry for himself. Nobody knew, they never knew,
they knew nothing. Some street urchin he fucked got her due, some big-headed skinny
freak got his due, what did they know? Certainly not Brenda, standing there, hands
resting on her big hips, a look of supervisory consternation on her face—liquid brown
eyes open wide, taking in all she could. All she ever could.
It was scary to realize he could carry this secret, carry it around without her
knowing, without anybody really being able to know for sure. Maybe he should shorten
his life. How long can a man feel like shit? How long can he carry around murder?
Impossible--impossible to carry around murder! Eddie felt so sorry. Felt so sorry. Felt so
sorry for himself.
It was impossible and the impossible was not on Eddie’s list of things to do.
Sacrifice was for religious freaks, not Eddie Talbot. Why sacrifice conscience? Better to
sacrifice life.
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I did my sacrifice, he thought, thinking of his mother and father. Mom and Dad
both retired. Dad died had a heart attack two months before retirement would have kicked
in; mom tending him like a garden. His father had open-heart surgery in May, just when
the buds were coming out, when everything was pretty. He and Brenda always went
down to Mississippi to visit the folks, put flowers on the graves of his grandparents in the
little churchyard west of town.
“Eddie. Eddie? You hear a damn thing I say?”
Brenda slammed the bedroom closet shut in a fury.
“Why do I always have to do all the work, for pity’s sake?”
“I work.”
“Your job—“
“I exist. My existence—I mean, the reason for my existence—“
“What? Oh, never mind, you’re drunk. The whole reason for your existence is in
that bottle, and hanging with those Parch Street bums.”
She started out the bedroom door. Eddie knew that tone—she would leave him
alone. No matter what he would say, could say, if he wasn’t too damn tired to talk—
Taywan came into the bedroom.
“Talk to later,” Brenda spit as she walked downstairs.
“How many is that, dad?”
Tay picked the bottle out of the wastebasket.
“Bottles?”
Tay leaned his muscular frame against the dresser.
“I don’t want you messing up this family, dad. We got things going along.”
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“Whose side you on?” Eddie slurred.
“I can think for myself. I can see for myself. I can live for myself.”
“I taught you right.”
“You taught me shit.”
“Keep on then.” Eddie rolled over on the bed.
Tay left.
Eddie relaxed into the haze. Fuzzy mind. The haze. Forgetting. He loved the
forgetting. He sweated in the sheets, everything felt clammy. Then he felt Brenda’s hands
pushing him.
“Move over, got to change these damn sheets before I come to bed.”
It was later. Forgetting had gone into sleep for several hours.
“Where’s Tay?” Eddie asked. And looked at the clock. Shit. Eleven already?
Things had gotten a little fuzzy, but Eddie liked it that way. Fuzzy and forgetful.
He didn’t bother slumping into the Lazy Boy, it was straight to bed tonight, working his
way up the stairs right after dinner, drinking the whiskey.
“You sweat in your sleep all the time Eddie. These sheets are all clammy. Have to
keep changing them every day. Get up!”
She threw the blanket and tossed him out of the bed and onto the floor. Brenda
laughed. Eddie lay on the floor, humiliated.
“Sorry about that,” she said, continuing to laugh, putting on new sheets, throwing
the clammy old ones in a heap on the floor. Eddie moved to grab her fat ass as she
walked around the bed but missed.
“Stop!” she yelled. He was too drunk to do much anyway.
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“Look, maybe we need to talk a little more, take a vacation,” he managed to say.
She pushed the bed firmly into the wall, throwing the top sheet on.
“I never said anything about a vacation before. I said you need to stop drinking,
and, maybe, cut back on hours--but I don’t know. We need a temporary rest. Know what
I mean?”
Eddie had fallen back to sleep on the floor.
She kicked him with her foot.
“You hear me? Get up.”
“Let me lie here.”
She pulled him but that dead weight of a body wouldn’t budge. He rolled over,
arms flailing out. Mika walked in and saw her father on the floor. He opened his eyes and
watched her waltz around the room like she owned it.
Mika sneered.
“What’s dad doing on the floor?”
“Stop laughing at your father. You should be in bed. Eddie, go take a shower or
something. You stinking up the place.”
“Yeah dad, you stink.”
“Mika, you should be in bed,” Eddie slurred from the floor. “You look wonderful,
Mika,” he added, looking at her breasts.
What a pathetic, miserable creature, she thought.
He heard intensity in their voices as he floated toward the bathroom.
Yes, living and dying was becoming the same thing, he thought. Maybe one or the
other would win out, he just wasn’t sure which.
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“Why do you treat him like that, mother? He’s not a child.”
“Pull that corner over there.”
Mika dutifully pulled the corner.
“There”, Brenda spoke, proud, surveying the newly made bed. “There’s things
you don’t know Mika, and I hope you never have to know.”
“I know he’s an alcoholic. Big deal.”
Brenda straightened up and looked hard at Mika.
“He may be, he may be. But, little sister, he is and has always been a good man to
me and a good father to you kids. Many sensitive souls go through a dark night, doesn’t
mean we give up on them. Dad’s going through this and we got to help me, hear? Pull
that blanket down over there.”
Mika pulled the blanket down.
Her mother was always sounding off with this sentimental shit and Mika was
getting tired of it. Everyone in the family seemed bent on protecting dad from the truth,
but who was going to protect them from him? He was dangerous, that’s how Mika saw it.
Riding around the town drunk all the time, claiming to be some kind of savior to the
homeless and unredeemable, kissing ass to a system that didn’t give a damn about his ass.
Her father was a shambles of a man, Mika realized, and he’s no good to anyone, least of
all to himself. He lacks focus, his approach to life is haphazard; he has no plan. Mika did
not plan on following in his footsteps. Her one main plan was to get through school, with
honors, of course, let the system pay her way through to a good college with a reputable
name. The way out of here was up, she decided. Up and out. Those words echoed in her
head as she tucked tight little hospital corners around the bed.
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“Honor Society meeting tomorrow mom.”
“Talk to Tay, he can give you a ride.”
“Forget it. He’s always going to see that ho he’s screwing.”
“Mika.”
“Sorry.”
“You think they’re heavily involved?”
“Mother, how can you be so naïve? You mean--is he fucking her?”
“If you’re so smart, girl, then why you talking street?”
“Let’s call a spade a spade,” said Mika crisply.
“Okay. You first, spade.”
They both laughed.
“Let’s just stop beating around the bush here, mother. Tay’s fucking this girl and
will continue to do so until she gets pregnant or dumps his ass or both.”
“That’s enough out of you,” Brenda snapped. “Go on to bed and leave me be.”
Brenda’s eyes flashed anger. Mika knew her window of opportunity to enlighten
this overburdened woman was shut. Turning a little pirouette on her heel, she glided out
the door. Brenda collapsed on the bed, feeling like a passenger in her body.
I’m inside of me, I’m outside of me, she thought, and maybe I’d just as soon not
be me. It’s not all what it’s cracked up to me. I got no one to talk to, everyone’s gone in
his or her own place. Eddie’s gone, Mika’s gone, and I’m alone.
Eddie screamed in the shower. Brenda ran to the bathroom.
“What is it?” she yelled bursting through the bathroom door.
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She opened the shower door. Her man, that man she once loved and felt passion
for was crouched in a corner, water running all over his body, head buried in his knees.
“Eddie, what’s happening to you?”
Brenda pulled him out of the shower, dried him off, dragging him into the bed. He
flopped over onto her, sobbing and moaning like a huge, lost whale.
“I done some bad things, Brenda,” he sobbed into her knees.
“What things? What things?” she stroked his head over and over.
“I did something terrible.” He turned his teary face to her, blurry eyes blinking,
features moving and contorting in strange and ugly ways.
“What you do?”
“I—“ his voice lowered and mumbled something she could not understand.
“What? What?” Brenda asked, pushing his head off her knee. “What did you
say?”
“I raped a girl.”
“You what?”
“I raped a girl. Then I kicked her. I didn’t mean to.”
“Didn’t mean to what?”
“Kill her.”
Brenda could not comprehend. Kill her? He killed someone?
“Then that big headed freak, Mikey—“
“What big-headed freak?”
“He saw everything.”
“Saw what?”
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“I threw him—over the bridge.”
“What? You what?”
Brenda took her hands off Eddie. He slid out of her arms, lying face up on the
bed, staring at her.
“Get away from me,” she spoke softly. “You better leave this house. I’m gonna
call the police.”
“They caught some young guys, Brenda, so nobody knows about this. Nobody
knows. You want to drag all of us into this?”
She shook her head.
“I don’t know what to do. We got to call the police.”
He touched her knee. She pushed his hand away.
“Stop it.”
“I’ll leave.”
“You can’t leave now, but you can’t stay here either. I don’t know what to do—
you just can’t leave this Eddie. We got to call the police.”
“You can’t call the police. They don’t know. Can’t you just let things stay as they
are? Please? I’ll get out of here. I’ll leave.”
He pulled the old tan suitcase from the top of the closet and slammed it onto the
bed, throwing shirts and underwear into it.
“You just do what you have to, Eddie.”
“Don’t call anybody until I at least get outside of town. Brenda?”
Brenda could not speak.
“I can’t cover for your sins. God knows.”
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“Fuck God!” Eddie said. He packed. A few minutes later he was done and gone.
Brenda heard the door slam and the car start. Her hand reached for the phone but she did
not make the call. She had her pride and her kids to think of.

Chapter 13
Hospitals, Dreams and Analysis
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I was having dreams about dollar bills covering the holes in our tent, dreams of
bills floating down from the sky and settling like carpet all over Parch Street. I woke
from those dreams.

I lay still on the cot. Where was I? Hospital. Hospital. Small room.

No windows. Whispered voices. One tiny little slat in the door. I peeked through that and
saw polished floor.
Fantasies of Thunderbird drifted in. Taking a swig of that Thunderbird wine,
feeling the warm burn all the way down into my belly. Wonderful feeling. Like coming
home if there was a home. The tattered blanket barely covered my legs. I imagined Hel
next to me, like always. I placed the blanket over her huddled, shivering body. Keep her
warm, keep her warm. I just didn’t keep her warm enough. If only I’d kept her warm.
Back to Thunderbird fantasies. When Jesus came and said that love of money was
the root of all evil--was he right? I thought he must be right. I was just not able to stand
up under all that pressure, the acquisitive human instinct, the social structure—I was
collapsed under its weight. There had to be logical protest somewhere. Since there was no
shelter for those of us who didn’t want to join the Junkies for Material Reality Club, we
had to fend for ourselves. In the cold. Hel, Hel, are you cold? Let me cover you.
Cover me. Cover me! She whispered next to me.
I gave her my tattered blanket. It was all I had.
Money. Our dirty unsavory selves were a good stick up the butt to the culture
vultures who wished for nothing more than to ignore their own shadows. If they looked in
the mirror they’d forget what they looked like. So Jesus said.
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I figured me and Jesus shared a likeness. He wouldn’t notice me on the personal
level, but he made a point of seeing beggars and prostitutes and lepers and outcasts, he
figured we all had a chance at the Kingdom of God.
According to the Master Jesus, my chance is as good as any. That tattered
blanket--cover me-- cover me, Hel whispering. I got a few mansions in my mind, I called
out to Jesus. The Infinite Intelligence is aware of my meager mental rooms, Infinite
Mercy and Love wanders in and out of them occasionally, maybe leaving post-it notes
like:
“You better clean this shit up.”
Or
“Weird thought patterns. Straighten out. You want to get on a circular buzz saw
with this?”
That’s what dreams are for. Straighten us out. Keep us from the circular buzz saw
of repetitive thoughts and actions. Keep the karma moving forward. Dreams. I drifted
back to sleep.
Hospital. Money. Dreams.
Dreams are the Psychic Maid service. They take all the collective and personal
garbage of human existence on the thought plane, pile it into a heap and burn it off with
awareness. It’s all twisted and strange. There’s so much shit out there needing to be
cleared out so human entities can function in everyday life. Dreams vacuum out the dust
and debris of the subconscious so we can move on, not necessarily wiser but less stupid.
Dreams are symbolic Gliding. Gliding in the Dream State.
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What about those Gurus of Alternative Reality? Maybe they have something.
When I dream I go places I like to go. I dreamed that day on the cot in the padded cell in
the hospital mental ward. I dreamed of money, the money that would float down and free
me, the money that would unbind the chains of a loser, set him in a special place and lead
him to love.
I dreamed of money and I wanted love.
We often get our needs by the back door.
Lyle came into the room.
“I’m Lyle,” he said, wearing white, a big African-American man. I was tied up so
I could not move.
“I can’t move, Lyle.”
“True,” he said, checking the knots to make sure they wouldn’t come loose.
“I’m cold.”
He pulled a blanket over me.
“This is about the size of a postage stamp. I’ll get you another blanket. Be right
back. Uh—don’t go anywhere!”
He laughed. “Institution humor.”
Keys locked the door. I was in. He was out.
Lyle came back in later, behind him a skinny guy with thinning hair, eyes deep
green. His face was feral, small, with a pointed chin—but it was the eyes that captivated.
They stared right into you as if they could ferret out the whole story in a glance.
“I’m Marty Green.”
He sat on the end of the cot.
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“This here’s Lyle. He’s your friend.”
I smiled at Lyle. He covered me with two big blankets.
“Better?” said Lyle.
I nodded.
“I’m not volunteering for some science experiment, am I?”
Marty laughed.
“Shit no. But I thought you might like to talk to one. They’ve been experimenting
with me for years.” He winked at Lyle.
“Depends. I’d really rather talk to the Intelligent Mechanics who are running this
show. They need a need mechanism or else a new show.”
“The main mechanic is tied up right now. Will I do?” Marty asked.
Marty looked at Lyle, who looked as big as God standing over me like that. Lyle
nodded and left.
“Ring when you’re ready,” he said as he locked the door. Me and Marty in; Lyle
out.
“Turmoil. Deep issues. Death. Everybody needs to talk from time to time.”
“And this is my time, right?”
I looked at his watch.
“Rolex?”
“Knock-off.”
“So, am I the loony now, totally committed?”
“Yup. Total commitment is the least we demand.”
He laughed.
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“Personal crisis is my specialty. You are a person going through a personal crisis
and I’d like to help.”
“It’s my crisis. I don’t have to share it if I don’t want to, right?”
“You can leave now. I’ll get you some clothes and send you on your way.”
I looked at Marty. Marty looked at me, the first of many such looks.
I, in truth, had no place to go. Returning to Parch Street terrified me, Hel was
gone, and Mikey and Sally were dead. The good doctor had my number and it was up. I
was better off in the loony bin than on the street.
“I take your silence to mean yes, you’ll leave?”
“No, no. I’ll hang here for a while. I need a nervous breakdown to put me back on
my feet again. There’s nothing pressing out there. Soon though. I ought to leave soon.”
“I respect that,” Marty said and smiled.
“I don’t believe you need to be here long. I can release you tomorrow if you like,
although my colleagues don’t agree.”
“You’ve consulted about me?”
“Oh yes. You’re an interesting topic.”
“Why?”
“Well, we are concerned about the homeless. Many of them are what we call
borderline, some are off drugs they ought to be on, others are on drugs they ought to be
off, well—you get my drift. Many are out there needing therapy and not getting it
because facilities are full and we haven’t got the staff to handle it.”
“Too many sick people and not enough beds?” I asked.
“Yes, that’s it.”
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For a pregnant moment we sat silent. Marty’s silence was non-pressured,
peaceful. Mine was agitated, painful and uptight. There was no feeling that he was
waiting for me, however. It was more like he was allowing me to swim into the deep
inside of me, the cesspool of my mind so to speak--and would be there to help me take a
few deep breaths and surface with a plan.
“My name is Marty Green. Did I say that?”
I nodded.
“What’s your name?”
I was silent.
“You can trust me. Everything is confidential here, including names. I know
you’re sensitive about it.”
“How do you know that?”
“Every time anyone in the hospital has tried to get your name you’ve refused to
give it. There must be a good reason.”
There must be a good reason. Those words bounced back and forth inside of me.
“Yeah, I got a reason.”
I wasn’t about to tell this psychiatric asshole, that’s for sure. He was one step
above Talbot as far as I could see. He had the sensitivity training, he could talk the talk,
yak-ity-yak, but could he walk the walk? Underneath it was the same damn thing. He had
an itch to get underneath me, reform my anti-social ways, make me into a capitalist clam,
another wannabe.
“I have no need or desire to change you, Mr. No-Name. I simply want to
understand where you’re coming from.”
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Aptly put, but I could still see through it.
“Where I’m coming from? I am from another Goddamn planet. Should I explain
further?”
“If you want.”
Marty leaned against the wall, folding his skinny little legs on the bed.
His hands were small and white. He put them face up, on his knees, in receptive
pose, supposedly to make me feel ‘at ease.’ It was wasted effort. At ease was only felt on
the street with the other outcasts, losers and wannabes, waiting for throwaway garbage at
the Yellow Door, hanging at the bus station, sleeping in the mission. The real world held
a glamour that was of no interest to me, I told myself, fascination that glitters is fleeting
and momentary. This fool probably drove an expensive car and had two bright children.
He drank moderately, didn’t get nagged too much, played golf and handball, swam, and
belonged to the athletic club.
“We can arrange for you to stay here tonight. Tomorrow morning you and I can
get together for our first session.”
“Therapy?”
“Therapy. In the morning.”
“I don’t have anything to talk about.”
“Well, then we can sit together and meditate.”
“That’s fun.”
Marty laughed. He looked skinny and small on the bed.
“I’d like to know more about you.”
“Everyone does.”
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“Everyone?”
“The more you withhold, the more curious they get.”
“They?”
“The people. You know—the ubiquitous “everybody.”
He put his hands together.
“Will you stay here tonight?”
“Do I have a choice?”
“No.”
“I’ll stay.”
“You realize, this is voluntary on your part, but I’d like you to stay here under
observation for a few days.”
I looked at Marty.
“It’s not so bad. We’ve got group sessions, individual therapy sessions, it’s—“
“Marty, I’m not sick, I’m just poor. Not all poor people are sick.”
“I know that Mr. No-Name.”
“Three days, huh?”
“Yeah.”
“Then what?”
“Outpatient therapy. No Name let me be clear. My colleagues want to lock you up
and throw away the key. They’d like you on sixth floor where the real loonies live.
Without my written evaluation you are screwed. If the others choose to withhold
permission for you to leave, you’re in here for the duration which is anywhere from three
to six months. I am not threatening you. I am just informing you about how the system
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works. I don’t particularly like the system, nor do I believe in it, but there you are. In
order for me to help the people I think need it most, I have to play by the rules. Would
you like to get out of here in three days?”
“Yes.”
“Then sign the release form, cooperate with me, and agree to outpatient therapy.
Is that so hard?”
“I guess not.”
The price of a warm bed was getting steeper and steeper by the minute.
“You need to sign the form. That means—signing your name. Do you have a
name?”
“Nameless.”
“You’re really making this hard, and I’m doing everything I can to give you a
break.”
“Nameless. That’s my name. My name is Nameless.”
“Nameless.”
Marty looked at me. I was straining him to the limit.
“Fine. I’ll have the nurse bring you the consent form. Meanwhile, I’m prescribing
a cocktail of Paxil, Celexa and Lithium. Get some sleep, Nameless, we got a lot of shit to
get through tomorrow."
“Is that how therapists talk? We got a lot of shit?”
“That’s how this therapist talks.”
He got up and reached out to shake my hand.
“Can I ask how my friend Hel is? Helen Silverstein.”
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“She’s on her way home.”
“Where’s that?”
“We’ll talk about this in the morning. Bright and early, you’re my first client.”
He rang for Lyle.
“Lyle is nice. Lyle is good. He’ll get you anything you need, but don’t rile him
up, or you’ll be sorry.”
Keys rattled in the door. Lyle wedged his beefy body in. Marty got up and they
left. I was alone with my mind, the night of Thanksgiving. The night Hel left me. Such
are the moments of our fate, those tiny little ellipses in time that change the life force
from one tributary to another. Some of us sign ourselves away without the blink of an
eye; others blink and realize they’ve been dreaming without a net.
The next morning terror descended on my conscious mind. The room was small,
my arms were still in the straight jacket; my legs were tied to the bed. Lyle came in and
undid me at six a.m.
“You know, I don’t have to stay here,” I said to him.
“That so?” he replied, untying my stiffened legs. I rubbed myself all over. It’s
wonderful to have your body back after losing it for a while. It made me appreciate
having one, decrepit as mine was.
“Breakfast?”
A nurse came in with a tray. The food looked real.
“Hurry up and eat. You got a session with Marty on the ward in fifteen minutes.
I’ll come back and get you.”
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Door shut, keys in the door, Lyle gone. Me alone with food. Where was Hel? The
disorientation was brilliant. It had a hard, glinting quality like a knife, or jagged mirror,
glass, sun blasting through a cold winter window. It was cold; it was winter, inside and
out. I shivered as I drank the little glass of cranberry juice.
Two eggs, over easy, toast, juice, coffee, a little cup of pills I was supposed to
take with the water. Nurse returned.
“Don’t forget to take your pills.”
“What are they?”
“They’ll help your digestion.”
I knew she was lying but I took them anyway. Three pills. She stood watching,
wouldn’t leave until she saw the water make lumps in my throat, until I swallowed
loudly, with great ceremony.
“Triumph,” I said.
She took the cup and the glass of water. Keys in the lock. Nurse gone. Me alone
with food, again.

Marty’s office was bright. The entire floor was decorated in bright. It reminded
me of kindergarten, childhood, another life, brilliant moments that had faded in death
wish, alienation, anger, pain, guilt, remorse and hatred, all washed over with drug therapy
and institutionalized chaos. My thoughts were terrifying.
Marty’s office was a little safe haven in the midst of this terrible energetic
overload. Big stuffed couch, an old wooden desk, Marty’s little body seated behind a
desk bigger than his history.
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I sat on the couch.
“You don’t have to lie down or anything. I’m not a Freudian.”
“Good. My greatest wish is to meet Carl Jung, anyway.”
“Me too.”
“Are you going to get me some clothes, Marty?”
“Yup. You can go back out on the street in a few days.”
“What am I gonna wear?”
“We’re both pretty much the same size.”
“You’re skinnier.”
“When was the last time you looked at yourself in a full length mirror, Name—
less? Or weighed yourself?”
“I weighed in at the bus station a year ago.”
“A year ago.”
He wrote something down on his pad. I got up, leaned over the desk to see. On
the pad was a picture of a princess riding a goat-like creature.
“I draw my subconscious.”
“Great. I live mine.”
I sat back down on the couch. Springy.
“I don’t want to go back out on the street.”
“Okay.”
“Can I stay here?”
“Couple a days.”
“No shock treatment, or anything, right?”
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He wrote something on his pad.
“No shock treatment. I don’t believe in it. Try to avoid it if I can.”
“So—“
“So, you can stay here three days. Then I’ll recommend a release for you.”
“I have no—“
“No what?” he asked.
“Oh, never mind. Never mind.”
I sat on Marty’s couch, fingering my hospital gown.
“No more restraints?”
“Absolutely not. Nurse was just afraid you might harm yourself.”
“Suicide doesn’t run in my family.”
“Mine either. We more go in for mental torture and self hatred.”
He laughed.
“Marty, are you a sick-o?”
“Why else would I be here?”
I sat still, holding the conversation in my hand. I was thinking I’d have to sit still
in payment. Payment for what?
“Ever had a real job?” Marty asked, slicing the still air with his words.
“Oh yeah,” I replied. “Jobs and money. Want to hear about that?”
“Tomorrow.” He slapped the desk with the flat of his hand. “Tomorrow. Same
time.”
He leaned forward.
“Listen—what can I call you?”
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“Nameless. People call me Nameless.”
“Nameless.” He fingered the word like a dollar bill.
“Nameless, you’ll have to make some kind of agreement with me. I won’t be able
to see you as an outpatient unless we set parameters.”
“Like what?”
“Like a contract.”
“I sign?”
“In blood.”
He smiled at me.
“You see me every day, Nameless, every day, every day every morning. I’ll give
you the morning slot. You get the first slot in the morning.”
“Sundays too?”
“Weekends off. I have a family.”
“Fine.”
“Tomorrow. I’ll draw up the contract tomorrow.”
“Fine”.
Marty pushed a button. Few minutes later Lyle arrived to take me to the cafeteria
for lunch.
“How was your first session?” Lyle asked in the hallway.
“Great.”
“Marty’s an exceptional man, isn’t he?”
“Yeah,” I said and looked at Lyle’s interesting profile.
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Chapter 14
Jobs and Money
After lunch I went back to my room and looked at the ceiling for a while, thinking
about Marty and what he asked, whether I’d worked or not. It brought me into that
moment of realization. I spent the better part of the afternoon drifting into that space. It’s
amazing what stopping ordinary time can do. On the street we had our street life and our
street time, different from the mainstream, perhaps, but its own rhythm nevertheless. But
here, in the hospital, I felt timeless. Around me revolved meals, appointments, checks and
all sorts of shit going on, but I was not inside of it, I was allowed to float, float in the
space of my own thoughts and my own time. Time was timeless, stretched out like an old
knit scarf hanging to the floor, dragging around, and gathering dust. I watched the dust
fly off of my thoughts and scatter in the air like particles with no destination, fairies
flying into invisible molecular pockets.
I thought about jobs. I wanted to present Marty with a kind of historical resume.
My history is unique in regards to jobs. I’ve been an explorer in that realm. After I
dropped out of life, I drifted through hundreds of shit jobs: bus boy, dishwasher, waiter,
nurse’s aid, retail, janitor, deli, meat packer, truck loader, dock worker, construction, road
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repair. At first, I’d switch jobs every six months to a year. Then it got to three months,
then two months. Pretty soon, I was unable to hold a job longer than three minutes. If
somebody gave me a dirty look, I was out the door.
I went into regions few dared to go-- regions of rejection, regions of ridicule. I
remembered the meat- packing factory. My co-workers hated me because they found out
I’d come from a family with money. Little did they know my father was the frugal
millionaire, a glorified CPA with ambitions toward poverty. I helped him realize his
ambitions by being a poster boy for downward mobility. Somebody had to do it.
Anyway, there I was, packing meat, wearing my MIT sweatshirt, sweating just
like the rest. Several of the “guys” ganged up on me and decided to find out what I was
‘made of.’ I’d find strange things in my lunchbox, pieces of scarred meat and bone in my
pants. When that didn’t do the trick they fucked up and made it look like I did it; leaving
things at my workstation that weren’t supposed to be left there, taking things away that
should be there. Pretty soon, Red, the foreman, started to notice.
Red’s wife Isabelle showed up at the plant dressed in tight gold stretch pants and
push up bras that made her breasts look like they were coming out of her ears and started
parading around my station, smiling, flirting, holding her little box-shaped handbag.
Isabelle was my demise. Red would catch her smiling at me, find shit all over my station
at the end of the day, and fume back to his smoke-filled office.
“Come in the office, I want to talk to you,” he spit at me one day. My co-workers
smirked to each other.
In his office, which stank of everything excretory, Red sat at his messy desk.
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“You know, we run a clean and tight operation here, and I find a lot of shit at your
work station. Bone, gristle, ground up meat packed incorrectly. You know shrinkwrapping is an art. Too many mistakes. Gonna have to let you go.”
I’d been a year on that job. Skape-goated, ridiculed, a victim of the boss’s wife’s
flirtations. I decided that maybe I might be better off not looking at jobs as a permanent
thing. If I could just learn to leave a job before it left me, I figured, I would have it down.
Of course, it didn’t make for a great resume or job record, but then, I could always leave
out certain jobs and lump others together. It wasn’t easy holding the mantle of job
changes alone. I didn’t know anyone else who was doing this research into the human
condition. I learned about America, I learned about business, I learned about money, I
learned about prejudice, rejection and hatred. I learned the American Way. I’d been a
puppet, a pauper, a pirate, a King, as the song goes. Suffering untold slings and arrows of
outrageous fortune. Some of those job experiences marred the delicate balance of my
psyche for life.
At some point I realized that if I were ever going to survive and not just live off
the family money, or follow in my father’s footsteps and become a CPA turned Lobbyist,
I would have to take care of myself. The best way to do it, I figured, was to sever all
bonds with the culture and live outside of its rules and regulations. Thus, Zen
Homelessness was born. Out of rejection, out of chaos, out of pain comes inspiration.
Street life is often deemed repulsive and undesirable. What drives people to live
completely outside the confines of culture varies from person to person. All of us had
some kind of stigma, a small mark, physical, mental or spiritual, that set us apart from our
fellow humans. Sometimes the mark could be seen, other times it was invisible until
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further investigation uncovered it. Whatever, the mark was there. I called it the Finger of
Fatalism. Our perceptions of life, our insights into the human phenomenon, our refusal to
prostitute our fantasy for what society deemed “reality”, all made us targets for ridicule.
It was much easier to hide on the street. It was where the hidden went to hide, because no
one wanted to explore our regions.
Next morning I was back in Marty Green’s office. He looked at me silently,
waiting, not judging. Doing his Marty-thing.
“Money,” he said, playing with his pen. “Complex, isn’t it?”
“I’ve always thought so,” I replied.
“How to get it, how to keep it, what to do with it. Strange, isn’t it?”
“Te Mechanic giveth and The Mechanic taketh away,” I offered.
“You believe in the Newtonian mechanical view of the Universe?” asked Marty,
playing with his pen.
“I believe there is no dialectic. Everything is one seamless bag of shit.”
“Still, as bad as it is, as frustrating as it can be, money is one the medium of
exchange we’ve all agreed to accept, “ he answered, “although I must add, so is love.”
“Love never entered my mind. Money drives the whole culture, Marty, money
drives it.”
“Money’s just there, Nameless, just there.”
“Okay. I’ll buy that.” I said, “Pun intended.” He smiled. “Still—“
“Render under Caesar what is Caesar’s. So, you see yourself as a kind of Christlike figure, moving about the world without material possessions, accepting whatever as
the Grace of God?”
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“Don’t trivialize what I do, Marty.”
“I’m not. I just want to get it straight.”
“You can’t. Spiritual things are spiritually discerned. The Holy Man is just a fool
to the world.”
“I may be a man of the world, to you, Nameless, but I have the capacity to
understand things. Deeper issues. Human motivation. Pain. Suffering. I understand
suffering.” He stopped. “Hel went home with her parents.”
“Oh.”
“Just thought you’d want to know.”
“I figured.”
“She’s sick. She needs family now.”
I sat in silence.
“Are you sad?”
“No.”
“Okay. Are you relieved?”
“Not exactly.”
I paused a moment.
Realization is born out of failure, I thought.
“Guess I didn’t really know what she needed. I didn’t even realize she was sick.”
I felt myself going under, drowning. Sinking into primordial waters of emotion I
couldn’t fathom. Deeper than a well. Deeper than the ocean of street consciousness which
had kept me gliding for so long.
“I’m drowning here, Marty.”
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“It’s okay to drown, Nameless. I won’t keep you under water too long. Session’s
over.”
When Lyle came to get me I was gone.
I woke up inside a hot tub, strapped in. This was annihilation, I was sure. Lyle
was sitting on a chair next to the tub.
“Lyle!” I screamed.
“I’m here,” he said, his voice warm and strong.
“Want to come out?”
“Not yet,” I said, and sank for a while longer.
Back in my room I stared at the ceiling and started thinking about money.
Money, money, money, kept running through my head.
Some people are good at living inside their limitations. I’ve never been good at
that. As soon as I see a limit, I try to push it, go around it, or ignore it. I will break the
law, at times, to fight a limitation. My integrity falls apart in the small things of life. I like
to think of myself as this Zen Integrated Being, but I am not. I know I am not. And a lot
of it falls apart when it comes to money. As I lay on my bed, staring at the ceiling, this
process went through me like a humming bird flying inside my brain. Buzzing, flying,
buzzing, flying; humming at brilliant speed inside my brain.
Integrity and Money. My way of escaping pain always centered on having my
way, and things had always been the gateway to finding solace when I couldn’t have my
way. If I can’t have my way, I figured, which, it seemed early on was my Big Test, then I
would comfort myself somehow. This comfort wound up being with stuff. Things. Small
things. Big things. It didn’t matter. The rejection of the social structure didn’t matter
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anymore. I had stuff--more stuff than I needed or even wanted. Stuff became my quest,
until I threw the whole damn quest away and became anti-stuff. Then I became as
fanatically anti-stuff as I had been pro-stuff. Having my way was the crux of the whole
thing. Early on I saw what I loser I was going to become. Hanging out with losers and
wannabes was a blessing in disguise, but I didn’t see it then. I just saw myself as the King
of Losers, the People Who Didn’t Get Their Way. Getting your way in those days meant
being handsome, pretty, popular, well liked, coordinated and ordinary. None of those
qualities fit my MO. Popular people are boring, I realized early on, in their dumb lying
acquiescing, in their willingness to play the game as if they believed in it.
My teenage years were the realization of how uncoordinated I could be, how
unfriendly people are to losers, how weird I looked to girls, how strange my thoughts
were. I saw less talented people getting ahead, getting recognized, while I, on the other
hand, attracted hatred, ridicule and rejection. Jealousy reigned. Every guy I knew wanted
to kick me into a corner and stomp on my balls. The problem was, did I have balls?
I fought with authority. Scared of anyone who had power, I apologized for my
existence, stepped all over myself to be humble, only to be hated anyway. Authority
loathed me and I loathed it back. I never attracted mentors; I attracted haters. Teachers,
other kid’s parents, people in high positions, they all saw me as the weirdo and loser, the
bad influence on their kids, the fuck-up in the neighborhood.
In high school I got fired from my first job for stealing. I didn’t steal, the other kid
did, but I got blamed. After that, I knew I would always get fired; I could not keep a job
or earn a living. I was doomed. My only recourse was to really steal, take, find, fake,
scavenge, or sink into the oblivion of family support. I did all of the above, until one day
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I’d had enough. That’s when I decided to become Homeless. As I see it, it was the
Inevitable Ecstasy. It was the only path I could take.
The biggest epiphany I had was when I realized I couldn’t hold a job. Somehow, I
knew my needs would be met, but they wouldn’t be met the conventional way. My path
was somehow carved. Generating resources was a constant source of pain and anxiety,
until I stopped wanting those resources. Letting go of needing things was the only way I
could live inside of my destiny with any sense of gratitude. There were more things in
life than money, I concluded.
The Shaman Path is often like this. All avenues are closed until you are led to take
the only way that is left, the only way available, the only way for you. Shamanism is
simple: you’re fucked, so you might as well enjoy the ride.
I could be the sinner of the world, or the center of the world, take your pick. I can
be magnificently humble or magnificently egotistical, depending on your perspective. A
lifetime of wandering and heartbreak produces lust or death. I chose lust. Lust drove me
to eliminate everything but the bare necessities, lust drove me to live next to Hel, twenty
years younger and twenty life-times wiser, lust drove me to steal, to take, to plunder. But
lust never drove me to rape or murder—and that’s what Eddie did! The thought of Eddie
popped in like an earthquake. Shit. To endure a thought about him was compelling and
repelling at the same time. I could not escape it. Eddie killed two of us. I was next. I was
terrified. Maybe I belonged here. At least, I was safe inside this loony bin.
So--Money. I knew money was vile and excretory, but I needed it. I just couldn’t
get it. Whenever I tried living inside the kind of money I could earn I went nuts. I could
not stand the terrifying confining limits of being poor and working for it. I had been
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taught that the poor and the meek should inherit the earth. I believed this, I used it, when
I needed to, but the other part of me hated feeling desperate, outside of it all, like such a
loser. Being meek lacked glamour. I was a junky for glamour. I always had a problem
with that one.
I couldn’t brag about my salary, my car, my career, my success, my house, my
family, my mortgage. I could only brag about being a Shaman Loser, and who could I
brag about that to? No one listened. Taking to the street was the only choice open to me.
We were all losers. Being with my own kind. They listened to me.
Money became a quest. I hated it, I loved it, I needed it, and I wouldn’t work for
it. How to get money without becoming extinct was my Shaman’s Path; how to attract
money without compromising my self respect, how to get paid and avoid ridicule and
shame in the workplace? Ultimately it got down to: how to get paid without working.
After many years, I realized I couldn’t do it, so I stopped trying. That was when I
gave away all my stuff, put my work in a briefcase, and began camping out on Parch
Street.
Soon after, I met Hel. Dear Hel. Running from Primal Scream and whatnot. Sweet
and beautiful and built like a brick house.
I looked around. My room was open now. Walking out into the day room, I
realized the day was over. I had spent six hours thinking about my loser status. Marty
walked by.
He raised his arm.
“Nameless.”
“Marty.”
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I walked over to him.
“Is your medication agreeing with you?” he asked.
“What am I on?”
“Oh, the cocktail I told you about and just a little Zoloft. Calms the nerves. Keeps
the pendulum from swinging too wide.”
“I need to get back to the street. Closure.”
He nodded.
“Understand. We’ll talk about your release conditions tomorrow.”
He looked at his watch.
“Gotta run.”
“Money. It all hinges on money, Marty.”
“Think so?”
“Yeah. Certain of it.”
“Good. Good. Certainty is a wonderful thing, Nameless. See you.”
He walked off.
I went back to my room. Lyle was making my bed.
“Thanks,” I said, and lay back down on it.
“No problem-o,” said Big Lyle, my friend and guardian.
“I’ll be out on the ward if you need me. Oh, take your medication.”
I saw a little cup of water and four pills on the table next to my bed. “They upped
your dosage.”
“I see.”
I took the medication.
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Money.
I started thinking again. Staring at the ceiling. The ceiling had become my friend.
We are all human beings floating in the vast sphere of ignorance. What does this
all mean?
My mind went blank.
How I became Nameless was another story.
What does a name do? I asked when I had become a street mystic. It just labels
you as a certain kind of energy. It doesn’t say anything about your heart or your soul; it
just makes it convenient for everyone else to label you. It gives them a handle by which
you are identified.
My decision, a Zen Shaman one to be sure, was to resist making it easy for the
guys to identify me. Why should I be that obvious? I figured, let it all be the Great
Mystery. What is wrong with a little mystery? Mystery takes the boredom out of life. So
my name was never spoken, ceased to exist, it became a non-thing. I was Nameless, and
Nameless I would remain.
No name, no money, no job, no home, no need to compete. No losers if there are
no winners. I was a winner for being a complete loser. The problem of money had been
solved. I would steal or beg or borrow, but never work. Never work. Work was shit.
Work was rejection. Work was fear. Work was trying to fit my round peg into their
square hole. Can’t do it.
My father’s work ethic rose up in my face. My mother’s work ethic slapped my
butt. How could those two people turn out a stinking loser like myself? How could I
watch the whole world turn on and on, rotating around and around in the incessant quest
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for meaning, while I stopped and went backwards? What happened to my integrity and
my ethics?
I reasoned I had had my fill of rejection. Hanging myself was the only solution, so
I hung myself by ignoring myself, and pretty soon, my self was Nameless, the selfless
self.
Money was God. Money was Dead. Money was foul. Money was something I had
not mastered. I had issues with money.
Next morning saxophones blared in my ears. Next door to me some geek was
playing John Coltrane. “Kulu Se Mama” echoed in my ears. Shit. Coltrane’s pain was
more than I could bear.
I banged on the wall. Silence. Then he banged back. Coltrane was replaced by
Native American wailing--drums and strange flute sounds strangling the air.
Lyle came.
“Can we shut that music freak up?” I asked.
“Kaffie? He loves his music. Therapeutic.”
I followed Lyle to Marty’s office.
I sat on the chair.
Marty looked at me and smiled.
“So, what about money?”
“I have issues with money.”
“I see.”
“Rejection. Money. Possession. Escape. Boredom.”
“You want “$40?”
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He pushed two twenties over my way.
“What for?”
“Clothes. Decent meal. The “Y” costs $10 a week. They have communal
showers.”
Water bought me, what can I say?
The next day was my last day in the hospital. I told Lyle I’d miss him. He said
he’d miss me too.
Marty called a Taxi for me and paid for it. He handed me his card.
“Now remember the agreement, Nameless. You got the morning slot, nine a.m.,
and I don’t tolerate lateness. No shows are reasons for termination. This is one job you
don’t want to be fired from.”
“Why?”
“Because this is a volunteer position Nameless. A volunteer position. Nothing
much on the line, except your damn life. Your whole God damn life.”
Marty caught me.
I went back to Parch Street. Bums had ransacked the place and stole all our stuff.
It was depressing. Betty came over soon as she saw me.
“Nameless!” she called, flapping her gums and the big new jacket she just got
from the Army-Navy surplus store.
“Like your jacket, Betty.”
“Thanks.”
She walked over to our collapsed tent.
“Everything’s gone,” she volunteered.
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“I can see that.”
I looked around. All the good stuff had been lifted. I still had a box of clothes and
my briefcase. Guess nobody wanted the writings of the Zen Homeless.
“I’m busy, Betty.”
She looked at the snow falling, the snow falling on what was left of our home on
Parch Street. She looked as I gathered what was needed in a few garbage bags, tied them
with string, and made things secure for an exit.
“Where’s Hel?”
“Dead.”
I looked at Betty.
“No she’s not.”
“Okay, she’s not.”
“Where is she?”
“Her parents.”
“Her parents? She has parents?”
“We all have parents, Betty. Even you.”
“Mine are dead,” she said.
I grabbed my briefcase, the two garbage bags filled with what was left of my stuff
and headed toward the men’s Y downtown.
“You can have the rest of what’s left,” I called to her as I walked off.
The “Y” wasn’t bad, but it was more than $10 a week, it was $25 a night. I called
Marty.
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“Marty Green, please,” I said to the receptionist on the fifth floor. She transferred
me to Marty’s secretary.
“This is Yolanda.”
“Yolanda, it’s Nameless.”
“Nameless?”
“Marty’s patient from—“
“Oh yes.” I heard some papers shuffling.
“He’s not here right now, Mr. Nameless. Is there something I can do for you?”
“Well, he said I should stay at the “Y” and he gave me some money for the stay,
but it’s more than he thought and I don’t have enough, except for one night.”
“Oh. Well, I’ll have to discuss this with Dr. Green. Can I have him call you
back?”
“I’m at the “Y.” He can leave a message at the desk. We don’t have phones in the
rooms.”
“I’ll have him call you as soon as he gets in. He has a client coming here this
afternoon, so I’ll let him know.”
“Thanks.”
The room was small but clean. A sink, toilet, bed, dresser, even a TV--black and
white--no cable--just an antenna covered in tin foil. I set the garbage bags down, threw
my briefcase on the bed. It was heaven.
Showers down the hall, I observed. One bathtub. You had to sign up for it. There
was a bath sign up at the desk. That was the first order of business. Water is everything.
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I had a bath for the first time in a year. It was heavenly. I used the Ivory soap that
was there, lathered good. Washed my stinky hair, shaved, felt like a porpoise. Water
saved my life.
Marty called at five o’clock. I was watching Oprah.
“Nameless. Hi. We’ll work out the money thing tomorrow. Just get here by nine.”
“Sure.”
“How you getting here?”
“Walk.”
“Three miles in the snow?”
“Well—“
“Take the bus. There is a Capitol Avenue bus runs right by the hospital.”
“Right.”
I slept like a baby that night. Dreamless.
Waiting for the bus at eight thirty in the morning on a cold December day sucked.
I walked into the emergency exit. It was the only way I knew to Marty’s office.
Yolanda was sitting at her desk when I arrived.
“I’m Nameless.”
She looked up. Two hundred years of African-American woman rolled up in one
large rounded frame, full of grace, dignity and sharp as hell.
“Hi.”
Her eyes smiled.
Marty leaned out of his office.
“Come on in.”
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I sat back on the now-familiar couch.
“You’re not boring, Nameless.”
He glanced at a file in front of him.
“That me?”
“Yeah. Social Services.”
“What do they say about me?”
“Three terms at M.I.T, Mother a psychologist, father an accountant.”
“Lobbyist,” I corrected him. “Where did I go wrong?”
“Who said you went wrong?’
“You want your forty back?”
“No. How much is the room?”
“Twenty five a night.”
He reached into his pocket and handed me three hundreds.
“Here. Consider it a donation to the cause.”
“What cause?”
“Whichever one you identify with.”
Marty wasn’t half bad. Not as stupid and self-righteous as Eddie, certainly not a
murderer.
“I need to get back to some kind of environment.”
“I appreciate that, Nameless, but you’re in transition now. Just go with that.”
He got up, walked over to the closet and brought out a button-down cardigan and
a pair of Dockers.
“Here.”
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“Not exactly my style, Marty.”
“You might need to look for a job.”
“A job?”
“Isn’t that where we left off, yesterday?”
“Yeah,” I said. I remembered I’d left the coat Slash gave me in Hel’s room.
“Hel’s gone.”
“Yes. I got her address and phone for you.”
“Don’t want it. I just want my coat. I left it in her room.”
“It’s probably disappeared now. Lost and found here is notoriously more lost than
found. I got a lined raincoat in the closet—“
“Can’t I go up to her room and check?”
“Somebody else is there now.”
“But—“
“You can’t go up there.”
A flood came out of me. I could not control it. I hadn’t cried since sixth grade
when my mother—Marty came around the desk and held me just like a baby. I let myself cry into his
shoulder. It felt good and helpless at the same time. I couldn’t control it anyway, so
whatever feelings came rushing out of me had been there a long time and they were mine.
Marty was beyond an analytic professional. He didn’t let my feelings and
outpourings fluster him. I wondered if he ever freaked out, cried and lost control, too.
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True to my obsession with finding the loophole in every moment, I couldn’t just
simply accept Marty at face value. I had to seek a way to find the shit inside him that
resonated with the shit inside of me. Even if it wasn’t there, I had to try.
“You cry too, Marty, I know you do!”
He smiled and held me tighter.
“You bet, Nameless. You bet I do. I’m crying right now.”
I looked up and saw that, indeed, there were tears in Marty’s eyes. It surprised
me.
“I know you loved Hel,” Marty said, holding me. “And I am truly sorry that you
aren’t able to see her and tell her goodbye. It’s sad and unfortunate, and if I were her
Parents I would respect the relationship you two have. But, the reality is the reality.
They’re gone and you’re here with your grief, your unfinished business and your
feelings. You can handle it, I am confident of that.”
I reached for a wad of Kleenex from the box on his desk.
“I denied for a long time that Hel was important to me, that I had a relationship at
all. I am afraid that I used her. I am afraid she used me. And the truth is, we loved each
other. I couldn’t tell her that because that meant acknowledging--”
“Acknowledging what?”
“Feelings. I fucking hate them.”
He nodded.
“They suck.”
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“Living in the world of feeling is allowing yourself to feel the shitty, the painful
and the horrible. It’s also allowing yourself to feel joy and wonder too. It all kind of rolls
together into one big ball.”
“That’s corny,” I said. Marty walked back to his desk. “It’s sentimental. You
know—unearned emotion?”
“I’m not afraid to be corny,” he said as he sat down. “We all earn our feelings,
one way or another.”
“Well—I find it--it’s unmanly.”
“Societal terms, they don’t relate.”
“Well said, Marty, politically correct.”
He smiled.
“You know, Nameless, I’m gonna break a therapeutic rule and tell you my story. I
was a total nerd in school. To counteract that I made myself into a colossal jock in
college; the wimpy jock stuff; you know, tennis, track, rowing. Then I met my wife and
she didn’t really get off on the jock thing so I tried to let that go, but I found some
attitudes were entrenched. Things I’d seen and heard when I was growing up, stuff from
my dad, somehow got stored away in my subconscious.
I loved my mother, but I didn’t admire her. In fact, I secretly held a lot of
contempt for her unwillingness to assert herself in front of my dad. I thought her
weakness was repellent. She was kind of interesting, though I’d never admit it. We often
had good conversations about stuff. We still do. But as a kid, I just thought she was weak
and boring and silly.
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So, I went into marriage thinking women were silly. I never admitted this, of
course, certainly not to my wife, or to myself. She was educated, intelligent and
terrifyingly right about things.
After I had been married a few years I had an affair with a crazy, weird rock
singer on drugs. She tied me up and whipped me and left me for dead, in the figurative
sense. Thank god my wife took me back.”
“She whipped you?” I asked, salivating.
“Emotional games. I was strung out. I got a lot of shit from my wife but she
forgave me. I was just starting graduate school in psychotherapy and naturally I was in
analysis at the same time. Required. In that process I learned one thing that has stuck with
me; that women and men are the mystery of life, that masculine and feminine are not
terms, they are images of what we think we are. Some women know that better than men
do. I also learned never to give all your heart. It is important to keep back something for
yourself. Passion can kill. Yet, I also knew that it was impossible for me to hold back,
and the loveliness of that brief moment, that seems to fade and return at its own will, was
worth the cost."
“You’re learning on an elemental level, Marty.”
“I learn a lot from my patients.”
“So, what can I teach you, Marty?”
“Rejection.”
I had to think about that.
“You think I reject things?”
“It’s the human condition, eh, to reject that which we don’t get?”
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“I don’t know. I should tell you The Theory of Gliding, the Quest for the
Perfectly Awful Moment.”
“Next time, Nameless. Session is over. Going back to the “Y”?
“Yeah. Thanks for the—“
He waved his hands.
“Nothing.”
“How will I look in Dockers?”
“Respectable.”
I got up.
“Do I go now?”
“Yup. Call me when you get home.”
“What for?”
“Just to make sure you got home all right.”
“I’m seeing you tomorrow.”
“I won’t sleep until I hear from you, Nameless.”
“You need me, that’s a switch.”
“There are no rules in therapy, Nameless. I mean, there are rules, but I ignore
them when I have to. I’m sure you do understand. You ignore rules all the time.”
He reached out and shook my hand, an odd gesture but with what was going on in
my life I didn’t question it.
“Self love is surrender, Nameless,” he said as I walked out to the hallway toward
the bathroom.
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In the pocket of Marty’s pants was a piece of paper with Hel’s address and
phone. I threw it in the trash. It felt good to throw Hel into the trash, but it didn’t last. I
bent over and retrieved the paper, sticking it back into the pocket of the pants.
I looked into the bathroom mirror to bear witness to my face. The lines and
creases started me crying. I was afraid I couldn’t stop so I choked and sucked it down,
snuffling like a dog, grabbing onto the sink. I reached for toilet paper from the stall and
blew my nose off. I was certainly close to the most perfectly awful moment of my life.
When was the last time I felt enough passion about anything to think about holding back?
I got back on the bus and looked out the window at the revolving world sliding
past my inner screen. I was on my way to another reality; this was my Primal Scream. I
decided to go back to Parch Street and spend the night. My stuff was locked up in my
room at the “Y,” and I’d already paid for the nights. It didn’t matter where I stayed.
When I got off at Hosmer around the corner from the Dumpster I expected to see
Mikey come around the corner. I did see Glinda walking the other direction, hurrying-holding her jacket close against the cold.
“Hey Glinda!” I shouted.
She turned around, looked at me, and ran. I hoped it was because she didn’t
recognize me all cleaned up and wearing real pants.
The Dumpster was there, but everything else had disappeared. Not a trace of our
life was left. The scavengers came and picked at what they wanted. I had the good stuff,
anyway. There was a broken tape recorder on the sidewalk with a tape still in it. I pulled
the tape out.
Elvis Costello, Hel’s favorite.
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I felt I deserved the cold; deserved to spend another night huddled next to the iron
Mother, crying, sniffling and whining with the wind and cold, but I didn’t stay there. I
walked the seven miles back to the “Y.” I thought of Hel, shivering and carrying on in
our tent on Thanksgiving Day and how I’d ignored her pleas to come with me to Slash’s
house. It was better I was warm for one night. She would have wanted it that way.

Chapter 15
House Rules
Taywan came into the house satiated by sex. Brenda was in the living room
staring out the window. Uncharacteristic for her, but then, a lot of weird shit had been
going down lately. Tay’s evening with Sam at the house was extraordinary. She was the
answer to every prayer he’d ever prayed.
The house was so silent you could trip on it. Tay threw his book bag in the back
hall and started up the stairs. Something smelled different in the house but he wasn’t sure
what it was.
“Young man, I need to talk to you,” Brenda accosted him, as he started upstairs.
“Where’s dad?”
“Not home yet. He hasn’t been going to work.”
“What do you mean?”

Nameless the Hero

Page 231

231
10/26/13

“I called him at work today and they say he’s been terminated. Two weeks now.”
“What’s new?” Taywan started upstairs again. “I got to make some calls, mom.”
“You got to sit down and talk—like I said.”
Taywan backed down the stairs with reluctance and went into the living room. It
was dark, dinner was simmering, and he could smell the smells. His mother’s face looked
strange to him. Pushed in, puffed out, something, eyes shadowed and hidden behind the
veil of motherhood. Mika was sitting on the floor, contrite, doing homework.
“Junior!” Brenda yelled.
“Mika, go find Junior and tell him we’re having a family meeting.
Tay sat on the edge of the couch.
“Settle in, boy, this is gonna be long.”
Tay slid into the couch just as Junior came into the living room.
“You missed a whole day of school, Tay, and not only that, well, you know—you
didn’t come home last night.”
“I told you, I was spending the night with Russ and Tony.”
“You weren’t there. At Russ’s place. You were at that ho Jerrina’s place with
Sam. Am I right?”
“Who told you that?” Tay fiddled with the collar of his shirt.
Brenda moved to his side of the room, smacking him on the face. He reeled.
“Shit mom!”
“Shut up! While you in my house you still a child, hear?”
Mika looked, her eyes wide with surprise.
“Mama?”
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“Shut up Mika,” Brenda admonished.
Junior turned on the television.
“Turn that off, Junior!” Brenda yelled.
“Are you having a nervous breakdown?” Mika asked.
It was dark outside. Dinner was simmering.
“Where’s Daddy?” asked Junior, sitting on the floor.
“Don’t know,” Brenda spit.
“Don’t care,” said Taywan.
“Tay, I’m warning you…” Brenda held a finger out to his face.
Junior started getting antsy, dancing around the room, going to the window.
“Daddy be home soon. Daddy, daddy, dinner, dinner, dinner!”
“He didn’t come home last night. Must’ve been out at the same party as Tay,”
Brenda said.
“Say what?” Mika raised her eyebrows.
“Oh Tay—he’s a sophisticated dude. Got a house all set up for Sex. Jerrina’s
place.”
“Jerrina,” Mika said, dripping with disdain. “God, she is so retarded. She wears
clothes from Wal-Mart, for God’s sake.”
“Never mind Wal-Mart.” Brenda said and walked over to the window, grabbing
the dancing Junior and sitting him back down on the floor.
“You got ants in your pants?” she asked him.
Junior laughed.
“No, mom!”
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“Isn’t it obvious what’s the matter? Jesus. This family is falling apart!” Mika
exploded. “And I got homework to do. How long’s this gonna last?”
Brenda sat down on the couch and looked out the window. Snow was falling; it
was dark. Some kind of meteor shower could be seen in Taiwan. It was all she could do
to keep the meteor shower in her life under control.
She was angry. When push came to shove Eddie dumped the whole dysfunctional
mess into her lap. Eddie screwed up big time and she was left to pick up the pieces. Tell
the kids, avoid insults from neighbors and so-called friends; smooth over what could
never be smoothed over. Eddie had just trashed his life and tried to take the whole family
down with him, only Brenda was going to make sure they did not go down.
How am I supposed to straighten this up? She thought. He’s gone, God knows
where. Probably holing up in Earl’s cabin at the lake, getting drunk and watching porn.
She wanted to hate him.
Brenda recalled her father’s admonition when she and Eddie first announced their
marriage plans.
“I don’t care if he’s a hotshot social worker or whatnot, Masters Degree and all,
he’s still no good,” her father shouted when her mother broke the news.
Brenda could still remember the old yellow plate falling off the counter and
shattering.
“That was my mother’s!” Lela had said to her father. “Arthur, you shouted so
loud you broke it.”
Arthur bent to pick up the plate. Brenda could see it in her mind’s eye as if it were
yesterday, her father replacing the pieces reverently onto the table.
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“I’ll fix it, easier than I can fix this mess you got yourself into, young lady.”
He wagged a finger at Brenda, who was wearing her favorite blue sundress and
brand new sandals.
“Give him a chance, Daddy. I know he can turn your mind around.”
“He can’t turn shit around,” Arthur said and walked out of the kitchen.
“Mom.” Brenda had pleaded to her mother.
“Now Brenda, tell me the truth. Isn’t this about you being late?”
“Late?”
Lela turned, looking her daughter dead in the eye.
“Pregnant. Baby. You expecting. I know that.”
“So?” Brenda asked, hoping her mother wouldn’t see the terror rising inside of
her. What if it was not going to all be okay? What if it was not?
“So, this baby’s a little early,” Lela said, stacking dishes to dry next to the sink.
“All the other Washington baby’s been late, especially the first. They always late.
And here you come, producing a seven month surprise.”
“Mom. It ain’t even here yet,” Brenda had slipped into vernacular, hoping it
would dispose her mother to sympathetic response.
“So, what you gonna call the critter?”
“Taywan.”
“Taywan. What kinda name is that? More of that African stuff?”
“Mom.”
“You and Eddie been fooling around. That doesn’t mean you got to marry him.
Maybe you should wait.”
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“Wait for what?” Brenda asked.
Lela looked at her beautiful eighteen- year old daughter, dressed so sweet in her
sundress, little sandals on her feet. She had a future; she could get anybody she wanted.
“Something better.”
“That’s what I thought you meant. Something better, like Eddie’s not good
enough.”
“I got some feelings about him. Something odd about that man, like he’s not all
there, I don’t know--too cocksure for his own good; bound for a fall. Big and hard, I’d
say.”
“Mom, Eddie’s getting a Masters—he’s gonna be a social worker and help
people.”
“God helps those that help themselves.”
Brenda realized it was no use trying to talk to Mama; she was dead set against
hearing anything good about Eddie. Maybe they ought to elope like they planned, she
thought. Just run off and do it.
“Don’t you trust me, mama?”
Lela walked over and touched Brenda’s soft beautiful cheek.
“You’re so young.”
Brenda never forgot that conversation in her mama’s kitchen, so many years ago.
Now, here we are, she thought, the no-good Bastard really fucked up, just like
mama said--raped and killed some chick. Nobody can prove it, but I know it’s true, she
thought. God, it’s worse than if he were in jail, accounting for his sins. Here he is,
running like a scared rabbit.
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Eddie Junior sat on the coffee table.
“Get off that table, Junior, and sit down. We’re in a meeting.”
“Okay,” Junior said and sat down, folding his hands like he was in church. He sat
in the wing-backed chair Brenda was re-covering, engulfed by its size. Mika shoved him
over, sharing the chair with him.
“You know,” Brenda began, “maybe you heard stuff, maybe not, but I want to be
the one to tell you all about things. Things are changing around, moving at a fast pace.”
“What’s going on with Dad?” Tay broke in.
“We might be moving,” said Mika.
“What?” asked Tay in shock.
“No, now hush. Nobody knows anything for sure. Your dad lost his job, he’s
disappeared and he’s done some—some very bad things.”
“What bad things?” piped Junior.
“We can’t move now, mama, I’m just finishing school. I got my friends and
everything!” Mika, the stoic, had tears in her voice.
“Dad fucked up,” Tay stated.
“Watch your mouth Taywan, Junior is here. Look, your daddy’s had some kind of
breakdown, something like that. Burn out. It happens. But what he’s done, well, it’s just
very bad—a very bad thing.”
“He steal some money?” Tay snorted with derision.
“I wish it were that, honey, cause that would be better than what the truth is. Fact
is, your father raped a young girl over there by the bridge one night.”
“One of the street whores?” Mika asked.
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Brenda looked at Junior. How was he taking all this? She wondered. He had his
eyes on the television and didn’t seem to notice much.
“Okay, the girl was a prostitute. I mean she was hanging there on the street. Only
sixteen, maybe seventeen, although maybe he thought she was older. Anyway, he raped
her, beat her some and I am sure he didn’t know what he was doing.”
“What do you mean?” Tay looked nervous, arms stretched out by his side, hands
clenched, eyes wide.
“He killed her. Didn’t mean to, I’m sure.”
The silence knifed Brenda’s heart. She could hear the dull thud in her ears; feel
the ache move through her entire being. It was almost more than she could bear; telling
her kids their father was a murderer.
“Is he—is he going to jail?” Mika asked in a small voice.
“They don’t know he did it. There were no witnesses. Except some homeless
person who saw it all. Now he’s dead too.”
“Are you kidding? Dad killed two people?”
“Nothing’s for sure. A man’s innocent until proven guilty. Maybe he didn’t do
any of this. It could all be a mistake.”
“You gonna believe the word of a street person, mama?” Mika asked, the derisive
tone back in her voice.
“You gonna believe the word of our alcoholic shit head father?” Tay screamed
back. “He’s gotta confess, right mama? He’s gotta confess! Did you call the police?”
“I’m not calling anyone. There’s no proof to any of this.”
“Shit,” Tay said.
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“Mika, Tay—listen to me. He’s hiding out somewhere. I haven’t heard from him
none, no calls or anything. I don’t know where he is, though I suspect, and I will tell the
authorities if they ask me. But it looks like two young kids got arrested for these crimes.”
“So, you lying for him? Hiding? Covering up? Two people are dead, mama, and
you are doing nothing!”
Brenda stared at her son.
“Dad committed crimes, mother. Something has to be done.” Taywan said,
savoring the word “crimes”.
“Right now, I don’t know anything. This homeless person witnessed Eddie and
the young girl. Then your daddy—-they said he--threw him over the bridge. He’s a good
person, but good people can do bad things. He’s mixed up. His drinking maybe impaired
his judgment.”
“You’re living in a dream world, mother. Our father needs to go to jail. I’ll make
the call myself.”
“Then you make the call.”
Brenda walked over to the phone on the counter and handed it to Mika.
“Make the call, Mika. I can’t.”
Mika looked at her mother with disgust. Her father was a murdering fugitive and
her mother was hiding him. She went into the other room to dial the police.
“I called. Where is he mom?” Mika said, walking back into the living room.
“I’m not sure. He could be hiding out in Earl’s cabin.”
“Where’s that?”
“Houghton Lake.”
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“I plan on telling them. I don’t care how this embarrasses the family. I don’t care.
He has to pay for his sins.”
“All right. You’re right,” Brenda agreed.
“I’m right? Jesus mother! What’s the matter with you?”
“I love him.”
“You love a murdering, raping, alcoholic loser?”
“Yes, that’s right. I do. And he’s your father, always will be.”
Mika shook her head. Parental authority had shifted from Brenda and Eddie to
herself and Tay. It was pointless to even talk to this idiot woman standing in front of her.
“You gave birth to me, he did too, so what? That’s all. You’re biological parents.
But when it comes to life you’re clueless!”
Mika left the room, her anger blowing a hot wind.
Brenda couldn’t excuse and explain Eddie, it was impossible, but she didn’t want
to leave these youngsters with a completely negative viewpoint. There had to be some
good in Eddie, else why would she have married him?
“He’s a fucking murdering, raping loser,” Taywan repeated, banging his hand on
the coffee table and charging out of the room.
“Come back here!” Brenda yelled.
Taywan came back and stood at the living room window. Mika was in the kitchen
wailing, using a bunch of napkins to wipe her face.
Brenda heard Mika’s wailing and broke inside. She could see the hard, angry line
of Taywan’s back as he stood at the window, breathing hard, staring out at the snow in
silence.
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“We got to figure a way out of this mess,” he spoke in flat tones.
Junior moved closer to the television and immersed himself in cartoons.
My father-- the fucking alcoholic, murdering, rapist. What a pile of shit he left us,
thought Taywan, staring and panting, allowing tension to rise and move throughout his
body.
“Mika’s called the police. That’s all we can do for now. They’ll find him soon
enough.”
Brenda came up behind him, placing a hand on his shoulder.
“Don’t be angry, baby. He always took care of us, did what was best. It just got to
a point—“
“What point?” Tay turned, knocking Brenda’s hand off his shoulder. “A point of
being a fucking criminal? He’s a lunatic, mama, so stop defending him.”
Taywan turned to face her and she saw the anger in his jaw, the hard glint in his
eyes, the muscle twitching in his cheek.
She hated Eddie for making Taywan angry, for destroying his faith, but maybe
faith was better lost now than later, she told herself. Later, it was even harder. Taywan
would get over this, must get over this, and move on with his life. Disillusionment was
not death. Taywan would be better than Eddie, she was sure of it. He had a sweet and
honest soul; he could rise above this family mess.
Brenda left Taywan at the window; so angry he could barely speak, and walked
into the kitchen. Mika was leaning against the counter, in shock. Tears had come and
gone. Wadded wet napkins lay on the sink. She looked at her mother.
“I hate you,” she said and walked upstairs to her room.
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This isn’t my fault, Brenda thought, but it’s my mess.
She walked back into the living room, scooped Junior up in her arms and rocked
him gently on the floor. He laughed as she tickled him, then she kissed him over and over
on his soft little face.
“Junior, Junior,” Brenda soothed as she kissed him little kisses. Junior let her
touch him. She missed touching Mika and Taywan.
Taywan turned with sudden violence from the window.
“Mother. What does this mean? What we gonna do?”
“Do?” She let Junior go back to his cartoons, while she sat on the floor in a heap.
“I don’t know. Maybe we should move. Go down and stay and Grandma and
Grandpa. Maybe it’s better just to face it all and be brave. Hard to say. After all, it isn’t
like we did anything, like it’s us. We didn’t do anything. We got nothing to be ashamed
of.”
“Shit. You’re in a dream world, mama. I’ve got to go to school. Is this gonna be
in the papers, local news, all that shit?”
“Maybe. But your daddy wasn’t even a suspect, not even implicated.”
“Didn’t somebody see him—see his car?”
“Yeah, that homeless guy did, but he’s dead. Nobody else to tell.”
“So the asshole got away with murder, right mom?”
“Nobody knew until Mika made the call,” Brenda replied.
“Why didn’t you call, mama? Isn’t omission of truth a sin?”
“Yes,” Brenda said, condemning herself more than Taywan could ever do.
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“What a terrific moral stance, mother,” Taywan said, spitting his words like
chunks of steel. Then he flashed a cynical look at the fat sweater-clad heap on the floor
he called a mother and started for the door.
“Where you going?” Brenda said, her authority with Taywan gone.
“Sam’s.”
“Can’t you stay here tonight?”
“Come on, mama, what we got here? You’ve been watching his drink for a long
time, you saw him stinking drunk and fucking up on the job—you knew all this, didn’t
you mama?”
“Knowing and dealing with knowing is not always as easy as it seems. Maybe
someday you’ll find out.”
“I fucking doubt it,” Tay said.
Mika came into the living room.
“I hate you all. I just thought I’d let you know.”
“That’s really helpful, Mika,” Tay said.
Junior laughed at the television.
“Thank God, he’s oblivious,” Mika, concluded.
“So, are we done with this “family meeting?” Tay asked, “cause I’m going.”
His jacket was hanging on the hook by the door. He glanced over at it like an
animal looking for escape.
“You just wait here, I have to do some things.”
“What for?”
Tay strode over to the front hall, put on his leather jacket.
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He glanced at his mother standing in the middle of the living room, looking like a
mess, beaten in a way he had never seen her. Pity took hold of him. Mika looked angry
and dangerous, Junior was on the floor. Tay felt the weight of manhood crashing down
upon his head like cement. He guessed his mother looked to him to take care of things
now. The thought terrified him. He had to go.
Taywan reached for the door, hoping nothing would stop him. Cold wind slapped
his face. He jangled the keys to the car in his pocket. No one would challenge his
manhood now, but in some perverse way, he wished they would. He wanted to stay inside
of the boy just a little while longer.
The slamming door shook Brenda out of a trance.
This family meeting had been a disaster, she thought. The kids didn’t really hold
together like she had hoped, but then, where was the logic in that anyway? Who could
hold together in the face of this day that had plunged them deeper into the hell Eddie had
created?
They’ve given up on him, she thought, with a sharp pain slicing into her side. It
doesn’t matter that his downfall is finally here. The dramatic shock is over and now it’s
just about the failure of one more family.
Brenda did not want to deny her feelings, but she didn’t want her feelings to
threaten her survival. It was a tough fight.
Mika stood so still in the living room she looked as if she’d turned into a pillar of
salt.
“Mika.”
“Leave me alone, Mother. I don’t want to talk to you.”
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“Fine.”
“This is your fault.”
“How’s that?”
“You should have left him years ago. We’re the innocent victims in all this.”
“I see that.”
“Do you? Do you mother?”
Mika walked back upstairs, slower this time, trudging up to her room.
Brenda went into the kitchen. Standing over the sink she scraped the same carrot
over and over until there was nothing left but a sliver, then threw it into the sink with
disgust and started on another carrot. Looking out the window, she saw more snow
coming down. The day was gray.
He’d better not dare to come around here, she was thinking, grabbing another
carrot. She found herself crying. She hated it. Hated crying like this; feared that once
those guts opened nothing could stench the flow of puss, she’d be trapped in a deluge that
had been bottled up for a lifetime.
The backlog terrified her.
Brenda had much faith and little strategy. As tears came, she knew she’d have to
call mama and daddy and tell them. She could just hear the righteous tone her mama
would take. Dad would go quiet and contemplative. Neither reaction she could handle.
Right now, I need a guiding hand, she implored of the sky outside her window.
She walked over to the CD player and put on The Mighty Clouds:
“When I walk over that hill,
O Lord will you be beside me still?
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When I taste the sweeter side
Will you be my Guide?
O Lord your love is my rock
Like mighty mountains standing tall
I am blessed to feel it all.”
She let the gospel caress her pain like fingers reaching into the torn cracks of her
heart. The moment of holding back was done; she let the crying come. Her tears came
like rocks, her hands like lead; she sank onto the floor like a beaten animal hiding in tall
grass, ready to double up and die. Round, budding, expanding and contracting, her soul
released the hidden grief and anger. She allowed herself to mourn.
She mourned the loss of Eddie, she mourned the loss of her deepest dreams,
mourned the fantasy that a cohesive family could exist in this day and age. She mourned
the destruction and decay she saw all around her. She mourned because she had lived
under the cloud of immunity, thinking it was hers, but it was not. She cursed fate, in spite
of the stubborn belief that fate was her own making and God was her guide. She felt
abandoned and scared, unsure of the pathway back.
Was the life worth living worth giving up? She asked herself. Could she continue
to minister to her loved ones when the language of hope had been ripped from her belly,
leaving a gaping hole inside her stomach? Could she ever love when hatred had come to
dwell inside her house?
If I am alone I better face it, she admonished herself. There are no reprieves for
the guilty, and God has not visited me lately, she concluded.
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God’s visitations did not come in a way Brenda could ascertain. Had she been
able to open up to a deeper guidance she would have felt energy whipping through her
like a stinging crop, she would recognize the far-reaching consequences of hope. As it
was, hope seemed a ridiculous notion. Still, she prayed anyway, asking that one day she
would no longer have to be a participant in the dull and strange happenings of the real
world, that one day she would be in the heavenly presence of God’s fulfilling love, the
Supreme Love that overwhelmed the evil. Even the evil of the likes of Eddie.
Was it Supreme Love that forced some Black men to blow themselves out on
alcohol violence and drugs? Was it Supreme Love that made them murder, steal and
rape? And didn’t her Eddie do all of these? How could she separate herself from his acts?
She asked herself. The marriage vow made them one, she was him and his acts were hers
too.
This last thought wounded her deep; that she was like her husband, cleaved
together, one flesh, that his horrible acts were also hers, that the black heart that moved
his life moved her too. It made her sick. His life had tainted his family. It was an ugly
world and an ugly life. She would never forgive him for this.
Brenda turned off the music and took a small glass vase, light blue in color,
something she’d picked up at a garage sale, and threw it into fireplace.
The vase did not shatter or break; it just fell over on its side, creating a tiny little
chip, a feeble fracture signifying nothing.
Some people are evil, she thought, and that’s it. Nothing to be done about it, and
I’m just stupid.
She went over and picked up the vase, throwing the chip into the fireplace.
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She’d been gliding and sailing like an arctic bird; cool and untouched, completely
unaware of the dark shit Eddie was throwing up. That ugly, mean man is my husband,
she thought, and I can’t stand it.
Brenda wasn’t sure how to be a mother to her kids now that Eddie was not a
father. How do you give out a feeling of security when there is none? For that matter, had
there ever been?
Brenda heard a sound and turned. Taywan stood in the doorway. He’d come back
in from the garage. Brenda heard the sound of the car engine warming up. Tay’s eyes
betrayed his heart. She walked over to him and they hugged one another tight for a
minute.
“I’m sorry, mom,” he said.
“I just want you to know I love you and I know you have real values, son. Those
values will stand you in good stead when the storm hits.”
“Well, values don’t pay the rent, do they?” he asked.
Brenda looked at her son. Was this her Tay, the kid she took to the park, who
could swing higher and faster than all the other kids, the Little League star who could hit
and run? He was still that fast and quick little boy with a big wide smile, still the kid who
always made her cards for Mother’s Day and May Day, wasn’t he?
“You still my special friend?” she asked.
“Mom, don’t be inappropriate.”
He sighed. His mother was annoying so much of the time. He didn’t know what to
do with her. Now that his father was AWOL, she was becoming a basket case, and he
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sure as hell didn’t want to be the one to take care of everything. Let Mika handle it, he
thought, I got a life.
“What’s on my mind, mama, is that I got to go back out and discuss things with
Sam. I just came back in to say I’m sorry and see how you are.”
“I’m fine. Be home at a reasonable time, son.”
“Sure,” he said, “later.”
They had crossed some invisible line, the line where parent and child should
never go, but they were there. Taywan became the adult, letting his mother know the
limits and perimeters, and his mother acquiesced. It was the only thing to do; something
so natural they hardly noticed it.

Chapter 16
Dying to Live
The room at the “Y” felt like a coffin. I couldn’t breathe in there. Certain men, at
certain ages, become cynical and ugly. I was afraid I was becoming one of these. The
men who stayed there were in various stages of addiction. Some were addressing it and
others were not. Most of the men were alcoholics, like myself, but a few were on
prescription drugs, painkillers and one guy was addicted to cleaning fluids. That was the
guy whose room was next to mine, naturally. To his credit, Tony was endeavoring to kick
heroin.
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I bought some booze with some of Marty’s money. He couldn’t expect I would
quit just like that, especially if he handed me all that cash. Maybe he was testing me, I
don’t know. I didn’t care. It was necessary for me to drink.
Sitting in that room was like a waiting room for death. Death and oblivion were
the same thing to me. I didn’t have a clear system of thought about what happens after
you leave your body. I wanted to believe in reincarnation but it struck me as silly. I had
been told there were angels and some kind of ghost people called God, but I’d never seen
or heard them. I knew something else was out there, but my faith in that something else
giving a shit about me was weak. I knew Merton said that the ghost lived inside me. I
hated that ghost. I felt this ghost had an ax and was chopping me into pieces from inside
out.
I took four baths a day during that period. The guy at the desk must have thought I
was crazy. I signed for a bath on the sign-up sheet every two hours. He looked at me with
a stern eye.
“Don’t have Herpes or Aids or anything like that, do you?”
“No.”
“You sure?”
“Yes.”
I wasn’t sure. I could have had Aids. God knows. Hel screwed around all the
time. We weren’t always careful. I could have any number of things because Hel wasn’t
mindful. She had a death wish, I thought during my third bath that first evening.
As I bathed in that tiny little bathroom with the small window in the right corner,
I watched steam rise all around me. Oblivion was like steam, I thought, just a misty warm
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vapor surrounding you so you can’t see. Death was nothing, and nothing scared the shit
out of me. Who would I be if I were nothing? I asked myself.
Would I as a drifting nothing have a consciousness, would I be aware, and if I was
aware, what would I be aware of?
My fourth bath brought more clarification. Loss makes me angry; change makes
me feel important. Control is an issue. Most of us have some form of Attention Deficit
Disorder. Our sensory mechanism in the brain takes in too many stimuli. We start out
thinking life on the street will cut down on the societal noise, that we can control events a
little more, but in fact, the street increases the noise, both outer and inner. The dance of
the street can be terrifying at best, and at the very least, it can kill you. No one is ever in
control.
Gliding became a challenge between my need to control and my conscious desire
to give up control. Letting control completely slide out of my existence was the hardest
thing I’d ever done. It took discipline; it took control to let go of control. It took a certain
kind of stupendous faith. Most of this is wasted on the average person who views the
hobo on the street as a repulsive anathema to culture.
Marty had started a process with his poking around in my sacred places; he
stirred things up. Stirring things up always brought me to think about death and I hated
death. I was having breakfast in hell. There’s plenty of room in the tomb of nothingness.
Next morning I was up bright and early, renewed from four baths the previous
day. The bus ran right in front of the “Y” and went straight to the outpatient entrance of
the hospital.
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Yolanda greeted me with a smile. Her edginess excited me. Stirrings of sex? I
wondered.
“You married, Yolanda?” I asked her.
“Hell yes, baby. Been married thirty-two years and counting.”
“What’s he like?”
“Porter? He’s a good man. Works hard. We raised three kids. He’s retired from
the Post Office.”
“Mail carrier?”
“Programmer.”
“Nameless,” Marty leaned out of his office, pointing to his watch. “It’s nine o’
five.”
I waved to Yolanda and followed Marty into the office. He shut the door. There
was a camera contraption behind his desk.
“What’s that?”
“Oh,” he said as he eased into his chair. ”I’m taping our sessions. Do you mind?”
“Guess not. What’s it for?”
“I’m doing a Documentary.”
“On me?”
“On the Homeless.”
“Jesus.”
“Well--?” he asked after a few minutes of silence.
“I think it’s pretty condescending, Marty. How would you like it if I did a
documentary on therapy?”
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“Well, that’s just what I had in mind, Nameless. Make this kind of a cooperative
thing, partnership. I document you and you document me. Kind of mutual dramatic
appeal, I'd say."
“Maybe.”
“Well, I won’t video tape you without your approval.”
“How kind.”
“Plus, you can take the equipment out and mess around with it.”
“I’m not homeless anymore, Marty. You took care of that.”
“True. How is the “Y”, by the way?”
“Great. The bathtub is superb.”
More moments.
“You know, how can you do research using me as a homeless person, when I am
no longer homeless?”
“How long you been out there, Nameless?” he asked, reaching back and fiddling
with some switches on the camera. Then he shoved a release form across the desk.
“Can you sign this? Releases me from all liability.”
“What liability? Mean saying bad things about me or making me look stupid?”
“You can’t sue me for defamation of character or misrepresentation. Don’t you
trust me, Nameless?”
“Give me a couple reasons why I should, Marty. You’re sitting here, in this
outpatient mental fuck-up clinic, you rescued me on Thanksgiving Day, you get paid for
this, and—“
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“What do you think about death?” he asked. I picked up the pen next to the
release form, playing with it.
“I fucking hate death, Marty. What about you?”
“Yeah.”
He leaned back in his chair. I signed the release form and pushed it back his way.
“Happy?” I asked.
“The hospital requires that you sign, Nameless. It’s of no importance to me
personally, one way or the other. But, I really don’t want to be a clinical therapist forever.
I’d kind of like to document some of what I’ve seen of life. Time to get out of medicating
people who don’t fit in. I’m experiencing burnout.”
“So, I get counseling from a burnt-out therapist—gee, lucky me.”
“I’m giving you my best, Nameless, I always do. So, what about death?”
“I’m sitting around in that ugly little room at the “Y” on Front Street thinking
about bathing, Marty, bathing and death. I used to read about death, reincarnation, the
death process, after death states and pre-death revolution, and I’ve come to the
conclusion nothing happens after you die. It’s nothing. Nothingness. Blank.”
“That’s depressing,” he said.
“Yeah. Well, some people write that they absolutely know your spirit goes
somewhere after you die, but where? How? When? They talk about the Guides, the
disincarnated spirits on the “other side”, lost souls led to the next stage of existence. But
what is that existence? Does it exist, really? What would happen to “I?” Would that “I”
exist, who would “I” be, what would “my” memories be? Would there even be memory,
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as we know it? Would “I” be anything or anywhere? What is God? Isn’t it just the effect
of brain chemistry?”
Marty smiled as I talked. Thoughts came tumbling out of me randomly at a speed
difficult to handle. Was I manic? I felt a need to slop into the bathroom and take a long
hot bath again. It would be great to have hot water over me just then.
“I hear you,” was all he said.
“Am I a manic depressive?” I asked him.
“Well, you exhibit signs of depression, Nameless, and maybe occasional manic
bouts. By and large, though, you don’t fall into strict clinical guidelines. The antidepressants you’re on won’t hurt you, but they won’t help you much either if you don’t
participate. They will take the edge off some of your perceptions and it seems to me that
you like that edge. Might also help with your addiction.”
“You want to re-program me into society’s ho, right master?”
“Nope, that’s not my plan, Nameless, I just—“
“So, what’s on your agenda?”
“I have no agenda, at least not in regards to you. What’s on your agenda? I mean
we are here to explore possibilities, right? Ever see a movie called The Spy Who Came in
From the Cold?”
I thought for a moment.
“Don’t think so.”
“Richard Burton. Great film. You should try and see it sometime. Get a VCR and
rent it. Anything left from the money I gave you?”
“Yeah. I paid a month’s rent for the room and bought some food.”
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“Drink?”
“Well--”
“Doesn’t mix well with the drugs you’re on.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning you could pass out and die. Go get a VCR with some of that money—
it’ll keep you off the streets. Anyway, back to the movie. It’s about this spy that wants to
blow his cover and come in from the cold, but he can’t and he’s doomed to wander the
earth under an assumed identity, always looking over his shoulder.”
“Your point?”
“The war’s over, Nameless. Here’s next week’s prescription.”
He handed me a prescription form.
“You can fill it at the pharmacy downstairs.”
I took it.
“See you tomorrow.”
“That’s it?”
“Yup.”
He reached over and turned off the camera, then turned to look at me, raising his
eyebrows.
I looked into the dead eye of the camera.
After I left the hospital, with six bottles of pills in my pocket, I walked the streets
for a while, getting a perspective on the whole thing, the turn of events. Hel’s leaving had
suddenly created a gaping hole in my life, and there was Marty filling it. Prosperity had
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always scared the shit out of me. I hated the rich and I didn’t want to become like them.
Taking handouts from Marty didn’t make me rich, I reasoned, so I was safe.
I got back to the “Y.” My neighbor Tony was sitting on his bed with his door
wide open.
“Hey,” Tony called as I walked by to my room. “Come on in.”
I was reluctant, but walked in.
“I love heroin. What’s your drug of choice?”
“I drink.”
“Oh, alcohol’s fine, but drugs are where it’s at.”
I figured Tony to be about my age, and sunk like an old ship. He was a wreck at
the bottom of the sea of his life.
“You still using?” I asked, noticing his room was an ashtray. Cigarette butts were
everywhere, smoke and ash covered the surface of the dresser and the nightstand, there
were burn holes in the bedspread and on the floor. The man lived on heroin and nicotine.
I thanked God, that with all the negligent habits I’d indulged in throughout the years,
smoking was not one of them. The occasional cigarette, yes, but smoking had not taken
hold of me like it does some.
“Naw, can’t. I’m not probation, drug rehab program. They test my urine every six
days.”
“That’s good,” I said, smelling the room and feeling sick. It smelled of smoke,
urine and body odor.
“Well, nice seein’ ya. Got to go.”
I walked out.
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“Stop by anytime,” he called as I left. I absolutely knew that I should not be
stopping by Tony’s room soon, unless his rehabilitation took a more concrete form.
I went to my room and jacked off on the bed, took a shower, (the bath was
occupied) and watched the Maury Povitch show. People were screaming at each other.
The screams became part of my head. Voices came and went. Dreams came and went. I
thought about my father.
The last time I had talked to the father figure was years ago—in my late twenties.
I was still a young man then, with what some deemed as promise. He had always loved
me from a distance, and as time went on the distance grew greater. After he and my
mother divorced, we saw each other infrequently. His life was on the West Coast and my
mother’s was on the East Coast. He had a young new wife, with three brand new babies.
It was strange watching my old father trying to be young.
Our last meeting was in the city. He had come to tie up some financial affairs with
mom, see my sisters and take off. He and the Trophy were going on a long cruise in their
private yacht—Grand Cayman Islands or something.
We had lunch in one of those kitschy upscale trendy places favored by people like
my father. He was wearing blue jeans and a Ralph Lauren Blue Jean jacket. He looked
too old for his clothes. The polished cordovan loafers gave him away; a prep from way
back.
I was just beginning to embark on homelessness; the surface was starting to
crumble in subtle but noticeable ways. He looked me over.
“Coat’s getting a bit raggedy,” he said, looking at my Salvation Army winter coat.
“Yeah,” I said and hid my face with the large menu.
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We ate and talked little, each of us nursing too many drinks for the middle of the
day. After lunch he said he wanted to take a walk in the park, “for old time’s sake.” We
walked around the park. It was a cold November day, gray as hell. I figured his Ralph
Lauren clothes weren’t warm enough but the Jean Jacket had flannel lining, so what the
hell. He wore sheepskin gloves and a fake cowboy hat. It was a sickening attempt to look
designer west and didn’t work. I was embarrassed for him.
“You know, I get the feeling you are buried in pain and fear and feelings of
rejection. Grief, anger; all kinds of emotions you need to feel, scare the shit right out of
you. Am I right?”
“You sure know how to dive right in, dad, don’t you?”
“Well, Kathy and I are thinking of buying an island retreat, so this may be the last
time you and I can talk.”
We sat on a bench, watching the Nannies perambulate babies, old men shuffle
along and joggers sweat by with grimaces on their faces—the feverish pursuit of health.
“How long you gonna stay on this Holiday in Hell?”
“Holiday in Hell? That’s good,” I laughed it off.
“I’m not judging you, damn it, but you’re so bright. I was never as smart as you. I
had to work like a dog to get through school—for you it was a piece of cake.”
“I hated school.”
“Maybe. But you were good at it.”
He shook his head.
“Part of you has just buried yourself, for God’s sake. You block everything and
keep going. Is it your mother? Is there something there? God knows I tried to get her to
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go into therapy. I tried everything. Finally, the only thing I could do was leave. But
still—she was toxic, I admit--very toxic. That’s why I ran away. You do understand,
don’t you?”
He looked at me for approval. The whole conversation had taken a turn from his
trying to free me from my angst-ridden denial to his asking for my approbation.
“You block in order to keep going,” he continued, trying to get back on track. I
found myself nodding and nodding, nodding so much my neck hurt. I just wanted him to
realize I still loved him and it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered. After lunch we sat on a
bench outside the restaurant. It was colder than hell but he was insistent on sitting outside
and getting some air. We both had too much to drink and needed to clear our heads.
“You just don’t realize that all this blocking is—I mean you block in order to
keep going, and—and—well, the blocking is what’s jamming you up. It’s ironic that this
so-called cure for life is making you sick. Now, here we are—in a crisis—“
“What crisis?” I asked.
He ignored my question and went on.
“And that pile of shit you keep trying to hold down is threatening to come back
up. I guarantee it’s not nearly as bad as you think. I mean, all that stuff you are holding
down is threatening to come back up, but when it does it won’t be as bad as if you left it
down there. Know what I mean?”
I kept nodding, hoping that he’d stop so I could give my neck a rest.
“Everything down there is coming back up,” he added again for emphasis.
I felt my lunch threatening to come back up.
“Dad—“
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“I’m not finished,” he said, wiping his snotty nose on his sheepskin gloves, then
wiping the snot from the gloves onto his jeans.
“It’s—it’s important. What’s down there inside of you—well, it’s down and dirty
and it’s inside your whole system, your energetic system, clogging up the flow, making
the whole god damn being toxic. Am I making this clear to you?”
“Yeah, dad, I think you’re talking about yourself.”
“Well,” he said, and was silent for a long moment.
“It’s true, I hated your mother. She was repellant. Loathsome, even.”
“I don’t want to hear this.”
“Why not? Why not? You don’t want to hear about all the years I put up with her
habits, her ugliness, her depressions, her misery, her--”
“No, I don’t!” I shouted.
“Fine. You can take her side.”
“I have no side. Both of you can go to hell in a hand basket as far as I’m
concerned.”
“What would it be like—trying to get to hell in a hand basket?” he asked as if
there were a real answer.
“Oh, for fuck’s sake dad, grow up.”
“Kathy keeps me young.”
“She doesn’t mind your idiot babbling?”
“No, she loves it.”
“And the angst?”
“She’s your age,” he said, apropos of nothing.

Nameless the Hero

Page 261

261
10/26/13

“I know.”
“But two people, the same age, couldn’t be more different.”
“I wish you’d go those islands or whatever, and find yourself.”
“But I can’t relax. I’m always worried about you. And the girls. Well, the girls.”
He thought for a moment.
“They’re okay. I can’t stand how Marla got fat after three kids, and Annie still
does cocaine. Do you think she’ll always do cocaine?”
“Dad, she stopped doing coke years ago.”
“Oh, I thought she still did it. Well, here she is, making a six figure income, CEO
of some software design company, no kids, husband travels all the time.”
“He’s an airline pilot.”
“So?”
“Dad—is this leading somewhere?”
“I can’t stand how you’ve all turned out. I refuse to accept the blame.”
“Nobody’s blaming you.”
He looked at me.
“It sickens me. You’re ragged, you’re unemployed or underemployed, and you’re
hopeless looking. You look like a street bum. I wouldn’t be surprised if you—well, never
mind. I just can’t see how you got here.”
“I’m an outcast. I hate society.”
“So fucking what? We’re all outcasts! We all hate society! That’s the whole
fucking scheme of things—but you still keep on, putting your best foot forward, or
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whatever. Punch into the things you have to do, participate, make the village better, for
God’s sake!”
“I don’t want to make the village better, dad.”
“Then what the hell right have you to be here on this planet, stealing oxygen from
those of us who do? Go crawl off into some god damn cave somewhere and shrivel up
and die, then.”
“Thanks.”
“I don’t mean it. I just mean get busy or something, participate in the stream of
life, make a go of it, produce something, get married, have kids or—“ he looked over at
me. “You’re still a very handsome man, my boy, a promising young fellow with so much
to contribute, but you drink so damn much. You drink too much. Do you have to drink so
much?”
“Look who’s talking, dad. Why do you drink? We drink because we love the
oblivion, we love the feeling; we love being off center, out of place, inebriated, insane, all
of it. Anything but where the center is, that vortex scares the shit out of us. Doesn’t it?”
“Speak for yourself, son. I don’t understand a word you’re saying, and I don’t
care. You’ve got to pull yourself together. Your mother won’t do it, and I can’t do it.
Speaking of which, do you hate your mother?”
“I don’t have enough emotion to hate her.”
“I hate her. I’m sorry, but I do. She cracked the whip over my balls until they
were bleeding. Thank God, Kathy is here to heal me.”
“Yeah.”
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We sat in silence. After a bit he looked over at me, staring at my face, trying to
find a map to my thoughts, I imagine.
“I have cancer,” he said.
I wanted to laugh but didn’t.
Somehow, I could not imagine this beautiful sixty-something man kicking off in
his Ralph Lauren jeans—it just didn’t seem to fit. The nouveau cowboy would be
nouveau no more.
“Have you told mom?”
“Yes, she knows.”
“Can’t you get some kind of cure? Drugs or chemicals or something?”
“Son, I am so damned concerned about you.” He grabbed me toward him,
hugging and kissing me. I finally pushed him off.
“Don’t worry about me, dad, I’m fine. I’m Gliding.”
“You’re drifting. You’re not paddling with two oars, son.”
“I’m a little crazy, Dad, but not extraordinarily so.”
“You’re completely crazy and you know it.”
There was nothing to say. He had cancer and I was crazy. There wasn’t much to
explore after that.
“When you gonna come off this Holiday in Hell?” he said again, breaking our
silence.
“Stop calling it that.”
“I calls’em as I sees’em,” he said, his mid-western accent making an attempt at
street vernacular sound strange.
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“It’s Gliding, dad, something you just can’t fathom.”
“I know what fathom is. I fathom you’re sinking. To the bottom. A slow leak in
that boat of yours, getting bigger and bigger by the day, it’s eventually gonna pull you to
the floor of that ocean you’re drifting in. Loneliness. You’re scared; face it. After I go,
well, I have to leave the bulk of my estate to Kathy and the kids. I hope you understand.”
“Shit, dad.”
“The girls get some, though Annie doesn’t need it, but Marla and the kids need
money, and yes, you’ll get some. But Kathy and I have three kids and they’re still young
and she’s never done anything but be with me and have babies.”
“How much am I getting?”
“How much have you earned?”
“That’s not the fucking point!”
“Look, it isn’t much. Enough to hang yourself with. My estate isn’t that big
anyway, let’s not exaggerate.”
“You’re a millionaire. On paper. Aren’t you?”
“Taxes. Taxes.”
“Yeah, and you wonder why I’m a drop out from the culture.”
“No excuse, boy. You’re a lazy shit head that doesn’t want to face the possibility
of failing.”
“Shut up, dad, before I hit you.”
“You’d hit a dying man?”
“A dying man who’s a rich fuck in Ralph Lauren clothes? Damn straight.”
“You’re just mad I won’t leave you all the money.”
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“Oh right, that’s it.”
“What am I going to do with you?”
“I should grab a taxi and get back to work,” I said. I was working at Copy Max at
the time, running the copy machines and getting yelled at by the two assistant managers.
“What will you do?”
I looked at him, not wanting to. There were tears in his eyes.
“I’ll bury you, dad.”
He shook his head.
“Kathy and I have arranged for cremation. No problems there. I want my ashes
scattered over Mt. McKinley.”
“What for?”
“I love Alaska, Kathy loves the tropics. There you go.”
“What kind of cancer is it?”
“The kind you can’t operate on, the kind that can’t be cured with drugs,
experimental or otherwise, the kind that will render me a complete vegetable soon
enough.”
“Oh.”
“I don’t want you to see me that way.”
I could feel his breath come in spasms as I watched him cry.
“I have to go back to work.”
“I know.”
We both stood up. He grabbed me and pulled me close to him. I could smell his
aftershave.
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“Will you be coming back for Christmas?”
“Yes.” He was lying.
“So. What is it?”
“What?”
“What kind of cancer is it?”
“Brain tumor. Isn’t that a crock? Inoperable, I guess, unless I want to be a total
vegetable. Which I’ll be anyway. I’ll lose control of my body, my functions and my
speech. Then I’ll go blind and the last thing to go will be my hearing.”
“Dad--”
“We’ll get through it. You better go,” he wiped his nose and eyes on his those
poor sheepskin gloves. I walked away toward the street to get a cab. He stood there by
the bench, watching me. It was the last time I saw my father. He’s watching me from
somewhere, I figure, but shit knows where. My jaded cynicism never quite got wiped
away in the gristmill of life.
He was a good man, a king of hearts; the king of mine, my father.

Chapter 17
A Rat in a Hole
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Five days after the murders Eddie left the house and camped out in Earl’s fishing
cabin on Houghton Lake. The cabin hadn’t been used in a while, since Earl and his wife
divorced some seasons back. It sat on the lake, set in, some three miles or so from town.
The little hamlet of Houghton Lake had a grocery store, liquor store and a gas
station, and served the lake community in the summer. During winter season only the diehard fishermen and hunters frequented the place, ice fishing and hanging out nights in the
bar. They were mostly the old guys who had been coming up to the lake for years. Their
wives usually stayed home. Everyone knew Earl, everyone knew about the divorce.
Nobody knew about Eddie, but then, that was why Eddie decided to go there.
The toilet backed up, it didn’t work right, so Eddie took to pissing in the back.
Even though it was cold out there with three inches of snow on the ground, Eddie was
past minding.
He got his supplies and things from the grocery store, but was careful to keep a
low profile. He didn’t want to attract attention of any kind.
Brenda would come under pressure from her folks and Eddie couldn’t stand it;
even looking at his kids made him feel sick. It was better, he decided, just to leave and let
time heal the wounds.
He hadn’t planned too far ahead. He didn’t really have a plan at all, actually--after
telling Brenda about losing his job, and facing the kids with their accusatory looks. He
threw a bunch of things haphazardly into a duffel bag one morning and split. Brenda was
at work and the kids were at school. He took the Bronco. Brenda still had the Town Car
and he figured that would do.
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Putting in the call to Earl wasn’t too difficult. Earl was minding his own store and
didn’t have a whole lot of interest in speculating about other people’s shit.
“Earl—-it’s Eddie.”
“Yeah? What’s up?”
“Can I stay in the cabin for a bit?”
“You’re welcome to it, but it’s a mess.”
“That’s okay.”
“I haven’t been there in a while, Eddie, since Jen and I split.”
“Yeah.”
“You and Brenda okay?”
“Well, yeah, I don’t know. There’s been some stuff happening in my life. I need
to get away.”
“Now, don’t go and blow it with Brenda. No question, she is the most loyal and
amazing woman around.”
“I know that Earl, but I’m just not sure about myself.”
“What you talking about? You got a good job, and things are really secure for
you, right?”
Eddie did not answer. What could he say?
After he hung up, he retrieved all the bottles of whiskey he could find, including
several forgotten bottles of Scotch in the basement, threw the alcohol in with his clothes
in the duffel bag. It wasn’t as hard as he thought to leave his life. His life had left him
already, anyway.
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When Brenda came home from work that day she saw the closet open and Eddie’s
stuff strewn all over the floor. It made her angry that he was such a coward. When the
kids got home she’d had the family meeting. Once the meeting was over and days had
passed, there was silence about Eddie. It was as if the family had sewed the seams up on
his part of the cloth and smoothed the whole thing out. Brenda continued to make dinner,
set the table and set her jaw.

Eddie wandered the cabin like a rat. There was an old television in the cabin and a
bunch of videos. He watched them all and started to wonder what he was going to do,
what the plan was, how long he could hold out in this cabin. He didn’t bother to ask why
he was there in the first place—he knew the answer to that one. It was simply the only
solution to his life, to go somewhere else other than his life.
The cabin didn’t have a phone; there was a jack but no service. He thought about
calling Earl and asking him to turn on the service, but changed his mind. Whatever calls
he had to make he could do from the pay phone at the store.
Eddie was beginning to feel just a little sorry for himself. The more distance time
put between his crimes and his life, the less real it all seemed. It was almost as if the
crimes had never happened, and in some moments he really began to believe that nothing
had ever happened.
Eddie wandered the cabin in a lost and sorry mood, beginning to feel himself a
victim; victim mode was fitting real well. He was not the perpetrator of rape and two
murders, but the innocent victim of societal misunderstanding. They simply did not
realize the reality of the African American experience. He was a victim of racism. It

Nameless the Hero

Page 270

270
10/26/13

never occurred to Eddie to consider himself wicked. Immorality was what the culture had
done to him. It was the gross misunderstanding of the African American man and all his
needs, his wants, his shame, his pride, his deteriorating self esteem, his search for the
truth in the midst of lies.
Eddie spent many an hour in the cabin pacing the floor allowing thoughts like this
to crash around in his brain. His victimization grew stronger by the hour. Every so often
he would start to question himself, but whenever he did he immediately slipped into
cynical derision.
I know the truth, he’d think. I’ve got too much pressure, a wife that doesn’t
understand the deep scars inside of me, the scars preventing me from being like other
people, like other men, the deep pain that prevents me from behaving normally and
rationally. I’m in need, Goddamn it, I need help!
It was at these moments of self-deceptive revelation that Eddie would quit pacing,
or eating or watching TV, and stand in absolute wonder in the middle of the cabin. Time
had begun to take on a solipsistic quality helping him to stretch meaninglessness out
beyond its limits. It was getting harder and harder to figure out what to do, and since he
had no plan, figuring out what to do with the endless streams of time stretching out
before him became an obsessive quest. Every once in a while, Eddie would stand stock
still, holding his head in his hands and begin to cry. Jags. Fits. An ugly noise escaping
from his mouth, saliva sliding out of the corners of his mouth and down his chin. He
couldn’t stand it. He couldn’t stand himself. He couldn’t stop it, and most important, he
couldn’t figure out why it was happening. Was he going nuts?
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When this thought occurred, it took him into panic and fear that felt like
something hard inside of his stomach, made it hard to breath. After that feeling subsided,
he would breathe out heavily a few times, lifting his head to the ceiling or the sky or
wherever he thought God was and think:
Oh my God, what a relief. I am a nut--that explains all this stuff! No mystery
here, I’m just crazy. The relief in thinking this through would help for a minute, until the
panic and fear returned again.
Wait a minute, a voice inside of his would wail, if you are nuts, then what are you
gonna do? You going to sit here in this God Damn cabin and unravel? Are they going to
find you curled up in a ball in the corner, like a rat? That’s not the way to go out, brother,
cause you are destined to be a hero.
After this exercise, which often lasted nearly an hour, and could, sometimes, kill
the better part of the morning, Eddie would run to the bathroom.
Thank God for running water, he’d think and start the tub. Soaking in a scalding
hot tub took the edge off the fear, although it took all his concentration and energy to
keep himself breathing.
While in the tub, images crashed in and out. He’d see a piece of clothing that
belonged to Sally, hear her little whining voice, see Mikey’s big head, his body over the
bridge.
Sometimes the bath would last long enough for Eddie to wish he could drown in
the water, but he never did. Sometimes, he’d immerse his head in the water and wait, but
after a minute he’d come up gasping for air. Dying was not as easy as it looked. During
the initial period of burrowing in, Eddie likened himself to a rat in a hole hibernating for
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the winter. Do rats hibernate? He wondered. Nights were long. He descended into dreams
that looked and felt like ocean, lake, seaweed and entanglement. There were no
discernable figures or people, just water. His legs were endeavoring to kick free of
underwater plants wrapped around his ankles. In these nocturnal drownings he would
thrash in the camp bed, sweat and wake forgetting who he was and where he had been.
Mornings he got up, always relieved to get the hell out of that bed. He’d make a
pot of coffee, drink cup after cup, and watch daytime shows on television with the sound
off for hours. He stopped shaving. Two weeks passed.
Eddie realized that he was lost. It felt like passion deflated, it felt like an
implosion inside of his ribs, it felt good to be lost. He feared getting found. There was the
temptation, however, to call Brenda and sob into the phone, get her pity and her warmth
and her love. She wouldn’t understand. Eddie was slowly coming to the knowledge that
intent had executed love in his life, the cord severed by Eddie himself. He just wasn’t the
hero he wanted to be.
In one of his wanderings, some afternoon, some time he could not know, what
day he was not sure, he came across an obscure book of poetry by someone named F.J.
Mitchell. Opening the book at random he read the poem.
Like the darkness of a holiday wrenched from the heart
I speak my mind to no one
No one responds.
Those dark days.
Each gray moment fingered by the next
I am the death knell of myself
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Ringing an anthem stained with hatred.
Eddie read no further. It made him angry that a complete stranger could somehow
guess what was in his heart. Hatred was taking over so much space there, he wasn’t sure
if there was a heart left.

It had been weeks since anyone had heard from Eddie. Brenda was in the kitchen
one night, making dinner. A noise came, she turned, startled. Taywan was rumbling
around upstairs in his room, she could hear the sound of his feet above her. The kitchen
was hot, like hell, and she hated it. The kitchen had always been her favorite place, she
thought with bitter irony. She kept hoping Eddie would call and dreading that he would.
The phone was placed conspicuously on the counter near the sink.
Her parents had called repeatedly, the police called once, several co-workers of
Eddie’s had called. She had no idea where he was, she would say, though this was a lie.
They all assumed she was covering his ass.
Her folks told her she had no choice but to pick up and leave with the kids, come
stay with them. Brenda resisted this idea with vehemence. The kids were in school, she
told them, they had their friends and activities, and she had her job. Her mother spoke
with her usual adamancy:
“You know he’s nothing but a no-account loser, he always was. Hiding behind
your skirts. Sickens me. Now, you going to let him drag you and those kids down too?
Everybody knows. You won’t admit you made a mistake.”
“A mistake?”
“Your marriage—“
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“Mama, I been married to Eddie to twenty-two years with three kids, I don’t call
that a mistake.”
“Do I know what’s what, young lady?” Her mother spoke at her as if she were
still fifteen. It irritated her beyond measure, made her want to slam the phone down in her
mother’s ear.
“I’m not asking you, I’m telling you—“
There were muffled sounds and her father grabbed the phone.
“Hi. How’s my baby?” his sweet low tones came over the phone lines.
“Hi daddy.”
“Don’t pay your mother no mind. She’s just wanting what’s best for you, you
know that.”
“I know.”
Brenda heard more muffled sounds and her mother had grabbed the phone again.
“Listen here, young lady, he’s liable to come back and beg for mercy. Get your
affairs in order and bring those kids here. You’ll be the one to forgive him and take him
back.”
Guilt gave Brenda a twinge.
“I’ll see. I’ll see. Right now it’s about getting on with things.”
“So where is he?”
“I don’t know.”
“You know. Oh well,” her mother sniffed. “His life ain’t worth much anyway.”
Even though something in Brenda had truly hardened toward Eddie, she hated
admitting this to anyone, especially her mother. The more her mother came after Eddie,
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the more she felt obliged to defend him. How could her mother possibly know what it
was like to love a criminal? How could she know the depth of pain and ache that went
along with loving Eddie? How could she know the constant vigil she kept over that tiny
little spot left inside of her that still hoped he’d perform a miracle and do better? Her
mother never liked Eddie and she never would.
“Mama, what did our Lord say, mercy triumphs over justice?”
“Yes. That is true, darling, but who’s going to have mercy over that poor little
white girl he raped and killed and that little homeless boy? They died alone on that cold
bridge, and he left them. Nobody saw but we know, don't we?”
Yes we do, Brenda thought.
“I got to go, mama. I’ll call you in a few days.”
“Brenda—“
Brenda hung up before her mother could finish her sentence. She wished she had
been able to say goodbye to her Daddy.
After the conversation she stood at the sink, grabbed a glass of water and choked.
Right was right and wrong was wrong. Eddie was surely wrong, but she loved him
anyway. She didn’t have a reason, she just did. Maybe it was the way he used to be, the
hunch of his back, that sad place at the back of his neck, those moments of awe when he
had been able to touch her in certain places. She wasn’t sure anymore. Love had become
mixed up with fear. She feared his presence. She feared the whole rotten business.
Taywan came into the kitchen. His mama was standing at her favorite place by
the window, looking blankly out. She’d been blank ever since Dad had freaked out and
become a criminal on the run.
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Just thinking about his father brought ugliness to Taywan’s insides. It made him
angry and excited at the same time. It meant he was forced into manhood and that excited
him. It meant his father was a murdering fugitive, and that angered him. He was
absolutely sure he hated his father, but he had no use for vengeance. He just wished
Eddie a speedy execution, or whatever he had coming, and for him to stay away from the
family. Taywan was the protector now.
“Mom?”
Brenda turned.
“What is it baby?”
“I got to talk to you.”
“Pull up a chair, I’ll make tea.”
He hated her tea. She pulled a chair across the floor, motioning for him to sit at
the table. He stood with resolution. Taywan had his own mind.
Brenda fiddled with am empty teacup, waiting for him to talk.
“You want me to make tea or not?”
“Okay, make tea.”
She put the water on to boil.
“Okay,” she said again, as if to remind herself that life was still going on.
Taywan walked over to the stove, dutiful son, turning the kettle off when it started
to whistle. Damn. He hated his father. His mother’s mind was clearly gone; he was the
only one to keep her moving. Only now—
“Mom,” he interrupted his own thoughts and set the tea pot down on the table
next to her limp arm.
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Brenda poured out of cups of tea. Taywan sat and sipped his. After a few minutes
she looked up and saw his sweet brown eyes looking back at her.
“Sam’s pregnant.
“Sam?”
“Samuella.”
“It’s too hot!” she sat back in her chair. Taywan didn’t know if she meant the
kitchen, with the oven on, or the tea.
“She’s pregnant mom.”
“How in hell did you get her pregnant, son? You ever hear of birth control?”
“Yeah, well, we been talking about marriage.”
Brenda exploded.
“Marriage? At your age? You got to be kidding me, Tay. You ain’t even out of
High School yet.”
“I know, mom, I know.”
Taywan’s main intent was to keep her from freaking out and spilling the tea.
“We got plans.”
Brenda exploded into laughter.
“You got plans?”
Taywan’s jaw tightened. Damn, what a bitch this was. He didn’t plan on the
discussion going this way. He never thought she’d do anything but see his point of view,
now that he was a man. He figured she’d just naturally jump over and demand he do the
right thing. That way--sanction the marriage idea. He hadn’t formulated the idea quite

Nameless the Hero

Page 278

278
10/26/13

solidly in his mind, yet. It was an amorphous blob; he hadn’t even told Sam yet, but he
knew this was the path. Any man, grown as he was, would do the same thing.
“So, mom—“
“Shut up, Tay, I’m thinking. You surely can’t marry this girl.”
“What do mean?” he asked.
Brenda looked at her son, handsome, proud and free, just about to fuck up his
whole life.
“Get her a damn abortion. You know you can’t support a child now, you can’t
take care of a baby.”
Just as he feared, Brenda’s arm lashed out and she knocked his cup of tea off the
table. Taywan leaped to save it, but the teacup clattered onto the floor spilling tea
everywhere. He grabbed a dishtowel. Brenda pulled it from his hands, got down on her
knees and wiped the hot tea dripping over the sides of the table and on the floor.
He hated her for victimizing herself.
“Mom..”
“I’ll get it,” she insisted, wiping on her knees.
“There.” She stood up, throwing the wet dishtowel into the sink.
“What you said, mama, that’s just not the choice I’m making right now. We—“
“There is no ‘we’ of you, Tay. There’s no ‘we’. Your ‘we’ is this family. That’s
all the ‘we’ you have.”
She looked at her son, eyes darting out at him with more anger than he had ever
seen. It couldn’t be all for him; she must have been saving it up. Damn his father.
“No mama. Sam and I, well, I don’t want her to and she won’t—“
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“Won’t? Then you won’t either. You wash your hands of the whole damn thing,
you hear? If she’s stupid and silly enough to get herself pregnant in these days and times,
what’s this got to do with you? Let her go to her rich step-daddy and that ho mother of
hers and get some money, you hear?”
They stood in the kitchen, mother and son, both angry as hell. Taywan could not
believe this was coming from his mother, the woman who sewed all the curtains and
bedspreads, cooked and cleaned, worked and loved them all, the woman whose religion
was the fabric of her practical everyday life, the woman who said she believed in
forgiveness. Maybe he didn’t know her. It was his father’s fault she was this way,
Taywan concluded.
“I thought, I thought—“ he started to cry, hating himself for it. What was going
on? He thought, wiping an eye with his fist.
“I thought you believed in mercy, mama, I thought you did.”
“Oh God, Taywan, God.” Brenda reached out to touch his arm, but he flinched
and backed away.
“Stop it,” he said, hiding his tears with his hand.
“I did, I do believe in forgiveness, but damn it, Tay, there’s no mercy for the
stupid!”
She banged her flat hand onto the table making everything on it jump, then
walked out, her big ass swaying through the door. Tea spilled all over again. Taywan
stared at the dripping liquid as it made a small puddle on the floor. He had no intentions
of cleaning it up. Tears came from his unwilling eyes.
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Eddie wanted to call Brenda so bad it came like a terrible knotted feeling in his
stomach.
Suppose I die? He thought. Suppose she died? Suppose one of the kids needed
help? The kids. Eddie’s ache was in missing those kids. It didn’t matter what he did, they
were still his and always would be.
Snow was falling everyday. It stuck to the ground wet and heavy. There had been
a storm a few nights before and the Bronco was buried.
I better go and start the car, Eddie thought, just to make sure the engine doesn’t
freeze up. Where he planned to drive, what could he do, this was a constant nagging
thought, but he shoved it aside every time it came up.
He had actually thought about driving into the lake, but it was too much trouble.
He used up time imagining what it would be like to sink into the water with the windows
shut, he inside the car, dying slowly while music played on the radio. He wondered if it
would be an image Brenda and the kids could handle. They’d drag the car up from the
bottom of the lake, his body intact but bloated inside the car, all of them wondering what
in hell made him do it.
The one thing Eddie did not realize or want to admit was that everyone would,
without question, know why he did it. Their only thought would be how to dispose of the
body and get on with their lives.
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After these fantasies, Eddie would sit for hours in a reverie of self-hatred.
Sometimes he would walk out back and sit on a log, feeling the damp and the snow creep
into his pants, shivering and cold, contemplating his own death, hating himself.
Self-hatred washed over Eddie at intervals. It felt good; it helped distribute his
thinking from one side of his blackened heart and mind to another more secret place, and
a place he couldn’t get at much. He was glad. No need to go there. Nothing felt better
than not to get to that place. It interfered with his sex fantasies, anyway, and sexual
thoughts overtook his thought process at intervals.
He thought he’d go to the store and pick up a few more videos, a pair of scissors
and—what else was there to do around this place? People didn’t stay much on the lake in
winter, it was too damn cold and remote, except the die-hards who liked ice fishing and
snowmobiling and a few people snow shoeing and cross country fanatics. Most people
were home watching football on TV. Thinking of that brought Eddie around to thinking
about home and Brenda and the kids.
He had no plans, no plans at all, no plans to go back home and no plans about
how long he’d stay in the cabin. At some point, in the spring maybe, Earl would want to
come up, bring his buddies.
The projection into the future of his life, spring even, drew a blank in Eddie’s
mind. He could just not get past the moment, the hour, the minute. Planning was out of
his realm; he was more thinking about different ways he could die in this cabin, what
might happen after he died, how people would react.
The human race loves to indulge in death fantasy, he thought, and I’m no
different. We all plunge into imagining our own funeral, the pity and vindication and
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hostility and grief-- all of it, everything, rolling along in the imagination. Loved ones
crying over the body, grief-stricken and remorseful, it was enough to bring tears to his
eyes just thinking about it. Of course, along with imagining the terrible mourning people
would do over his death, he also tried imaging the actually death itself. Eddie no more-nothing, nada, gone. He’d always go back to the sadness and mourning; it was a lot better
than trying to imagine non-existence.
At this point the tears would stop dead and he would find himself shaking and
fearful, standing still in the middle of the cabin, or out back or watching the snow fall and
wonder: what am I? Where am I? In this way, Eddie began to watch himself become
unraveled.
Eddie’s imagination had suffered since he ran away from home. Those dreams,
those waterlogged dreams made him afraid to go to bed. He was never tired enough to
sleep anyway. He didn’t do enough all day to make him tired. Every so often he’d sit
inside the car listening to radio. He always cracked a window, however. The thought of
carbon monoxide poisoning occurred at regular intervals. CNN amused him for a few
hours each day. The boredom was worse than death, he concluded. With nothing to do,
boredom was living hell, going to hell in a hand basket, sliding into oblivion, all these
phrases occurred to Eddie as he paced the days away back and forth, minute by fucking
minute.
He thought about Brenda and the kids all the time. It was the kind of thinking that
felt like nagging, the kind of nagging Brenda did when she expected something from him
but wouldn’t tell him what. The unexpressed expectation was that Eddie had trouble
keeping it together; it was always lurking behind every minute of their marriage. The
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expectation was that he wouldn’t last, couldn’t get it up, couldn’t make enough money,
wouldn’t be a good husband, or a good father.
Sometimes during those years he’d found himself wishing she’d smack him and
be done with it. Like his mother did. Like his father did. Like everyone did. Because they
all knew the secret of Eddie. The secret of Eddie was that he was stupid. Everyone knew,
even though the thought of it hadn’t occurred for a long time. In fact, he couldn’t
remember when was the last time he remembered he was stupid. Must’ve been when he
was still in High School. Oh well.
Eddie walked outside, took a piss, then decided to drive to the convenience store
and call Brenda. He just had to hear her voice.

Brenda was staring at the news on television, her mind blank. Mika was upstairs;
Junior was in bed. Taywan had slammed out the house without even a goodbye.
The thought of Taywan marrying that little ho who trapped him into it made her
angry.
When the phone rang Brenda jumped.
“Hello?”
Right away she knew it was Eddie.
“Hello? You there?” she asked.
“Brenda…”
“You sound awful. Why don’t you come home? We got to sort this out. You can
get help.”
Eddie laughed a cynical laugh.

Nameless the Hero

Page 284

284
10/26/13

“Help? Dear Brenda, you can’t fix this like you fix everything else.”
“Well, we got to figure something Eddie. I mean—therapy, or something or—“
“Therapy? Now you must be insane,” he said, a bitter, jaded tone to his voice.
“Eddie you went and raped that girl. Now she’s dead. And that young man—“
“Shut up Brenda, and let me speak.”
Brenda shut up. What was she supposed to do? The truth was her husband,
Edward Talbot, the man she married and bore three children with, was really not her man
but a total stranger. Maybe it was the distance, maybe it was the awful reality of what he
had done, but at that moment Brenda’s love for Eddie snapped like a twig off a tree. She
knew she would never touch this man again or allow him to touch her. She did feel it was
her duty to at least help him.
“Eddie, you need to come home and get help. We’ll stand by you. You can’t just
disappear—hide yourself—forever.”
“I can hide as long as I want. What difference does it make to you or anyone
else?”
“What about the kids?”
Eddie felt a terrible sharp pain sear through his chest. He couldn’t breathe; he was
in a panic, his heart pounded in his ears. It subsided, he breathed a deep breath and
listened to his heart calm down.
“Eddie? You there?’
“Just a minute. I’m thinking.”
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Eddie leaned on the wall outside the store at the pay phone. He was so cold his
jaw shook. The pain moved downward into his bowels and stayed like a hard core of
heaviness in his belly.
“Okay.”
“Okay what, Eddie?”
“I’ll come home, if you want me.”
“Please Eddie, please, consider what you’ve done. You don’t want to leave your
children with this.”
There was a moment. Eddie was freezing.
“How are they?” he asked.
The missing of his kids was more than he could handle. That wasn’t the sort of
pain he bargained for. Yes, he was often distracted, irritable as a father, didn’t have time
for their little problems, or their promises, still, the love was there. He held it inside of
him like a strong light. Even when he was working, over-working, trying to prove
himself the man he wanted others to see him as, trying to prove he was not the noaccount nigger they all secretly thought he was anyway, his children were the one thing
he could cling to as a sign of self worth.
Brenda had never admonished him or demanded much. He just knew he was
never satisfying her, never could, and when his sex wouldn’t work, he collapsed from the
inside out. Self-hatred over took him. Even at this low point, Brenda believed he could
pull through. In fact, her trust was the real problem. He felt accused and worthless inside
of her abiding trust because it wasn’t based on anything real. Her belief in Eddie was just
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a fantasy she concocted to continue living. Deep down she must have realized at some
point that he would never do anything, be anything or take care of anything.
“Eddie, I got to go—you got something to say?“
“Do you believe in me, Brenda?”
“I don’t know what I believe in, anymore. I just don’t know.”
“But Brenda—“
“Find yourself, Eddie. You got to do the right thing, come back here; turn
yourself in. It’ll go better for you if you do. It’s not about who knows or who don’t—it’s
about what’s right, don’t you think? The longer you stay put, the worse it gets.”
“I know, but I got no job. How you paying for things?”
“My folks are helping out. Daddy paid our mortgage and insurance for the next
few months, just until—Eddie---“
“Shit—they’ll put me away for life, Brenda.”
“You did the crime Eddie, now you gotta do the time.”
Eddie slammed the phone against the outside wall of the convenience store.
Brenda heard the slam. It felt like an invasion. She shouted into the receiver.
“Eddie, Eddie. You hear me?”
“The Blue Cross payment is due—“
“Eddie, don’t you worry about all this, just get your ass back here so we can deal
with this in the lawful manner. Please.”
“Is that Daddy? Wanna talk to daddy!” Eddie Junior shouted in the background.
Eddie started to cry, hearing Junior’s voice. It was like a voice in a bottle, so far
away. He just couldn’t help the emotions.
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“Brenda,” she could hear sobs streaming out of him, ugly, choking noises. Her
sympathy had all dried up.
“I’m scared,” he gasped at last.
“So am I, but we got to keep going.” Brenda said with a final tone in her voice. It
was all over. She knew it. Something in her had hardened. When she thought about Sally,
that little girl by the bridge, and Mikey, the retarded man, she grew cold. She did not
know the details of how her husband had raped and kicked the shit out of Sally, left her
lying out there all alone on the cold night. If she had, her coldness would have become
glacial. As it was, there was some compassion left. It welled up as a squeezing pain that
cut into her throat and chest.
“We all scared, Eddie. Just get your ass back home and sort it out. You got to pay
for this. You hear me? You got pay!”
Something strong within her placed the phone down, leaving Eddie hanging on
the line, outside the store, cold, weary and crying, the phone screaming a dial tone in his
ear.
“Hey mister, I need to make a call.”
Eddie turned his tear-stained face with a week’s unshaven stubble toward the
voice-- his hair dirty and uncombed. He must have scared the woman because she ran
back to her car without a word. Eddie slammed the phone down in its cradle, just to hear
the banging sound, then tried to dial Brenda again, changed his mind and slunk back to
the car like a guilty animal in a furtive hunt for dead carcass in the starvation of a
winter’s day.
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Brenda walked away from the phone.
“That Daddy? That Daddy?” Junior whined. She scooped him up in her arms and
kissed his hairline. Mika glided down the stairs.
“What’s up?”
“Daddy called,” Brenda said as she put Junior back down on the floor in front of
his workbook. “I just don’t know what to do.”
“You can’t do anything, mother. It’s up to him to stop hiding and turn himself in.”
“I know.”
“He’s worthless.” Mika turned an impassive face to her mother. Brenda didn’t
have the strength or will to refute this. In the past she might have.
“There’s nothing we can do, so you better realize that and get on with it,” Mika
concluded.
Mika’s nasty determination made Brenda sick.
“You all want to stay here, don’t you? I mean we could move down to live with
Grandma and Granddad.”
“No way, mother. What are you thinking of? In the middle of the school year?
Leave our friends?”
Mika had the voice of a news correspondent, the inflection of a librarian and the
tone of an old man.
“Anybody speak about this at school?”
“No.”
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Mika walked over to the window and looked out at the snow falling, wondering,
where was her father now and what was he doing? The tree boughs were bent over with
snow, everything looked heavy and white, cocooned. Soon it would be Christmas.
“He won’t be here for Christmas,” Brenda slammed into Mika’s quietude.
“So what?”
“Even if he were here,” Brenda went on, ignoring her attitude, “we’d be dealing
with things.”
“Things? You mean, getting him charged with rape and murder? Putting him in
jail?”
“You don’t know if he did those things. You don’t know. Nobody does.”
“Oh, yeah? What’s the big deal? It’s his word against the word of a prostitute,
who’s dead anyway.” Mika’s cynicism provoked Brenda.
“Shut up!”
“Why should I, mom? Somebody’s got to get real around here.”
Brenda looked at the stranger standing before her, the stranger posing as a
daughter.
“You’re not defending him are you?” Mika asked.
“No. No I am most certainly not, Mika. How could I? What would that say about
the things I’ve tried to teach you?”
“It would say love makes people weak. I’m not going there—no way.”
Brenda nodded her head, not so much in agreement but to keep herself from
crying.
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“You’re just saying, mom, that it isn’t that serious. I mean rape, well, it happens
all the time. Right? Isn’t that what you’re implying? And by allowing dad to hide
himself—you might as well be a murderer yourself!”
“All the time? What do mean, all the time?” Brenda asked, ignoring Mika’s
accusation.
“People get raped. Prostitutes are asking for it—isn’t that what dad thinks?”
“I don’t think that. I don’t know what you’re dad was thinking.”
“I don’t care what he was thinking. He’s a violent nut case that needs to be locked
up. Forever. And throw away the key.”
“Maybe. Maybe Mika. Maybe. But about rape. No, I don’t think nobody’s asking
for it, Mika. And if it happened to you, would it be ‘all the time’ or maybe just the worst
hell you ever faced?”
Mika looked at her mother, unsure, a tiny bit hurt.
“I don’t know what you mean.”
Mika looked into her mother’s brown eyes, usually warm, now brilliant with
anger.
“Have you ever been raped, mama?”
Brenda wondered, was it the time to tell her daughter about the many things that
happened to her as a child--the fingers exploring regions dark and unknown, without her
permission or sanction? The so-called Uncles and Cousins that came exploring and found
fruits inside of her, explosions of noise and excretions and residue of crusted semen on
her pants, kisses that came unwanted, the hard penis of some unknown male shoved
inside of her, making her insides burn. These were the memories, furtive, strained,
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stained with fear. They were the things that happened to her in the south, in her clan,
around her area, in her family, in the confines of closed rooms and closets. Who was
there to defend her? Brenda knew that in this memory she was alone in the world; she
need not burden Mika with it.
“Sometimes love ain’t what it appears to be,” was all Brenda said, and left the
room. Mika was standing at the window, wondering what her mother meant by this. She
just wished the whole thing would shrivel up and die, like a dead animal. Her father was
bad fruit, she decided, and if he dropped dead they’d all recover and do fine. She was
sure of it.
Brenda sat at the kitchen table pressing her eyelids with shaking fingers, trying
not to remember those ugly moments of her youth and teen years. Sex was not an event
for pleasure then, it was cherished things ripped from inside of her, fearful, strange and
hard. It wasn’t until she met Eddie that she had known what sexuality opens up inside of
a woman when she is loved and made love to at the same time. She had to thank Eddie
for teaching her that.
Brenda’s thinking always went back to this hardcore fact: why did he do it? Try
as she might, she just could not understand. Was it the impotence? Was it the drinking?
Come to think of it, which came first, she could not decide. The sexual problems were
serious but not the end of everything. She was sure it would pass away. The drinking did
not pass away, however. Was that it?
When a man gets into trouble, everybody throws him out, she thought. He’s
looking for a friend right about now, and he’s hiding inside of his cave at the same time.
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Am I his good friend? She asked herself. Well, you just can’t make the weather
better by yourself, she concluded.
Mika walked into the kitchen finding her mother sitting at the table with her eyes
closed.
“What do you mean, mother, love isn’t what it appears to be?”
Brenda looked at her. This girl of hers was so beautiful, so imperious, and so
unaware of the cesspool that relationship, sex and anger can produce. Mika was sheltered
from all of it, thank God. She was smart, filled with grace, with an intellectual prowess
that provided her with armor and a shield against pain. Brenda saw no reason to take that
away.
“What do you mean, mother? Love isn’t what it appears to be?” Mika repeated
again.
Brenda got up slowly from the table and walked over to her daughter, putting a
hand to her face, caressing Mika’s soft forehead along the hairline.
“You’re so young, baby, I never want to take away your hope or your joy. There’s
so much ahead of you now.”
“What about Dad?”
“He’s lost,” was all Brenda would say. “Lost…he’s just lost.”
“So, what do we do?”
“Sometimes, honey, it’s just better to let a lost animal go out in the woods and be
by himself, know what I mean? Sometimes those animals don’t make it, sometimes they
do, whatever God reasons to happen, it happens. They’re better off dying on their own if
they’re going to die. They can’t be fixed or mended, they can’t fit, they—“
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“Is he going to die?” tears jumped out of Mika’s eyes, tears she didn’t want,
hating their betrayal of feeling.
“Don’t worry about Dad. We have to keep on with our lives.”
Mika cried, her little face shoved into Brenda’s arms. Brenda held her tight,
feeling the soft curls, taking her hand and rubbing up and down her daughter’s back.
“It’s okay honey, it’s okay,” Brenda said over and over to Mika, not believing a
word of it. “I’ll call and let the police know where’s he’s at.”
“Thank you mama. That’s all I ask.”

Chapter 18
Documentary Film
I took the camera home. It was interesting to see what garbage would come out of
me as I faced a running camera. I found myself sprucing up just before my camera
sessions. Marty made me bring the camera back every couple of days so he could view
my footage.
“This shit is great,” he said one Thursday. “I mean, did you ever think you could
be an actor?”
“It was one of the things I considered along with everything else,” I laughed.
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“Well, you got style.”
“Thanks.”
He handed me another video cartridge.
“Check this out.”
“This your stuff?” I asked, taking the cartridge.
I took his cartridge home and continuing making my own footage. My neighbor
Tony was willing to hold the camera for some on-the-street footage. Pretty soon he got
ideas, just like everybody else I guess, and started contributing to the "creative process.”
Tony and I became co-conspirators in the filmmaking process.
I didn’t know what I was doing, but that made it more fun. The sense of
adventure, long dead, was awakening inside of me.
Marty’s stuff was interesting. A multiple personality patient strapped to the bed
recounting her childhood abuse, scenes of her acting out her various multiple selves on
the street with other street compatriots. Strange stuff. She had a little girl personality aged
three, and a thirteen-year old boy that threatened to beat up anybody messing with the
personality structure. The Gatekeeper was an eighty-year man with a degree in
anthropology. Multiple personality looked dangerous, but it did strike me as a rather
efficient system.
My street footage took on a gritty clarity. I interviewed shop owners, men staying
at the “Y” wrapping their lives, their histories, and their reason for being. Tony was the
cameraman but he was also an interesting subject. There was a city park across from the
“Y” where we took a lot of our footage.
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Tony came from Milwaukee, but ended up in town because his girlfriend had a
job at the phone company; high profile, customer services kind of thing, good paying.
Tony went along for the ride. He was a long-time advocate of Jack Kerouac’s Dharma
Bum lifestyle, which meant he was drunk or stoned all the time and living off women. He
had found a great meal ticket in Betsy...she was swell. She earned good bucks and kept
her mouth shut. Trouble was, she got pretty sick and tired of Tony sleeping all day and
partying all night at her expense.
One day Tony woke up in their apartment to find Betsy gone with all of her
belongings. She left an envelope with enough money for Tony to grab a bus somewhere,
and informed him she had sublet the place and the sub-letters were due to move in two
days later. Tony got the message. He had two days to get his shit together, not that he had
much.
He found a garbage bag, threw his belongings into it; then hit the bottle and the
streets. The money held out for about a week, then he had to find another solution to his
monetary problem. He did odd jobs for a week, quitting or getting fired from all of them,
eventually ending up on the street, hanging out with several other bums like himself,
sniffing glue, drinking Lysol and other cleaning fluids. It burned his insides out. One day
he found himself in the psycho ward of the nearest hospital, tied to his bed, screaming for
his mother. It was then he decided to get his act together and rehabilitate. He started
going to AA, went into therapy at the outpatient clinic, took odd jobs at Manpower and
somehow, got his shit enough together to room at the “Y.”
“Still, I’m a burnout, Nameless,” Tony said into the camera.
“Move over a little, to the other side of the bed,” I instructed him.
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“What for?”
“I want to see a little of the room in the background—atmospheric.”
“Shit. You think you’re a film director or something?”
He lit another cigarette. Everyone in the Goddamn “Y” smoked.
“Go on,” I told him.
“So that’s my story. Haven’t gotten laid since I went straight. That’s the problem
with this shit—when your fucked up everyone wants your dick, when you’re sober they
think you’re a loser. The irony of life.”
“What happened to Betsy?”
“God knows. She’s probably married in Ohio with three kids by now.”
“She’s from Ohio?”
“No, dick head, she’s from New Jersey. Maybe she’s got the midwestern state of
mind or something.”
“Where are you from, Tony?” I could sense things were developing between
Tony and I. He was becoming a character I could use in the film, a kind of touchstone.
Marty would love it—his multiple personality Patient and my Tony. I sensed the film was
shaping up into something potentially important. I wouldn’t allow myself to go further
than that, however. An Academy Award was not in my fantasy packet.
Tony was a frustrating cameraman. He had a life long problem with authority
creating many angst-ridden moments in the filmmaking process. I would set him up with
a camera shot on the street, tripod and everything, only to find him off somewhere else
jaw-jacking with some street buddy or sucking some poor girl’s face. The artistic process
is a struggle, I realized, and very few truly understand what the ‘auteur’ goes through.
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“Tony,” I looked at him, cars screaming by us during rush hour, “the auteur is an
important creator—the process will not run smoothly unless the rest of the crew
recognizes his stature and authority.”
“What the fuck you talking, Nameless? I thought we was having some fun here.”
“We are.”
“And, more importantly, I thought this was part of your therapy.”
“It is.”
“So what’s the big deal?”
I turned away from him, unable to fathom how I could explain the transformation
that had occurred in the artistic process. The process itself had created a new character
inside of me, that character strove for excellence in expression and clarity of vision, that
character craved recognition for his talent, his genius, his—
“Nameless, do you hear me? I’m talking to you,” Tony interrupted my thoughts. I
looked at Tony wearing the ragged Pea Coat that looked like it had seen one too many
peas, those ugly shit-colored pants, the boots with the tongues missing, it was a pathetic
sight. I decided Tony needed a new image.
“Don’t you think you need to buy some new clothes?” I asked him.
“Clothes? What the fuck-all does that have to do with anything? I thought we
were making a movie here.”
“We are.”
“You know what, Nameless, whatever the fuck your name is, you are completely
psycho—that I am sure of, and my clothes have nothing whatsoever to do with it!”
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“Still—“ I said, adjusting the tripod. “Here. Come over here. Let’s get some
establishing shots of the outside of the “Y.”
“Terrific.”
Tony stood there, looking at me, not moving.
“You don’t respect the process here, do you Tony?”
“What do you want—you ain’t paying me are you?”
“Marty,” I said at our session the next day,” Tony is really uncooperative. He’s
getting in the way of the artistic process.”
“The artistic process, Nameless? Whose film is this anyway?”
“Well—“
“I thought I told you, I’m making a documentary on the homeless, and I’m letting
you participate. The goal is to reveal the therapeutic process, not your private artistic
agenda. You’re going to have to go along with my concept, Nameless.”
“The only greater agenda I recognize is the agenda of truth, Marty.”
“Oh, for God’s sake, Nameless, what have I done? Created a monster, I’m afraid.
Now listen carefully, I’m going to pull the plug on your having the camera and
participating in this project at all unless you follow strict guidelines.”
“Guidelines? You just handed me the camera and told me to take it home, right?”
“True. But, it’s getting out of hand, Nameless. I mean, I can’t have you pushing
your own agenda on this project, I just can’t. I’m getting paid for this work and it has to
stay within therapeutic guidelines.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 299

299
10/26/13

“Understood, Marty. I just want you to know that this process has opened up an
incredible amount of energy in me—I feel blessed, I am working in harmony with the
God Force, I look forward to getting up, I have a cameraman—“
“Whoa…stop!” Marty put his hands up. “Time out.”
We sat in silence for some moments.
“Let me clarify this, Nameless. You are welcome to take the camera, mess
around, as it were, and find yourself in the creative process. But we are going to have to
separate that from the project I am working on which is a professional look at
Homelessness and it’s effects upon the homeless and the culture as a whole. Make
sense?”
“Yeah.” I slumped down into my chair. “You want me to back off. You don’t
respect my creativity.”
“I don’t know yet. Looks to me like I’m going to up your medication and see
what happens.”
“Jesus, Marty, you have no faith in the universe. You have no faith in me. You
think you can just give me drugs and shut me up? What about the still small voice inside
of you?”
“What about it?” Marty asked while writing on his prescription pad. “You’re not
the only person on the planet to hear that voice, Nameless, believe me. I hear it too. And
it’s telling me to get you calmed down, because the therapeutic process is more important
for you than the filmmaking process.”
“Can’t we combine them?” I looked into Marty’s kind green eyes. “Please?”
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“Jesus, Nameless, I don’t know. You’re getting into this relationship with this
guy—what’s his name?”
“Tony.”
“Tony. And meanwhile--”
“You got a problem with creativity, Marty, do you?”
“No.”
He pressed the button on his phone.
“Yolanda?”
“What?” came Yolanda’s voice.
“Will you fill a scrip for me?”
“Yup.”
In came Yolanda with her big, fat, beautiful, black ass swaying behind her.
“Hi baby,” she smiled at me. I did not smile back.
“What’s the matter? Marty being mean to you? You being mean, Marty?”
“Yes.”
Marty scowled and handed her the prescription form.
“I’ll bring it back A.S.A.P.”
“Thanks.”
She swayed out.
“You are all in this together,” I pouted.
“Conspiratorial fantasies?”
“Come on Marty.”
He reached down, handing me two more empty videotapes.
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“Here. Make your god damn movie. Just bear in mind that you are on your own
agenda, not mine.”
I took the cartridges.
“Okay.”
“And I still want footage of you talking into the camera, about you, yourself, your
feelings, whatever. Got that? Now, can we make room for both our needs here?”
“Yes.”
“Yes, Marty. We can and we will and we do.”

Tony and I decided to film some footage in the park. He had some friends that
slept there regularly, even in the cold. One of them, named Sambo, a Kipling wannabe,
slept under a tree, even in the rain. He covered himself with a tarp and weathered all the
elements, snow, rain, heat; cold. The poor man had been left by his mother in the care of
a pimp, who promptly dropped him off at the local church, where he was cared for until
he was three; then dumped into an orphanage. You’d think that orphanages went out with
Dickens, but they haven’t. In the secret recesses of our society, orphaned children are
abandoned to their minds, their imaginations and to the system. Sambo ended up being
shuffled around from one foster home to another, until he was fifteen. Then he ran away
and started sleeping in the park, scrounging resources from public assistance. He received
a diagnosis of schizophrenia that ended up working to his advantage. It entitled him to
funds from several organizations and food stamps. Sambo had found a way to make it on
his own terms.
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His main concern was the CIA. He was convinced they were implanting devices
in his thighs. Every time he walked past a building his thighs would vibrate, telling him
that someone in a dark room somewhere, equipped with state of the art listening devices,
was invading the resources of his inner thighs.
“Turn the camera on,” I ordered Tony. He aimed the lens at Sambo, encased in
several large blankets over his many layers of clothes. Sambo was ageless, but I guessed
him to be in his sixties.
“Sambo, look at me,” I asked. He turned his eyes toward me, trying as hard as he
could to focus.
“Now, talk to me.” I was standing right next to the camera in order for Sambo to
have a live human to focus on while he rambled.
“Thigh power is what I am talking about,” he began. A runner panted by in
sweats. “They have got these implants somewhere inside the muscle structure of my
thighs.”
“This is pretty amazing stuff,” Marty commented at a session a few days later.
“How the hell do you get these people to talk?”
“The question is how do you get them to shut up? Once they get started on their
stories, there’s no stopping them.”
“Great. This guy—Sambo—what a character! He needs treatment.”
“Yeah, but he’s not gonna get it. He’s found a way to survive.”
“Where does he get the money?”
“Public assistance. Picks the checks up at social services.”
“Don’t they give him enough to live somewhere?”

Nameless the Hero

Page 303

303
10/26/13

“I don’t know. He’s afraid to be inside of buildings. He thinks the CIA have his
thighs wired and when he goes inside any structure his thighs transmit his thoughts, or so
he says.”
“Through his thighs, God, what life will do.”
I nodded.
“Yes, Marty, some of us are survivors, walking wounded, the burnt-out remains
of s societal rejection. But we survive, maybe as a testament to the strength of the human
spirit.”
“There are some real pathological break downs out there,” he said.
“Yeah—and you thought I was nuts!”
“Yeah, you are crazy like a fox, Nameless. How’s the medication?”
“I sleep too much, my energy’s kind of down, but I’m less frantic. It’s not so hard
to make decisions, in fact, I am rediscovering focus.”
“Good. Would you mind if I went with you and met Tony and Sambo?”
“Well---“
“I’ll go incognito.”
“You’d better dress like us, then, because, for sure--Sambo’ll think you’re from
the CIA in those clothes.”
“Fine. I’ll find some old pants and a sweater.”
“Yeah, and don’t shave for a couple of days. Look worn, tired and cold. They can
trust you then.”
Marty and I had a session in the park the following week. Sambo was sleeping in
the shelter; somebody from social services discovered him sleeping in the snow and
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threatened to take his food stamps away if he didn’t go to the shelter. As soon as they
dumped the overnights out in the morning to look for work, Sambo was back in the park,
under his favorite tree.
Marty had been successful in finding clothes that looked like shit.
“My gardening clothes,” he explained. The pants were ugly; the shirt was
definitely de-constructionist. The only problem was his glasses and the general demeanor
of his facial expressions.
“I don’t know what you want from me, Nameless, “ he whined.
“Don’t whine, Marty. On the other hand, whine, whine all you want. That’ll make
you more like the rest of us.”
“What should I do with the hair?”
“Mess it up and make it look dirty.”
I grabbed a handful of dirty slushy snow and rubbed it all over Marty’s head.
“Ow--shit! That’s cold.”
“Welcome to Homelessness,” I said. “Now take off your glasses.”
“I can’t see without my glasses.”
“Marty, those glasses look expensive.”
“Well, don’t you all get glasses from Medicaid?”
“Yeah, they’re not usually Armani frames, Marty. There’s something ugly and
generic about welfare glasses. Besides, most street people end up breaking their frames
and holding them together with safety pins and Band-Aids or whatever. I can’t remember
the last time I got my eyes checked, anyway.”
“Are you seeing okay?”
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“Yeah.”
Marty tucked his glasses into the case in his inside jacket pocket.
“What about the jacket?”
It was corduroy, worn, and suitable. After all, I was wearing Marty’s Dockers.
There was a certain leeway, I figured, and Sambo didn’t notice much.
We collected Sambo from the park and Tony showed up at Sammy’s Deli across
the street. I introduced everybody to Marty and we all crowded into a booth.
“So, what you all want to eat? I’m buying,” Marty smiled at all of us.
“My thighs are shaking like crazy,” Sambo looked over his shoulder at threesecond intervals.
“Just relax and order a corned beef sandwich,” Marty said to Sambo and looked at
his menu.
“Tony, what you having?” Sambo asked.
“Blintzes and blueberry. You?”
“Have the corned beef, Sambo,” I told him.
Aretha played on the speakers. I started moving.
“Sit still,” Sambo told me, agitated.
“Relax, Sambo.”
“ I can’t, Nameless, my thighs are humming.”
We ordered. The food was great at Sammy’s; it was just that none of us could
ever afford it.
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I champed down on thick and juicy pastrami with Swiss. The waitress was
gorgeous. I caught her eye. She was cute, a little weathered by time, her hair was dark
and mussed up around her face; she had a skinny body with a wiggly little butt.
“So, Marty, you friend of Nameless here?” Tony jerked a thumb in my direction.
“Yeah,” Marty managed with a mouth full.
“What you think about the film we making?”
“Marty’s the producer, Tony,” I offered.
“Oh yeah? So, what does a producer do exactly?”
“Get the money,” Marty said. Simplicity was always his hallmark.
“Oversee the entire production,” I added.
“So—what you think?”
Marty nodded, lettuce and tomato hanging from the corner of his mouth.
“Interesting footage. Like it.”
We ate in relative silence.
“My thighs are telling me this is a dangerous place.”
Sambo had ordered fish and chips and hardly touched it.
“Eat, you’ll feel better,” Marty said. I dug into a pickled tomato squirting juice all
over. Some hit Sambo in the eye.
“Shit!” he exploded, standing up. “I can’t take this. I have to get of here!”
“Let him out!” I screamed. Marty got up and Sambo ran out, leaving his fish and
chips sitting on the table.
“We’ll wrap up your food!” Marty called after him.
“What’s with him?” Tony asked.
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“He hates buildings, enclosed spaces. It makes his thighs really go nuts.”
“He needs medication,” Marty added.
“That’s his problem, dude. He’s spent his entire life on medication.”
“I don’t mean recreational.”
“So, what do you mean?”
“I mean—“
“He means let’s eat and get out of here,” I quickly jumped in. Marty was about to
blow his cover.
After lunch Marty paid with his American Express card. Tony got wind
something was up. He sidled up to me outside the deli.
“What’s up with this dude?”
“He’s a—he’s a—“ I was at a loss for words.
“He’s your producer?”
“Yeah, he’s—“
“Producers have a lot of money, I guess,” Tony concluded, turning his trashed pea
coat collar up against the wind and the snow.
Marty came out just as Tony ambled down the street.
“Hey where’s he going?” Marty asked me.
“I don’t know and I don’t care. We don’t ask each other those sorts of questions
on the street.”
“I thought I was going to hang with your friends.”
“Marty, you fucking blew it, man. I mean, if you’re going to hang with the
homeless you don’t carry everybody’s lunch on your Amex card.”
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“I’m low on cash.”
“You’re obtuse in the brain, that’s what your problem is.”
“So—let’s go find Sambo and give him his lunch.”
Sambo was rocking back and forth in front of the mission. Lunch had blown a
fuse and he was in recovery.
Marty looked at me.
“I took the whole morning off for this.”
“Look, sorry doc, but we homeless here don’t perform on cue.”
“Sambo needs to be committed, he needs regular therapy; he needs medication.”
Sambo looked up as Marty handed him the bag of fish and chips. Marty looked at
his watch.
“I got to get back to the office, I have an appointment this afternoon. Where’s the
camera?”
“At the “Y.”
I walked Marty to his car. He looked at me several times as we walked down the
street. I was checking out the street trade, he was checking out my coat.
“So, have you gone off the booze?” he asked out of nowhere.
“You know, I drink, but not as much as I did. Eating everyday helps. I don’t want
sobriety to halt my spiritual momentum.”
“What does that mean, Nameless?”
“It means, like, I’m going somewhere. There is a purpose here, the creative
process of filmmaking, the pathway I’m on, it’s like random dog shit sitting in the park
waiting to become fertilizer. I am fertilizing.”
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“You’re an alcoholic, and I know that substance abuse can destroy the fiber of
your self esteem, the backbone of your decision making and leave you a shell of a person.
Many people experience complete emptiness when they stop drinking.”
“I can imagine.”
“That’s true. You can only imagine. Not until you stop completely will you ever
know.”
“You want me to give up alcohol, the one true thing in my life, the one thing that
takes the edge off by degrees, the one thing that makes the world a little fuzzier, a little
more tolerable?”
“How would you know what’s tolerable, Nameless, you haven’t seen the world
from sober eyes in twenty years.”
I was silent to this. We were at his car.
“Why are spending so much time on me, Marty?”
“Because I like you, I see a lot of myself in you, because you’re worth it. I just
wish you’d tell me your name and how old you are, or something.”
“Name, age and serial number, eh? Prying into shit that’s meaningless? Who
cares how old I am or what day it is or what name you call me? Call me Death, call me
Zen, call me American Art, I really don’t care. I’ll stand for whatever archetype you
choose.”
“Why are you shouting at me?” he asked, “and why are showing up everyday,
Nameless, if you aren’t willing to go along with any of my suggestions?”
“Oh for God’s sake, Marty, this isn’t an ego thing. I mean, get your nose out of
your ass for a minute. What’s therapy? It’s two humans going nose to nose, one with a
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Kleenex and the other with snot-—so what? You need my snot as much as I need your
Kleenex! More maybe. Anyway, I am taking your God Damn Paxil-Celexa-Lithium
cocktail. I am cutting down on the drink. It’s steps, Marty, steps.”
“Are we switching roles here, Nameless?”
I smiled at him.
“God, I hope not,” I replied. “What else is there to do around here? We can
choose drugs, therapy or death. I choose therapy.”
Marty nodded. I leaned in the car window.
“I’m a mystic Marty. I have no craft. This filmmaking project is the closest thing
I’ve ever had to creative joy. Most of my life I’ve spent wandering. Losing Mikey and
Hel—nobody should lose two people in such a short time, but we do. Friends die, life
changes. Some people just stop being. I’m a dog and an eater of dogs. Some writer once
said: “Man shall not disclaim his brotherhood, even with the guiltiest.”
“I just think you are accountable, Nameless. We all are. There are laws, nature,
universe, whatever you call it--forces that come upon us and we have to look, to
understand, to conform; to fit. It’s the nature of things.”
“I want to believe that Marty, but truth is, I don’t.”
“It’s not the job of Universal Intelligence to believe in us, Nameless, to prove it’s
existence, it is our job to seek. You have to find meaning in this life; no one will find it
for you. Just remember, you play, you pay.”
“So, you don’t really understand the path of the Mystic.”
“I believe your path is closer to escape and anger than it is to Mysticism.”
“There’s a fine line, Marty.”
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“I’ve got to go Nameless. I’m sitting here in the car with the engine running and-”
“Mystics can be angry,” I said.
“Here,” he reached into his pocket and handed me a worn out yellowed piece of
paper and drove off. On it, handwritten, was the following quote:
“If those who lead you say to you: ‘See the Kingdom is in heaven,’ then the birds
of the heaven will precede you. If they say to you: ‘It is in the sea,’ then the fish will
precede you. But the Kingdom is within you and without you. If you know yourselves,
then you will be known and you will know that you are sons of the living father. But if
you do not know yourselves, then you are in poverty and you are poverty.”
I stuffed the paper in my pocket and went to the liquor store and bought three
bottles of Old Crow. That night I savored a knockout binge session in my room.
Next morning I almost didn’t make my appointment. I had a hell of a hangover.
Slumping in the chair, I looked at Marty with watery eyes.
“My mother’s an astrologer,” he said. “She does my chart all the time. Last time
we talked she told me I have a dual nature and a power complex. She said our suns were
square and a bunch of other stuff I forget. Oh, did you bring the camera back?”
“Sorry, forgot.”
“Shit, Nameless. I want to do some footage. I want to meet with Tony and Sambo
again and take the camera.”
“I don’t know, Marty. Can you do it without blowing it?”
“Blowing it?”
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“You know, Marty, who’s the client here and who’s the therapist? I feel we’re
walking on thin ice.”
Marty was silent. He looked at me, through me, into me. It felt as if he were some
kind of psychic surgeon reaching into my spleen with his hands, churning my organs
around. I felt energy moving in my stomach in the weirdest way. It was hard to breathe; I
thought I might even cry. It was strange what he doing to me without a word spoken.
“What the fuck you doing to me, Marty?”
“Operating. Shut up.”
There were more moments of silence while Marty continued operating.
“I’ve been known to use unorthodox techniques.” He spoke, his voice slicing the
silent air.
“We’ll just start again and do the whole thing right, okay?”
“So—what about the film?”
“The film is good—is good,” he said putting his hands together. “I won’t worry
about the footage or the documentary. Whatever we can use, we’ll use. The rest is yours.
Why haven’t you asked about Hel?”
It was my turn to be silent.
“I’d like you to see my mother.”
“Need some help with the mother/son relationship?”
Marty smiled.
“Not exactly.”
“What about Tony and Sambo?”
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“We’ll all get together again. I want them to relax and be themselves. I’d like to
find about Sambo’s theories.”
“What—the Thigh Theory of Conspiracy?”
“Yeah.”
“You being friends with my friends—this some kind of therapeutic nonsense—
you trying to find out about me indirectly?”
“No, I really am doing research on the homeless, and I really do want to help the
ones I can. Is that so hard to believe?”
“Eddie claimed he wanted to help us too.”
“I know.”
“You know?”
“I heard.”
“He murdered two of us, Marty. That just isn’t fair.”
“And he never got caught?”
“No, and Betty says he’s disappeared, doesn’t show up around Parch Street
anymore.”
“It’s not fair. It’s positively awful, in fact. I’m sorry, Nameless. I know how this
must rip you apart. People like Eddie shouldn't be allowed out in life.”
I nodded.
“So, how come you don’t ask about Hel?” Marty said again.
“Some of my dearest buds have left their bodies recently. What can I do about it?”
I shouted at him, keeping the pain from rising too quickly.
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“I think about it all the time, Nameless. I believe the awareness of death should
always be in the forefront of our minds, still, we have to keep living, don’t we? We can’t
feel guilty because we’re still alive.”
“I don’t.”
“You should be concentrating on life. Let’s face it; you hang around with people
like Sambo and Tony. All of you act like you’re already dead.”
“Thanks a lot.”
“It’s true, don’t you think? Look at you, your life. Are you really counting
yourself among the living?”
I was truly bummed. I felt I had been rehabilitating, staying at the “Y”, and
wearing Marty’s Dockers, becoming a filmmaker. I felt I was on the way.
“You know, Marty, it’s all relative. I think I’m doing pretty damn good.”
“Nameless, it’s a drop in the bucket compared to what you could be doing.”
“Well, for a guy on drugs with ADD—come on!”
“Don’t give yourself discounts, Nameless.”
I sat in stunned silence.
“True, compared to when I first saw you—God, you were a wreck. But still, you
are not really among the living. You don’t have a name, for one thing, at least, one that
you will agree to use; you don’t have a job or even a real place to live. Nameless?”
“Marty, I don’t think we all need to conform. I have to go in the direction that my
guidance leads me. I’m not being led toward a name, what can I say? I haven’t been led
toward a job or a damn social security number or any of that other shit. For the time
being, I’ve been led me to you and the “Y.” It’s just fine. Just fine, fine. I’ve got a room,
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an opportunity to bathe as frequently as I like, a warm place to be at night. What--can I
complain?”
“I’m paying for it, Nameless.”
I thought for a moment.
“And, as you mentioned, your close friends have lost their lives on the street. You
want to go back out there?”
“Not really.”
“But how are you going to pay to keep yourself off? Have you thought about
that?”
“I have, Marty, yes, I have thought about it. Frequently. I just haven’t come up
with any answers.”
“You’ve lost three friends.”
“I know. You don’t have to keep reminding me. Was it my fault?”
“We don’t talk about fault and blame. ‘No blame; no shame’ as the saying goes.
That’s not what it’s about. By the way, would you like to see my mother?”
“Your mother? Why do you keep on about your mother? What in hell do I want to
see her for?”
“She’s an astrologer.”
“Oh yeah. And--?”
“I think this would be beneficial…for both of you.”
“Anything I can do to help.”
“Your friends are dying like flies. Didn’t you ever think you might be next?”

Nameless the Hero

Page 316

316
10/26/13

“You mean Eddie Shit-Face is gonna come after me too? Nobody’s heard a word
about him, except he got fired from his job. He’s disappeared. Nobody can prove he did
it.”
“He’s going to get arrested. They have to charge somebody.”
“Yeah, they did--two punks wandering around that night. You know Sally was
kicked to death?”
“Eddie?”
“Yeah.”
“What a violent sleaze. I’d like to see him put away.”
“Maybe he’ll put himself away. He drinks more than me. He’s a total maniac.”
“A socio-path social worker. Guess I’m the best friend you got right now.”
“I am not dependent upon the kindness of strangers, Marty. I can glide alone,
thanks, without a lot of trouble doing it.”
“So it seems.”
There was another one of those long silences.
“Are you a Glider too, Marty?” I asked him.
“Sometimes. I think we Glide along different airways. I like the known airways. I
make a few minor detours, but I always get back on the main air root again.”
“Those detours—are they fruitful?”
“You bet.”
“So, why don’t you respect mine?”
“A detour is not a detour if that’s all you do. I mean, there has to be a main path
for the detour to have any meaning, if you get my drift.”
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“You don’t respect me.”
“Respect or lack of it was never in question, here. It looks to me as though the
detour, originally meant to escape pain, has created more pain. The detour has become
the pathway and that pathway has been obscured by all kinds of philosophy you use as
rationalization. Cut to the chase: you’re unhappy Nameless.”
“Yeah, and when I look at what you dudes call the main pathway, I get physically
sick. Sick. I cannot even entertain the thought of getting back on that train to hell.”
“I don’t think you should, get back on that train, I mean. No, not you. Your train,
however, the one you’re traveling on, hasn’t left the station. You’re sitting on the
platform staring at an unmoving, broken down, obsolete machine and wondering why in
hell you don’t get anywhere.”
“I’m not wondering when I’m gonna get somewhere, Marty, cause I’m already
there. You’re the one who wants me to get somewhere, wherever the hell that is.
Somewhere is nowhere. Oh, and fuck your mother.”
Marty laughed.
“Well, that’s it for today. See you tomorrow.”
“Wait a minute, Marty, I—“
“I have another client coming, Nameless. See you tomorrow morning.”
His attention was already turning elsewhere.
“So what about your mother?”
“We’ll talk about that tomorrow. Don’t forget the camera. And take some footage.
Of yourself.”
“Fine.”
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“I do this for a living, you know.”
“Fuck you!” I shouted and blew out of the office, my coat trailing behind me.
Yolanda stared.
“Bye honey!” she called as I banged out the office.

Chapter 19
Love Reformation
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Tay drove the car into the parking lot of the restaurant. He could see Samuella’s
beautiful back at the window. He slipped into the booth next to her and gave her a kiss on
the neck.
“Hi beautiful.”
She turned, imperious, the princess of her sexuality, lowering her eyes, smiling a
half smile.
“Hi, baby. How’s the home front?”
“Okay.”
He grabbed a menu.
“Don’t lie, you can tell me.” She put two fingers at the hair around his ear but he
brushed them off.
“Stop it. I’m tired.”
“Okay.”
“Your mother doesn’t like me much, does she?” He recalled his last visit to the
house. The formality had hit him in the face. He wasn’t going to be welcomed into the
royal family. He was just one of the many boys who came sniffing around Samuella’s
booty. Her parents hoped he’d go the way of the rest of them. The only disconcerting
factor was that this one seemed to hang around longer than the others.
Sam looked at Tay’s strong face.
“How’s your mom taking this?” her voice was liquid gold.
“Going crazy, what do think? We haven’t heard from my dad at all. Your mama
hates me, doesn’t she?”
“Hate’s a strong word.”
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“Well, what’s the problem?”
“She wants to know what kind of future you have.”
“Future!” Tay exploded. “I’m hungry. What’re having?”
Sam looked down at her menu.
“Let’s share something.”
Tay gazed out the window. It was snowing. Snow did not bring him joy as it did
in other years. Christmas images did not warm him. He had no idea what hell was, but
surely this must close; his father was a lunatic on the run, leaving behind the legacy of
repulsive crimes tearing the family apart. The only warm spot he could find inside was
sitting right across from him in the booth. Samuella would be his Christmas this year.
Sam looked out the window.
“What you looking at, Tay?”
“Nothing.”
He brought his eyes back to hers.
“Hot cider?” she asked.
“Yeah, that sounds fine.”
“Cinnamon in yours?”
“Sure.”
When the waitress came, Sam ordered for the two of them. Tay didn’t give a rip
about proving his manhood anymore. It was sitting right there, inside Samuella’s belly.
His manhood was swimming in amniotic fluid, bearing the generations of DNA that
would create it, a small fiber of being carrying the possibility of divinity and humanity.
He just prayed God it didn’t have any of his father in it.
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“Tay—“
“Sam—“
They both spoke at the same time, sipping on hot cider. Mystery about the inner
workings of this moment of their life brought urgency to their messages.
“Taywan, I really got to tell you something.”
“Say what, Sam?”
“Don’t be casual about this.”
He looked down, wondering how in hell he was supposed to react when she
hadn’t said anything yet.
Sam sipped her cider and wondered how she got herself into this mess, a good girl
like her. She loved Taywan, she might have wanted to marry him, their sex was
awesome, but—
“This cider is good, isn’t it?” she asked.
“Yeah, it’s good. Get to the point.”
“Now, I am certain about this. Certain.”
“Certain about what?”
“That I am pregnant. Five weeks to be exact.”
“Oh.”
“Don’t act surprised.”
“I’m not.”
“Good.”
Tay reached for her hand.
“Samuella-- are you going to marry me or what?”
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“Slow down,” she said.
Tay looked inside the murky gold of his cider wondering if an answer would slide
to the surface there. He sat silent, waiting for Sam to make the next move.
She slapped his arm.
“You gonna talk or what?”
“What?”
“Where are you?” her voice was insistent, nasal, whining.
“Thinking.”
“Well, come out of there.”
He looked at her, smiling.
“You really think marriage is the best choice?” she asked. In spite of her vow not
to, tears started coming. She stabbed at them with a hand, turning away from his probing
look.
“You crying, honey?” he asked.
“Shut up.”
“We’re kids. It’s almost Christmas.”
“So what?”
He was silent.
“I thought you was going to be good to me,” he said.
“I am good to you.”
“So, are you gonna do the right thing or what?”
“I think I’m gonna do the right thing.”
“And what’s that? Marry me?”
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“I can’t have a baby right now, Tay, I just can’t. And I sure as hell—well—we’re
not ready to be married. I mean,” she wiped a finger along the outside of her water glass,
“we’re awful young, aren’t we?”
Anger welled up in his face like a hurricane. His eyes fastened on her until sweat
ran down the armpits inside of his shirt. She looked away.
“Okay, well, whatever you want, sweet pea,” he said, finally.
“Don’t call me that,” she said as the waitress brought their meal.
Taywan looked down and saw a huge slab of prime rib on his plate.
“Why’d you order this?”
“Cause I felt like it,” she said, digging in to his piece and transferring a hunk of it
to her plate. “Want some mashed potatoes?” She scooped a pile of potatoes from her
plate and slopped them onto his plate.
“You know, Tay, I got plans. I want to graduate high school and go to college and
study clinical psychology. I want to make some money and do something with my life.
Now, how we going to do that if we marry at our age and have a kid? We’ll be worse off
that our parents.”
“You parents are fine.”
“That’s not the point.”
“My home is a mess. I need to get out of there.”
“Well, I can’t be your way out of the house, Tay,” Sam said, chewing her prime
rib and washing it down with the lukewarm cider.
“We got an immediate problem, Sam.”
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“The immediate thing is to take care of this before it’s—too late,” she choked on
her food.
“Maybe you better forget that.”
“What does that mean, Tay?” She pulled his arm; he pulled away.
“How could you be so cold?” he said.
“Wait a minute…”
Tay grabbed his jacket and got out of the booth. He wanted to reach his arms out
to her, feel her warm breasts on his chest, her heart beating against his, her hair brushing
his neck. He wanted it all so bad.
Sam ran out after Tay into the parking lot of the restaurant. Snow was coming
down in huge wadded flakes.
“Tay—you drove me!”
“Call your mommy and daddy.”
“If you go, Tay, I’ll never speak to you—“
He got into his car and started the engine. She ran over to his side, beating on the
window. Several diners watched the scene from the window overlooking the parking lot.
“Open up, damn it!” Sam banged her fists on the closed window. Tay opened it a
crack.
“What the fuck is it?”
“I’ll work this out on my own,” she said, tight jaw, resolute.
“It’s my baby too, damn it!” he cried.
He felt impotent, limp, heart pounding, unable to breathe, conflicting emotions
crashing inside his chest.
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“I want to be part of this, no matter what.”
“You already said what you got to say.”
“Get inside, Sam, it’s cold out here.”
“I’m staying right here.”
“Come on, Samuella!”
She stood in the snow in her pretty sweater dress with the black chunky heels.
Snow covered her hair and her eyebrows. Taywan wanted to kiss her.
“Come back in, Tay.”
He shut off the engine and let his head fall onto the steering wheel, defeated. Sam
went around and got into the car.
“Our food’s sitting on the table, it’s getting cold.”
The cashier came out to the car, waving the bill in his hand. Tay looked at him.
“What you want?”
“You guys gonna pay or do I call the cops?”
“We’re gonna pay. We’re just talking. We’ll be there in a minute.”
The cashier gave Tay an ugly look and walked back to the restaurant.
“Jesus. I’m gonna end up a criminal just like my dad.”
Sam touched his cheek.
“Stop it.”
“And you—having an abortion is criminal.”
“Oh please, Tay, don’t be dramatic. People have abortions all the time. It’s not
like it’s some kind of freak thing—all kinds of people, even my mom had one once. I
mean, we’re not ready, are we? When we’re ready—“
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“Shut up, Sam, shut up!” Tay pushed on the horn. It blasted out the ugly noise
until Sam held her ears.
In desperation Sam pulled his hands off the wheel and fell on top of him. He held
her, crying and laughing and kissing her.
“I’m sorry baby. Really, I am. I’m sorry.”
She looked up at him, big baby eyes filled with tears. He wiped them with the
sleeve of his shirt.
“We can get married, can’t we?” he asked her in a soft voice.
“No.”
She pulled away. Proud. Confused. Sick at heart.
“Let me hold you,” he said.
“Not now.”
“When we going to see each other again?”
“I don’t know. Let’s go inside.”
They walked back inside the restaurant in silence. Their booth had been cleared.
A bunch of waiters, waitresses and the manager were all gathered in a clumped up group
at the register, talking about whether to call the police or give these two black kids the
benefit of the doubt. Tay walked over to the register.
“What happened to our food?” Tay addressed the man wearing ugly gray pants
and a manager’s button on his white shirt.
“You left. We cleared your table. We’ve got a line of people waiting to be seated,
as you can see.” He pointed a fat finger toward the lined up people near the door.
“What about this young lady’s coat?” Tay asked.
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The manager turned to the waitress.
“Did you see a coat?”
She shook her head.
“No coat,” he said and smiled a supercilious smile at Tay. Tay moved forward
grabbing him by the collar of his white shirt.
“Listen geek…”
“Tay.” Sam grabbed him from behind. “I got my coat. Just pay and let’s go.”
Taywan dropped a twenty on the counter next to the register.
“Here. Keep the change.”
Tay shoved Sam toward the door.
“Hey!” the manager yelled, following after them toward the car, “The bill was
$22.70!”
Tay and Sam were in the car backing out. The manager ran after the car as it
pulled out of the parking lot. Tay rolled down his window.
“Now what?”
“You owe us $2.70,” he said panting, his fat body straining for breath inside of his
tight ugly pants.
Tay reached into his pocket and pulled out a five.
“Here.”
The bill drifted to the snow-covered drive. The manager bent over to pick it up
just as Tay peeled out.
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Deposited in front of her house like a mad dog spit out of a cage, Sam stood
outside the car in disbelief. She got back inside the car and sat, hoping Tay would say
something to make it better.
“What are you doing? You got to go,” Tay said as Sam leaned back into the car
seat, hoping for him to kiss her.
“You could at least kiss me.”
“Kiss you?” he laughed a bitter laugh.
They looked at one another for the last time. The energy inside the car was ugly.
This is it, he thought. The intensity of their hatred for one another was great. It was that
pride of hers, he could feel it, that staunch little toughness inside of her. He knew better
than to push it. Her mother and father were alive inside of her belly along with that baby
of theirs, the floating package of DNA Sam planned on murdering. Murder seemed to be
a theme this Christmas.
Taywan pushed Sam toward the door.
“Get out.”
Sam got out, slamming the car door.
“All right, but don’t expect to see me again!” she screamed and strutted toward
the house. Tay peeled out, not looking back at her. Samuella turned at the door to watch
him drive off, her toes turned inward. She felt a tiny movement inside of her quickening.
She put her hand on her stomach. It couldn’t be possible to feel the baby this soon, she
reasoned. It must be a long lost memory that had taken hold, something from a distant
dream she once had. It wasn’t the baby. It was just a dream.
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She was broken that Tay could strike off so easily without putting up more of a
fight. She figured he’d scream and smash things and behave like a lunatic. His reaction
was too stable, too mature, and too manly for her small mind to comprehend. Maybe she
should marry him after all.
Inside the warm house her mother was at the stove. Her dad was somewhere else.
It was warm. Her life was her family and her family knew nothing about the floating
moment inside of her. She could take it out without anyone noticing. That’s what she
would do. It would not be a death, the abortion. The death had already occurred.

Eddie found a cigar smashed behind a chair in the cabin. After he lit up, his head
felt light and heavy at the same time. He stared blankly for a moment, feeling the cigar
smoke enter his head. The past seemed glorious in its rise to achievement. He wished for
death but he was too much of a coward to figure out how to make it happen. Maybe there
was a painless approach. Poison. Shoot himself. These thoughts gave him great joy as he
smoked the cigar.

Brenda looked at the time. Four o’clock. Time was moving differently these days.
Eddie was not around. His schedule of work and home had been hers for so many years
she had forgotten what her own internal rhythms were.
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Even in the bad days, when he came home drunk, there was a feeling of security
and familiarity that came with her own brand of misery. Discomfort and misery felt better
than fear, panic, and this bottomless feeling. What was she going to do? What was she
going to do? The litany sang inside her brain like a repetitive song.
The door slammed and in walked Taywan.
“I thought you’d be gone all night.”
“Changed my mind.” He opened the fridge, looked inside and slammed it shut
with disgust.
“Ain’t you got anything good around here?”
“Money’s tight.”
“Yeah…”
“We need you to get a job, Tay.”
“Fine.”
“Your father—“
“Fuck him,” Tay spit and went upstairs to his room.
Brenda felt it was her duty to do something for Eddie. What that was she wasn’t
sure. She had to do something to explain to the kids that he was human, after all. In spite
of her attempts to deny it, she found herself loathing him. He had become repulsive, a
part of her life she wanted to cut out. She damn well knew things wouldn’t work that
way. It was her Christian duty to answer to his need, however ugly and undeserving that
need was.
Calling Daddy and Mammy was hard but necessary.
Her father’s familiar deep voice comforted her.
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“Daddy, its Brenda.”
“Hello sweetheart. How my grandchillen?”
“They’re all wonderful, daddy,” she lied.
“When you all coming down to visit? We missed you so at Thanksgiving.”
“I planned---I planned on being home for Christmas, Daddy, but we just can’t
make it.”
“I understand. Well…when you get ready to come we’ll send the tickets. Can’t
that husband of yourn come up with the money?”
“Things have been bad recently.”
“Bad?”
Her daddy coughed. He was old, in his late seventies, and she knew mama. That
religious, righteous woman didn’t have the soft touch with her stiff, erect carriage, proud,
walking ahead of everybody all the time, thinking ahead of everybody, too. Mama would
not show her daddy into death with a soft love, like he needed. He’d die in his own
cocoon of loneliness.
Her mama. Always correcting everybody’s speech and language, as if she were
the born orator of mankind. She felt she was the protector of the English language, even
though daddy was the mellifluous one of the family. He had the golden tones, and the
hand gestures. All her Mama had was grammar and vocabulary.
Brenda surprised herself with this newfound anger toward her mother.
I ought to forgive the bitch, she thought. She raised me with her hand, her
disapproval, her disdain, her ridicule; her mean-tempered verbal abuse. Brenda realized
why she hated the woman. Hating her was not the Christian thing to do, she knew, but it
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was the honest truth and truth was Christian. She tried softening the feelings of hatred
into resentment but they wouldn’t go there. Resentment was too small a box for what she
felt.
“What’s the matter with things, baby?” her father’s broke softly into her thoughts.
“That man do make you sad, don’t he?”
She loved his speech, his tones-- his way of saying things.
“Well, daddy—“
“Let me get mama on the phone.”
“Not just yet, daddy, please.”
“All right then, sugar, tell me what’s doing.”
His voice took on that tone she knew so well. She needed his strong love now.
“Eddie’s gone.” She heard him exhale.
“So, what’d he finally do?” he asked with no surprise.
“He did some bad things, daddy, and now he’s run away.”
“You know he been drinking for a long time, Brenda.”
“I know daddy.”
“Drink is the devil’s liquid. It prompts many to do evil things.”
“I know.”
“Well, we got to pray for him.”
“I’m through praying, daddy. I got three children here and we got to get on with
our life.”
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“Jesus God in heaven Help us.” There was a silence. There was nothing much to
say. The inevitable finally happened, as her daddy knew it would. His negative
predictions were vindicated; and a bitter victory it was. He didn’t like winning this one.
“So where is he?”
“Well—he got fired from his job and took off.” Brenda had dropped the burden
off, as if it were too hot to handle.
“That’s it? He just got fired?”
“Well, there’s more.”
“I thought so.”
“We think he raped this girl and killed her and then he killed another little guy on
Parch Street.”
“Parch Street?”
“Where all the homeless people live.”
He was silent for a moment.
“You must be suffering terrible. Anybody know? Did you call the police?”
“Daddy—nobody saw him and they got some young punks who were hanging
around at the same time in jail. And yes—Mika called. And I am planning—to tell them
where he’s hiding.”
“You haven’t told them yet?”
“I’m fixing to.”
“You better fix to right quick. Do you know he did it?”
“I know it.”
“How?”
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“His supervisor told me, then he confessed before he took off.”
“You let him leave?”
“I couldn’t stop him, daddy.”
“How’re the kids taking it?”
“How do you think?”
“Mika, she needs a daddy she can look up to, and so does Tay. And what about
little Eddie?”
“Don’t try to make me feel worse than I do, daddy. I am trying to hold this family
together.”
“I got to tell your mama, Brenda, you know that.”
“I know.”
A hard moment bit inside Brenda’s cocoon.
“Your mama has some deep thoughts on things, don’t you believe?”
No, Brenda did not believe, not one bit. Her mama had always been judgmental
about things, had a way of making Brenda feel small and worthless.
“No, daddy, I don’t.”
The first honest statement she had ever made to him about her true feelings. It felt
good to let it out--not that he hadn’t had the insight to suspect over the years.
“I see.” Hurt. She could hear it in her daddy’s voice.
“She your mama. She my wife.”
“Yes, I know, but she--Eddie was a sinner in her eyes right from the start. She
saw him as worthless from the beginning; she thought he was beyond reform.”
“Turns out she right.”
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It was out. Brenda never quite understood what the word “catharsis” meant until
now. Might as well make a clean breast of everything; let the cards come tumbling down.
“I’m disappointed in you Brenda.”
“I know you are, daddy, but it can’t be helped. That is the truth; can’t we get it out
now and live with it? I’m in my forties; my life has to stand for something. I been
placating you all way too long.”
“You been married to a man that took the best of you and spit out garbage. Dog
always go back to his vomit. He at his.”
“Yes, daddy, he is--maybe so. But, let he who has never sinned cast the first
stone. You want to condemn him?”
“You telling your truth; I telling mine.”
“Okay.”
“So where is he?”
“His friend Earl’s cabin.”
“Why don’t you go out there and bring him in?”
“Cause I don’t—cause I don’t trust him. He’s acting crazy.”
“You can’t just let this sit, daughter. He did the crime, now he gotta do the time.”
She nodded. There was no irony about his tone; it was flat, straight as an arrow.
Her daddy sat on the phone in silence, waiting for her to come to her senses. He needed
this moment of truth, even if it did hurt him to sacrifice the reputation of his beloved wife
to get it.
“Well, mama and me will come up there and sort you alls out. How’s that? Stay
with the kids while you get yourselves sorted out.”
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“Wonderful Daddy. Come for Christmas. Soon. Stay here for Christmas. The
kids—it’ll be good for them to have you here. I mean, I’m not—“
“I hear, but you got to ask your mama, hear? Got to ask her, Brenda.”
“You mean, beg her, daddy?”
“Brenda, she their grandmamma don’t forget. She loves them chillen just as she
loves you.”
“Yes, I know she do,” Brenda said, picking up on the vernacular of her father, the
cadences of her southern childhood. She’s forgotten how hard she worked in college to
lose the accent and adopt the proper English and grammar. Mama had always exhorted
her to speak proper and clear, but she had always favored her daddy’s speech. He spoke
the way he was raised, in warm, golden, unhurried, singing phrases. He never worried
about how other people perceived him and Brenda admired that.
“Well, if she loves them daddy, then she’ll see we need her here.”
“Fine. Here she is.”
“Hello Brenda.”
Brenda heard the clipped formal distant tone of her mama. The phone line was
connected by spider’s thread, sticky, trapping and tenuous. It felt as if they were talking
from many countries apart. It could even be another planet, a lost asteroid from space,
floating out from its orbit.
“Mama.”
“So, you in some trouble, I hear?”
“Eddie.”
“Yes. We all warned you against it.”
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“I know, I know.”
“He took his time about it, or he’s been doing stuff all along. Which is it?”
“Both.”
“Just like you, always trying to play both sides of the fence. Don’t you know a
man’s word is his bond? You are so wishy-washy about things.”
“Not any more.”
“So, what do you want us to do?”
Jump into the ocean, Brenda thought. She smiled at the thought; hoping thoughts
really didn’t get transmitted, at least, not this time. Her mama was so damn predictable.
“I’d like it if—could you and daddy come and stay here for Christmas?”
“Of course. Those kids need some stability now. Arthur and Opal invited us, but
we’ll tell them.”
“Tell them what?” The last thing Brenda wanted was the censure of her brother
Arthur and his self-righteous wife Opal.
“We’ll make travel plans,” her mother said, ignoring her question. “You take it
easy now, dear.”
“Thanks mama.”
“You know, your daddy’s not that well.”
“What?”
“He had a little scare a while back, but we got him on medication and he’s okay.
Now don’t worry.”
“Can he travel?”
“Of course he can.”
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“Why doesn’t he retire?”
“And have him sit around and drive me crazy? He only keeps the shop open part
time. Loves it. Makes him feel there’s a purpose to his life, gets up every morning
looking forward to it. He just doesn’t do anything hard. Sweeps the floor, cuts hair, keeps
out of trouble.” Her mother laughed.
“So the Barber Shop is doing all right?”
“It’s doing fine. You ought to bring the kids down here so they can see where
they come from. Daddy cuts everybody’s hair.”
“Let me know your travel plans, mama. I’ll meet you.”
“Yes, daughter. Now goodbye.”
Brenda hung up crying. There was love mixed up with Eddie’s ugly legacy.
“Okay!” she shouted aloud to the air.
“Mama?” Tay came into her line of vision, his hard and angry face shoved close
up to hers. Who you talking to?”
“Grandmamma and Pappy. They’re coming up for Christmas.”
Tay knew what this meant. His mother’s weakness had taken hold and no one was
going to be coming in at the last minute and save the whole damn thing. It would go
down with a whollop—like that kid he beat when he was twelve—one punch and the kid
sprawled out on the ground like a squashed fly.
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Chapter 20
Marty’s Mother
I brought the camera back. Marty was thrilled.
“Maybe I should get another camera.”
“Good idea, Marty, don’t want to stop the creative flow on both our parts.”
“True. So have you had some thoughts about seeing my mother?”
“The astrologer?”
“Yeah.”
“I shot some footage. Of me alone. Sambo has a monologue and Tony did a little
performance art.”
“Great.”
He looked at me. I looked at him.
“I think I want to be a filmmaker, Marty.”
“Yes?”
He nodded. I sat on the chair, nodding back.
“What do you think about that?”
“You have a talent, no question. But filmmaking is expensive, it takes money, you
got to schmooze people, deal with all kinds of groups and institutions and—“
“Marty, don’t stop me before I even get out of the gate!”
“I’d like to see you deal with some issues before you launch yourself on the world
as a film director, that’s all.”
“Issues?”
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“Blocks. You stuff down a lot of your pain and hurt and anger, you are a walking
advertisement for shame, you haven’t addressed your connections to your past, on any
level, you have no intimate bonds.”
“You sound like my fucking father?”
“Your father?” Marty made some notes on his pad. “What was his name? Or
didn’t he have one either?”
“Oh, no—you’re not going to trap me with that one. He was a card-carrying geek
and he’s dead. That’s all I want to say about it.”
“Were you ever married?” Marty said switching tacks dangerously fast.
“I am married.”
He stopped talking.
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah--to myself! All right--I had a wife.”
“Hmm-m-m.” He looked out the window.
“Sun’s shining, Nameless.”
I nodded.
“What do you see is your greatest power, Nameless?”
“My ability to walk away from the tribal injunctions and do my own thing. My
freedom to say no to society and its definition of power.”
“To me, power is the sun,” he jabbed his finger at the sunshine out the window.
“Power is my wife and my children, power is waking up each day knowing you’re alive
and well, power is going to sleep at night and trusting you will be here another day. That
is real power.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 341

341
10/26/13

I nodded.
“The only life I’ll ever know is sitting here in this moment, the only love I’ll ever
know is the love I feel in this second. You agree?”
“Totally.”
“So, what about the wife?”
“I haven’t seen her in—oh, fourteen years.”
“Fourteen years?”
“We had a kid.”
“Seriously?”
“Yeah.”
“How old?”
“Evan would be around 24 or so, I think—same age I was when I had him.”
“How old was he when you last saw him?”
“Six.”
“Six. So, where are they?”
“I have no idea about Evan. Last time I saw Gail she was suing me for custody
and wiping out my bank account.”
“My mother is a neat lady. You’ll like her. I can drop you over there if you like.”
“I can get there myself. I’m navigating the bus system pretty well.”
The bus let me out on Kalkaska Avenue. I pulled the card Marty had given me out
of my pocket. Well, Sally Green. Didn’t sound like a witch name, more like someone
running a catering business or a personal secretary, insurance underwriter, something like
that. Someone who had never slept outside a single night, who had never been out of
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work, voted Republican, someone who had never been a member of the Communist
Party.
She had a little storefront on Boulevard around the corner from the bus stop—a
dead end street. I saw a silver moon and a golden sun hanging in the window. On the
door was sign for office hours and “walk-ins welcome” handwritten in purple. When I
walked in a little bell tinkled over the door. The place was a gift shop and bookstore.
Comfortable armchairs and couches were scattered about, there was a rack of cotton
clothing.
Sally was at the register. She was old, edging seventy, what you’d expect for the
mother of Marty. She had brown and white hair in a messy bun; she was wearing brown
pants and a large, floppy sweater. Kind of a spiritual grandmother, I guess.
“Hi Sally.”
She looked up.
“I got your card from Marty.”
“Marty? Oh! You’re the referral.”
“Yeah. The referral.”
She reached her hand out to me.
“I’m Sally Green. Welcome.” She looked into my eyes.
“The perceived power of others is a sham, isn’t it?” she asked me.
I looked at her and nodded.
“I do my consultations in the back. Just a sec, I’ll put the sign around so no one
will disturb us. I have a girl working here but she had a dentist appointment this
afternoon.”
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The place made me nauseous. The smell of incense always makes me want to
throw up. Sally came back with an armload of books.
“Come on back.” She looked back at me as I followed. “You look white. You
okay?”
“Incense bothers me.”
“Oh, I’m sorry.”
We entered a small area in the back.
“I’ll shut the door so you can’t smell it so bad. Want some tea?”
I saw that there was a kitchen and an apartment behind the store. Sally went into
the kitchen and put water onto boil.
She sat down at the table and motioned for me to sit, pulling over a laptop and
turning it on.
“Name?”
“Nameless.”
“What?”
She looked over her laptop at me, her half-glasses glinting off the Tiffany lamp.
“I—don’t—Oh! You’re the one! Okay, I remember. Marty told me. Nameless.
When is your birth date?”
After she punched in the relevant information she waited a moment, looked at the
screen and cocked her head.
“M-m-m. I see. Well. Oh.”
“Boy, you really have a problem managing power,” she declared after some
minutes.
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“It could be because I am butt ugly. How can I help it? Ugly is a valid initiation,
don’t you think?”
Her eyebrows rose.
“You’re not ugly, Nameless. You’re a very handsome man.”
“You think?”
“Yes.”
“So, you say I’m not ugly.”
“I say.”
She smiled. I could see Marty in that smile, the offhand nurturing supportive nonattached manner-- without limits. It had coldness about it, though--something far away in
it like I was being loved across a great chasm of glacial ice.
“He’s not going to admit it, but I taught him everything he knows. Of course, he’s
learned some other useless shit worshipping at the feet of twentieth century clinical
psychology, but I’ll forgive him for that. He helps a lot of people and he sends quite a
few my way. Can’t complain. He’s one of those system soldiers, know what I mean? He
needs the system to validate his need to give. I can understand that, to a point. I think he
feels like a ship without a rudder scuttling along the waters of consciousness. A Ph.D.
and the admiration of people he doesn’t respect seem to give him the illusion of stability
in an otherwise unstable world. Know what I mean?”
“Do you think I ought to know all this about my therapist?”
“Oh, why not? If we can’t smash our idols what fun is it?”
“Well, if it’s any comfort to you—he believes in God, I think. Or something.”
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“Oh, that’s no comfort. I don’t. I’m a pure pagan worshipping at the feet of the
nature sprites.”
Marty’s mother was one hell of a woman. It was great to know him from this
perspective, to see he had roots somewhere, that there was a lining to his overcoat. He
had a ways to go, just like the rest of us. The authority of Mother rests in tempting her
son to steal the key from under her pillow. Maybe Marty hadn’t taken the key yet.
“Has Marty taken the key yet?”
“Say what?”
“The key--the key from under your pillow. Has he taken the key yet?”
“Oh God, he took that years ago. Let’s get on with power. You have tendency to
abuse yours. You know what, the masochist is just as egocentric as the sadist, even more
so. That victimization you’re doing to yourself, it’s really holding you back. Such a habit.
It’s a real destroyer of the creative flicker.”
“The what?”
“Oh, my theory. It’s what I call The Creative Flicker. Those momentary synaptic
lapses of memory of who or what you are that produce a clear channel for creative
thought and mind to come in. You can channel that. I am sure of it. You have a ton of
creative juice flowing through your circuits; you just need a kick-start. There’s blockage
somewhere. We’ll root it out.”
“I feel the world is ugly. Their definition of power doesn’t faze me.”
“A mirror wouldn’t hurt though. I bet you never bought a suit at Penny’s, did
you?”
“My father loved Ralph Lauren.”
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“I pegged you for a middle-class kid-- am I right?”
I smiled. The bitch was accurate.
“Once--a very long time ago. It’s been a while.”
She looked around the room.
“Marty doesn’t mind I come to see you and you could undermine his credibility?”
“How ever could I do that?”
“Well—“
“You can’t undermine anyone, really, without their permission. All you succeed
in doing is undermining yourself. Why not empower instead? Of course, if you have
issues with power then—well, have you taken the key?”
I thought a moment.
“Probably not,” she concluded. “Listen, Marty is brilliant and wonderful. He’s
giving, kind, and insightful, he even has flashes of brilliance. His people come to me all
the time, we work together. It’s how he pays me back for being his mother. After all, we
do ultimately love and respect each other. We’re co-workers. I think his God-thing has
got to go, however.”
I thought of Tony and Sambo when she said this. In their own dysfunctional way,
these two were my co-workers in the creative process. I had a moment of gratitude for
their cooperation.
She shut the laptop with a crisp little snap.
“You interested in Aroma Therapy?”
“No.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 347

347
10/26/13

“Good. I’m not either. So, let’s get on with it. Go lie down on that massage table
over there and close your eyes.”
I obeyed her. What else can you do with that kind of maternal authority?
She put on some kind of barracuda music, it sounded like fish drowning in mud.
Then she came over and stood over me, waving her hands over my body.
“What are you doing?”
“Shut up,” was all she said, and continuing waving her hands.
“Feeling your energetic system. Whew! Oh, my God!”
“What?” I sat up in panic.
“Never mind.” She pushed me back down. “Just lie there and shut up.”
She took a deep breath. The music felt as if it were sawing the inside of my
bowels, my head began to feel fluffy.
“Oh, I feel woozy.”
“Go with it,” she said and continued the hand thing. After a few minutes she
placed both her hands on my belly and rested them there. I could feel an explosion in my
stomach.
“Uchh! What’s happening?”
“Third Chakra. Opening the blockage.”
I lay there, helpless. The music kept on moving into me. I felt as if it were moving
into my cell tissue and exploding it into bits. I became free floating fragments of cell
tissue looking for a home. It was disconcerting. I had no notion of whether I was lying on
a table or floating in space. What did this woman have? Was she a demon or a witch or a
medicine woman or what?
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“Oh, let me up, I can’t stand it!”
The music changed to something else-- wolves howling. It gave me a sick feeling
in the pit of my stomach. I was terrified.
“Go with the terror, Nameless,” I heard her voice from somewhere, I couldn’t tell
where. “Just keep your eyes closed.”
The wolf howls continued. I felt my entire being was breaking apart. I could not
contain it. I began to howl myself. I howled and growled and gradually the howls became
screams and the screams turned into cries. I felt myself wracked with sobs. I was lying on
the table sobbing my insides out. Sally held me, rubbing me all over, soothing me with
her soft voice, rocking me in the cradle of her arms like a baby.
“It’s okay, baby, it’s okay,” she said over and over. Finally the sobs moved into
another level. I was encased in silence. She sat on the table holding me for what seemed
like eternity. I must have drifted off. When I awoke I was lying on a bed, covered with a
warm Polar-tech blanket. Sally came in and looked over me.
“Hi dear.”
“Where am I?”
“In my bed.”
She sat on the bed smoothing my forehead.
“You’ve been out a while. I called Marty.”
“In the hospital they put me in a hot tub and straight jacket.”
“Yes, well, they’re still very stupid and primitive, aren’t they? Ready to get up
and have dinner?”
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“Dinner?” I had no concept of time. I had arrived at Sally’s sometime after lunch,
I recalled.
“What time is it?”
“Seven.”
I sat up in the bed. My head felt precariously perched on my head; my stomach
was still fluttery.
“I’m not right.”
“We never are. Course, you just had an enormous rush of energy and it really
knocked you out. Memories are going to start flooding in now. I’ve opened up those
Chakra memory banks and the processing is going to start. Good thing you see Marty
every day. I’ll get you over there for your appointment tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow’s Saturday.”
“Oh, I forgot. Well, you can stay here, then. I don’t mind.”
She left the bedroom and went into the kitchen. I smelled supper.
I got up from the bed, feeling unsteady, and walked into the kitchen. Something
smelled great. She opened the lid to the pot.
“Smell.”
I bent my head into the pot.
“Yumm-m.”
“My Sagittarius Stew. Like it?”
“What constitutes a Sagittarius Stew?”
“Well, for one thing, I make it when the Sun is in Sagittarius.” She reached over
to the counter and handed me a chart. I had a look at it. I was clueless as to what I was
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seeing--a round wheel with strange symbols in various places--a Mandela, perhaps, a
Tibetan moment of meditation? I could get that.
“So, what is this all about?”
“It’s all about you, dear. The moment you chose to come.”
“Come?”
“Into earth. The birth experience.”
“So birth is kind of an orgasm of the soul?”
“Excellent way to put it, Nameless. Death is birth in reverse. You go back in after
coming out. In and out. Diastolic, systolic, pressure and release. You understand?”
“Yeah.”
Marty’s mother. What a lucky guy. We ate the Sagittarius Stew. She told me
about Sagittarius while we ate it.
“The Sagittarius initiation,” she told me, “is about intuition, integrity and
awareness. Following your own sense of truth is the Sagittarius mandate. The pitfall for
most of us is that tendency to tell those little white lies. We want so much to understand
the thinking of another that we lie, tell them we agree with whatever they say, just in
order to make them feel at ease and reveal themselves to us. Sometimes it is lying for the
sake of manipulation and that will always backfire.
“Sagittarian Stew is interesting cause it’s based on truth. Sagittarians should never
use their capacity for understanding others to manipulate them, deceive them or use them
to further their own goals. The destiny is to channel healing, truth, optimism and faith.
The special gift in this incarnation is truth. So how does it taste?”
“Truthfully?” I smiled.
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“Of course.”
“It needs a little salt.”
She laughed and handed me the salt.
“So what is this about? I mean, what am I?” I asked, looking at the chart.
“Oh, you’re a Sag but your moon’s in Scorpio. You love the sub-basement of life,
it seems, those lurking shadows in the cellar of consciousness.”
“You’ve got Moon Opposition Saturn. Difficult. Opinionated and defensive. You
have great intellectual ability and can accomplish anything you want, but you bend the
truth to get your way and people can see through it. It has a tendency to wreak havoc in
your personal relations. You lose friends by lying and then you get depressed because
you’re all alone! You’re basically an isolationist, and by alienating your few allies with
criticism and scheming you make yourself miserable and then you just keep going in an
endless cycle. You need to find a skill and a job that satisfies you and stick to it. If you
meddle in other people’s affairs you just get yourself into trouble and drive people away.
You of all people need to take the high road, if you don’t your entire life will come
crashing down on you. Any unethical behavior will be exposed.”
“I don’t lie.”
“Well, that’s good.”
“Isolationist. That might describe me, however.”
“Special qualities of restriction were placed on you as a child by the
psychological influence of your father,” she concluded.
And here I thought: my mother has ruined me. I thought it was mother who had
damaged the little neurons in my brain pattern, who had permanently and irrevocably
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destroyed all my opportunity for advancement in the reality-based norms we live in. Her
harassment, her sexual innuendo, her ugliness, her smoking; her complete and total
inability to understand the rudimentary requirements of motherhood. Now read Father for
Mother! The paradox of life! What could have been the poor man’s problem? Too much
money? Too many clothes? His marriage to that Bimbo? Weak knees, small penis, short
stature, what?
“My father, I loved the poor man.”
“His psychological profile didn’t provide you with much of a role model.”
“True. How the hell do you know all this?”
“Well, what’s the point of being psychic, anyway? I mean there are no secrets on
the thought planes, Nameless. It’s all out there, the Akashic Records keep track of
everything.”
She picked up a flyer sitting next to the mail on the table.
“Oh my God, another one of those “workshops.” I hate those things. I hate
prosperity consciousness. It just makes me want to scream.”
“Me too.” We agreed on that point.
We finished our stew and went into the living room. She sat down into an
armchair and I picked up a book sitting on the table next to me and began reading.
She reached over and grabbed the book from my hands.
“Oh, God, don’t read that! It isn’t right for you.”
“Why not?”
“Because you’re not ready for it, yet.”
I looked at the title The Soul and the Ethic by Ann Ree Colton.
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“I don’t get it.”
“You hate your father. I mean-- you hate him!”
“He’s dead.”
“Prosperity is meaningless. Except in as much as it talks about how you are
utilizing the energy of your first and second and third Charkas. If your power centers are
in order then you should be able to manifest what you need when you need it, no matter
how it comes. In that sense, money is very important. Your relationship to money tells
me about your relationship to power.”
“My idea of power is this: None of your business.”
She laughed.
“Get me?” I asked.
“Sure,” she answered.
“I don’t sell my power away, Sally, I keep it. And if anyone tries to take it I buy it
back. I buy it back by telling them it’s none of their business.”
She nodded.
“I loved my father, anyway, Sally. He was the only one in the family that
understood how toxic my mother was, but it took him twenty-five years to get away.”
“When did he die?”
“Years ago.”
I shut up for a minute.
“None of my business, right?” she asked.
“Yeah.”
“And you adore your mother, right?”
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“Oh yeah, if you have a hankering for a toxic waste dump.”
She shook her head.
“Parents. Children. Complex. Paradoxical. The whole relationship/family thing—
fascinates me.”
I spent the night at Sally’s in her bed. She slept on the couch. As I got into the
covers she pulled them up around my head and tucked me in, just as she would a child.
“You coming back?”
“Sure, if Marty says I can.”
“Oh, Marty will, don’t worry about that.”
She was not a fat woman, but there was a largeness about her that filled the space
around her. She wore loose-fitting clothes that swirled and moved around her in
mysterious ways. She had a strange combination of male and female; an ageless sage or
seer, I designated her. As she moved about the room, turning off the lamp, cleaning a few
things here and there, I could feel the peace of oblivion descend over my consciousness.
“Well,” her voice cut into my near-sleep state, “I think I’ll burn some fucking
sage and do some bookkeeping. Need anything, holler.”
I watched her leave through half-closed eyes. Maybe something was here. Maybe
a flood was coming. Maybe my father was there and I would have another last
conversation.
The next day I stumbled out of her bed into the shop. She was doing a display of
crystals.
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“Crystals. They’re nice. But you know, I’m a little skeptical about anything that
you us to empower yourself that is outside of yourself. It’s an internal thing, don’t you
think?”
I nodded.
“Oh—Homeless, would you flip that sign in the window from CLOSED to
OPEN?” I ignored the fact that she got my name wrong. Even if you’re Nameless, your
nameless name is still your name.
I flipped the sign. Marty was nice guy, I decided, but his mother was nuts.
So this was astrology? I think not. She didn’t tell me a damn thing I didn’t already
know. Come to think of it, Marty and she had a lot in common. A chip off the old fucking
block; if you ask me. They both had this weird, evasive way of getting under your skin.
But my old adage, ‘none of your business’ stood me in good stead. It was a little
disconcerting that my business was available to them anyway. The old low-profile/highprofile method of making you feel like a laser beam had just hit your cerebral cortex and
you were about to go down for the proverbial psychic count.
That morning Sally Green drove me to my appointment with her son, the analyst.
I confess I liked her, in spite of her getting into my business. As I got out of the car she
handed me the book.
“Hey, take this,” she said.
I looked and saw it was the book I looked at the day before.
“You sure?” I asked.
“Yeah, I think you’re ready,” she said and drove off.
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Chapter 21
Melody’s Place
When I hit the cold outside I couldn’t stand it. My appointment with Marty hadn’t
gone well. I kept mulling over the shit Sally told me. Marty suggested I might be
“resistant”, I felt he was brain dead. They both were. The money was going fast.
I hopped the bus back to the “Y.” Marty wouldn’t give me the camera and I
pushed him about getting another one, but he was evasive.
“You’re stopping me right in the middle of the creative process!”
“I’m sorry, but the budget won’t allow for another camera just now and I’ve got
some footage to take tonight. Creative process takes money, Nameless. I’m treating you
for free-- remember? I could be making $200 an hour or more during your time slot.
You’ll just have to be patient. Tomorrow. I promise.”
I felt he was manipulating me for therapeutic purposes. I decided to ax my
medication and experience life without it for a few days. Marty had added some other
anti-depressant along with everything else. I was taking four drugs a day. I flushed a
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couple of pill bottles down the toilet and went back to the “Y” to watch daytime
television. Tony came by drunk. I didn’t want him around so I was nasty to him and that
drove him away. Then I started thinking about what Sally said about that damn aspect,
Saturn opposition Moon, so I went back to Tony’s room to apologize, but he’d been
hitting the sauce all day and was out on the bed, comatose. We hurt, we acquiesce, we
regret, we feel pain, we feel love, we feel lonely. I thought that might make a good song.
I tried a couple of tunes to that litany as I walked over to Barbara Street. There was a
diner there I had seen before and I decided to go in this time.
Melody’s Place. Melody looked like no tunes had been played on her in forever.
Large women rule. I slid into a booth and looked over the menu. Generic Greasy Spoon.
Melody came over wearing a candy cane nametag above her left breast. “Melody”
was written in red with a couple of musical notes next to it. It appeared she’d been
singing off-key most of her life and she wasn’t about to change the tune now.
“We’re getting ready to close.”
“It’s only two in the afternoon.”
“Even the working poor take a break.”
“Fine. Anything left?” I looked at the menu. I was craving Salisbury steak and
mashed potatoes.
“Fine. Order something and hurry up about it.”
Charm was not one of her songs.
“Salisbury Steak, mashed potatoes, apple pie a la mode and a large strawberry
milkshake.”
“Watching your cholesterol?”
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“Do I look like it?”
“You’re cute. Need a job?”
“No thanks, it’s against my principles, if I had any.”

After closing we went back to her place two blocks from the diner. Melody
wasn’t a bad fuck as strangers go. The meal sat hot inside my stomach but I needed more
than food to satiate my appetite. I hadn’t gotten it in so long I was all over her before
either of us knew what happened, wallowing in her gigantic tits, burying my head in the
rounded folds of her stomach, grabbing my dick and stuffing it into her wet, slithering,
vagina. As soon as I came she shrieked at me like a crazy animal, grabbing my shoulders
bear-like and throwing me over onto my back until I nearly lost consciousness.
“Hey—what’cha doing?” I yelled.
“Oh shut up and let me make the moves.”
I let her. Three hundred pounds slammed on top of me, full force. I let her have
her way with me. She did. I did. All night. I was dazed and blank; it was fucking cold
outside and hot as hell in her house on the sagging mattress.
“You got a car?” she asked after several hours of pummeling me around the bed.
“No. You?”
“Of course I got a car, dweeb brain, what kind of idiot do you think I am?”
She pumped me some more. I felt squeezed dry like an empty plastic mustard
dispenser somebody was trying to throw out.
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“God, I’m tired, Melody.” I started to roll over but she grabbed me back.
“Shut up and take it like a man!” she screamed and went at it some more. The
woman must have been saving up for the atomic winter. No surprises there. But why me?
I almost wished I’d never walked into her place. Melody had become a cacophony of
disparate sounds all fighting for recognition.
“Listen, Melody,” I pleaded after several hours. “I’ll have to eat some more if we
keep going. I need sustenance if we’re going to do marathon sex.”
“You want some fried chicken?” She kneed my stomach as she rolled off me and
onto the floor. All the little nick knacks on the dresser trembled when she walked, her
weight made the floor shake and brought a small unicorn crashing down from the
window sill.
“Want to see something?”
She grabbed a frame from off the dresser and handed it to me. I was barely able to
sit up and look. My groins felt like Jell-O, my knees were locked. I rolled onto my side
and studied the picture. It was Melody in her uniform, about one hundred pounds ago,
hair blond instead of red. She was still a big woman, but less big. Next to her stood a tall,
skinny man with the look of the bum on his face. I recognized the expression instantly.
“So what happened to the guy?”
“Jamey? Took off. He rides the rails.”
“Really? People still do that?”
“Oh yeah, people do. It’s a subculture.”
“You were a beautiful woman.” She looked at me. “Still are,” I added.
“Sure as shit, asshole. Who you trying to kid? I’ll get the chicken.”
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She stomped off into the kitchen. The house shook when she walked.
After a few minutes I followed her into the kitchen. She’d put on Mozart Violin
Concerto No.1 in B Flat.
“Mozart,” I said as I ambled into the kitchen wearing her bathrobe.
That kitchen was one hell of a mess. It was terrifying. I thanked god it wasn’t
mine. Even my worst nightmares would never produce the devastation that seemed to
have hit that poor little room in this woman’s house. It was a handyman’s dream. There
were dishes stacked in every available space; most of them were dirty. What was on them
was beyond recognition and appeared to have a life of its own. Some of the encrusted
food looked as if it had arrived from another planetary configuration. It was difficult to
tell if some of what was sitting on those plates had ever been food. She was obviously a
woman who liked eating and cooking, but not cleaning. Her three hundred pound frame
shook around the stove as she popped pieces of chicken into crackling oil. I enjoyed
watching her body move and shake and undulate. It gave me an erection and that’s all
any man can ask.
As I navigated the kitchen I looked inside the refrigerator. Food filled it to the
brim. Thank God there wasn’t room for plates. She had everything in there, condiments,
meats, cheeses, breads, fruits, vegetables, six flavors of mustard. The woman was The
Goddess of Food.
I watched her hack away at some vegetables with her Ginsu knife.
“That’s what I like, a guy with no mind of his own. Just give me your balls,” she
hacked the head off a carrot, “and I’ll take care of the rest.”
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“Sure you need mine?” I asked, sinking into a chair after removing dirty pots
from the seat.
“I may be big, but I’m not stupid. Fat does not necessarily equate with brain dead.
I see things; I know things. Melody’s mind is alert and aware of the joy, the pain, the shit
of life marching through her diner.” She continued hacking away at a large carrot until
there was nothing left of it. She threw the remains in the pot and started on a stalk of
celery. I had some thoughts about how those vegetables felt.
“So,” she continued, “Just because you have a penis you have the erroneous
notion that you know everything.” She finished attacking the celery and threw it into the
pot along with the chicken, carrots, onion and whatever else she put in there. She grabbed
a clean pan, from God knows where, underneath the sink, I think, poured oil in it and
began frying up something that gave off an incredible pungent odor.
“What the hell is that?” I asked.
“Kimche,” she said and continued frying.
“Sit down,” she ordered. I was already sitting on the only available chair.
“I am sitting,” I offered, hoping she’d notice.
“In the living room. There’s no room to eat here.” One thing about Melody, she
took the guesswork out of life. You knew she would tell you what to do with yourself
from one moment to the next. She was what we call in the Gliding world a MetaGlider—someone who has graduated, by virtue of Karma or whatever, to telling other
Gliders where to dip, soar and turn. She was Ground Control for Gliders. I could relax
and leave the driving to her. It had a kind of beautiful symmetry to it. In fact, as one who
has fervently wished he could run on batteries instead of living life with choice, I
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appreciated the opportunity to let Melody steer my plane. It felt good to glide in her
hands.
“Sure,” I acquiesced and sat on the couch in the living room. Melody heaved in
with a tray filled with food and plates; clean ones. It seemed she was able to pull clean
dishes from the air, since I could see none anywhere else.
“God, don’t sit there!” she screamed. “That’s Pedro’s seat.”
“Who’s Pedro?”
“Who’s Pedro? Oh, for God’s sake! Pedro, Pedro, come here baby.”
A champagne colored cat with an attitude came whining into the living room,
mournfully sidling up against Melody’s ample calf as she set the tray down. I leaned over
to pet him and he snarled at me. Cats and Gliders don’t always mix.
“You’d better get off his seat, he’s very territorial.”
Pedro jumped over and swatted my thigh. I got up. My pants were covered in cat
hair.
“Sit over there,” Melody pointed to a wing-backed armchair in front of the
bookcase. “I’ll set you up a TV tray.”
I looked into the pot she had set on the coffee table. She gave my arm a whack.
“Don’t touch it, asshole. This is creativity in progress.”
“Fine.”
I took a moment to look around me. The living room had the appearance of being
shut up for the dead. The curtains were gothic, dark, subterranean, heavy, green-- a
material that blocked all available light coming in. The furniture was covered with long,
champagne-colored cat hair. Pedro.
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As I ate, I looked at an antique shelf near the fireplace. It was littered with stuff; a
conch shell, a hand-blown vase, a paperweight with a rose trapped inside, pictures of
significant people in old frames, candles and a small laughing Buddha looking not unlike
Melody herself. The Buddha looked so happy I began to wonder if he really believed Life
is suffering. Melody’s life, I realized, was on the shelf.
I got up to examine one of the pictures. It looked to be of Melody as a young, fat
child holding the hand of a large man, her father, perhaps. Behind them were mountains
and a terrain that looked southwest. Her father looked Hispanic.
Melody was putting mashed potatoes and chicken on a plate for me. I went back
and sat down on my designated chair.
“You from New Mexico, Melody?”
I set my plate on the TV table and began eating. She sat on the cat couch, Pedro
wrapped around her chest as she ate.
“Where I’m from is none of your God damn business.” We both concentrated on
eating her chicken. It was noisy and messy and we ate it like sex.
One thing I liked about Melody is that you always knew where you stood with
her.
“This is good, ain’t it?” she asked as chicken fat dripped from her mouth to her
chin. “I forgot the napkins.” She wiped her chin with an old navy shirt hanging on the
back of the couch.
“Here.” She handed me the shirt and I wiped my face on it. What the hell? I lived
on the street. I could feel cat hair all over my mouth from the shirt, Pedro’s hair on my
mouth. She may have been Goddess of Food but Goddess of Clean she was not.
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“Melody? Any chance I could take a bath? Oh, and what time is it, by the way?”
“Why should you care? By the looks of it, you’re underemployed. We could use a
cook in the restaurant if you’re interested.”
“Well, true, it may appear I am out of work temporarily, but I am engaged in
making a Docudrama about the Homeless, and I also have a standing appointment I
cannot break every morning at 9 am. So, a bath, a good night’s sleep and I are a happy
man.”
“Asshole, this ain’t no motel, got it?”
“Don’t you have to go back to your restaurant?”
“No, I close on Wednesdays—-my day off. I need some down time too, jerk!”
She turned her rump to one side and pulled a chicken leg that had fallen in between the
cracks of the couch and lodged underneath, then tore the meat off. I could see cat hair all
over it. It was making me unwell.
“This shit is good if I do say so myself,” she said eating cat hair and chicken leg.
“Go ahead and take a bath if you want. Upstairs to the left.”
The bathtub was covered in slime mold and cat hair. It put me right off, in spite of
my water addiction. I could hear her footsteps shaking the house downstairs, then the
stairs began to quake and when I looked up she was standing inside the bathroom door.
“Want to go at it again?”
“Melody, I really got to be going, you know.”
“What’s the matter, weenie, you can’t handle it?” She laughed with a raucous
energy; then coughed for a minute.
“I can handle it, but-—“
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She grabbed and pulled me into the bedroom where I was kneaded and pummeled
for several more hours, after which I felt every muscle in my body rage in protest.
Mercifully, she fell asleep and around 6 a.m. I sneaked out of the bed, got dressed and let
myself out the door. It was bitter cold and the wind chill felt like 10 degrees below zero.
In spite of that, I was happy to be back on my feet again walking to the “Y”; relieved to
make a clean get-away from that woman.
As I turned the corner I passed the diner and made a mental note never to return
there again. Sex just wasn’t worth the price. Melody was too athletic for my own good.
As I turned away from the cold I saw Melody’s huge form shaking toward me.
“Oh, Jesus,” I said.
“Hey! Hey!” She looked like a whale, scarf draped over her head, huge coat
flapping around her body, feet squeezed into tiny black boots. She stopped dead in front
of me, panting with desperation.
“I don’t know your name. I don’t know—“
“Nameless.”
“What?”
“I’m—I’m Nameless, Melody. That’s my name.”
“Jesus.” She looked at me; then grabbed me in a hip-crushing hug. I thought she’d
never let go. I had no idea I’d ever meet someone more desperate than myself.
After the hug she started to cry big, ugly, sloppy tears covering her fat, red face-her huge breasts heaving with the cold and desperate sobs.
“It’s okay to cry,” I said pulling some tissue from one of my inner pockets. She
stabbed her eyes with the Kleenex and stuffed it into the pocket of her coat.
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“You have to go, huh?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, drop by some time, okay?”
“Sure.” I patted her arm and walked away. When I looked back she was still
standing there, staring at me.
I will always be grateful to Melody. She taught me about the relativity of shame
and the love of grace. It doesn’t always come in a beautiful body.

Chapter 22
Walking Wounded
It had been two weeks since Eddie had disappeared. Brenda told the police where
she thought he might be and filed a missing persons report. They said they would search,
but time dragged on. They already suspects for the murders and it looked like the kids
would get convicted. There was no proof in anyone’s mind that the kids did not do the
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murders, but Brenda got a sick feeling when she thought about those kids, no older than
Tay, doing time for her husband’s crime.
Christmas was coming upon them. Her folks were planning to travel up from
Mississippi. Her father hated planes so they were taking the train. Things were busy
about the Talbot house in spite of the pall that hung like mistletoe over everything.
Taywan was spending most of his time nursing wounded shock about Samuella
aborting their baby. When they passed each other in school she avoided his eyes and
walked on as if he didn’t exist. His grief puzzled his friends; no one knew what the
source was. He was angry and he was helpless. Mika continued her studious vigil to
remain calm. Her biggest prayer was that God would allow things to stay the same until
she graduated, then He could mess it all up as much as He wanted.
Little Eddie was the child in Brenda’s arms-- her secret savior.
Taywan had frequent and secret telephone conversations with a friend from
school, Lonnie, who advised him to get a new girlfriend quick. Jealousy was a great card
to play and it would bring Samuella whipping around faster than wind. So Lonnie said.
Tay hung up the phone after one of these pep talks, his heart beating fast. He
knew his resolve was to talk once more to Sam and get some sense into her head. His
finger poised over the dial, her phone number blasted for eternity into his memory banks.
“Hello?”
He thanked God Sam answered the phone and not someone else in the family.
Tay could hardly talk, the sound of her voice made him nervous.
He cleared his throat.
“Hello,” her voice insisted.
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“Sam, its Tay.”
“Yeah? What do you want?”
“Why won’t you talk to me in school, Sam?”
“Oh, look Tay, I’m not gonna explain it all to you. And anyway, your timing is-“So, when is the time?” he paused. “What did you do?”
“What do you mean?”
“About—you know—what’d you do?”
“I took care of it, Tay, at the clinic. My aunt went with me. It was safe,
everything’s fine. This isn’t the dark ages, you know. I gotta go.”
“So, that’s it?”
“What do you want, Tay?”
“I love you, Samuella. Don’t you still love me?”
“No, Tay, I don’t. Maybe I never did. Now, I gotta go. Let me go, please.”
Tay would not hang the phone up. He would not let her go, could not. She was
part of him, always would be, part of his dreams and hope and their child. It was
impossible. How could she destroy the moment of their love--the life that had resulted?
She had taken the creation of life that had come from both of them and made it into a
monument of death.
“You—you’ve taken the one thing that meant anything to me, Sam. You killed
our dreams. You know how you make me feel. Better. Better about myself. Like there is
something good and soft--”
“Shut up, Tay. I’m not gonna sit here and listen to that shit. If you don't know
how politically incorrect you are, it’s not up to me to tell you.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 369

369
10/26/13

“Politically incorrect?”
“Never mind. You’re unsophisticated, unschooled, I don’t have the patience and I
can’t explain it all to you.”
“Okay, but I love you,” he whispered.
“The best thing is to let this whole thing go, just let it go.”
“What if I can’t?”
“There’s nothing I can do for you Tay. We had a fling; we were careless. I’m not
going let it destroy my whole life. Now, I got to go, my mother’s calling.”
Something clicked over inside of him; he could feel the shift, like tectonic plates
rubbing each other back and forth until the eruption takes place to ease the tension.
“Goodbye, Tay.”
He heard the dial tone, then called Lonnie right after. It was a relief to hear a male
voice other than his own.
“Shit, man,” Lonnie said, “dump her ass and get on with your life. There’s a
whole field of beautiful babes out there, ripe for the taking! You’re young, you’re hot and
you don’t need her. She’s just a prissy little bitch that caught you for a moment, that’s
all.”
“Yeah…yeah--”
“Let’s go out. I got some friends can fix you up. There’s a lot of babes would love
to be seen on your arm.”
“Yeah—okay—yeah—well--”
“Let’s go out for dinner. That new place Tarantula. I happen to know some girls
gonna show up there tonight. How about it?”
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It was the first time Tay could remember dressing up without considering Sam,
anticipating her, wondering about her feelings and reactions. It was a new experience.
He went down stairs; caught his mother losing her mind at the sink staring out the
kitchen window.
“I’m going out for dinner with Lonnie.”
Brenda hung a dishtowel on the refrigerator and looked at him with a vacant stare.
“Look mom, this is dinner. This shit about dad’s not being here, it’s not gonna get
resolved while I’m out.”
“Grandma and Grandpa are coming up.”
“I know that. That’s next week.”
“Tay—there’s so much happening—“
“I got to go, mom.”
Brenda could not hold him. Her strong and energetic boy was out the door before
she could fix the collar on his shirt. She heard him revving up the engine. These times she
wondered what it would be like to have Eddie home. Then again, he hadn’t been present
for so long that it was really a relief he wasn’t there. Having him home drunk and full of
self-pity was worse than not having him at all. Brenda realized she had been raising
fatherless children for quite some time. The Eddie she had known once, the man she had
married, died a long time ago.
Tay felt very alone. It was the loneliest he had ever felt. His father went lunatic
and left the family, Sam was gone, and he had no one now. Sam killed his dreams of the
future, his mother was a neurotic mess; his whole life was falling apart. Tay pulled into
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the parking lot behind the Tarantula and got out of the car, dreading and anticipating at
the same time. Something steely inside of him acquiesced.
Well, okay, he thought, if I have to do this, then I’ll do it. Alone if I have to. No
sense in crying over spilt milk or dead babies.
The café was crowded with young kids in High school and college, moving about,
talking, high on caffeine, nicotine and sexual promise.
He walked in, moving his shoulders in a way he had that said, Hey, here I am, the
man. Lonnie spotted him right away and walked over.
“Hey man.”
They slapped hands.
“You alone?” Tay asked him.
“Naw, come on over. I’m putting the moves on some girls over there.” Lonnie
pointed to a corner table where several hot looking girls were laughing and staring out
into space.
Tay watched the room a moment. He followed Lonnie to the table.
“Hey, this here’s Taywan Talbot.”
Tay sat down next to a young girl wearing a pink mohair sweater.
“I’m Tay.”
“Kay-Ci,” she said, looking him straight in the eye. “You Samuella’s guy?”
“Not anymore,” Lonnie said, jerking his thumb toward the door. Tay looked and
in walked Samuella on the arm of George Bumble, the high school football star.
“Oh shit,” he said.
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“Just pull closer and ignore it,” Kay-Ci said. Tay moved closer to Kay-Ci, feeling
the softness of her sweater on his arm.
Taywan sat the table, jittery, feeling like jumping out of his skin. He didn’t know
whether he wanted to walk up and punch George in the face and run off with Samuella,
or crawl underneath the table and hide. Some part of him wished he was big enough to
act out the fantasy of punching George, but Tay’s wiry build would be a joke next to the
bulk George carried.
“Just ignore it,” Lonnie advised, smiling into his hot steaming coffee up.
“Shut up, this ain’t no joke.”
“It’s not a joke,” Kay-Ci said, “but she’s just a girl. Can’t you get over her?”
Taywan looked at her. She had a flattened face with wide set eyes that looked as
if nothing deeper than makeup ever touched them.
“No I can’t.”
“Don’t do anything weird!” Lonnie warned just as Taywan jumped from the table
and made his way across the room to George and Samuella.
Sam spotted Taywan before George did. She stepped forward, thinking to try and
stop it before anything strange happened. She knew Tay, she knew his passion, and she
knew his hurt. She had caused it. Just as Tay stepped forward, George and his 6’5” frame
stepped backwards, bumping into Tay in his forward motion. George stopped and
whipped around to find out what kind of annoying presence had gotten in the way of the
King of Manhood.
George’s face loomed close to Tay’s. Tay broke into a wide grin and extended his
hand.
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“Taywan Talbot.”
George frowned.
“Yeah, and who the fuck are you?”
“George,” Samuella said gently.
“How long you two been knowing each other?” Taywan spit at Samuella.
“Taywan, that’s really none of your—“
“You know this geek?” George interrupted.
Sam looked at George.
“You know. I told you—“
“Oh, fuck. It’s that geek! Why didn’t you tell me?”
George looked down from his heightened status at Tay’s trembling face.
“So, what can I do for you, my man? Me and the woman here are out on a date.”
“Well, I’d like to--Samuella—-if you don’t—I mean—I’d like to—“
George laughed. The sound filled the room and everything stopped for a second.
“Listen, okay, what—Taywan. Please,” Sam pleaded, knowing his desperation.
“Samuella.” Tay stood his ground, knowing that George could take him out
without even a sound.
“Fine, Sam, go take the little one out back and have your tiny talk. I’ll get the
drinks. What you want?”
“Double Latte with Hazelnut,” Sam rattled off, as if she and George had been
doing coffee dates for quite some time. George gave Taywan’s shoulder a smack and
then patted his face.
“Don’t be long, dude.”
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George walked off. Taywan saw that Lonnie and the girls were watching the
action with interest.
Samuella turned to Taywan and looked at him with disgust.
“So, where do you want to talk, Tay? I’m on a date and it’s cold out.”
“Let’s go by the bathrooms.”
He followed her down the hallway to the bathrooms. They stood next to the door
to the back alley. She leaned up against the wall, lit a cigarette and pulled on it, her face
draped in disdain and disapproval. Tay found it hard to get his words straight. Now that
he was here, what did he have to say?
“So is the baby really gone?”
“What baby?”
“Come on.”
“Okay. Yes. It’s gone.”
“Fine, Samuella, you made the right choice. You think you made the right
choice?”
“Yes.”
“And your parents—“
“My folks don’t know shit. George helped me.”
“Oh, he did? I thought you said your aunt.”
“I lied. Don’t go off on this Tay, you ain’t no match for him.”
“I –I didn’t—well. I’m glad you’ve found someone so supportive. So…was it just
sex for you?”
“What are you talking about?”
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“I mean—“
“Shut up Tay. I loved you, you know that.”
“When did you start smoking?”
“I always smoked. I hid it from you.”
“Oh. What else did you hide from me?”
Samuella broke into a sarcastic half smile and looked with disgust at Taywan’s
contorted face.
“Jesus, Tay, you sure are naïve. Why don’t you grow up?”
“I will.”
She let out a snicker.
Taywan hated himself for being so uncool. She would never know his feelings,
the anger, the hard little hurt inside his belly. She would never know how much he hated
being such a wimp, but he would always remember this moment forever. It would color
every thing he touched, everything he loved forevermore. His first love, this nasty
judgmental bitch smoking her cigarette in front of the bathrooms at the coffee house,
crushed hope in his seventeen-year old heart. The wound was made by the gashing
insensitivity of her knife eyes. The body would cover over the signs of injury, but the
wound would stay.
“Good. Well, damn good. I guess we ought to move on.”
“Na-da, Tay, what have I been saying?”
“Yeah.”
“And—I think it might be better we don’t see each other after this. Don’t stop me
for any more of these heart to heart confrontations.”
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He looked at her. What more could he get out of her anyway? She wasn’t capable
of remorse or guilt, so what else was left? The wound was gaping larger and larger,
slashing through his entire system. He was dead; his body was going through the motions
of life.
“So, just so you know, I think you’re good people. At heart—I mean, at heart.
Wherever your heart is.” His voice faltered as he spoke. She stubbed her cigarette out on
the floor and stared at him.
“Taywan—“
He was moving out toward the front door of the café, his coat still at the table
with Lonnie and the girls. Fuck it, he thought, I could brave the physical cold after the
nuclear winter of Samuella’s eyes. Running across the street to the car, he saw Lonnie
shouting at the door, waving his coat. He started the car and peeled off, filled up with
embarrassment, his core frozen. Samuella went and sat down with George, sweat
dripping down her armpits like a river. Something about Taywan made her nervous and
upset.
George put his huge arms around her and comforted his baby. Everything would
be fine, he reckoned, just as soon as his little girl could get thoughts about Taywan out of
her mind.
“Man, you nervous, baby?” George asked. “You sweating like a pig.”
“Yeah. It’s hot in here. This sweater is hot.”
“Why don’t you go to the bathroom and freshen up or something?”
“What’s the matter, don’t like your women to sweat?”
“Hey, fine. Now go freshen up.”
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Samuella obediently went to the bathroom, locked herself into a stall and sobbed.
The tears would come--she couldn’t stop them. What was she crying for? She had lost
touch with the reason. It was just tears coming down, her legs shaking, everything
trembling, hunched over in the toilet, shaking with something stronger than her mind.

Taywan stormed into the house. Brenda heard the garage door opening and
shutting, the back door slam.
“Leave your boots in the hallway!” she shouted. Taywan came into the kitchen,
boots dripping water all over the floor. Brenda walked in and saw the puddle underneath
his feet.
“What’d I tell you?” she asked.
“I don’t know. What?”
“Boots, son. Take your boots off.”
“So what—it’s a little water. Jesus mom.”
“Don’t you talk back to me and take the Lord’s name in vain, young man.”
Brenda was angry. She threw a cup into the sink. It didn’t break.
“Shit…”
Mika walked into the kitchen, sullen frown on her face, unrelenting in her quest to
destroy her mother and punish her for the wreckage of their lives.
“Dad still isn’t back,” she spoke in short, laconic tones, to no one in particular.
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“That’s obvious,” Taywan said, and sat on a chair to pull his boots off. “Did you
think he’d just come in and make some grand gesture and everything would be all right? I
mean, let’s face it, he’s incapable of grand gestures.”
“How do you judge what he’s capable of?” Brenda yelled.
“Mother, how can you be so naïve?” Mika sneered back.
“How can you be such a jaded bitch?” Taywan laughed.
“Shut up!” Mika lunged toward him, he pushed her back, she lunged again, and
he pushed her onto the floor. Taywan laughed at Mika sitting on the floor, shocked,
flustered, and angry.
“You two stop it! We don’t need this. It’s a troubled time. We need to stick
together, don’t you think?”
The phone rang. Brenda prayed it was not Eddie. It was the police.
“Hello?” she answered, her heart beating hard and fast.
“Mrs. Edward Talbot?”
“Yes?”
“This is the county sheriff.”
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Chapter 23
A Fitting End
It had been snowing so much Eddie could hardly see out the windows. The car
was buried. He wanted to drive it into the lake, had fantasies about it, about driving it into
the lake with himself in it, drowning in the seaweed and ice and snow and lake water,
inside the car, but the cold deterred him. He didn’t want to be cold when he died. He
wanted to die a warm death.
The two weeks he had spent in the cabin seemed like three years. There was
nothing to do and the boredom was killing him. Since the snows started the reception on
the TV was fucked and he couldn’t get anything but local news and that didn’t interest
him. He saw nothing about himself, not that he expected to. The snows kept coming. He
started shitting and pissing in the backed-up toilet. It accumulated and smelled. He didn’t
care about the smell. Food was running out. He’d have to shovel the car out and go to the
store again, and the thought of it made him nervous and scared. He didn’t want to deal
with the place, and the temptation to call Brenda rose up inside of him every time he
came near a public phone. He was better off to stay inside and starve to death, maybe.
Better off. Hard to say.
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Eddie wandered the cabin in circles. His sleep patterns had been broken.
Sometimes he would lie down in midday drifting into ugly sleep with repellent dreams
that he could not understand. Then he would wake, wander, think, talk and curse aloud to
himself. Some days he would designate as cleaning days. He would clean with a fever of
activity, competing to clean faster than he had cleaned before, competing with himself,
scrubbing the floors, vacuuming the dirty rug with the carpet sweeper that didn’t pick up
much of anything, washing the plastic dishware over and over. There were a few CD’s he
liked but he had heard them over and over. He had long since tired of the videos. They
were no longer entertainment. It was one blank day after another, unfolding into terror
and chaos at night, bad dreams, ugly thoughts, and fearful nightmares, fantasies that
made no sense. Eddie could not figure out what his purpose for living was. He didn’t feel
guilt or remorse, however. That would have taken him into shame and he couldn’t handle
too much shame.
Eddie was not one for truthful introspection or guilt-ridden shame, anyway. He
knew the nobility of his life; he realized the deep inner desires and needs that had pushed
him forward into doing those things, as he referred to the murders. Those things. Murder
never crossed his mind. Murder was not part of his vocabulary. Anyway, a man like him,
educated, service oriented, he was incapable of murder. There was nothing loathsome
about him, he realized. He was just a man that the world had never accepted for the
grandiosity of his potential. The fact is, they were jealous. All of them. Jealous of his
talent. Jealous of his accomplishments and success-- jealous that he had a nice wife and a
house and three kids. They had nothing to be jealous about, however, no not really. Not
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exactly--because, because-- this was where Eddie usually got stuck. It was hard to go any
further when going further was impossible for his frame of mind.
Frame of mind. Eddie considered this phrase. How could you frame your mind?
How could you put those glorious moments, synaptic bursts and thoughts into something
as prosaic and rigid as a frame? That’s society for you, he mused, priding himself on his
intelligent realization of society’s miscalculation of the breadth and depth of human
consciousness. Only an intelligent aware man could even realize this, he thought to
himself, congratulating himself at the same time. Thus would his thoughts go, hour after
hour after hour until he would intermittently hit the brick wall of boredom.
When he hit the wall, as he termed it, thoughts would stop just like that. Phht.
Done. Blank. His head would ache, he would hurt all over, and he would often lie down
and drift into the ugly sleep that came upon him every couple of hours. His sleep pattern
was so disrupted he hardly knew day from night. Yes, the sun was out in the day. He saw
it. Some days he slept the entire day away. Other days he would pace and pace and think
and think. In the middle of the night he would wake in a panic, his heart pounding, his
legs feeling disconnected from the rest of him. In those moments he would remember
who he was and where he was but never why he was.
Eddie Talbot, he took to repeating when he would wake from such terror-filled
sleeps, Eddie Talbot, social worker, father of three, poet-When he spoke the words poet he felt the need to record his thoughts. The great
moments of consciousness must be recorded for his children and grandchildren, for life,
for the world. He must leave behind a legacy. There was a pad of paper from the local
hardware store and a bunch of pens. He began to write, but never got father than a word
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or two. Death kept cropping up on the page. Death, death death. He wrote the word three
times on the page. That’s enough for today. He felt the wisdom of it. That’s enough,
enough. They’ll surely understand. The wisdom. Enough. The wisdom. Death.
Eddie finally came across a slim little book in the bottom of one of the closets.
It was a book of poems-- some little, unknown poet had recorded his thoughts in
this tiny volume bound in puke green. Eddie opened a page, somewhat reluctant. He
didn’t want anything in the book to push him further into exploration; it might open up
something he couldn’t close down.
One page was marked. He turned to that and read the poem on it. It was entitled
“Bury me, No Dignity.”
I will be buried in the plot
Next to you
and my mother and my father too.
Uncle Moses and Aunt Erline
will lie next to me.
I am awakened this day by death
empowered by the guilt.
I am therapist to the loneliness
It gapes and maws and claws my eyes out.
My children will not come. I am afraid to
to see their sacred eyes.
I will have to advertise for an undertaker.
Longings dreams and desires spill out of me
like bile.
My anger spills out of me.
I gave everything up now I hate you
because I gave it up.
Give it back.
You have everything you have nothing,
I am empty.
I ask: Why are you bitter?
Why do you hate me on the energetic causeway?
I ask of death: are you like the breeze?
My death speaks:
“I am tired. I am the shutting up of your mouth.
I am the bathtub of your dreams.
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I am the great chain.
Come out my friend
to the funeral of your enlightenment.
Come out and obtain enlightenment.
Ring the bells.”
I lie down and die now,
because I will.
“Die yourself,” says Death,
“because I will not.”
Death is the last great shadow.
No tribute.
Those places near to me.
No tribute.
Quiet passing.
No blessing.
No movement.
Mission accomplished.
Eddie read this poem two or three times before he began to see what it was saying
to him. He was smart enough to acknowledge nothing was random, everything was
causative-- the synchronous moment of him turning to the page and his final epiphany
were universally linked. It was no accident. This poem spoke to him loud and clear. Kill
yourself.
He went to the cabinet and found a glass, smashing it jagged on the side of the
sink. The edges were sufficiently sharp and rough. It was not such a hard thing to do.
He made one last round across the front yard to the car, brushing off the snow and
ice with his arm. He was wearing a sweater and pants and his sorrels. His feet ought to be
warm, in keeping with his desire for a warm death. Once he got enough snow off the
hood and roof of the car, he got inside, turning the engine on. The radio blasted out, he
turned the radio off. Taking the broken glass in his right hand he stabbed at his jugular
vein at least two or three times until he felt a sharp pain and the warm blood trickled over
his hand. At last.
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Eddie did not wait long before consciousness left. He bled to death inside the car,
with the door open and the engine running.

Officer Mike Foy had to cut through the snow and ice with his shovel. Stumbling
upon the cabin surprised him. He didn’t expect it to be this far from the road; inside a
nestle of trees. Someone from town said they’d seen a guy out in the woods wandering
around talking to himself. Mike saw the car as he came around from the back door of the
cabin. The driver’s door was half-open. The running engine had long since died out. He
decided to go inside the cabin and check that out first.
He pushed on the front door and held his nose. It stank of piss, shit and sweat. He
walked through the cabin to the bathroom to the toilet filled to the brim with toilet paper,
piss and shit, holding a hanky to his nose.
Coming to the car he noticed footprints. Peering into the car Mike saw Eddie’s
collapsed body, blood everywhere-- deep magenta-colored blood. A jagged glass had
fallen onto the floor from Eddie’s hand. His face and head and chest were covered in
blood. Blood colored the seat and the steering wheel.
What a mess, Mike thought, and reached for his cell phone.
“Hi, this is Mike. We found him.”

Eddie’s suicide made local news. Brenda drove to the morgue to identify the
body, taking Taywan with her. She saw they had cleaned him up, and tried to close the
ugly wound on his neck. It made her sick. Taywan stared at the body of his father with a
feeling that nothing could matter after this.
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“I commend him to Your care,” she prayed silently back at home, sitting by the
fireplace where she’d smashed the vase. Mourning was impossible. There was no room
for grief when anger was all she had. Now she had to just to go through with the funeral,
bury him and be done with it. Eddie killed himself near Christmas Eve, damn it, she
thought. Now, forever and a day her Christmas and the Christmas of her children would
be ruined by his one last act. It was so lacking in nobility and purpose it made her want to
kill him all over again. Thank God he was already dead, she reckoned, and this thought
made her laugh.
Mika came into the living room and saw her mother kneeling by the fireplace
laughing like a banshee.
“Are you all right, mother?” she asked.
Brenda looked up.
“Yes, dear, I’m just fine.” Tears covered her face.
“Are you crying or laughing or—?“
Mika stood at the edge of the living room, realizing at that moment how much her
family had fallen apart, and how crazy her mother really was. Womanhood was conferred
upon her just as manhood had been conferred upon Taywan, both unwilling victims of
their father’s choices.
“Nothing’s the same, is it?” Mika said, coming to sit on the hearth next to her
mother. Brenda put her hand on Mika’s soft hair.
“No, it’s not, honey, and it never will be.”
Brenda enfolded her daughter in her arms. Mika crawled into her mother’s lap,
perhaps for the last time.
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Little Eddie Junior was unaware about what happened. He only knew Daddy was
not around anymore, everyone acted funny all the time, and his mama was crying and
laughing like never before. Taywan was paying more attention to him than usual, so he
considered this something good.
Taywan, for his part, chose to shove his anger down and place his trust that it
would come up again in full force when he needed it. Meanwhile, he took it as his task to
surround Little Eddie with his protective force and love. He even condescended to show
his mother solicitous sympathy he didn’t really feel. She needed it, was grateful for it, but
her weakness in the face of all this surprised him. On the other hand, maybe it wasn’t
weakness. She just didn’t rally around the family as he thought she would, she withdrew
into herself and kept her thoughts and feelings private. His grandparents came up and
stayed in the house. Grandma moved around the house and kitchen quietly, making large
pots of strange food Taywan couldn’t stand, watching Brenda closely, and sitting at the
table with grandpa sipping coffee and looking silently out the kitchen window.
There was an inordinate amount of snow that winter and temperatures plunged to
minus zero. It was cold, it was white; it was wet. The tree was decorated but after Eddie’s
death Brenda pulled the decorations down. The tree stood barren in the living room, like
a sentry stripped of its power. Presents sat under the tree, grandma and grandpa brought
more, but they sat there for days after the funeral. No one had the heart to open presents.
The present of this Christmas was daddy’s death and it was not like the death of Jesus.
There was nothing sacrificial or noble about it, it was just foul. The entire Talbot family
knew this fact, knew it well inside their hearts, and it made the feelings of this holiday as
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heavy as the snow that sat on the roofs and branches of the trees. No one could deny that
his death signaled the end of innocence in their lives and the beginning of something else.
The day before the funeral Tay met Lonnie at KFC. Lonnie handed him his coat.
“You created quite a scene the other day.”
Taywan took the coat in silence. Lonnie was ticked about Tay walking out on him
and the girls at Tarantula, but forgave him when he heard about Tay’s father. Then he
said he knew a couple of white chicks that wanted Afro-American dick real bad. They
were salivating for it.
“What are you, in training to be some kind of pimp, or something?” Tay asked.
“Maybe. What’s it to you? It pays better than being a management trainee at
KFC.”
“True,” Tay agreed. He looked around. He ought to be home, consoling his
mother and playing with poor fatherless little Eddie who would never know what an
asshole his father really was, although Taywan vowed he would tell him.
“I’m gonna make sure Little Eddie knows what Dad was really like.”
“Meaning?” Lonnie asked, taking a bite out of a chicken leg.
“A murdering jerk.”
“Oh shit, don’t destroy his world.”
“Our Dad destroyed ours. He offed those two homeless people, helpless, innocent
people, people he was supposed to be helping, that trusted him.”
“Calm down, dude, you’ll make yourself sick.”
They continued to eat.
“You want to check these girls out, or what?”

Nameless the Hero

Page 388

388
10/26/13

“Where are they?”
“At their apartment.”
“They have an apartment of their own?”
“They’re older, college. Nineteen or something.”
“So what they want with us?”
“You want white pussy or not?”
They drove over to the apartment near the community college. The girl who
answered the door was skinny, dark-haired and plain. The other girl was blond and a little
livelier.
Taywan and Lonnie went into the living room. Television was on and the remains
of a pizza sat on the coffee table. Lonnie took off his jacket and handed it to the blond.
“Hey take this.”
He turned to Tay.
“Give me your coat.”
Tay took off his coat and stood awkwardly in the middle of the living room, not
sure what to do.
“Come on,” Lonnie walked into the bedroom. The bed was made up with crimson
velvet spread.
“Hey, Trisha, come here!” Lonnie called and began to take off his pants.
“Want to see my lollipop?”
Trisha, the blond, came into the bedroom and laughed as she watched Lonnie
undress.
“Come on, Taywan,” Lonnie called.
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Nancy the brunette, walked into the bedroom with a jaded smile on her face and
glass of whiskey in her hand.
Taywan was sufficiently angry about everything in life to go ahead with the
arrangements. He took off his shirt. Nancy walked over and put her hands on his chest.
“Beautiful,” she said, and rubbed her pelvis up against him. Taywan got an
erection.
“Wow, you got a big one,” Nancy exclaimed as Taywan stood in the middle of
the bedroom with his pants off and his erection jabbing out in front of him. He felt stupid.
“Wait,” he said, as Nancy kneeled down and began running her tongue along the
outside of his cock.
“Shut up,” Lonnie replied, slithering onto the bed with Trisha giggling and
laughing, shoving his dick into her tight little wadded up pussy.
“Shut up,” he said again, moaning as he entered her, feeling the folds open up to
his thrust. She arched her back and breathed heavily, running her hands along his
buttocks.
“Oh baby,” Lonnie gasped feeling the inside of her tighten around his penis, his
hips moving faster and faster, thrusting harder and deeper, watching her breathe and
moan and gasp and sigh. He braced his arms on the mattress and pushed further. Each
time he pushed Trisha moaned louder until her moans were tight little screams. Taywan
couldn’t stand it. Nancy was on the floor licking his penis with ever increasing urgency.
“Stop it.” Taywan pushed her forehead away. She moved her head foreword
again, sticking her tongue out toward his erect penis.
“Stop it, I said!”
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“What’s the matter?” Nancy asked, shocked.
“I don’t want it, that’s what’s the matter!”
Taywan grabbed his pants and dressed quickly.
“I’m getting out of here.”
“Wait a minute!” Lonnie yelled. “I’m just about to—“
Taywan ran out the door. He was glad they drove in his car. Lonnie could get a
ride with one of the girls, he figured. As he started off Lonnie ran to the door, holding a
shirt in front of his naked body.
“Hey!” he called out the door. “Hey!” but Taywan was already a mile down the
street.
“Shit,” Lonnie said and went back into the bedroom where Trish was lying on the
bed, panting and waiting for more. That was the day before the funeral. Taywan vowed
he would never speak to Lonnie again, if he could help it.

The morning of the funeral Tay dressed Junior in a brand new suit and tied his
grown up tie. Junior kept wiggling.
“Stop it, now, hold still,” Tay said as Junior wiggled around him in circles.
The Church was being readied for the service. The organist was Emmett Quigley
and he was always late.
“Put in a call to Emmett and make sure he’s on time,” Pastor Dyson said to the
church secretary, who was busy wiping down the pews with Pride and a rag. She put her
rag down and went back into the office to make the call. One didn’t argue with Dyson’s
orders, they came from on High, she reckoned.
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Brenda had made the decision to bury Eddie next to her sister in the little
cemetery behind their church despite protest from some church members who felt the
ugly circumstances of his death didn’t warrant a Christian burial. Pastor Dyson quickly
squelched this talk.
William H. G. Dyson decided he would be generous in his sermon, bearing in his
conscience the suffering of Brenda and the kids. He could not, however, avoid trying to
make an example of this tragedy as an admonition to the congregation about what can
happen when sinners are led astray.
Brenda was going to sit in front of the church flanked by her children on one side
and her folks on the other. Even in infamy, there had to be dignity, Dyson thought. God
be the judge.
Eddie’s real father came from his condo in Nevada, his first appearance in thirtyfive years, towing his latest bimbo. Eddie’s mother was dead. His father, whom
everybody called Sweet, embraced his grandchildren, who he had never seen, over and
over. Taywan and Mika held back from Sweet, but Eddie Junior loved the way he
smelled.
Brenda had always loathed Sweet. Her parents did not even acknowledge him. He
called the bimbo “Sugar” until it made her sick. She wished he hadn’t come, but it was
her duty to let him know his son was dead, and here he was. Eddie was gone and Sweet
was here; so it was to be. Sweet sat in the back of the church crying and blubbering,
waving an oversized handkerchief and being consoled by Sugar, whose real name was
Cynthia Jane Horner.
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Taywan hated the entire proceedings, and used his hatred to project ugly thoughts
toward Sweet, who was more disgusting than his father. He could not find it in himself to
feel sad, remorseful, pitiful or even sorrowful. There was nothing there but an emptiness
that Taywan intended to keep tight and locked.
Pastor William H. G. Dyson had been a janitor before he realized he had a calling
and entered the ministry. He considered himself essentially a good, kind man who cared
about Brenda and the Talbot family, but was absolutely sure it was for the best that Eddie
was gone. The Happy Valley Missionary Baptist Church was a small neighborhood
church, primarily black. Many of the members came to the funeral, even the ones that
didn’t really know Eddie or his family, just to keep the continuity of prayer and support
going. Of those that knew the family, there was a general feeling of concern for Brenda, a
consensus that Eddie was a sinner, and pity for the children. How can a child overcome
the sins of the father? That was on the mind of William H. G. Dyson as he worked on the
sermon.
Eddie’s co-workers did not show up, but a strange, ill-dressed white man, looking
to be in his forties, stood in the back. Some people thought he might be someone Eddie
had encountered in his work. No one was sure. His presence gave a certain discomfort
and strangeness to the already uncomfortable proceedings.
No one mourns the loss of an evil man, but no one wants to admit it. Forgiveness
is at the forefront of the teachings of Jesus, and most churchgoers would be loath to admit
they didn’t feel like it. Forgiveness was like an ill-fitting coat to many members who
identified themselves as committed Christian soldiers. Most of them hated Eddie anyway,
and it wasn’t just because he was an abusive, alcoholic murderer. He was a sickening
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man even before all this happened, although they couldn’t assess why they felt his way,
they just did. He was always drunk, or appeared to be, and it looked as if he neglected his
wife and kids. There was to be no murmur of forgiveness rippling through the
congregation at Eddie’s funeral, just four days after Christmas. There was to be a silent
map of fear, tracing the stopping places that fear rests, and moving onward to other points
due East.
The nameless white man stood at the back of the church, watching the whole
service. His coat was decent, but he had a ragged look, as if he were newly arrived on
earth and hadn’t figured out how to work it yet. Brenda stole a glance at him once, but
had other things on her mind.
William H. G. Dyson stood in silence for a moment; then signaled with his little
finger for Emmett to stop playing. He cleared his throat and began his sermon.
“Edward Virgil Talbot was a man tortured. A man in pain. A man who caused
pain.” He stopped a moment to let this sink in.
“But we are forgiving Christians. We are forgiving Christians, because that is
what our Lord has commanded us to do. Judge not lest ye be judged. He who has never
sinned cast the first stone. Yet, we must, in all conscience, commend Edward Virgil
Talbot’s soul to the judgment of God Almighty!”
Dyson boomed this last sentence out in a rib shaking voice, thrusting his arm and
a pointed finger to the ceiling. The congregation looked upwards, hoping that nothing
would fall down on the church.
“Yes! He will be judged by God and his angels because we all know it is God’s
task to judge the human soul, not ours!”
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Dyson looked out over his congregation, his people. How well did he know them?
Did God know them? Could he, even he himself, forgive this loathsome creature Edward
Talbot who was said to have murdered defenseless, homeless outcasts? A rapist? Could
he forgive this man that took his own God-given precious life in such a repellent manner,
in somebody else’s cabin on Houghton Lake? William H. G. Dyson was tested to his
limits on this one.
Mika sat next to her mother hating the church and the entire proceedings. She
hated her mother for marrying the asshole that brought her and her brothers to this ugly
place, she hated her father, of course, and most of all she hated that hypocrite William H.
G. Dyson. His puffy, self-righteous face made this whole funeral stink. She turned and
felt the rustle of the congregation as they discreetly strained their heads to peek at the
Talbot family, trying to catch a close-up take on their facial expressions. Mika vowed
they would see nothing in hers. She made her face a mask hiding her hatred and anger.
“A man with leprosy came to Jesus and begged him on his knees!” William H. G.
Dyson’s voice ripped into the rustling silence of the congregation. “The man said, ‘If you
are willing Lord, make me clean!’ Filled with compassion, Jesus reached out his hand,”
William H. G. Dyson reached his hand out toward the mass sitting before and below him.
“He touched that man and said: ‘I am willing. Be clean.’ Immediately leprosy left the
man and he was cured. Jesus sent him away at once with a strong warning: See that you
don’t tell this to anyone. But go, show yourself to the priest and offer the sacrifices that
Moses commanded for your cleansing as a testimony to them. Now, we know our Lord
loved and healed and helped the sick, the weak, the repulsive, and downtrodden-- the
people no would touch. Am I right?”
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“Mmm-mmm. You right. That’s right!” voices came back to him.
“So we, too, must help our brother Edward Talbot’s family, even in his shame and
personal degradation, we must allow the Talbot family to stand strong. Am I right?”
“You right!” Mike, the church custodian shouted.
“Let us help this brother so that his soul can find repentance and seek forgiveness
in the Almighty and find peace at last in the bosom of our Lord Jesus Christ. Can we find
it in our hearts to do this?”
“Yes, yes, we can, sir, yes sir, we can!” voices spoke. Brenda looked around and
started to cry. Taywan put a protective arm around his mother.
“Poor Edward, poor Eddie, poor brother Edward. He did a terrible thing. Oh yes,
he did. He did terrible things. He drank himself into a stupor, he left his family and he
took his own life. He hurt his family and he took his life. Not only that, but he is alleged
to have taken the lives of others. The precious souls of those poor homeless people were
robbed of their full life expectancy by the evil deeds of a lost man. That lost man is
Edward Virgil Talbot. We pray for you Edward Talbot. We pray! Do we pray?”
A murmur rose in the congregation. Brenda let a sob escape her. Taywan clapped
his hand over her mouth. His father wasn’t worth the grief.
“We can never forget this, nor do we need to shove it aside,” continued Dyson,
“look at it! He did these things!" William wiped his brow with the ever-present white
towel he carried around. “But, he also brought three beautiful children into this world,
supported them, raised them, stayed true to his dear wife Brenda for 29 years, and for that
we must also remember Edward. A man is never all good or all bad. Am I right?”
“Yes sir, amen,” Mike called out.
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“Amen,” said Mrs. Lee, eighty, who always sat in the front pew at all the funerals
in her nice, dark-blue funeral suit and her funeral hat with the large yellow flowers on
top.
“Thank you sister Lee,” said William. He was just about to wind this up. “We
must find it in our hearts not to forget, no event of this magnitude can be forgotten, or to
completely forgive, because that is God’s, but to release Edward Talbot to his maker,
letting his soul receive rebuke by God Almighty. But we refrain from judgment. Man
does not rebuke man. We must love his wife Brenda and the three beautiful children--” he
quickly checked his notes, “Taywan, Mika and Edward Junior. Let us give them our
support, our help, our love, in this sad hour of need. Bow your heads and pray with me.”
Everyone bowed their head. Brenda heard crows shrieking outside the window.
Ice-covered tree branches tapped against the stained glass windows.
“O Lord, who is wise? Only Thee. Who is discerning only Thee. The ways of the
Lord are right and the righteous walk in them, but the rebellious stumble in them. Help us
to walk in Your ways, and keep the Talbot family safe in your love. In Jesus Christ our
Savior’s name, Amen.”
The congregation murmured Amen. The organ played. Brenda sat very still, tears
frozen on her face, Taywan’s arm heavy on her shoulder. It was not necessary to do
anything. William came down off the pulpit and walked toward the back of the church,
ready to greet members as they walked out. The black funeral cars were waiting in front,
Eddie’s casket was wheeled out by four of the church elders. Someone helped Brenda to
her feet. She didn’t realize she was standing until she was at the church door-- her
children clinging from behind.
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As Mika walked out she sneered into William’s pasty face. He eats too many
carbohydrates, she thought.
“Thank you, Pastor,” Brenda said as she left the church.
“You’re welcome, sister. If there’s anything you need—“
As he spoke his eyes caught the angry eyes of Taywan.
“Well, call on me,” he added and patted Junior’s head. Taywan grabbed his
mother’s arm tightly.
“Let’s get to the cemetery, mama.”
Taywan picked Eddie Junior up in his arms, pulled his mother along and dragged
the whole family out to the limousine. Mika had a sour feeling in her stomach. Could she
sustain hatred for her father and this disgusting pastor long enough to keep herself from
crying?
There had not been an open casket. Eddie’s throat wound was ugly enough to be
shocking. The glass had made a jagged slash across his neck and make up could not
disguise it. They fixed him up pretty good, Brenda figured, but she didn’t care. Close the
casket, close the wound, and close the whole damn business. It was a Saturday. She
usually did laundry on Saturdays. She thought about the day before, when the family
went to view the body. Taywan refused. He sat outside the room where the casket was,
sullen and angry. Mika looked for a second and turned away in disgust. Eddie Junior was
told Daddy went to heaven, but he did not understand what or where it was.
“So why is he sitting in that box?” he asked, after Taywan tried to explain where
Eddie was. “That box ain’t heaven, is it?”
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“Don’t say “ain’t” Junior. No, that box isn’t heaven. That box is just where they
put the body.”
“But why? Why they put the body there?”
“Because. Because that’s just what they do.”
“Why they do that, Tay? Why?” Eddie insisted.
“Because that’s how western civilization mourns it’s dead,” Mika interjected.
“And anyway, Tay, why’d you tell him heaven? Daddy is surely in hell, if there was one.
Which there isn’t. We’re living in hell, Junior. It’s right here—right where you’re sitting,
right in that—“
“Shut up Mika,” Taywan said and threatened her with his arm. He turned back to
his brother. “Now, you clear on all this Junior?”
“So, where is Daddy?”
Mika sighed in disgust. “This is hopeless, Tay, he just doesn’t understand, he’s
too young.”
“Then I’ll make him understand, so shut up.”
“Tay, Tay, is Daddy gonna come home later?”
“Junior, Daddy has gone away and he isn’t coming back.”
“Never?”
“Never.”
Eddie Junior contemplated this. He did not understand the word never. It made no
sense. How could Daddy be in that box and be in heaven at the same time? And never
come home? How could he go away from them? Didn’t he love them?
“Doesn’t he love us?” Junior asked.

Nameless the Hero

Page 399

399
10/26/13

“Oh Jesus,” Mika said. “Now handle this, Tay.”
“Junior, Daddy loved us.”
“Yeah, that’s why he fucked himself,” Mika spit out in her bitter tone.
“What does that mean?” Junior asked.
“Nothing,” Tay said to Junior then turned on Mika. “Go away, just go away!
You’re not helping. Get the hell out of here!”
“Fine!” Mika shouted and walked away from graveside to collect her thoughts.
Several people had followed from the church—like a bunch of people coming to watch
the aftermath of a car accident, she thought. She looked at the gray sky and the snow
falling.
“Now, Junior, let me explain this once again. Daddy loved you, he loved us all—“
“Did he love mommy?”
“You bet.”
“Mommy,” Junior said softly and began to cry. Taywan held him tight. Brenda
was standing next to the Reverend Dyson who held her up by the elbow. Junior couldn’t
be made to understand, Tay realized. It would just take time.
Taywan noticed the white man in the cheap clothes that had sat at the back of
church had followed them out to the Cemetery. It made him nervous, this lone white guy
standing apart from everyone. He leaned over and whispered to Mika,
“Who’s that?” Mika looked around and saw Nameless standing alone.
“I don’t know.”
“Shh-h,” said Brenda as the casket was lowered into the grave. It was snowing, it
was cold, and many people started toward their cars.
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After the casket was lowered, after the Talbot’s each had thrown a handful of dirt
onto the top, with the exception of Eddie Junior, after the group was heading back to their
cars to gather at Brenda’s home, Nameless approached William H. G. Dyson, extending
his hand. William shook it with reluctance, looking this man up and down. Couldn't be
too careful these days.
“And, who might you be, my friend?” William asked.
“Someone Eddie was acquainted with before he died.”
“Well—“
“I was there at the service.”
“You are welcome brother. Now if you’ll excuse me,” William started to walk
away. Nameless held him gently by the shoulder.
“I knew Eddie. I knew him well, actually.”
“I see. Are you going over to the house?”
“I think not, but thank you.”
Nameless bowed slightly, smiled and walked away. The sun came out just then,
turning the hard cold snow into bright eye-blinding refraction. Dyson tried to think a
small prayer for Eddie but couldn’t; he certainly didn’t like Eddie and all that he stood
for, but he wasn’t allowed to hate him.
At the house, people crowded in. Brenda’s mother prepared everything with the
help of the Willing Workers, the Church ladies group. The Willing Workers stood in the
kitchen, shaking their heads and whispering their condolences to each other.
“Oh, she’s a good woman,” said one.
“Yes, and who would have thought.”
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Mmm-mmm-mmm,” they murmured in soft, sympathetic tones from high places.
William H. G. Dyson walked in carrying a plate heaped with food, interrupting their
hushed tones.
“Hello, Pastor, beautiful sermon!”
“Thank you. And which of you ladies, by the way, is responsible for this delicious
sweet potato pie?”
“I am,” one of the ladies spoke. He gave her one of his wide smiles, reserved for
children in the Bible class and excellent culinary moments. She felt the grin beaming all
the way through her sequined black shawl.
“Well, you ladies did a good turn to help Miss Brenda with all this food,” he said,
and left the kitchen, grabbing a turkey leg from a platter as he walked out.
The Willing Workers went back to their pity-fest. Mika walked in, looked at them
in silence, hoping if looks could kill they would drop dead right there on the spot. She
hated these church people crawling all over her house. One of them even had the nerve to
go into her parent’s bedroom and look into their closet. What were they looking to find
there? She wondered. Her father’s suits hung there like empty ghosts waiting for
validation. He had never lived; he was just a figment of their imagination. Mika halfwished this were true. She wished her mother would get rid of the clothes. She didn’t
want any reminders of her father around. Turning on her heel, she ran smack into
William H. G. Dyson stuffing his fat face with food.
“Hello, Marsha,” he said, mouth full.
“Mika,” she corrected.
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“Sorry,” he smiled that wide, ugly smile of his. She wanted to kill him. She
wanted to cry. She ran upstairs to her folks’ bedroom and opened the closet. There was
her father’s favorite old zipper sweater. She pulled the sweater off the hanger, wrapping it
around her head and cried. She missed Daddy, but she’d never had him. What she missed
was a concept, not a reality.
Brenda went noiselessly upstairs to check on things. Eddie Junior was in his room
with his grandpa playing trains. Her father sat in the rocking chair, watching Eddie, a
sober look in his eyes. He looked up and saw Brenda.
“Hi baby,” he said softly. She waved and went on into her bedroom. There was
Mika hugging Eddie’s sweater and crying. She knocked on the door.
“Mika—baby?”
“Leave me alone,” Mika said, startled.
“Can’t I come in?”
“No!” Mika threw the sweater on the floor and ran out past her mother. “What do
you think?” she shouted as she went into her bedroom and slammed the door.
Brenda walked over and picked up the sweater. It was wet with Mika’s tears.
She went to Mika’s door and knocked. Mika had Mary K. Blige playing at top
volume. “I’m missing you,” sang Mary K.
Brenda walked into the room without permission. She never wondered which of
her babies would get angry. It was always Mika. What surprised her was that Mika could
cry at all.
Mika was on the bed, pillow in her lap. Brenda walked over to the CD player and
turned the volume way down, then sat, uninvited, on the edge of Mika’s bed.
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“I love you, Mika,” Brenda touched her.
“I know mom. This isn’t about you.”
“Well—“
“Well, it’s just that—how can you miss someone you hate so much?”
“You don’t hate your daddy. You don’t. You never will. You just feel angry and
hurt that he did those things. So, you hate what he did, not who he is.”
“But who he is, is what he did, mother!”
“No, it’s not. No. I can’t believe that. Bad acts come out of good people.”
“That’s bullshit. Complete bullshit.”
“I believe at heart people are good.”
“At heart, mother? People are shit. At heart, people are shit. Else why bother
struggling with all this church going and shit? Come on, tell me.”
“Don’t lose your faith, honey.”
“I never had any faith.”
“There’s no easy—“
“Say it mother—your platitudes. There’s no easy way. We’ll get through it. On
and on. Shit. I just figured you were strong enough to save us, mother. I just figured you
were, that’s all.”
“Only God.”
“Well, fuck God.”
Brenda reached over to slap Mika’s face. The slap made Mika recoil; hide her
face in the pillow. Brenda leaned over, reaching for her shoulders.
“I’m sorry,” Brenda whispered in Mika’s ear. Mika pushed her away.
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“Go away!”
Brenda left the room, taking a quick glance at the family picture on Mika’s
dresser, taken in better days.
Brenda’s mother was in the kitchen washing up.
“Mama, you don’t have to do that.”
Her mother continued to wash.
“Yes I do. How the kids?”
“I—fine.”
“How’s Mika?”
“She’s okay.”
“She’s the most like her daddy, you know.”
Brenda grabbed a plate and handed it to her mother at the sink.
“She’s mad.”
“Wouldn’t you be?”
Her mother turned off the water and faced Brenda.
“That’s not the point.”
“So, what’s the point, mama?”
“I’m lost daughter. I really don’t know.”
“Everybody’s blaming me, like it was my fault!”
“I don’t know who to blame. It’s a mess. But one thing I do know, you better get
out of this, those kids need you. Be strong. Get over it. Come down and stay with Daddy
and me.”
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“No. I won’t do that. Not now. We’ll move through this. We have to. Right here.
Right here. This is where we fell and this is where we’ll come back up.”
“You ain’t coming back up nowhere, young lady, I can tell you that. Nobody
comes back up after something like this."
“Thanks.”
“It’s the truth.”
Brenda walked out of the kitchen and caught Taywan in the dining room standing
at the window. Looking at his back, his shoulders hunched, sent pain into her.
“Tay,” she brushed his arm and he turned.
“I guess I ought to tell you.”
“Say what, son?”
“Sam had an abortion.”
“She did? Oh, my baby…” Brenda pulled him toward her in desperation. They
held each other, not knowing what else to do. She cried for him and for herself and for
everything else. His pain was all she needed to unleash her own.
“Mama--”
“Oh God,” she cried and pulled away. Pastor William H. G. Dyson noticed this
from across the room. Seeing the moment, he set his plate down and walked over.
He put a solicitous hand on Tay’s broad shoulder.
“Son,” he looked straight into Taywan’s angry eyes. “You got to be the pillar for
your mother. You’re the man of the family now.”
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Tay smirked, then looked over at his mother. She had shrunk in size and stature.
That big swaying body looked small and empty. She wasn’t able to contain her emotions.
Her lack of control made him sick.
“She needs to control herself,” Tay said right in William’s face. William stepped
back in surprise.
“Let’s get this girl upstairs,” two Willing Workers came over, taking Brenda on
both arms, propping her up, and leading toward the stairs. Brenda looked back at her son
a moment.
“Thank you,” she said, apropos of nothing and allowed the Willing Workers to
lead her away.
“That was cold, son,” William turned back to Taywan after Brenda was led away.
“I don’t care. If that’s what it takes, then that’s what it takes. Somebody’s got to
be strong around here. I’m sick of this shit. She can’t save this family and neither can
you. And neither can I, but I’m going try! And it isn’t going be with soft words about
faith and whatever. It’s with this.” Taywan held up his fist and shook it in William’s face.
William’s surprise was so great he had nothing to say.
“Well, I hope that Christ will enter your heart and lead you to forgiveness, son,”
William said and walked back to the kitchen for some more food. No wonder this family
was visited by evil, he thought, none of them had any faith. As he strode across the room
and picked up his plate, Taywan followed him. Reaching into his pocket Tay pulled out a
white envelope.
“Here,” he said, handing William the envelope containing the money for his
services.

Nameless the Hero

Page 407

407
10/26/13

William looked at Taywan with just the slightest trace of a sneer.
“Thank you, son.”
Tay nodded and left him standing there, plate in one hand, money in the other.
Tay was convinced that when he weighed the consequences, the hand with the money felt
heavier to Dyson.
The funeral was over, everyone was dispatched to his or her own private hell, and
the food consumed. The family of Brenda Talbot drifted into the world of anger, chaos
and death, and the Willing Workers whispered their predictions about the fate of the
world, the end of time and the unfortunate soul of Edward Talbot.

Chapter 24
No Vacation
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Marty told me I had to deal with family issues, and he was certainly one to talk.
This meant connecting with my ex-wife, so I could find out about my son Evan. She was
living in Maine, managing a small retail store in Bangor. Her need to live in the middle of
nowhere was just one of the many reasons we didn’t stay together. Although Marty
pushed me to admit it was because of many things, one of the most significant ones was
me. Still, I felt it was not me. After all, relationships are never simple. And “me” is not
the only cause of a breakup.
I called Roberta one trashy day in January. A little girl answered the phone and
handed me over to her mother.
“Hello, Roberta, it’s me.”
There was a moment of silence.
“Jesus, you got to be kidding. I thought you were dead.”
“Well, I’m not.”
“Your mother never talks about you.”
“She’s wounded.”
“Yeah, we all are. So what’s new?”
“How’s Maine?”
“Great. Garrett and I have two more kids, you know. Two girls. Busy life, you
know.”
“Yeah--”
“Well, what have you been doing for Christ’s sake?”
“It isn’t important. I’d like—I’d like to see Evan.”
“Really?”
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She was silent.
“Can I ask why?”
“Why? Because he’s my son.”
“You should have thought about that years ago when you walked away and we
didn’t hear from you--”
“I’m sorry.”
I heard Garrett ask, “Who is it?” in the background. Her hand cupped the phone
and I heard muffled sounds. When she came back on there was steel in her voice.
“Look, do you really think we ought to open this can of worms now? I mean, he’s
happy, he’s healthy, and he’s a good kid, smart. He lives in New York, trying to be an
actor.”
“Really, an actor. Who does he look like?”
She was silent for another moment.
“He looks like you.”
“Well, I can call my sister and get his number.”
“Yes, well, you can do that, then. I don’t want to get involved.”
She still loved me; she just couldn’t admit it. The hatred I felt in her voice was
just hurt and rejection. I had hurt her by leaving and she still loved me. It left a clawing
feeling in my gut, however, her bitterness, her hatred and steel. I kept telling myself that
she was taking pains to hide something.
“I know you still love me,” I said. As I hung up she said:
“Fuck you.”
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Perhaps her love was having a hard time finding its way out. Roberta’s saying
‘fuck you’ was the best thing I’d heard in a long time, I decided. I needed affirmation that
the past was really over and there was absolutely nowhere to go. It’s worth it, even if it
takes twenty years.
The funeral of Eddie had come and gone, Mikey and Sally were dead and I was
still at the “Y”. I got a job as a dishwasher at Sloan’s Deli around the corner. I was
becoming rehabilitated as a condition of my survival and also of my getting the camera
back so I could get on with the serious business of my life: Documentary Film. Marty
finally recapitulated and gave me the camera. He even agreed that maybe this film might
have something; I had a statement to make and he’d support it.
“I’ll use your footage in my project, Nameless. But we got one thing to agree on.”
“What’s that?” Marty and his incremental conditions! Each day it was one small
thing, another tiny step toward enlightenment in his eyes. Enlightenment to Marty meant
becoming a mensch.
“You have got to get a social security card and that means admitting you have a
name.”
“Shit.”
“Gottcha.”
“No, you don’t. Sloan pays me under the table, no questions asked.”
“The other condition,” he went on, ignoring me, “you need to think about calling
Helen. She’d like to hear from you.”
“You’re in touch with her?”
“She’s called. I let her know your progress.”
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I hated progress. It meant chipping away the carefully built mythic image. It was
sacred. De-mythologizing myself was not on my agenda. The myth was my stronghold
against false faith, against wrong idols, against Gods I could not believe in and who had
always let me down.
“I understand your doubts in this area.”
“Oh fuck, Marty, you understand nothing!”
“You want the camera or not?”
“Shit-- you and your goddamn bribery techniques! It’s low.”
“It’s all the leverage I got, Nameless. Work with me here.”
“Look, I got some shots lined up. Give me the camera and I’ll think about it.”
He laughed.
“We’ll work on the Hel thing. How we doing about calling your mother?”
“We’re not!” I shouted.
“How you gonna get that camera, Nameless?”
“Well—“
“You gotta deal with her, that’s the deal.”
Shit. That woman was a devouring witch if there ever was one. Jung’s animus
was written all over her forehead; the woman was animus-possessed; her mouth was a
bottomless cavern of fear; terror lived there, terror spawned of a Medusa mind that
conjured up fantasies of rape and death. She spewed that terror out at every chance--the
betrayal, the shame--the enemy of fate that was her mouth. It betrayed her heart every
time she spoke.
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“I can’t imagine even speaking to her, let alone seeing her, making arrangements
with her--“
“Nameless, I’m really getting sick of this whole thing.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, maybe we should pull the plug on the whole process. You can go back to
your life, your Zen homelessness, you can think, do, say whatever you want. I mean it.”
He fiddled with his pen.
“What about the movie?”
“What about your life?”
“Gliding Theory, Marty. Gliding-—“
“Fuck your Gliding Theory Nameless. I’m talking integrity here, I’m talking
parenthood-- I’m talking growth! I have no patience for this shit, damn it. Now get out of
my office.”
“I’m on a spiritual high, Marty, you can’t just—“
“Spiritual high?” he screamed at me. “That’s rich. Get out of here.”
“I’m going somewhere, Marty, I really am. You know what I mean? There is
purpose here, a pathway. It’s kind of like--like random dog shit sitting in the park waiting
to be fertilized. I am dog shit waiting to be fertilized, Marty, I am random dog shit.
And—and--the process is near complete. Shit can do that. It can transform.”
“True enough, the one piece of shit in this world is sitting right in front of me, but
the only transformation taking place is that you are getting out of here, Nameless. When
you stop justifying yourself and show me you’re ready to take your rightful place in the
family of humans, give me a call. Until then, scratch therapy, scratch film, scratch it all.”
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“You’re not gonna put me away again, are you?”
“No, Nameless, you’ve done that to yourself, you’ve put yourself away, I’m just
watching the process.”
I sat there grinning like a fool. I was star-crossed; it wasn’t my fault. I started out
with bad genes, bad genes and bad jeans. My mother was mad, my father was anti-social,
I became a misfit. I was socially and emotionally deprived. I was just another dog
looking for a tree to piss on.
“Don’t sit there and feel sorry for yourself, Nameless. Your shitty pity is your
worst enemy.”
“So—“
“Get the fuck out of here. I won’t say it again.”
“Fine. So you think—?“
“I think you’re an alcoholic. I think you’re full of shit. I think reprimands do you
no good. I think you need to suffer out in the cold for a while. I think you’ve run out of
excuses. You’re whole life is designed to hide your feelings. Years of self-abuse have
destroyed whatever fiber you had, eroded your decision making process, made you a
walking blob going to hell in a hand-basket. You’re just a bag of bones going through the
motions.”
“So, that’s all of it? Don’t you care about me, Marty?”
“Caring about you is a waste of my time Nameless, because you won’t care about
yourself.”
“I’m fed up with my destiny, Marty. I’m burning--I’m burned! Time is going by
so slow. I can’t make it go faster, speed it up. I’m—“
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“Nameless, I confess, I’m bored with all this. Therapy has to have parameters,
goals, if you will. It just has to, otherwise, why bother?
“Okay, I’ll go.” I stood up. “But let me tell you, you’re prying into shit that’s
meaningless. Who cares how old I am or what day it is or what name you call me? The
path is the path. Don’t let the life pass you by while you’re trying to define it. As soon as
you define it you lose it. So, like you say, drugs, therapy or death. I chose therapy this
morning, I could choose death tomorrow, and it wouldn’t change a thing. Nothing
changes. It all just goes on. The path is the path.”
“The path is the path, Nameless, and the door is that way.” He pointed. “When
you want to stop behaving the fool, call me. I’ll be here.”
We locked in eye-to-eye, square on. In another time, another life, perhaps, we
would have been brothers or deep friends, now we were therapist and client. In another
time we would have been pulling together for a common cause, on the same side of the
continuum, now we were on opposite sides. Or so it seemed. I did not really see that
Marty and I were pulling for the same side. There was no pity or contempt in his eyes,
just acceptance, patience and love. I knew he respected me in some dim way with the
kind of respect that goes way beyond the choices we make, the respect that comes from
recognition, two human beings in the same time, space and address. The illusion of “you”
and “I” exposed. We both recognized the pain it took to get to this point, we both
acknowledged choice, even anticipated the outcome. It was exhilarating to be alive again- it was exhilarating to be with Marty. I wanted more. It might lead me to the Promised
Land and I had a sneaking feeling the Promised Land was inside of me.
“So, to repeat myself, go to hell in a hand basket, Nameless.”
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He smiled.
“Thanks, “ I said and leaned over his desk. “I have your permission?”
“Yup. Just don’t forget to leave a rope to climb back up again.”
I reached out and shook his hand.
“It’s like stealing, Nameless. A lot of people imagine it, a few might want to, but
most people don’t dare. They have integrity about that stuff.”
“Your point?” I said, as I headed for the door.
“Don’t steal from yourself, Nameless. You might end up bankrupt.”
I slammed the door behind me.

After leaving Marty’s I wandered the streets for hours and found myself back on
Parch Street. I walked over by the bridge and thought about Mikey. Looking over, I
imagined his twisted body on the rocks and the water below. It made me mad. I threw a
rock into the river and made some weird screams. The intent was to punish the whatever
or whoever—the damn excrement passing for a human called Eddie--that let it happen—
made it happen—became the happening.
I screamed to the rocks and the wind and the bridge. It was a cold January and I
was torn up inside. Confession did nothing for my uncertain heart. I forsook love and
tears, my soul was ripped up, and I decided to let it stay that way. Walking wounded was
my survival, the test of faith.
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I walked back toward the “Y.” There was nothing around Parch Street for me. As
I passed the Department of Social Services I saw a middle aged black woman walking
next to a tall handsome young man and a little boy. I realized it was Brenda Talbot and
Eddie’s sons. The older one recognized me.
“Hey,” he called, pointing to me. I tried to walk by. Brenda turned.
“Mister, sir!” she called. I turned.
“Aren’t you—?"
“I knew Eddie.”
“Yes. You were at the funeral.”
“Yes.” I walked forward. She looked older than I thought, overweight. The little
boy stared at me.
“These Eddie’s kids?”
“Yes. This here is my son Taywan, this is Eddie Junior.”
I looked at the two boys.
“I have a daughter too. We’re here to talk to some people about Eddie’s pension.”
I nodded.
“I’m sorry.” We both said it at the same time, then silence for a moment.
“I’m sorry about those people.” She added with a quiet voice. There was
something spectacular about this woman.
“Thanks. It was ugly, but Eddie pretty much took vindication into his own hands,
right?”
“Come on, mom,” Taywan said in an authoritative voice. He pulled her arm and
they started to move away.
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“Bye,” she said and they walked inside the building. When I got to the “Y” I
called Marty from the pay phone in the lobby. I got his voice mail and left a message.
“I’m a mystic, Marty. I have no craft. I just wander, and wandering leads to death.
I am seeing that. Now losing Hel and Mikey--that was a shock to my system. No one
should lose two friends like that. But we do. Friends die, and some friends just stop
being. So, you know, I’m a dog and an eater of dogs, Marty. Some writer once said,
“Man shall not disclaim his brotherhood, even with the guiltiest—“
“Nameless?” Marty broke in. “What’s all the bravado about? You can mourn. It’s
okay to mourn. It’s okay.”
I let the nurturing tones of his voice sink in. I was too young to die.
“Nameless, I just want you to see, you’re accountable. Everything you do,
everything you say; everything you think. There are laws, damn it, not man-made but
universal, a code of ethics, what have you. There is no judgment day. You don’t have to
believe in God or universal mind or something—you just have to believe in yourself.”
“I did once.”
“If I didn’t believe in you I wouldn’t be here.”
“So, I should give up being a mystic?”
“Haven’t we exhausted that path?”
“Maybe I’m crazy—but no. It isn’t a path anyway—it’s—it’s no thought, no
reflection --it’s people being blown about by dust. Laugh at me.”
“I’m one of the few people you know who isn’t laughing at you. I’ve been willing
to break into your bullshit and give you that long shot. I believe in you, Nameless, I
honestly do. There’s no mystery there; it’s love. I love you.”
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“Oh, God, Marty, I’m gonna tear up.”
“We know emotional expression is hard for you. Too bad.”
“So this is the so-called Life? It feels like the bottom of the sea.”
“Hell no, baby, it’s you. It’s not okay to destroy that either. You are holy and your
life is holy.”
“Okay. We’ll just start again and do the whole thing right. I promise to be good.
Really. I promise.”
“I don’t believe your promises, Nameless but whatever.”
“So, can I come in tomorrow?”
“I forgot to tell you, I’m taking a vacation. Me and the wife and kids are going to
Disneyworld. I’ll be back in 10 days. Now keep yourself intact. I’ll leave the camera at
the office so you can use it while I’m gone.”
“Medication?”
“I’ll leave an extra scrip with Yolanda in case you run out.”
“Marty—“
“I got to go, Nameless. Stop feeling guilty. You have nothing to feel guilty about.
Oh—I’ll let you have the camera while I’m gone. Yolanda has it—you can pick it up at
the office. Take care.”
He hung up. I didn’t believe in holiness. I just thought that was just some more
holy shit. I couldn’t figure out how a pragmatic guy like Marty could--believe in me, or
holiness for that matter. I was alone at the pay phone in the hallway of the “Y.” What was
the atrocity of a mystic, what was the lifeblood of a lunatic, what was I going to be now if
Marty was gone?
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Marty’s absence gave me a specified amount of time to be without guidance. In
that time I experienced moments of sheer terror I could not fill. I slept mornings away,
slunk around in my pajamas, experienced a murky pre-language image-laden
consciousness. Finally, in sporadic waking moments, I reached for the bottle of whiskey I
kept hidden, drank, wandered to the bathroom to brush my teeth. My fellow mates were
an ugly crew at best. We eyed each other like furtive animals trying to grab the same
piece of meat.
Sloan increased my hours, thank God, so time was taken up with work; washing
dishes at the swing shift, 11-3 a.m., wandering around the streets observing and gliding,
evenings watching T.V., getting drunk, going to sleep and waking up with a hangover to
start the whole process all over again. I became addicted to infomercials, especially the
ones that instructed you how to buy real estate and become a millionaire with no money
down.
Tony went with me to Marty’s office to pick up the camera.
“Wow, so this is where you go in the mornings.” He was in awe as we blew in,
Yolanda giving me her big wide smile and a hug.
“Who’s your friend, baby?”
“Tony, my AD, Yolanda, the Gatekeeper.”
Tony reached his hand out and Yolanda grabbed him into one of her bear hugs.
“Jesus, this is a great place,” he said breathless when she released him.
“Marty and the kids are having fun?” I asked as she packed the camera up for me.
“Oh, yeah, you bet. It’s the first time they’ve all been able to get away in along
time.”
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“Great.”
“Do you need the auxiliary mike?” she asked.
“Oh yeah.”
“I’ll get that,” Tony offered. We left the office staggering with equipment.
“Let’s go find Sambo,” I said.
“He’s not there,” Tony said.
“What do you mean?”
“I think he made his beautiful goodbye.”
“What does that mean?”
“I haven’t seen him in the park for a week or so.”
I stopped in my tracks. Damn. Life goes by in a flicker.
“He’s not dead yet,” I said, as a kind of declaration.
“Nothing lasts forever,” Tony said.
“Shut up. Jesus, Tony.”
“Oh, fuck it. Sambo lived outside, man, he was bound to go sooner or later.”
“We could have got more footage,” I blurted out, my whole face collapsing into a
semblance of grief.
“Oh, get a grip. We’ve got a whole slew of street people we can shoot. Now get
over it, we got a film to make.”
“You’re a cold son of a bitch, Tony.”
“You’re a fool to cry over the likes of him.”
“Well, he was an old man and he was worthy of something,” I said as a kind of
elegy.
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“Fuck you, Nameless. All you care about is the footage.”
“Not true. I cared about Sambo. He was vulnerable.”
I looked at Tony. He had amassed survival skills, but that hard core of defense
had destroyed his capacity for love. You can be out on the street, you can be an outcast,
but you don’t have to be inhuman.
“Never mind,” I said and kept walking. At the park, sure enough, there was no
sign of Sambo. I walked over to the coffee shop and asked Mildred if she’d seen him.
“He’s in a hospice, dear. Somebody from the church came and put him in one of
those places where they take care of you until you die.”
“That’s good,” said Tony.
“Which hospice?” I asked.
“How should I know?” she said.
Tony and I went back to the “Y” and shot some footage. I thought about getting
some of Melody, but I couldn’t chance the possibility of her devouring me for it.
Tony had all kinds of original ideas and story lines, but I tried to get it simple,
keep it to one story line: two guys working toward rehabilitation. Tony was working
toward oblivion, however, and it played havoc with my process. I kept taking medication,
holding on until Marty got back.
“I’m going to have to call my mother,” I told Tony one day. I had taken to using
Tony as a sounding board since Marty was gone. Everything I said bounced right off him
right back to me. It was like hearing your own echo all the time. Money was low until
payday; we were eating bologna and white bread for lunch.
“What the fuck for?”
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“Cause, Marty said so. I’m also going to call my son. I need to see him.”
“So, you do whatever this guy tells you?”
“Not exactly. It’s therapy, Tony. There are certain parameters.”
“Certain what?” Tony’s vocabulary was weak because he’d dropped out of school
when he was thirteen.
“So, you have a son?”
“Yeah.”
“I got four kids some where’s. Four, different mothers. Scattered all over. How
many you got?”
“Just one,” I said stuffing four slices of bologna into my mouth.
“So where is he?”
“New York.”
“And, where’s his mother?”
“Bangor, Maine. I don’t want to talk about it.”
“They’re all bitches, they all are,” he said, slapping mustard on another slice of
bread. “Your mother. That’s gonna suck.”
“My mother brings out some ugly shit. Maybe I ought to touch bases with that.”
“Touch bases with shit? Man, you got a way with words, Nameless.”
I called her. I had the old number--it hadn’t changed. To my shock her voice
sounded the same.
“Mom?”
“Huh?”
“Yeah, it’s me.”
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“Well, it’s about time. Where the hell have you been the last ten years of so? You
know your son is a grown man now, graduated from college and living in New York.”
“I know.”
“He reminds me of you. Except for his personality. Maybe genocide isn’t such a
bad thing. So, how are you? I heard from Katherine you were living like a shithead bum
on the street somewhere upstate.”
“Well—“
“We missed you at Uncle Sam’s funeral. Well, actually, no one missed you. We
were actually relieved you didn’t know about it. You bring shame to the family, you
know.”
“I know.”
“You just don’t care about anything, do you? You sure don’t care about me, and I
brought you into this world. But, like I said, maybe genocide is not such a bad thing.
Those Albanians are doing it.”
“Don’t start mom.”
“Thank God for the girls or I wouldn’t have anything to do in my old age.”
“You still teaching?”
“I retired last year. I got the big “C.”
“What?”
“Breast cancer. I am limping along with one breast. Think I got it licked,
though—but you never know.”
“You’re a fighter.”
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“So were you, if I recall. Only you fight the system, whatever the hell that means.
The useless fighting the remorseless.”
“How are Katherine and Dennis, and Annie and Jack?”
“Jack and Annie split. She’s in New Hampshire. The kids are with her. Katherine
and Dennis are here--they look in on me all the time. You should see the grandkids.”
“Oh.”
“You got a life for yourself, son?”
“Well, I’m in recovery.”
“Recovery from what?”
“From you.”
“Oh, that’s just your excuse to be a bum. You were always looking for an excuse.
Your life isn’t so bad. Your dad left you something, Katherine sends you checks all the
time, what you got to complain about?”
“Nothing. Except it’s been about five years since the money ran out, and
Katherine stopped sending me checks years ago.”
“So, why don’t you fucking get a job? When you coming around to visit me, or do
you plan to let me rot of cancer alone without seeing my only son?”
“I don’t know. I’m in therapy.”
“That’s interesting. Therapy. Maybe they’ll rewire the circuits in your brain and
give you a whole new personality!” She laughed at this.
“Maybe we shouldn’t talk about it.”
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“Shit, so does that therapy bring up all the old shit? We’re not going to bring up
that old stuff all over again, are we? I thought we let that all go—it’s in the past, it’s over,
let’s move on.”
“I’d like to know—oh, forget it.“
“Just go on with your life, for God’s sake.”
“I’m trying. It’s hard. I’m working through the past.”
“I can’t get into all that, but come and see me. You still know my address?”
“Yes. I need Evan’s number.”
“What for?”
“I want to call him.”
“Yeah, well thank God. I thought you might. But you know, maybe it’s better to
let sleeping dogs lie. Leave well enough alone. You were never a good father or a good
role model, am I right?”
“Is he okay?”
“Okay? He’s fantastic, no thanks to you. Roberta and Garrett did a great job.” I
heard some rustling. “Just a sec.” I waited while she hunted for the number, realizing how
many years in Evan’s life I had missed.
“Okay, you ready?” she said when she came back.
“He’s in New York. 212-987-2258.”
“Thanks, mom.”
“You’re not welcome. You’re not worth anything. So, am I gonna see you before
I die?”
“Let me connect with Evan and I’ll call you later.”
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“You promise?”
“Right.”
After this call I took a dose of medication and poured myself a double whiskey.
Mixing alcohol and drugs, a prescription for possible death, I thought. So now, with
Evan’s number in my hand, I had no choice but to call.
Evan wasn’t home the first time I called and I didn’t want to leave a message on
his voice mail. Tony and I discussed story ideas for our next film through the whole
afternoon. I had to work that night. I slept through the next morning. In the afternoon I
tried calling again.
A young man’s voice answered.
“Hello?”
“Evan? Evan?”
“Yeah this is he.”
“Well, Evan, this is your father.”
“Dad?”
“Yeah, it’s me.”
“Wow, Dad, I miss you.”
Something ripped me apart. Gospel went out the window. I thought of all things
great and stupid.
“Thanks. I mean—well, this life sure ain’t Eden is it?” I tried to make a feeble
joke. “But you’re the only son I got. And anyway, it wouldn’t matter because I miss
you—I love you too, kid.” I wondered if the combination of alcohol and anti-depressants
wasn’t turning my speech into something anachronistic.
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“Dad, are you okay? I mean, grandma says you kind of went—“
“I went stark raving bonkers, Evan, but I’m crawling back.”
“Grandma called me yesterday and told me you might call.”
“Yeah, well, grandma’s a little weird herself.”
“Yeah, but let’s not talk about that.”
“I’d like to see you sometime, Evan.”
“Can you come to New York anytime soon?”
“Yeah, yeah, well, I can try making a trip.”
“I didn’t see mom and Garrett this Christmas cause I was working.”
“Doing what?”
“P.A. for a television show on cable. P.A. is another word for gopher.”
“But you’re only young. P.A. today, producer tomorrow.”
“I want to be an actor, dad, not a producer.”
“Oh.” I was staggering around in the conversation, trying to find a loophole. Evan
just kept the energy flowing.
“How was college, Evan?”
“It was okay. Okay.”
“I heard you graduated with honors.”
“Last year. I did. How’d you hear that?”
“Grandma told me.”
“Oh.”
“Time flies, huh? So, how about connecting again?”
“Anytime, dad. I’ve really missed you. We have a lot of catching up to do.”
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“You missed me, huh?”
“Of course, dude. You’re my dad. You always will be. I love you.”
“I am amazed you can still-—do that,” I said lamely.
“Why?” There was a pause. “So--how you doing?”
“I’m getting better.“
“Dad, I know you love me.”
“Yeah, I do. I do.”
“So, when you coming to see me? Dad?”
I waited on the line. Just hearing his voice gave me orgasms. What a neat kid. I
was so damn lucky. He was still alive. My fall had been stopped. Here he was. My son. I
had a son.
“Visit me, dad, anytime. Hey, how about your address and phone?”
“Well, I don’t exactly have a phone yet, I’m just getting on my feet.”
“Where do you live?”
“At the “Y.”
“Well, does the “Y” have an address?”
“Sure.”
I gave him the address of the “Y”, told him he could call the desk and leave
messages, he told me to call anytime I wanted, he told me he loved me again, I told him I
loved him, we hung up. It isn’t easy, those demons just don’t fly like they used to. Evan
was just as sweet as I remembered him, I feel as undeserving as I had always felt. How
did I have such a beautiful boy?
A minute later I called him back.

Nameless the Hero

Page 429

429
10/26/13

“Evan?”
“Yeah, dad?”
“Listen, I do want to come and visit you. I do.”
“Great. When can you come?”
“How about spring? You know, I’m in therapy now, doing the Prozac thing.”
“Everybody your age is. What is it about your generation? Can’t you guys handle
life?”
“No, I guess not. I sure can’t. I was twenty when I married your mother--they
called me crazy. I had you when I was only twenty-two—what did I know?”
“I know all that Dad. This is old. When are you coming to see me?”
“Soon.”
“Well, if you don’t come here, maybe I’ll come there and see you.”
“I’m star-crossed Evan.”
“So? I got see you don’t I? Love isn’t easy, dad. I mean, you’re uncertain, I know,
but don’t worry about a thing. I’m not mad at you or anything. We’ve got some catching
up to do—that’s all. This relationship—it’ll survive the test of time. I mean we can walk
on water, can’t we?”
I laughed.
“Who told you that?” I asked him.
“You did.”
“When?”
“When I was a little kid. I never forgot it.”
“Jesus, Evan, where did you get this idealism?”
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“From you, dad.”
“Oh shit, you’re a liar too!”
“Dad, I know what you stand for.”
“Yeah? What’s that?”
“You just want to be yourself. I know that. You’re not going to cave in to—the
other stuff—the prostitution—the demands. I guess you’re a rebel. I can accept that.
You’re a weirdo. I can accept that too. What difference does it make? I love you
anyway.”
“Evan, you are a beautiful boy—or a man, I guess.”
“I’ll come up and see you dad. I’ve got a little break coming up. The program I’m
working on is done in ten days. I’ll come and see you then.”
“That scares me, Evan. I don’t know if I’m ready for you.”
“You have no choice. I’m not letting this go.”
“Why didn’t you do this sooner, Evan?”
“I was mad at you. I hated you. I’m not mad any longer.”
“What happened?”
“I grew up.”
Fatherhood’s a bitch.

Chapter 25
Surrender to the Destiny
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I looked up all the hospices in the area. There were four, and I called them all.
North Valley Hospice had a patient named Samuel Eugene Frye and he was only fifty-six
years old. I thought he was seventy-something; he sure looked it.
The place was trying hard to give out compassionate vibes, as you would expect
those places to do. Some people who work in a hospice do it for a true desire to help
dying people go “gently into that good night”, but most are opportunists who feel lucky
they aren’t dying. People who help people die will never admit they’re damn relieved it
isn’t them. They keep hoping to learn about the dying process from the dying, but really
it’s just to assuage their guilty conscience. Very few people in the care taking profession
really actually take care. Mostly, they take. The health benefits are good. Some
inadvertently develop a professional compassion. They are not helping anyone, and they
don’t feel for anyone, especially the dying. The dying develop an uncanny sensitivity;
their bullshit detectors are on high. Even the caretakers who fool themselves into thinking
it’s their “calling” to care for others, often mistake what they are doing. North Valley had
its share of well-meaning do-gooders, but by and large, Sambo was alone in the process
and I think he knew. Still, it beat dying on the street.
He shared a room with three other patients. He was asleep in his bed, wearing a
bright plaid bathrobe.
“Sambo,” I said to his sleeping face.
“Huh?” He opened his eyes slowly, looking at me through foggy eyes. “Who are
you?”
“Don’t you remember? Nameless.”
He turned over onto his side and grunted.
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“No. Go away.”
I stood there for a minute, looking at the bed, looking at Sambo, looking at his
new plaid robe. I wondered if he really didn’t remember who I was or didn’t want to
remember who I was. Either way, the result would be the same.
“Nice robe,” I said. He turned around and opened his eyes again.
“Why you here?” One of the nurse practitioners came by with a tray of
medication.
“Samuel, time for medicine.”
She touched his hair with a soft, gentle motion and poured some water into a cup.
I stepped back and watched the process. This must have been a caretaker with a calling.
A large, older woman came in and started cleaning. I looked at the nurse as she touched
Sambo, rubbing his arm, his head-- his face. He didn’t smile, but he looked almost
peaceful.
“Is he in pain?” I asked her.
“Oh, no, he’s on pain management.” She pointed to the drip next to his bed
attached to his arm. “Morphine drip. He can regulate it himself. Are you his friend?”
“Yeah, from the park. I mean, I don’t live in the park, but we used to—“
“Get out of here!” Sambo growled. I looked at him.
“This is your friend,” said the nurse.
“Hey ain’t my friend,” he said flopping over to his side.
“Okay, Samuel. Your sister’s coming later on.” She replaced the medicines back
onto the tray and started to walk away. As she did she brushed my arm.
“Come outside for a sec, would you?”
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We walked out into the hallway. The place was quiet and serene. It was obvious
everyone was trying his damnedest to make it as little like hospital as possible. They
failed miserably anyway. We stood leaning against the wall next to a wheelchair and an
empty gurney.
“You know--what’s your name?”
“Nameless.”
“What?”
“Nameless. My name is Nameless.”
“Oh, I see.”
She looked at the floor for a minute.
“I-I—“
“How can Sambo afford this place?”
“You know that little Church on Second Avenue, around by the park? Well, they
took up a collection; they’re paying for it.”
“That’s great. Does he have any family?”
I heard Miles Davis’s All Blues drifting out from down the hall.
“Can people play music around here?”
“They can do whatever they want. They’re dying, Nameless, and we want it as
comfortable and homey as possible.” The music picked up my mood.
“We have musicians and artists coming here regularly to share their work with
our people. Tomorrow Howie Michael, the first violinist for the symphony and a cellist
are coming to play for our patients. Music has very special healing effects.”
“Yeah, no doubt.” Miles Davis was making me want to move.
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“So, why doesn’t Sambo remember me?”
“Memory sifts through time. Sometimes people go backwards.”
She looked back toward the room.
“I really have to go, Nameless.”
“Shit, everywhere I turn it seems someone I know is dying,” I mumbled.
She penetrated my eyes with her strong gray ones.
“I understand.”
“So, you said he has family?”
“His sister.”
She walked back into the room. I watched her walk over to old Sambo’s bed. Old
Sambo who was not so old.
I did not want to walk into that room again, that room of death, where the smell
was different, of leaving, of loosening up the bit of life, where the driving force stopped
driving. I was jazz, I was Miles Davis; I was out of there. Why bother when I was so
useless, so ineffectual? I didn’t want to lose another friend, I didn’t want to wreck a
friendship, and I didn’t know what I had to offer, if anything. So I figured, I had nothing
to offer, but I was damn glad it was him in there and not me.
She came back out into the hall again.
“Thank you for coming. Maybe you could come back later?"
“Sure,” I lied. “Could you let him know we’re gonna use his footage in the film?
He’ll never be forgotten.”
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“That’s thoughtful of you,” she said and walked back into the room. I left that
house of death with jazz in my ears. I guess if you have to go, it could be worse than
having Miles Davis play you out.
Slopping through slush to the bus I thought about how I needed a car, and to get a
car I needed a real job. Buses were making me sick. I hated riding around with all the
other losers. Nothing worked. I was useless. Maybe I could get a grant for my film?
These thoughts rumbled around in my head as I headed back to the “Y.” I figured I’d
have a look at the footage I had of Sambo. Maybe it would lodge some memory inside of
me about how it was to die.
The ten days Marty was gone felt like ten years. Evan called and left a message
for me at the desk saying he was driving up and would be there the next day. It scared the
shit out of me; I was terrified to see my own son. I couldn’t help going back to the last
time I saw my own father. Would he see me with as much disgust as I saw my old man?
Back at the “Y” Tony was bugging me to shoot some footage. I didn’t want to.
Evan was coming before Marty would get back; I had a crisis on my hands. Tony had no
understanding of it. He had abandoned all of his wives and kids and never looked back.
He came in, took a hit off my whiskey and sat unasked on my bed.
“So, what ya doing, my brother?”
“I’m thinking.”
“Yeah?” He took another hit off the bottle.
“Hey, watch that,” I told him, “I’m running low.”
“You’re not supposed to drink while you’re taking that shit you’re taking anyway,
right?”
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I turned on the television to drown out his stupidity.
It was some more talking heads describing their abandonment issues.
“So, what’s up with you?” Tony needled me.
“Look,” I said, “watch this show. It’s about people who have abandonment issues.
Don’t you?”
“Don’t I what?”
“Forget it.”
“What is that, more therapy crap?”
“No, Tony, it’s just the way people talk about things. Addiction, abandonment,
loss, grief—process labels.”
“I never understand you. You talk like a college student. Anyway, all I say is,
fuck’em all.”
So much for Tony’s deep understanding of process.
“Well,” I told him as I turned the television up, “you have abandonment issues-you just don’t want to deal with them.”
“What abandonment issues? The bitches drove me crazy and I left’em. The kids
are all over the place and doin’ their thing. What’s the problem?”
I had to admit Tony sounded a lot like me pre-Marty, pre-Marty’s mother, prenervous breakdown or whatever I had. Speaking of Sally, Marty’s mere, I did not want
to think about what happened in that little shop of horrors. Whatever it was, it moved
debris around in the corners of my consciousness.
“You need to clean out your attic, Tony, or you basement or your sub-basement,
or whatever.”
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“Fuck you, Nameless. Let’s get on with the film. That’s positive.”
I had to agree.
“I wish I had a CD player,” I mused aloud.
“Shit, yeah. I have a radio, but you can’t get anything around here. At least you
have TV that works. Mine’s fucked.”
We went back to the park and shot some landscape footage. I needed shots that
expressed hopelessness. I thought I’d go back to Parch Street and shoot some footage of
the empty streets. I could get Betty; I just couldn’t get Mikey or Hel any more.
When we got off the bus near Parch there was a police cordon around the entrance
to Art’s Bar. I wondered if there had been another murder. We walked around the street
blocks and shot some bleak, March scenes. Some new guy with a shopping cart and a
trash barrel with a fire in it sat on the side of what used to be Owens’s Hardware. He was
talking to himself; he didn’t even have a tent. I took some shots of the Dumpster. No one
had taken over the spot. I took some footage of the Salvation Army. It was bleaker than I
had remembered it. I began to wonder how in hell I had lived there all those years. My
energy had kept the place going, my lectures about Zen Homelessness in the Piss Park,
my constant badgering and wheedling; I had kept the whole concept moving. Now the
group was scattered, dead and gone. Eddie was dead. It really hit me how cold a winter
can be.
I knew I had to call Hel. I just couldn’t do it yet. Evan was coming and I had to
figure out what stance I was going to take. I needed to get a decent pair of clothes. I
wanted to look my best. I remembered my father in his fancy Ralph Lauren shit, dying
and crying and acting like a phony. I didn’t want to leave Evan with that memory.
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After we finished shooting around Parch Street we went back to the “Y.” There
was another message from Evan saying what time his flight was arriving and that he’d
take a cab to the “Y.”
“Shit,” I said as I read the message.
“What’s the matter?” Tony asked.
“Nothing.”
I put the camera away and went to Sloan’s.
The next morning I woke up. It felt like my birthday and I always hate birthdays.
Birthdays are the days when I realize what a complete loser I am, how I have no
connections of the heart, no one to hold, and no purpose for my existence. The usual stuff
people go through on their birthdays-- self-hatred and loathing. I thought I should call
Hel but I couldn’t face hearing her voice. Better wait until Marty gets back, I decided.
I was shaving when Max from the front desk came up and told me a young man
was in the lobby. I went down. There was Evan. It was amazing. Even though eighteen
years had passed, he really hadn’t changed much. He was still the same sweet looking
boy I knew at six. He was sitting on the old stuffed couch watching the various losers
come and go.
I walked carefully toward the couch. I had bought myself a new pair of jeans and
work shirt. I was shaved. I wanted to be clean for Evan.
“Evan,” I said. He turned.
“Dad!” He stood up and enveloped me in a great huge, bear hug.
“Wow, I’m taller than you!” he laughed.
I stepped back and looked at him.
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“Yeah, you sure are. It’s true.”
We looked at one another in total fascination. What a powerful thing blood is. No
matter how many years had passed, how many stupid things I had done and not done, the
strength of the bond between us had never wavered. It was an energetic field, the likes of
which I had never felt anywhere else. It pulled on both our insides, melting the years and
the fears away, crashing down the mountain like a waterfall. Evan and I loved each other
and we always would.
“God, Dad, you look great. A little skinny.”
“Yeah. Well, for a while I wasn’t eating too well. Want to go out for coffee or—“
“Well, let’s go up to your room.” He pointed to his bag.
“Sure.”
We staggered up the stairs to my room. I wanted to confess everything to Evan, I
wanted to tell him every detail of my life since I had seen him last, I wanted him to know
about Hel and Mikey and Parch Street, I wanted him to see every fiber of my heart. I
wanted so much I couldn’t speak.
I threw his suitcase on my bed.
“You look beautiful,” he said to me.
“You too. All the things I never did— I’m sorry.”
“Dad, it doesn’t matter anymore. Let’s go from here.”
My son was going to heal me. I knew all the pieces would fall together now. All
the tearing apart, the pain and anger subsided, like the Berlin Wall coming down.
Whatever kept the wall up collapsed in one moment. I was a fool to think it would be any
other way. I should have known the missing thing in my life was the love of my son.
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“Evan, you are so—I don’t know what! I am so glad you came.”
“Me too. So what do want to do?”
“Well, I don’t have a VCR but you can see footage of my film through the camera
if you want.”
“You’re making a film, dad?”
“Yeah, a documentary about the Homeless. Well, it’s about the redemption of two
Homeless men. It’s also about the death and the loss and the—“
“Shit, dad. I know people who can help you with this.”
“Oh, I’m doing fine.”
“You’re shooting it on video?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, I mean, I could set you up in New York—shoot it in real film—“
“Mm-mm. Well, I’m in therapy now, Evan. I can’t really leave for a while.”
“I see.”
“Video is fine for now. If somebody likes it maybe I can do a real film.”
“Sure dad.”
“Are you hungry?”
“Starving!”
“Let’s go over to the Sloan’s and grab a bite.”
Tony came in.
“Hey, bro--this the boy?”
“Evan, this is Tony, my A.D.”
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They stared at one another from the chasm of age and a whole lot of something
else. Integrity I supposed. And lack of it.
“We’re going out for breakfast,” I told Tony.
“Can I come?”
“Oh—“
“Me and dad need to spend some quality time, right dad?”
“Right.”
Tony looked miffed.
“How about dinner?” Evan added, seeing Tony’s hurt look.
“Okay, dinner.” Tony went back to his room and we went down to the street.
“You drink, dad?”
“Well, I shouldn’t, but I do.”
“You should quit.”
“I know.”
I pulled a bottle from my pocket and popped a pill.
“What’s that?”
“Lithium—I think.” I looked at the bottle to be sure. “No—Celexa.”
“Ever hear of St. John’s Wort?”
“What is it, skin disease?”
As we walked into Sloan’s, I introduced Evan to all the regulars and the
waitresses. We sat in a booth in the back.
“My money’s tight,” I said, looking at the menu.
“Oh, don’t worry about it, I’ve got it. You working at all, dad?”
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“I got a job washing dishes here.”
He nodded.
“Always the under-achiever, eh?”
I looked at him.
“Yeah, well everyone else in the family made up for it. How do you like visiting
mom in Maine?”
“Good.” He looked at his menu. “It’s a weird place. I don’t much get into it.”
Cecily, hot tits and all, came over to take our order. I imagined the bets and
promises she made to switch tables. She gave Evan a look that betrayed it all. He was
blissfully oblivious.
When he looked up she melted.
“I’ll have the three egg omelet with hash browns, orange juice and milk.”
“Coffee and juice,” I said.
“That’s all you’re having?”
“That’s all I ever have,” I answered. Cecily stood a moment after taking our
order, waiting for me to introduce her to Evan.
“Evan, this is Cecily. Cecily, this is my son Evan.”
She smiled a smile that would light up the continent. Evan noticed, looking
carefully at her tiny little butt as she walked away.
“She’s cute,” he said.
“Yeah. You got a girl?”
“No one serious. I had a girlfriend during school but we broke up. She’s in South
Carolina.”
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“You’re not going to end up like me, are you?”
We looked at one another, eye-to-eye, direct stare.
“You’re like a mountain, dad, heartaches and pain haven’t eroded your majesty.”
“Jesus, Evan, I don’t deserve that! I’m not a hero, or anything.”
“You’re my hero, dad.”
“How’s that?”
“You stood for what you believed, you let it dictate your life.”
“Shit, Evan. I would love to walk on water for you, but to be honest it’s a bunch
of bullshit. Know what I am? I am an alcoholic dysfunctional loser who hates
responsibility. I’ve been running from everything since God knows when. After your
mom and I broke up I basically sank into nothingness, I became a street bum, a homeless,
border-line schizoid lying to myself and everyone else.” After I said this I couldn’t wait
to tell Marty. He would be so proud to hear me denigrating myself like this!
“You’re too hard on yourself, Dad. We’ve been keeping track of you. Do you
think the family would just let you drift into oblivion?”
“I did, Evan. Christ. There I was, living next to the Dumpster with Hel, giving
lectures on Zen Homelessness; watching the most evil shit go down. Two people died,
Hel is home with her parents, and I’m here living at the “Y.” You telling me there isn’t
fallout?”
He nodded. I was beginning to see he was in over his head, but I couldn’t stop. I
had to let him know who I really was, not who he thought I was.
“So, you see, I can’t be your hero.”
“You are anyway.”
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“Why, cause you’re stubborn?”
“No, cause I love you and I see through you. I know who you really are, I know
you’re in pain, and I think it’s okay to suffer and flounder and make mistakes out of pain.
That’s what life is about.”
“True.”
“I accept you for what you are dad, I don’t expect you to be any different.”
“Well, I’m trying to rehabilitate myself, really. I mean it’s a big deal for me to be
in therapy, take medication, work a job, live somewhere—I spent nearly twenty years
trying to hide from everything.”
Our food came.
“Sure you don’t want more to eat, Dad? You’re so skinny.”
“I’ve always been skinny.”
Evan and I spent three glorious days together. It was the most incredible weekend
of my life--it was an epiphany. I couldn’t wait to tell Marty. I couldn’t wait to call Hel.
When I said goodbye to Evan we made plans to see each other often, he told me he’d
send me a ticket to new York, he loved my footage, he kissed me, he gave me a phone
card.
“The child is the father to the man,” I said as I took the phone card and he
climbed into his car.
“No doubt,” he said. “I love you dad!” he called and drove off. I watched him go,
and I confess I cried. I missed Evan immediately after he left.
Several days went by, I expected to hear from Marty. He should have been back
from vacation by then. Mid-week I called the office. The voice mail was on. I left a
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message. I called repeatedly over the next few days, leaving messages and wondering
when I’d hear. Finally, on Friday Max told me I had a phone message from Yolanda.
I looked at the paper. It had another number, not the office. I called her.
“Yolanda, its Nameless.”
“Oh, hello dear. Nameless. I hate to tell you this over the phone. Can you come in
to the office this afternoon?”
“Sure. What time?”
“Two o’clock.”
I showed up at three. When I walked in I saw boxes piled up everywhere.
Yolanda was stuffing papers and files in a box on her desk.
“What’s going on, you guys moving the office?”
“No,” she said and kept stuffing. “Sit down.”
I stood.
She looked at me.
“Nameless, I am so sorry.”
“What?”
“Marty had a heart attack at Disneyworld. It was sudden, just like that. He was so
young. He was too young to die. He had four kids. The funeral is tomorrow. I’m sorry I
didn’t call you sooner.”
“I never even told him my name!” I shouted.
“What is your name, dear?”
“Forget it.”
Yolanda stopped packing and looked up at me.
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“I’m sure it’s a beautiful name, dear. A very beautiful name. I am sure Marty
would think so too.”
“He won’t know now, will he?”
“No, he won’t.”
Just then a young woman with dark curly hair came into the office.
“Hi,” she said. Her face was contorted with grief.
“When is the funeral, Yolanda?” she asked.
“Tomorrow, at Jessen Funeral Home, two o’clock.”
The girl looked at me.
“My name is Stormy Banfield.” She reached her hand out. “I’m a patient here
too.”
“So what?” I said, zipping my jacket. I re-tied my boots and ran outside. It was
snowing, colder than hell. I had had it with the bus and decided to walk. Walking those
gray and grimy streets, I remembered things. Mother pulling me by the arm, dragging my
sisters and me along the street doing our shopping. When I couldn’t walk fast enough
she’d yank and jerk, pulling my arm practically out of its socket. When I saw a toy I
wanted she smacked me.
I walked all the way back to the “Y”. It was six miles. Thoughts and tears were
mixed, smashing through my head like pieces of steel.
Let it rain, I thought. I don’t give a fuck. Liberation doesn’t mean shit if I can’t
share it with Marty.
I went to the funeral. I didn’t know Marty’s family at all, except Sally, and I
didn’t dare look at her. Stormy was there. She ignored me and I ignored her back. Sally

Nameless the Hero

Page 447

447
10/26/13

was veiled and grieving. The four kids sat stunned in front. It was by and large an awful
affair and I couldn’t wait until it was over. As I walked away from the gravesite I realized
it would never be over.
What was the point of it all? I had thoughts about discovered my name again but
Marty would never hear it so why bother? I left a note for his wife thanking him for all
the wonderful service he did for me and how great he was and everything. I signed the
note with my real name and in parenthesis “Nameless”. I was sure she wouldn’t get it, but
it didn’t matter. I hoped she’d remember our one meeting. I was tempted to go see her
again, but I knew it would be only because I wanted to see Marty in her, and that
wouldn’t be fair. She was used to the lunatics Marty counseled over the years.
When I got back to the “Y” I called Evan and left a message on his voice mail.
Tony came in.
“What’s up?”
“Get out of here!” I screamed. He left, slamming the door behind him. I didn’t
care, the fuck made me mad all the time, and he was so needy and demanding.
Yolanda came by the “Y” to see me. It was strange seeing her large body in my
room.
“I got a referral for you, Nameless. Here.”
She handed me a paper with the name Lorraine Franklin on it.
“Who’s she?”
“A colleague Marty respected very much. They often consulted together,
Nameless. I know he’d want you to continue therapy and she’s the one he’d recommend.
His other patients are seeing Lorraine too.”
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“Is Stormy seeing her too?”
“Oh yeah, she is. Stormy’s cute, ain’t she?”
“I guess so.”
Yolanda nodded and smiled.
I took the paper and stared at Yolanda. I was lost.
Yolanda gave me a hug.
“I know you’ll be fine, dear. This is a big shock to all of us, we all loved Marty.”
She started to cry. “Don’t get me started, I won’t be able to stop.”
I nodded. It didn’t matter much, anymore. Everyone I loved was dying anyway,
except for Even and Hel. I decided to call Hel.
When she answered the phone, the sound of her voice heated up my insides.
“Nameless, man, why haven’t you called me, you shit!”
“I’ve been going through changes, girl. By the way, I’m thinking about using my
name now.”
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah. Want to know what it is?”
“I already know it, dipshit.”
“You know it?”
“Hell yeah--dude. You got all those checks addressed to you, what do you think I
wouldn’t see? Man, you think the whole world is fooled by your act? Not by a long shot.
So, ha ha!” She laughed. “I’m gonna get better. I’m on antibiotics and shit.”
“You don’t have AIDS?”
“No, who told you that?”
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“I thought you might be HIV positive.”
“No way. I had Hepatitis C, but I’m better.”
“Great.”
“Yeah, I’m gonna go back to school, and I’m seeing a guy. My age.”
“That’s great. I saw my son Evan.”
“Wow.”
“So—Hel—?”
“Yeah?”
“Well…take care of yourself.”
“Oh, I will. You gonna come and see me sometime?”
“Sure. Invite me to your wedding. I’ll come to your wedding.”
“How will I know where to get in touch with you?”
“Oh, I’ll keep in touch with you. I got this number and your folk’s address so
they’ll always know where you are, right?”
“Right.” There was a pause. “We had a mess of a time, didn’t we?”
“I’m sorry Hel, if I misled you.”
“We misled ourselves, you stupid idiot. I gotta go.”
“Yeah. Take care.”
So much for Hel. She called me by all three of my names. Years of life can
disappear just like that. Years of neglect were erased seeing Evan; years of love were
erased talking to Hel. You just never know which side or which person will bring you to
heaven or hell. I began to realize heaven and hell had a lot in common.
Evan called back. I told him about Marty.
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“Let me fly you down here, Dad. Let’s hang out.”
“I don’t know, Evan. I got to get back into therapy with this new person. I got to
break her in.”
Evan laughed.
“Well, tell her you want to go see your son.”
“Okay. Let me see her and I’ll call you back.”
I was confused. My heart was unsure and feeling betrayed. I was being stalked by
Death. It was everywhere. My son was alive, though, and that was the winning thought.
Somehow, the skies were turning blue in spite of myself. Sun was shining, and I was a
little closer to heaven—even if I didn’t believe in it.

Chapter 26
Demons and the Redeemers
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I started seeing Lorraine. She was okay. She pulled me through the shock and
grief. I’ve got to be grateful for that. She took me off Prozac and told me to get healthy,
like, to take vitamins and start working out, so I did.
The “Y” had a gym I could join on a weekly basis. At first it was weird. I could
barely lift a ten-pound weight, running on the treadmill made me feel like passing out,
but after a month or so my worn out body started to perk up and I started getting the old
energy back. I was even developing muscle. Interesting to experience my body again. It
brought back ambition and sexual drive; a power surge with the requisite needs to express
it. Egotistical visions of health and power often go together and I still had some ideas.
Power and desire walked in the door hand in hand. I revealed to Lorraine that ambition
and sexual desire were the reasons I dropped off the face of society in the first place. I
also added that they were the cause of all crappy things. She said I had a problem with
early religious training and dogma and advised I should let it go. She also told me to shut
up and get back into the game; I wasn’t dead yet. Maybe everybody around was dying
but I was still alive. I couldn’t guilt myself on that forever. Certain connections had to be
made, dreams needed revisiting, love and desire should be felt. My heart was still
beating.
Lorraine suggested I should start dating, but I was clueless about that process. I
had forgotten how to talk to a woman. Women had always approached me; it had never
been something I had to make an effort at. Even in my worst and ugliest days someone
like Melody would come across to me. Now that I was feeling and looking better, I had
no doubts that certain members of the female population would throw their pheromones
my way.
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The conditions of my therapy were to stop drinking or go into rehab, so I quit, but
I didn’t really quit. I quit enough to tell myself I that I quit and to tell Lorraine that I quit.
Let’s face it--lying and power often go together. The power-mongers of this world are
liars. We all know that. I did not like lying to Lorraine, but on the other hand, I was lying
to myself and there really wasn’t much I could do about it.
A couple of months after Marty’s death Sally asked me over to the store. She’d
lost major weight; she had that haggard look people get when they’ve gone through major
shit. She was too thin for herself; she had the gray face, dry hair, and broken, brittle,
dried-up look of a woman in inconsolable grief. She looked as if the life force had been
sucked right out of her.
“I have no reason to live,” she said, clutching a pink crystal in her right hand, “my
son is gone.”
I sat in her kitchen, not knowing what to say. I knew grief from my point of view,
which meant we mourned Marty for different reasons. I grieved for the loss of my closest
friend, the only male I had ever known who could accept me as I am and still encourage
me to do better. He had my best interests at heart. I had grown to trust him, and learning
to trust Marty was what turned me into a mensch--the thing he kept telling me I ought to
be. Sally mourned her son. The loss of a child is a grief that can never be contained. It
spills out all over everything; taints and colors the life expectations, shuts down the
emotional response, makes a drawn and bitter woman out of a mother. The future shrivels
up when a child dies before a parent.
Sally was distraught. Nothing I could say would comfort her. Finally I told her to
make us some tea. As we sat in her little kitchen sipping tea, some awful New Age music
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playing irritatingly in the background, she pulled out a large brown envelope and handed
it to me.
“Here, this is for you,” she said.
I opened it.
“What’s in here?”
“Marty’s legacy.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, it’s interesting, Nameless.”
I told her my real name.
“Right--! Nameless--I still can’t get used to saying your name. Anyway, it was
strange, because before he left he wrote a bunch of notes on several patients and you
were one of them. Along with the notes he left, he wrote the letter in that envelope.”
I did not want to open the envelope, but I did anyway. I had to. Inside was a
handwritten letter on typing paper.
“Dear Nameless,
I’m writing this thought message. One day, after we’ve
been in therapy for a while, I’ll share it with you. First
off, I got a great call from Hel and she told me a lot of
background on you including your real name. Glad to know
you have one. If you decide to use it, great, I won’t mind
calling you by your real name. I found it out after some
searching. In the meantime, Nameless will do. I am fully
appreciative of all your efforts and I encourage you in the
creative process—whatever that is. Don’t get too hung up on

Nameless the Hero

Page 454

454
10/26/13

form. Creativity doesn’t have a name or price-- just make
sure there’s outlet for your talents. If anything should go
awry, (and God and Murphy’s Law knows, it could,) the
camera, all the equipment and some money are yours. Also,
I’d like you to contact my friend and producer Mike Nixon
(no relationship to Richard). He can be of great help. His
number is 507-875-0987. He’s in Atlanta. He’s got a lot of
connections. Good luck with things. Love, Marty.”
“Do you think he knew he was going to die?” I asked her.
“I don’t know,” Sally said and handed me another envelope.
“What’s this?” I asked.
“Open it.”
I opened the envelope. Inside were a check and a copy of Marty’s will. I got
chills.
“I don’t understand. His will?”
“Look at the check.”
The check was for $20,000.
“He left me this?”
“Well, he was loaded, Nameless. He had all kinds of shit tucked away I guess,
CD’s, mutual funds. I had no idea. And his father left us something, too, which Marty
wisely invested. I guess we’re rich.”
“No kidding. But, why did he do this? I mean, how could he know?”
“I told him he had Saturn coming to conjunct his North Node and Uranus
opposition Sun two weeks before they went to Disneyland, but for God’s sake, so what?
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We all have challenging Aspects. We don’t all die under them. He was overworked or
something.”
“Or just done with his work,” I offered.
“Maybe.”
“Why me?”
“I have no idea.”
We were silent in her little kitchen, drinking tea and avoiding all movement. Both
of us were afraid to let go of our grief and it was just as well.
“I am sure glad as hell he knew my name.”
“Why?”
“Well, it would have really ticked me off if he had died not knowing.”
“I see your point.”
“Yeah.”
We said good-bye. I promised her I’d stop by to visit every so often, she said
maybe when she felt better we could have a session and she’d do an update of my chart,
but we never did any of those things. Our contact was purely coincidental. It hinged on
Marty and Marty was dead.
Soon after that I saw Stormy. She had the time slot just before mine. Lorraine
introduced us.
“We’ve already met,” I said. Stormy looked at me with her intense dark eyes,
smiled and left.
Lorraine warned me that dating a fellow client was taboo.
“Why?”
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“Because you’re both in therapy. It wouldn’t be good.”
“Come on, Lorraine.”
“These things never work out. Besides, she’s too young for you. She’s been
through a lot. Trust me.”
“How old is she?”
“Twenty-four.”
I asked Stormy out for dinner that week. She was thrilled and surprised. I found
out she was renting a place not far from the hospital. I told her I didn’t have a car but I
was working on it, and I’d have to pick her up in a taxi. She laughed, and offered to pick
me up in her car.
The night before our date I had a dream about Marty. He was sitting at his desk;
me in my usual place, the video camera was behind him with some kind of shadowy
figure running camera.
“So, what’s it like, wearing a suit, being shaved and clean with more than a
sandwich in your belly?” he asked me. It felt so real; it was like he was a Marty-implant
dropped into my subconscious.
“Fine,” I answered.
“You’re grinning, Nameless.”
“Am I?” I asked.
“You bet. You’re happy as a lark. It’s not all bad being a member, you know. You
get some perks, like girlfriends, concerts, whatever. Did you call Mike Nixon?"
“Not yet. Gee, the last concert I went to was the Grateful Dead at the Grandee
Ballroom in Detroit. That was back in 1967.”
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“Jerry Garcia’s dead.”
“Yeah, the Judas. Burnt himself out.”
“Yes.” He nodded and fiddled with his pen.
“So what about you?” I asked him.
“Me?”
“Did you burn out or what?”
“I can’t answer that, Bard. By the way, it’s time to check out of the “Y”.”
“What for? I like it there, it’s cheap.”
“But you’re not paying for it, I am.”
“Oh yeah? I still work at Sloan’s. I pay my own way. Well, until you left that
wad. By the way, thanks.”
“Make good on the loan, Nameless.”
“The loan? I thought it was a gift.”
“Nothing for nothing. It’s time for you to take this seed money and make it work
for you. Have you been thinking about what you want to do?”
“Yeah, I want to finish this film and get into the film business.”
“You sure you’re ready for that?”
“What else is there?”
“How was Eddie’s funeral?”
“Horrible. The Pastor was a lunatic.”
“That was brave of you to go, Nameless. Now I want you do one more brave
thing.”
“What’s that?”
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“Go see Brenda.”
“Where is she?”
“It’ll come to you.”
“You know, me and Eddie weren’t exactly friends.”
“He taught you something, though.”
“Yeah, what?”
“He taught you how a person can really fuck up and waste a life. He taught you
that the trappings of good don’t make a person good. He taught you that a lying hypocrite
can have a good family and hurt a lot of people. He taught you death. Nameless died
when Eddie died. He was a cattle prod to get you off your ass.”
“You give him way too much credit, Marty, damn it.”
“Even negativity can be a teacher.”
I looked at the figure that was Marty, the dream Marty, sitting as he always did, at
his desk, talking to me just like normal. We were having an out of body session.
“So, Nameless—you gonna get married?”
“Been there, done that. I’ve got my son Evan now. Our love has survived the test
of time.”
“Thank God, Nameless, thank God.”
I looked at him.
“Thank God,” he repeated. I figured he meant I should really thank God.
“Okay. Thank you, God,” I said, but I didn’t believe it.
“That’s better,” said dream Marty. “You can pick up the threads one by one. No
hurry. No hurry. So, what will you do with my seed money?”
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“Make the movie, tell the story.”
“Well, the story is worth telling. Just be sure to put me in it.”
“Damn straight. You’re in it.”
“I don’t know if you’ll be able to stand the film business, but it’s worth a try. You
need to lay some groundwork, take your time.”
He looked at his dream watch.
“Well, I got to go. It was nice talking to you. I’ll check in sometime.”
“Tomorrow, Marty. How about tomorrow?”
“We’ll see.” As he spoke his image broke into pieces and in a moment he was
gone. I was staring into the lens of the video camera. The red light was on, it was still
running; the figure behind it looking like some kind of angel in a baseball hat.
“It’s a wrap,” said the baseball hat. I woke up sweating.
Shit, I thought, it’s just a dream. The next day I told Lorraine and she wrote the
whole thing down.
“Great dream,” she said.
“Do you think it means something? I mean, do you think it’s significant, like, did
he really visit me in my sleep?”
“I don’t know about that, dear. I don’t deal with things on that level; the psychic
realms are not my expertise. I deal with the subconscious and a lot’s possible there,
especially if you dance around with it. So, who knows?”
“Do I dance with it?” I asked her.
“That’s for you to decide,” she said. “Sessions over.”
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I picked Stormy up at her place. She had a cute little apartment. There were some
interesting paintings on the wall, all of them characterized by blue skies.
“I like these paintings,” I said. “Whose are they?”
“Mine,” she said as she put on her coat. “I like sky.”
“I see that,” I said.
We ate Chinese.
I called Mike Nixon. He had an office in Atlanta but he was never there. I finally
tracked him down on production in New Jersey.
“You know, I’m not really a producer,” he said. “Marty exaggerated a little. I
mean, I work on productions, but usually assisting the director or something. I did one
short for the Home and Health Channel but nothing’s come since then.”
“Well, I just need somebody I can work with who knows where the money is and
has some knowledge of the business end of things. I am immersed in all this footage.”
“It’s all on video?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, that’s a problem right there because I only work in film format, I don’t
mess with video. It’s largely unsatisfying in terms of its artistic and visual possibilities.”
“So, what do I do to get this footage on film?”
“First off, you need to find some money, then—“
“Isn’t that where you come in?”
“Look, I’ll be done here in about two weeks. Suppose you come down to Atlanta
and we talk?"
“Fine. Can you pay my way?”
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“Sure, sure. Call my office; I’ll have my secretary make arrangements. Gotta go.”
Lorraine thought filmmaking was a viable possibility; Stormy told me it was a
long shot. She knew dozens of film majors who were working in restaurants. I looked at
her. Young as she was, how could she know the desperation--the drives that come to a
man in his forties? I’d been comatose for twenty years, but I could not explain it to her.
Stormy and I made love. I confess I liked her youth. I told Evan about it in one of
our phone talks and he cheered me on.
“Dad, what the fuck? Is she a girl? Does she kick ass? Is she viable?”
“I don’t know what the hell all that means, but I feel good when I’m with her. I
just worry about—“
“Shit, Dad, you worry about everything, so what’s new?”
“I worry that she’ll want kids or something.”
“So? Lot’s of guys your age are starting second families.”
“I haven’t even got my first family together, Evan, I don’t need a second. I don’t
want to mess with that. I’m just starting to dancing with my subconscious or whatever.
I’ve got this film thing going and—“
“That’s cute, dad.”
Stormy was in therapy because her mother and brother committed suicide
together. They’d had a suicide pact. She didn’t want to die so she went into therapy. Her
blue skies began to have a subtle effect on my mood. The swings were less frequent and
less violent, the vitamins gave me more vitality, having a regular sex partner didn’t hurt
either.
Tony came by my room one day to ask about the film.
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“So how’s come we aren’t making more shots?”
“I don’t know Tony. I’m trying to get some money so I can make this a real film,
you know?”
“And you don’t want me around, right?”
“No, I do, I do, Tony, honestly. You can still work with me. Just as soon as I get
this Mike Nixon guy around we’ll start up again.”
“What do you need him for?”
“Cause he has connections to the money.”
“I thought you didn’t like money, Nameless. I thought you had a philosophical
stance about the high and mighty and the rich shits.”
“I do! I do! Nothing’s changed! I just need a car and maybe an apartment—you
know. I want to make this film because I think it has something to say.”
“What about you? Do you have something to say?”
“Of course, Tony! Of course.”
“Oh come on, don’t kid yourself. You think the rich shits want to see footage of
losers spouting off?”
I looked at Tony. He was bringing my hope down.
“I don’t know, Tony. I really don’t know.”
After my talk with Tony I took a long walk. I was fed up with my destiny, I was
fed up with the slowness of it all, fed up with how no one cared about what I did, how my
dance with the subconscious wasn’t compelling to anyone but me. Tony was right. I was
just staggering through imagination, sifting through demons. Who cares about the
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confessions of a loser? We weren’t the beautiful and desirable, we were the ugly and
demented. Who wants to see a film about that?
Lorraine took another view.
“Come on. I mean, sure, no artist knows if their work is worth something before
it’s accepted. You have to believe in yourself no matter what! As for losers, come on.
We’re all losers. Really.”
“You know, it’s always amazing how the winners are so quick to tell you that
everyone’s a loser.”
“You’ve got $20,000 now. What’re you bitching about? By the way, you need to
start paying for sessions from now on. I’ll bill you.”
“Great.”
“Film is all about the popular people,” I told her. “The cool crowd, you know,
football players, cheerleaders. They were always the ones that dumped on me.”
“Hey, a lot of filmmakers and actors and directors were losers at one time, then
they made their story and their sensibility understandable and all of a sudden everyone
loves them. That’s a reality, too.”
“Lorraine, I don’t want to rain on this fantasy parade, but get real. It’s like the old
dream of being a rock star. In the old days everybody wanted to be in a band and achieve
fame and recognition by being a rock star. Now everyone wants to make a movie. What’s
the difference? We can’t all have the same blue sky. Some of us live under gray skies.”
I thought of Stormy. Maybe her blue skies were nothing more than a hedge
against her own depression and fear of death, a fantasy that did nothing but create a
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pocket for denial. What difference did it make? Blue or gray, death was death, and the
treasures of life were damn hard to find.
“What would Marty say, do you think?” Lorraine asked me.
“Marty was grounded, that’s for sure. He just wanted me to finish my story. He
wasn’t all caught up in form.”
“Neither am I, but as long as you’re calling around finding out that to tell your
story you need some resources, you might as well own that. Make an investment in it—even if it’s only temporary. Commit. What’s wrong with that?”
“I don’t know. I’m afraid I’ll become like the people I hate.”
“Honestly, you think too damn much. Why don’t you go see this guy Mike and
see what happens? What have you got to lose? By the way, other than paying for
therapy, what you planning to do with the money Marty left you?”
“I’m thinking about putting a down payment on those riverfront condos. Stormy
wants to. What do you think?”
“What do you think?”
“What do I think? I wonder, is this it? Is this it? I’m betraying everything I ever
believed in! I’m buying into the whole consumer thing! I can’t even trust myself
anymore. I’m guilty of being bought.”
“Marty left you that money for a reason. He knew what he was doing.”
“You think I can make this work?”
“Nothing’s guaranteed. Does that mean you should stop trying?”
“You think it’s okay for me to be involved with Stormy now?”
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“I can’t give you permission for things. I warned you, you went against my
warnings. The only thing I can say is she is my patient and as such she is under my care.
Naturally, I feel concerned and responsible to some extent, but you’re both adults.
Whatever you do, I caution you, be honest. Don’t use her because you don’t want to be
alone.”
I used Stormy. Her blues skies. Trouble was, those blue skies were paintings,
representations of blue sky, not blue sky itself.
Mike Nixon flew me down to Atlanta. What a city. I could feel the power
structure humming underneath the concrete. It created a disturbance in my energetic field.
I knew I’d only be there a few days. I decided to hold my cards close to my chest with
Mike. You never know what somebody is up to.
“I’ll meet you off the plane.”
“Great. How will I know you?”
“Fat guy, work shirt, baseball cap. No hair.”
“That sounds like about half the male population, Mike.”
“I’ll hold up a sign, how’s that?”
We shook hands as I got off the plane. He had no sign but I knew him
immediately. He looked like another survivor, about my age, tending toward the fat side,
wearing a baseball hat and work shirt that looked as if it had seen some real anguish.
“So—-we gonna make a film and walk on water?” he asked as we climbed into
his Toyota Pick-up.
“Sure”.
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“You know, I bet you wonder how me and Marty knew each other, right? Well,
I’m a survivor too mate. I was a patient of Marty’s. I had a nervous breakdown before I
made that Home and Health Channel thing. That’s what it was about, my nervous
breakdown and unreal expectations and incest survival and--and the therapeutic process.”
“Incest survival?”
“Aw forget that, I’m over it. Marty was great at encouraging people to film their
problems out.”
“So, you made a film about incest?”
“No, I did a documentary about Payoffs in the NHL.”
“Oh.”
“Shit,” he asked, “do you miss Marty?”
“Yeah, but somehow I think he’s here with us. What do think?”
Mike had never married, he told me. He was a self-described monk for Art. He
had come close a couple of times, but nothing materialized. He lived with his sister and
his aunt, kind of a strange arrangement, but who am I to judge? When we arrived at his
run-down house in a mixed neighborhood in a rather rough part of Atlanta, he introduced
me to Maisie and Grace.
“This is my Aunt Grace and my sis Maisie. Guys, this is the dude I was telling
you about. Marty’s patient.”
Maisie, forty or so, had given up on beauty. She settled for looking comfortable.
Grace was seventy-something, energetic and large. She wore green fatigue pants and a
baseball hat with the name of Mike’s latest project on it, “Demon Village.”
Mike disappeared into the house and left me alone with Maisie and Grace.
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“Hear about Mike’s latest deal?” Maisie asked as she poured two mugs of coffee
and motioned for me to join her in the living room.
“He’s doing this thing—“ she pointed to Grace’s head, “Demon Village, for some
out of town guys wanting to cash in on the horror genre with a twist.”
“What’s the twist?” I asked, sipping the coffee she had spiked with brandy.
“Oh, the Demons get rehabilitated and take their rightful place in the militaryindustrial complex--they become power brokers and infiltrate international government
and politics.”
“Sounds like Marty’s influence if you ask me,” Grace added as she poured more
brandy into my mug.
“Sounds like the real world to me,” I said as I watched Grace take a healthy swig
of brandy from the bottle.
“You know, I’m trying to quit drinking.”
“Yeah, I know, we all are. Anyway, fuck it, this ain’t drinking, a little brandy in
your mug, eh what?” Grace laughed. Her laughter spread to her hips and thighs making
them shake, and the green fatigue pants did nothing to flatter the hip action that was
spreading out all over.
Mike came back from somewhere in the house holding a folder of papers. He
handed them to Grace.
“My last will and testament,” he said, grabbing the bottle of brandy from the
sideboard and swigging from the bottle.
“Shit! We got to talk business. Come on upstairs to my office.”
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I nodded thanks to Maisie and Grace and followed Mike upstairs. His office was a
converted walk-in closet next to his bedroom. It was piled to the ceiling with files and
books. The computer was set up against one wall. There was one chair and a cushion on
the floor. I took the cushion.
“You know, we got to figure an angle on your film.”
“Angle? I was hoping we could use your connections. That’s what Marty
probably had in mind. You know, Mike, this is a documentary, not a horror film.”
“Oh yes, it is a horror film; all that footage of you and Sambo and Tony? Come
on dude, that stuff is righteous!” he turned the computer on.
“I don’t appreciate you trivializing my work.”
“Fuck, you got to learn early on, nothing’s sacred in this business, least of all you;
you, life, your work, it’s all a crock. Everything is exploitable, everything. Including your
life, especially your life. The first you do, drop your ego and your shit at the door. In fact,
you know what my mentor in this business once said to me?”
“What?” I asked, sensing my working relationship with Mike might not last long.
“Take your pride and stick it up your ass!” he began to laugh. “Stick it up your
ass. How do you like that?”
“I don’t,” I said, finishing the coffee, grabbing the brandy bottle and pouring the
rest of it into my cup.
“I like the stuff you’ve shot and I’ll find a way to bump it up to film size without
losing too much in quality. Then we got to get the film crew together and go back there
and shoot some more. Can you get Sambo again?”
“No, Sambo’s not available.”
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“Why not?”
“He’s in a hospice dying and he doesn’t even remember who I am.” The brandy
felt good as it and this conversation went down. I was still raw from all the deaths I had
endured. I did not want to expose Mike to the pain I had experienced and watch him
trivialize it.
“Didn’t Marty teach you anything?” I asked him.
“Yeah, he got me through my damn break down, what do you want? I got back on
the horse and started riding that baby again. One thing I’ll never do, and that’s let my
feelings rule. I may not be able to justify my actions, but there you are. I’ll be damned if I
go into that emotional pit. Film’s a business and my life is film. So, you know what that
means?”
“I think it means you’re an insensitive shit head,” I told him.
“You think that hurts me? You think? Not a bit, I’m proud. I’m proud as punch.
The more insensitive and the more of a shit head I become, the better I feel.”
“So you didn’t stick your pride up your ass?”
“Up yours.” He said and laughed.
“Great, Mike, I can’t wait to experience a working relationship with you.”
I looked at him as he punched away on the keyboard. I had real fears that if I hung
around him I’d become just like him. The wretched of the world unite and become
filmmakers. I felt myself sliding into making more concessions than I could justify. The
relationship with Stormy, considering the condo, working a job, living at the “Y”, could I
go further?
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I feared I could go just as far into that hell as I wanted to and life allowed me to. I
could betray every fiber of my being to make a film about the Homeless. I could expose
myself and hide myself at the same time. I could become the very thing I hated, an
asshole making money and exploiting the powerless for story. How important was story?
The whole thing excited me. I couldn’t wait to sink my teeth into it. I had no real
principles, after all, so what was there for Mike to erode? On the other hand, I
rationalized, if I ever had any principles or whatever, what were they for except to be
eroded?
“Maybe I’m missing something, Mike, but what if my story doesn’t coincide with
yours?”
“I can concede that, but how you going to raise the money?”
“I don’t know.”
“Time is money, film is money, that silver lining is money, lead changes into
gold, that’s money, I’m money, you’re money; money is money. Now let’s get to it.”
He looked at me for a minute and went back to the computer.
“We need to write a synopsis of the project.”
“Great.”
We sat in Mike’s closet and hammered out a synopsis that made the Homeless
sound like the most exciting film project since Chinatown. You could taste the rotting
garbage; you could almost smell the self-pity and hopelessness. The audience could feel
self-righteous and generous as hell, the way we told it. We gave the rich something to cry
about, we gave them an opportunity to feel humanitarian and universal. Mike even
suggested Jack Nicholson to play the main role until I reminded him this was a
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documentary. He kept throwing up the words “Dou-drama”, and I kept pushing
“documentary” back at him. I wanted to steer clear of all hyperbole and bullshit. No one
could steal my experiences. I wanted the real story on film.
“Look, it’s not about Jesus Christ is it?” he asked me.
“No, but it is about the —me. It’s my story.”
“I hate fucking resurrection stories. This isn’t one of them is it?” I shook my head.
“Good,” he said, “Jesus was enough, don’t you think? I need to see some sex scenes,
some drug dealing and maybe a murder or a car crash, or both. Can you write that?”
We finished a synopsis that afternoon. It included several sex scenes, two murders
and a car crash. Mike was satisfied. After we were done Mike took a nap and I went
downstairs to sit with Maisie and Grace in the kitchen. Maisie opened another bottle of
brandy.
“Here,” she said. “You’re gonna need this.”
“Don’t mind Mike. He’s gotten pretty cynical lately,” she told me as she parked
her large ass on a chair across from me.
“It’s survival,” Maisie added, “I mean, he’s got nothing except us and his work.
He has to keep going and in the early days those people shredded him.”
“He’s made his mind up not to get shredded this time.”
“Well, my deal is this,” I told them, “I want to find someone to support my vision.
You know, a film about the homeless that shows the real deal, what it’s really like, and at
the same time shows some hope. I mean if I show that I was one of them and here I am
making a film, well, it could give some—relief or something. Know what I mean?”
“I think you should stick to your dream,” Maisie said. “Want to take a ride?”
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“Sure.”
Maisie and I went out to the pick-up. She drove me all over Atlanta, showing me
neighborhoods, shops, streets, businesses. It was getting darker and we stopped by a
quaint little street with boutiques and coffee houses. There were three Starbucks within a
two-block radius. We stopped at a little bistro called Noah's Ark and drank a bottle of
white wine.
“You know, my therapist is gonna kill me. I’m supposed to be off alcohol
completely.”
“You can cold turkey it when you get back. Enjoy yourself.”
I was getting drunk and Maisie was looking better and better by the minute. I
could almost ignore her ass.
“You seeing anybody?” she asked.
“Sort of, a patient in the same office. Too young for me. She’s a painter. Blue
skies.“
“To blue skies,” Maisie slammed her glass against mine.
“Blue skies.”
We were getting drunk.
“I’m very attracted to you,” she stated after we finished the bottle of wine.
I looked her up and down. She wasn’t gorgeous, but I could tolerate her. There
was honesty about her sagging breasts. They weren’t way sad the way some women her
age’s were, they were just moving south. I liked the way her butt swayed when she
walked. I also appreciated the fact that she could handle herself. There was a lived-in
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quality that turned me on. I was craving something jaded and cynical, dancing with my
unconscious was too demanding. My conscious mind needed some flavor.
“I guess I could consider it, but I don’t live here.”
“I know that. I can move up north, I wouldn’t mind.”
“What’s your profession?”
“I’ve been bookkeeping for Mike. I make sure all the money gets where it’s
supposed to and I put some away; keep the family floating.”
“What about Grace?”
“Oh, she does the gardening.”
Mike agreed to produce the project. I agreed to the murders and the sex, but the
car crash didn’t drive the story forward so we cut it—and none of the homeless had cars
anyway. We drafted a crude contract and he said he’d contact his connections. Grace
promised me she’d nudge him and keep an eye on things.
Maisie came up north with me. Grace cried when she left.
“What will I do?”
“Mike’s here.”
“But he’s never home.”
“Grace, I gotta do this.”
“I know,” Grace touched her cheek.
“I love you,” Maisie said as they hugged.
I had a feeling Maize’s ass was going to turn out like her Aunt Grace’s, it was
already going in that direction, but I said nothing. So far, it was holding its own.
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Once back in town Maisie stayed with me at the “Y” for a couple of days until
she found a furnished apartment a couple of blocks away. I stayed with her there, but I
kept my room at the “Y”. I figured I could let Stormy down easy.
Lorraine was adamant about my being straight about everything. I never told her
about how much drinking I’d done in Atlanta. I figured I’d quit when I got back.
“You have to tell Stormy how you feel. You can’t just lead her on.”
“Is there something wrong with a man having two women? Is there some law that
says you got to limit yourself to one? I’m a complex guy, I need a lot of stimulation.”
“I’m trying hard not to react to you as a woman. I guess you need to follow your
conscience. I just hope you have one.”
Stormy suspected something was up. I took her out to a movie one evening when
Maisie went to her exercise class. The plan was to tell her after the movie. We went to an
Italian place we both liked.
“What happened in Atlanta? You seem different.”
“Yeah, well, it’s gonna work out now, once we got through our “creative
differences.”
“Is he going to support it?”
“Yeah, as a matter of fact he is. At least, he said he would. Kind of as a tribute to
Marty and everything.”
“What else?”
“What else?”
“What else is going on?”
“Nothing, Stormy. Nothing.” I grabbed her little hand and kissed it. She smiled.
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“Let’s go back to my place,” she said and picked up the check. “I just got a raise,
I’ll pay.”
I didn’t argue.
“What about the condo? I’ve got to let them know pretty soon. You still got that
money Marty gave you, right?”
“I can’t use that, Stormy, I need that for the project. I really do. I need to use it to
get us started. Do you understand?”
I didn’t like hurting her but I had to.
“So, we’re not going to live together?”
“Stormy, for God’s sake, you’re only 26—“
“Almost 27,” she said and gulped her wine.
“You’ve got a whole life ahead of you. Right?”
I received my first e-mail from Mike about two weeks after I got home. He gave
me instructions about how to deposit money for the production and set up a limited
partnership. I handed all my money over to Maisie who told me she’d put it into an
account with all three names as co-signers. Mike also mentioned previous connections he
renewed. I suggested we name the project Virgin Streets.
Mike called every so often reassuring me that he was busy presenting our
synopsis to his friends. He called and told me one production really got off on our idea
and wanted to fly me to California for a meeting. Maisie came along as financial advisor.
I hated Hollywood. The sun was too bright; it frightened me, it rained in the
afternoon, mornings were too hot. I detested the way light glared and reflected off the
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buildings—-it made a person feel small and ugly, and it gave me a headache. Maisie went
shopping.
The company’s office was on Wiltshire Blvd. They were called Slip Away
Productions.
I kept asking around where the ocean was but everyone laughed. You couldn’t see
it anywhere, although I knew it existed somewhere out beyond the endless highways and
buildings. I wondered how people could live in this city, dress up and behave themselves.
You think they’d long to be around ocean and sand every minute. They just longed for
recognition and the ocean is too large for that. L.A.’s a desperate place.
“Maybe you should hang out in Venice where all the surf bums, hippies and aging
drug addicts hang. They live for the sand and the water,” Mike said as we drove to an
appointment.
Every one I met spent most of their time in a car talking on their cell phone. The
left over time was spent doing business at meals and getting plastic surgery.
Hollywood women are terrifying. Their beauty is clearly skin-deep; plastic
surgery has destroyed the mobility of their features. Everything lies flat--except the
breasts. There is enough silicone walking under the shirts of women in Hollywood to
build a city. I saw seventy and even eighty-year old women with breasts up to their
eyeballs and skin so tight they looked blown by a raging windstorm.
The contrasts in L.A. are terrifying, between the beach bums, the production
execs, film stars and wannabes, fans tourists and parasites, techies and Power Brokers,
not to mention the masses of disenfranchised African-American and Hispanic, there is no
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mixing in Los Angeles, no equality. The Haves and the Have-nots abhor each other and
wish each other dead. California deserves to fall into the sea, I concluded.
Mike’s connection Dennis was a sneaky son of a bitch originally from Portland.
He had his head screwed on backwards. Everywhere we went Dennis looked behind him.
If we walked into a restaurant he looked around him, behind him and beside him,
looking, looking, forever looking. At one point I asked him what he was looking for.
“Dennis, why you always looking around everywhere but where you are?”
“I need to see what’s going on, who’s up, whose down, who’s noticing me, you
know.”
“You expect to be followed?”
“I expect to be noticed. What are you drinking?”
That’s how discussion ended, with Dennis asking what we were drinking.
Breakfast, Lunch, and Dinner centered on drinks and the drinks were strange colors and
tastes. I was permanently loaded the whole time.
Somehow, we hammered out a deal. Maisie was out shopping so much I was
afraid she’d blow all the production money on clothes before we even got started. She
told me she’d had some money stashed in a savings account for emergencies, and she
said Rodeo Drive was an emergency. She went to Armani and bought me a suit and
socks, a tie and shoes. The shoes were the ugliest things I’d ever seen; a cross between
saddle shoes, wing tips and cowboy boots. I told her I wouldn’t wear them to my own
funeral. She took them back and I stuck to my tennis shoes until she talked me into a pair
of Gucci loafers.
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I was not only becoming part of the power structure, I was joining the California
version of it. Maisie adapted to California. I just hoped she didn’t plan on getting settled
in there.
Mike, Dennis and I signed a contract. I never bothered to check it out. I told them
I wanted final cut. They laughed and told me that was impossible. I signed anyway and
the deal was done. Maisie had to buy a new set of luggage to get all her clothes home.
She made me wear the Armani suit and the Gucci loafers on the plane. Mike stayed in
LA; Maisie and I went back home.
Home was growing stranger and stranger by the minute. I had to go to Stormy’s
place and pick up the stuff I had stashed there, get my things from the “Y” and move into
Maisie’s place.
“I don’t know why you have to leave,” Stormy whined at me as I stuffed clothes
into a laundry basket.
“Stormy, can’t you let this pass?”
“I love you.”
“I love you too, Stormy, but it isn’t destined for us to be roommates.”
“Why not?”
“Because you are young and I am old. Because—“
“Because you’ve got this Hollywood thing going, right? Because you have some
movie star you’re screwing.”
“Hardly,” I said. “Movie star?!” I laughed, continuing to stuff clothes into the
basket.
“You want the CD player?” I asked her. “I’ll get another one.”
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“Yeah, that’s right, now that you have money.”
“Marty left you something too, don’t lie.”
“So? He left us all something!”
“What’s this about, really?” I asked her.
“You used me.”
“No, I didn’t.”
“Yes you did.”
“Look, Stormy. You are beautiful, you are young and you are free. I am an old
guy about to embark on a journey that is fraught with peril. Do I want to take you with
me? No, I don’t. I mean, talk about tests: the river’s rising, and I’ve seen a lot of faith
destroyed by floods. I’ve seen a lot of floods-- I’ve nearly drowned in one gigantic one.
Now, I want to swim. And I want to swim alone. Can you understand that?”
“You’re such a bull-shitter. I know you have someone else.”
I left Stormy. That day I withdrew some money from the account and went to the
Chevy dealer around the corner from the “Y” and bought a used Tahoe. I drove over to
the “Y”, paid my last week, packed my few remaining personal things and moved into
Maisie’s place.
Before I left the “Y” Tony accosted me.
“So--you leaving?”
“Yeah.”
“Great.”
“I got a production company to do the film.”
“Terrific. So, you’re on your way.”
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We stood in the hallway, me with three garbage bags full of stuff.
“I really got to get going, Tony.”
“You’re such a shit.”
“I said I’d find a job for you on the production and I will.”
“What, as a janitor?”
I looked at him. He was tough, he was scared and he was strung out.
“I’ll find something for you. There’s a million jobs on a film production.”
“Well, you know where to find me.”
He helped me carry the garbage bags to the truck.
“Just buy it?” he asked as we threw the bags in the back.
“Yeah,” I said and drove off, leaving Tony standing on the sidewalk staring after
me. It was cold and he wasn’t wearing a coat and gloves.
“I broke up with Stormy,” I told Lorraine.
“So I heard. You weren’t honest with her, though, were you?”
“No. I just couldn’t tell her.”
“She knew anyway. We’re going to have to deal with your honesty issues. You
need to get real with yourself.”
“I’m gonna go see Eddie’s wife.”
“You think that’s gonna make up for the crappy way you ended you relationship
with Stormy?”
“It wasn’t a relationship, it was-—it was-—we had a grief love. It was about
grief.”
“So, that gives you permission to be selfish?”
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“Stop it, Lorraine.”
“Stop confronting you? That’s my job! You know, just because you’re
rehabilitating yourself and starting to earn a living doesn’t mean I should let you off the
hook. Creating pain for other people is not the MO for a cure. Going from one side to the
other, where does that get you? Go see Eddie’s wife. Just go. But promise me, don’t go
thinking trouble’s over, it’s just starting for you, I have a feeling. It’s just starting.
You’ve survived, just don’t go thinking you’re God.”
“I’m barely human,” I said and left the session. I looked up Eddie’s number and
called Brenda.

Chapter 27
Pieces of the Past
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Pulling the Tahoe into Brenda’s drive, I wondered if I was doing the right thing. I
rang the bell and waited, almost deciding to bolt right there, but Brenda answered the
door. I could see she recognized me.
“Hello?” she asked. I was wearing the Armani suit and I could see in her eyes that
she noticed my circumstances had changed.
“Hi, I know this is strange, but I wanted to stop by and actually meet you. and—“
“Come in.”
I stepped in. The house smelled anxious. There were boxes scattered everywhere.
“We’re moving,” Brenda said as she led me into the living room. “My son and
daughter are at school. We’re moving. Have a seat.”
I looked around me. At one time Eddie lived here, in this home. The place had the
smell of having once been a safe haven for lost souls. Now it was spitting those souls out.
“Sit down, please. Can I get you something?”
“No thanks.”
I sat on the couch. The print was bright and matched the walls and the curtains.
The whole place felt like someone’s dream. It was hard to visualize Eddie living inside
this myth.
Brenda sat in the chair across from me.
“Sometimes I just cry when I think about all you poor ones living on the street,
abused and—,” she started to cry. “Sorry,” she said, waving her arms at me, “I do this a
lot. Please forgive me.”
“Nothing to forgive, Mrs. Talbot. What’s done is done. I hope you can piece your
life together.”
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As I looked at her I saw the beauty that must have drawn Eddie to her. She was
lovely. I looked into her eyes and felt something deep moving inside of her, something
deep that could heal a man.
“My life is falling apart. Everything is a mess, as you can see. The family’s
breaking up—it’s just such a--they never prosecuted Eddie before he—“
“Look, Mrs. Talbot, for what it’s worth—“
“Brenda. You can call me Brenda.”
“Brenda, for what it’s worth--”
“Eddie’s gone from here. It’s we who are left do the paying.”
“True, but still—“
“Sure you don’t want something to drink?”
“Okay, fine.”
She led me into the yellow kitchen. Its brightness was staggering. How could
something so ugly come out of this kitchen? It was obvious Brenda strained and raged for
the bright and happy. The betrayal was all that much more baffling. How could anything
justify a man like Eddie?
I stood at the sink while Brenda went about boiling the water.
“Zen, that’s the name of this tea,” she said as she heaped scoops of loose tea into
the pot. “Sit.”
I sat at the table, wondering and imagining Eddie sitting at this table many a time,
waiting to be healed and saved, and hating himself instead. I could almost taste his
inadequacy.
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We drank our tea in silence. Lately I had been visiting the kitchens of tea drinking
women mourning death. I felt it as a kind of mission.
“You know, Eddie wasn’t always like that.”
I sipped my tea, waiting for her to go on but nothing more was said. I finally had
to prompt her.
“Like what, exactly?”
“An Alcoholic--”
“Murdering rapist?”
She did not answer. We continued sipping tea in silence.
“I’m sorry, Brenda, really. I didn’t mean it to be so harsh. It’s not my place—“
“Judge not lest ye be judged,” she said and got up from the table. I followed her to
the sink, rinsing my cup.
“Look, I mean it, for what it’s worth. I didn’t really know Eddie.”
She turned to me, her softness encased in grief.
“He was once a very smart man, a good husband, he loved his kids. I don’t think
any of us had a clue a man like that could go down in such an ugly way.”
“We all go down.”
“Yeah, we do,” she said, putting the teacups in the dishwasher and turning to me
with force in her move. “Why are you here?”
“I don’t know. I guess I wanted to bring closure to this whole thing, understand, I
want--"
“You want revenge, isn’t that it? You want to come here and tell me all over
again what horrible things Eddie did to your people.”
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“They’re not ‘my people’, Brenda, they were my friends.”
“Your friends.”
“They’re dead.”
“I know and what do you want me to do about it?”
I stood at her sink in that bright yellow kitchen, looking past her to the neat
neighborhood outside her window, thinking, wondering; wishing I had never come.
“Nothing, Brenda. You can’t do anything. I’m sorry I came.”
As she turned away I felt the slight brushing of her hip against my back. In that
touch I could feel the soft sympathy of her body, the perfume she wore, the feminine
sweetness of her nature, her strong maternal warmth. I moved a step toward her back,
touching her shoulder. She turned and there it was, an explosion of grief and desire all at
once. We kissed with a passion that surprised us both, we kissed feeling each other’s lips
and mouth and tongue, softly exploring the moist warmth. I touched her moving breasts,
her breathing was heavy and I could feel her heartbeat underneath my hand. Something
inside of her wanted me, and I responded like an animal.
We made love right there in the kitchen. She pulled her pants down and I felt the
soft, curled hairs around her vagina, plunged my fingers into her, feeling the folds move
around my hand. When I unzipped my pants she moaned. I pushed my penis into her,
holding back, holding back, wanting her to experience an orgasm and release the energy
pent up inside of her. She leaned her head on my neck groaning, coming slowly, rising to
my thrusts, until we both began to breath together, breaths coming in hot, short, pants.
We never met eyes. After she came I let myself come just outside her vagina, on her soft
rounded stomach.
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She took a paper towel and wet it, wiping my semen off her stomach.
“We didn’t use a condom,” I said.
“I don’t care,” she said.
I moved toward her, my pants still down and my limp penis exposed, touching her
belly with my belly, feeling her breathing and breasts against my chest. I buried my head
into her neck, kissing the small hairs around her ears.
“Brenda,” I whispered into her ear. She pulled away.
“There’s no sense in thinking this will ever happen again,” she said with a snap.
“I have to take a shower.”
“I’d better go.”
“Yes.”
She didn’t bother to pull her pants up, but waddled toward the stairs.
I waved toward her, as if I were waving toward an old friend I’d be seeing again
soon.
“Are you sure--?” I asked.
She shook her head and walked upstairs without a word. I went outside into the
cold. After I got into the Tahoe, I just sat there for a moment, looking at the house,
looking at the barren trees, my hands squeezed around the steering wheel. This was a
sucky day, I concluded. Whatever mission I had, I failed. I just made love to Eddie’s
wife. How could that man have possibly done what he did with a wife like that? She was
a pearl and he was a swine.
I drove off with guilt sitting in my lap.
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Lorraine was anxious to hear all about my visit to Brenda. I made a decision not
to tell her the truth. It was better to hide my face on this one, guilt wasn’t worth it and I
had a perfect alibi. I would use my crap in my work, I decided, and let the creative
process take the brunt of the truth. Demons can work themselves out by killing the
conscience, I realized. Screwing Brenda and hiding it from Lorraine was a small price to
pay for the burden.
In spite of my attempts to hide, Maisie caught something. Women always know
when another woman’s vibration is lurking in the folds of your skin. It is uncanny. She
confronted me in the bathroom, when I was taking a shit.
“We gotta talk.”
“Yeah?”
“Mike called. He’s scouting locations.”
“Why can’t we film here?”
“Kevin Bacon is interested in the lead.”
“Oh, you got to be kidding. Look, I’m taking a shit here. Could you—“
“Another thing.”
“What’s that?” I grunted, hoping the shit would come out soon.
“You been seeing that Stormy kid again?”
“No, of course not!” The last piece slid out, I wiped and flushed.
“Well, something’s up.”
I washed my hands and walked over to Maisie.
“What’s the matter? Aren’t I giving you enough?”
“Hey! No problem--your libido is high enough for me.”
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“Good.”
“But, I can smell something on your pants. I can smell it.”
“Smell what?”
“Someone else’s vaginal juices.”
“Oh fuck, Maisie. I got to go to work.”
“I thought you were quitting.”
“When filming starts.”
“You are a fucking workaholic.”
I exploded in laughter.
“Oh my God, Jesus, Maisie. That’s rich. You should have known me before!”
“Well, that was then, this is now. What do you want me to say?”
“Look, I don’t want to keep dipping into production funds, we’ve got to live
cheap for a while.”
“You just bought a truck.”
“I have to have a vehicle. Anyway, Slip Away money and all that is escrowed
under Virgin Streets. I thought you were supposed to be the financial manager here.”
“I am.”
Something was screwy.
“You didn’t fuck with the advance money, did you?”
“Not exactly.”
“What does that mean?”
“Grace needs an operation and she doesn’t have health insurance.”
“Shit. Why doesn’t Mike get her health insurance?”
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“He doesn’t know.”
“I don’t get this. Mike is rolling in money.”
“No, he’s not. He’s rolling around in other people’s money; mostly promises, half
of which don’t pan out. He worked on Demon Village for scale, and he’s worth more
than that. Plus, he takes care of the house payments and all her expenses. By the time he
gets done--"
“Don’t go any further. I’m getting the picture. Is our project a go or not?”
“Yes, well, as far as I know. But I needed to dip into the funds a little.”
“I made you a co-signer on the account because I trusted you, Maisie.”
“Grace needs her gall bladder removed.”
“So, how much—“ She looked at me. “The whole thing?” I asked, my voice
trembling.
“Yes—“
“Including the $20,000 Marty gave me?”
“There’s about $5,000 left in Virgin Streets.”
I was in shock. I felt less like and less like a virgin and more and more like I got
fucked in the ass. My enthusiasm for the project drained out of me like water running out
of a leaky pipe.
“Did you tell Mike?”
“Not yet. I thought you would.”
“Are you kidding? He just got Kevin Bacon into this and you’ve spent all the
preliminary production money?”
“I thought I should tell you.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 490

490
10/26/13

“Fuck you,” I said and went to work. Washing dishes was better than looking at
her ugly face. I tried to process how I was going to tell Mike. Fortunately, he didn’t call
for several days. When he did call he was ranting about the shit he had to take on Demon
Village.
“I hate this fucking project,” he moaned. “Everyone in it is brain dead. Not only
that, but one of their sponsors went belly up and I’m acting as coordinator and liaison
with the warring factions. It sucks. There’s no money. We’re going to limp along to the
finish, and no one’s gonna get paid.”
“You’re not going to get laid?”
“I said paid, not laid. They gave me half up front; the other half was going to be
paid me when we wrapped. Now, it looks like I won’t get that. I’ll be glad if we finish
this piece of shit and I can get started on your project.”
I didn’t have the heart to tell him what Maisie had done. I felt the unfairness of
me having to carry her shit when it didn’t even involve me.
“Did Maisie tell you about Kevin Bacon?”
“Yes—“
“Yeah, well, he’s not interested. Something else came up. So, I guess we’re stuck
with you again.” He laughed. I felt heartburn coming on. Was real life supposed to feel
this bad? I hung up, knowing I had not told Mike about the money.
“So, you’re really in the thick of it, aren’t you?” Lorraine asked in our next
session. We had cut our sessions down from three to once a week in an effort to get rid of
me.
“I guess so.”
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“You’re in the middle of the moral drama of the century, Bard. How much do you
prostitute yourself and your values in order to do your work? How do you honestly
complete your task without screwing people?”
I couldn’t meet her eyes, because Brenda came to mind.
“Right,” was all I said. I was craving a drink all of a sudden. I wished that
sobriety were not a condition of my therapy.
“Why can’t things be simple?” I asked her. “Do you have to lie and cheat to be
successful and get shit done?”
“I don’t think there’s any justification for bad behavior,” Lorraine. “So, you can
turn your back on an ethical stance, but it always bites your ass in the end. The only
person that gets betrayed is you. If you erode you’re own values then what have you got
to stand on when you get there?”
I was on shaky ground and I knew it.
I drove by Eddie’s house and saw a Mayflower moving van in front. They were
leaving and I would never see Brenda again. She was a Goddess as far as I was
concerned, a woman with values and emotional depth. It was a shame she had attracted a
shit like Eddie. How much separation was there between him and me? The terror of this
thought drove me crazy. I called Hel again.
“Hel, what’s up?”
“I’m going back to school, Nameless.”
“Nobody calls me that anymore.”
“Oh. Well, I’m going to school—-Clinical Psyche.”
“Great. You can use your past for reference. How’s your health?”
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“Improving. I’m improving.”
“Good.”
We had nothing to say to one another. She held it against me that I led her not into
the Promised Land but into temptation and near death. I guess, in the end, she blamed me.
We said goodbye and I made a mental note not to call her again.
I was angry with Maisie for taking all the seed money Marty had left me, and
most of the production money from Virgin Streets which was really money from Slip
Away, which was not our money to pay for Grace’s operation. I conceded that Grace
needed the operation, I conceded that I wouldn’t mind helping, but was it my fault she
didn’t have health insurance? And where was Mike in all of this?
“Please don’t tell my brother,” Maisie pleaded with me. “He’ll kill me.”
“Well, what am I supposed to say? We’re supposed to begin pre-production and
there’s no money. How am I going to explain that to Slip Away?” As we spoke I saw my
film ideas slipping away.
Lorraine thought the whole thing was funny.
“You know, less than a year ago you were living next to a Dumpster and pissing
in the bus station. Now, you’re bitching because you can’t get your production going
because your live-in squeeze spent the money on her aunt’s operation. Is there something
wrong with this picture?”
“Yeah.” I slumped in the chair angry and refusing to laugh. Absurd is absurd
when it’s someone else’s absurdity, not your own.
“You know, this is my dream, my vision Lorraine.”
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“Yes, and if it weren’t for Marty and me and a few providential occurrences,
including the angels of therapy helping you out with your addictions—I mean, you’re a
walking monument to recovery. Aren’t you pleased? You should be. And you’re damn
lucky. Do you know that? You have this beautiful son who loves you, forgives you and
doesn’t hate you for being a deadbeat dad. Count your blessings. You are blessed and you
should know it.”
“I thought you weren’t into the psychic shit.”
“I’m not.”
“So what’s this about Angels?”
“What about me? Aren’t I an Angel? I helped you get free from homelessness and
financial ruin. How do you explain it?”
“I deserve it, that’s my explanation. So, do you believe in angels?”
“I believe that sometimes there are things beyond our comprehension, outside our
realm of mental realization, something that absorbs human pain and gives us—dare I say
it, grace. Grace! That’s really what it is. Grace!”
I had a time believing this hard ass bitch believed in anything but herself and her
hard ass ways.
“The only Grace I know is your aunt.”
After that conversation from hell I called Evan.
“So, what do you think about all this? Isn’t the company going to consider me
totally lacking in credibility after their money is all gone?” I asked him.

Nameless the Hero

Page 494

494
10/26/13

“Well, they could and they’d certainly be justified, don’t you think? But, bottom
line, you are the auteur here, writer slash director, and it’s Mike who’s accountable,
because he’s the producer, right? So, who really allowed the wad to be blown? He did.”
“Yeah—well, his sister did. And, come on, it’s his aunt.”
“You got that right, it’s his aunt. Make him own up to Slip Away.”
“How do I do that?”
“Tell him.”
“He’s having a hard time-—“
“Dad, have some balls and deal with this.”
“Evan, I’m not asking you to bail me out.”
“I know.”
“So, just drop that idea.”
“Fine.”
I felt shamed. My own son telling me to have some balls, like I was some kind of
loser. Here I’d spent twenty years as a monument to losing and now I was trying to win.
What gives? I thought. That was the impetus, however, that made me call Mike.
Maisie was also to blame in all of this, but I could see that blame never did any
good. I had spent all of my late twenties and thirties and now my forties living like a rat
in a sewer because I was blaming everybody and everything for my angst. I wasn’t about
to start that treadmill all over again. Still, I needed to talk to Maisie, let her know that
cruel and unusual misuse of money was not going to fly with me. It might even be the
reason for a break up. After all, I was going to take Mike on; did I have to take her on
too?
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The Brandenburg Concertos blasted me in the Ford Explorer Maisie had just
bought. Without asking me she took my Tahoe and traded it in for a lease on a brand new
Explorer. This was one more thing to get angry about. Was success about being a liar and
using people? Did having money mean you were suddenly plunged into the world of
manipulation and abuse? Welcome to Planet Earth. I was beginning to realize with
absolute certainty just exactly why I had become a pile of shit next to a Dumpster in the
first place.
The sound system was awesome. It’s amazing how easy it is to appreciate the
finer things in life, the things money can buy; one can slip into addiction to comfort in the
flip of a CD player switch. No philosophy can prepare you for this. One thing I vowed as
I sped along the interstate at 90 miles an hour, I would never become like the rich dip
shits I had always hated. The fact that I hated the rich had not changed. I was able, I
reassured myself, to handle the money without letting it change my values or my
personality. And, there was Maisie looking for property to go along with all the other
things we acquired.
“Just how in hell do you plan to pay for all this when the money is paying for
Grace’s operation?”
“Oh, relax. Jesus!”
“No, I will not relax!” I shouted as I watched her throwing my clothes into a box.
“What are you doing with those clothes?” I asked her, panic stricken.
“You have to start dressing differently.”
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I paid a visit to Stormy that afternoon. I was looking for refuge from the insanity
of Maisie and her obsessive needs to acquire more and more while it was my intent to
have less and less. Acquisition and simplification just do not go together.
Stormy was not thrilled to receive me. I could see she had done some acquisition
of her own; she had bought some new furniture and was doing some redecorating.
“What happened to the old stuffed couch?”
“I got rid of it. I hated that thing. It was my mother’s. Lorraine said new furniture
would create a new energy in my life, and I need that.”
I could hear the washing machine hum as I hunted for a chair to sit on.
“So, how’s life been?” she asked and disappeared into the kitchen.
“Fine,” I shouted after her. She came back with two mugs of coffee, sat across
from me and stared right into my eyes.
“How are you really?”
“Well, I am making this movie with Mike. You know, the documentary about the
homeless.”
“Yeah, yeah, I remember. Staying true to your vision?”
“The whole thing is totally out of my control right now. It’s not a documentary
anymore, anyway. It’s kind of a—fucking docudrama with sex and violence and
whatever. Mike got some money from a small production company he’s worked with
called Slip Away Productions, then I got that money from Marty and—“
“Get to the point.”
“Maisie, you know, I’m living with Maisie—“
“Who is she?”
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“Mike’s sister.”
“Oh.”
“Anyway, she and I have a little place, but she has grandiose ideas and
expectations.”
“And you don’t?”
“Yeah, I might have, but then, I put all the advance production money and
Marty’s money in the account we set up for the film. Maisie is supposed to be keeping
the books, but then her Aunt Grace needed an operation and she basically cleaned out the
account.”
“She wiped out the money?”
“Yeah.”
Stormy looked down for a moment.
“That’s really too bad.”
“That’s all you have to say?”
“What else do you want me to say? You trusted someone you hardly knew and
they screwed you. It happens all the time.”
“It never happened on the street. Never. On Parch Street we stayed true to each
other, we’d go down for each other, we’d—“
“Oh bullshit. You told me there was no loyalty on the street. You said you and
Hel wouldn’t even say you loved each other or acknowledge you had a relationship.” I
stopped her.
“That’s enough, Stormy.”
She looked at the clock.
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“I have to get going. I’ve got an appointment with Lorraine and then I have
class.”
“You in school?”
“Yeah.”
“Great. What are you studying?”
“Philosophy.”
“How are you paying for it?”
“Student loan.”
She was waiting for me to leave but I felt rooted to the chair. After a few
moments I stood up.
“Okay, I get the hint.”
She walked me to the door.
“Have you told Lorraine about all this?”
“No, but I will. I’m down to once a week. I’ll tell her next session.”
“I would.”
“What can she do about it?”
“The same thing I did about it.”
“Nothing,” I said and slammed the door behind me. So much for Stormy. I was
getting pretty tired of leaving dead relationships behind me every time I made a leap of
consciousness. Whether I was leaping down or up was not clear to me yet.
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Chapter 28
Getting Polluted
Lorraine was not always happy with my progress. I wasn’t always sure it was
progress, but it was certainly change.
“Can you blame Stormy for being mad at you?”
“No.”
“So what’s your deal?”
“Lorraine, I wish you’d cut me slack here. You’re supposed to be my therapist,
not my moral counselor.”
I hated the thought of having to confront Mike with the financial mess that Maisie
had created. Just as I was about to get the nerve to call him, he showed up at our door.
“Hey! What’s up?” he slid past me into our apartment. Maisie filled it up with
different styles and periods of furniture, expensive rugs, wall hangings, art objects,
paintings and a bunch of other shit. I didn’t recognize myself in there.
“Boy, you guys like clutter,” he said sweeping some papers off the L.L.Bean sofabed and sitting down.
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“Want some coffee?” I disappeared into the kitchen. While I made coffee in the
French drip thing Maisie bought I could hear their voices rising. I banged some drawers
and cupboards to keep myself from hearing too much. When I walked back in with the
coffee mugs they were standing over this piece-of-shit sculpture Maisie had picked up at
an art fair the week before.
“I can sell this crap,” Mike was saying.
“Coffee!” I offered with cheer setting the mugs down on her Sundance Catalogue
mission table.
“Sell what?” Maisie asked, clueless.
“You know, this is the lay of the land, children,” Mike said as he gulped down
some of my coffee.
“Hey, that’s my mug!” I yelled at him, but he ignored me and shoved his feet over
my way under the table.
“Mike, let me explain--” I started but he held his hand up to stop me.
“Look, I’ll do the talking here. I trusted you because you were a client of Marty’s.
But from what I hear, you came from the gutter and they should have left you there.”
“What’s up with that?” I’d spiked my coffee with brandy; plenty of it, but now
Mike was getting the benefit of it. “That is so unlike you, Mike, and so fucking nasty. I
mean the Homeless are our friends.”
Maisie looked at me as if I was a total stranger.
“Are you being sarcastic?” she asked.
“Yeah—what of it?” I spit back and grabbed the mug I had set down for Mike.
“Are you both losing your minds, or what?” she asked.
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“I lost my mind the day I decided to trust you with all that money.” I told her.
“And you,” I pointed a finger at Mike. “Listen, dip shit,” I screamed and jumped to my
feet. Maisie looked at me with fear and renewed sexual interest. Women love it when
men shout.
“Maisie—Maisie—“ I pointed a finger at her nose. “She is the one who spent all
the money on your Aunt’s gall bladder.”
Mike looked over at Maisie.
“Is this true?”
“You know Grace’s situation, Mike, I don’t need to explain that to you.”
Mike got up and paced the floor glaring at both of us.
“We have to find another solution to this problem.”
“It’s only money,” I said.
“Have you been taking sarcasm lessons?” Gracie asked.
“Maybe,” I answered her with a sneer. Mike turned and glared at me.
“It may be only money,” he said, “but it doesn’t belong to us. Money that is
loaned is money that has to be returned. Have you sent Gracie the money, has she spent
it?”
“Hey, let’s not forget $20,000 of that was mine!”
“I don’t know,” Maisie spoke, a forlorn tone to her voice.
“Well, I do. It’s my money you spent on Grace’s gall bladder!”
“You got something against Grace?” Mike asked.
“No, Mike, I have got nothing against her. I just want my money back so we can
call it a day. Fuck this project. Just give me what’s mine.”
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“Let’s call Grace now, maybe we can retrieve this stuff and get back on track,” he
said reaching for the phone.
“We can’t do that Mike. We can’t tell her she won’t be able to have an operation
she needs,” Maisie pleaded.
“Listen, sis, listen up. You’re not dumb but you’re operating under a cloud.
Hospitals and doctors routinely work out payment arrangements with patients that can’t
afford to pay for treatment.”
“But she has no health insurance, Michael! Come on.”
“Yes, yes, but this can all be worked out, I am sure of it. I’ll negotiate with the
doctor, with the—“
“Fine.”
Maisie grabbed the phone and handed it to Mike.
“You call her, then, cause I won’t.”
“I’m sorry I yelled at you,” he said as he dialed Grace’s number. Before he could
finish dialing I grabbed the phone from him.
“Listen up, Mike and Maisie.” Mike sat down, took off his baseball cap and
waited.
“Fuck the money. Fuck it. Money is completely immaterial to me. This whole
thing started out as a legacy from Marty and a project that was supposed to be my life.
Need I repeat that again? It’s about the creative process; a project I thought we were all
invested in. By investment, I mean, our souls.”
“Oh, come off it. What has soul got to do with it? This is the film business not an
ashram.”
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My face was grimacing without my permission.
“It isn’t my aim to make you understand, or even myself, for that matter. I mean, I
seem to have gotten swept away into this whole thing without really considering the
consequences. I believed in you, Mike, because you once worked with Marty and I loved
Marty. But I have a mandate here, and it has to be fulfilled my way. I need to let you in
on a secret here, Mike. That camera Marty gave me—I can trade it in and get a digital
camera, and if you don’t know it, we’re on the verge of a digital revolution in film. Pretty
soon everything will be made on digital video format and we won’t need to mess around
with film—it will become another obsolete format just like 8-track tape decks and 33rpm
recording, got it? With this digital format I can made this movie for under $6,000, and
make it my way, with Tony on board and ad hoc, the street urchins, the way I like it.
Fuck Hollywood, dudes, fuck Slip Away. I can handle Virgin Streets on my own. Now
that you’ve kindly wiped out all the money in the account! Now here’s what I want from
you, Mike,” I pointed a finger at his baseball cap, “I’ll give you thirty days to get my
money back to me, no questions asked.”
“Hello! Don’t you think you’re overreacting?” Maisie asked.
“I want my money back!” I screamed. “And I want you two out of my life and
back in Georgia where you belong!”
Mike smiled his jaded, supercilious smile and said nothing. Maisie looked over at
Mike then at me. I could not read her face; it became a mask.
“I still want to be with you,” she said after a moment. “I love you, I really do.”
“Is it love when you take my money without asking? Is that love?”
She thought for a moment.
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“Let’s settle this,” Mike broke in, “We’ll call Grace. God forbid you want to help
our Aunt get her operation, you’re goddamn movie is much more important.”
“Oh, don’t try to guilt me, Mike,” I said.
“No problem.”
Mike grabbed the phone and began dialing. I could hear it ringing.
“By the way, I should tell you, Grace is not our Aunt. Not our real Aunt,
anywise.”
“Stop Mike, we don’t have to tell him anything.”
“What?” I asked. What else was lurking underneath the murky surface of the twobit scam sister and brother act?
“Well, first of all, Maisie’s not my sister, she’s my wife, and Grace is my real
mother.”
My jaw dropped. I was speechless.
“And the Gall Bladder?”
Maisie laughed.
“She doesn’t really have a gall bladder problem.”
“Am I missing something here?” I asked. “Am I as dumb as I act?”
I could hear the phone continue to ring.
“Guess she’s not home,” Mike said and hung the phone up.
“We’re really not at liberty to reveal everything, but Slip Away is a front.”
“For?” I asked.
“We’ve got some connections with the Chinese Triad in southern California.”
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“Mike, that’s rich,” Maisie said. “It’s not true! Mike has an overactive
imagination—it’s nothing to do with that. It’s just a—“
“Oh fuck,” I said, walked into the kitchen and threw up in the sink.
That night I packed a few things in the ubiquitous garbage bags. Maisie had
thrown out all my clothes, but I had a pair of jeans and the Armani suit. I grabbed the
camera and asked her for the car keys.
“No way, I mean, I’m leasing the car—the lease has my name on it.”
“You shit,” I said, wrapping the camera in towels and stuffing it into one of the
garbage bags.
“If you take the car I’ll call the police.”
I slunk back to the “Y. on the bus. The next day I went around to Sloan’s and got
my old job back. Lorraine made me step therapy back up to three sessions a week and
added Zoloft to my arsenal of drugs.
I was a floating cloud for about two weeks.
Hope of recovering the money was slim, but I got the camera out of there. I found
Tony where I’d left him, inhaling glue from a paper bag.
“Shit,” I said, grabbing the bag from him, “cut the fuck out, and come on, we got
to finish this God damn film.”
He smiled, black powder all over his mouth. I wiped his face clean and got him on
his feet. Several days after I moved out of Maisie’s Stormy came by.
“Lorraine told me you were back here. What happened?”
“Forget about it,” I said, letting her into my room.
“Come on, you can tell me, we’re friends.”
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“I was played like a fool by these scammers. No big deal.”
“So what?”
“I lost all the money Marty left me.”
“So, you’ll land on your feet, you always do.”
“I just need $6,000 to make my movie.”
Next day in session Lorraine was wearing camel colored tights and a matching
sweater. Her hair was done up in a French braid.
“This is a small set back. Don’t give up. There are arts council grants, and various
other—“ She sat in her chair, wearing her matching pants set like happy attitude.
“Right, Lorraine. Thanks.”
“Well, at least you got a taste of Hollywood, right?“
I decided to put in a call to Slip Away out of curiosity more than anything did. A
girl answered the phone.
“Coldwater residence,” she said.
“Isn’t this Slip Away Productions?”
“Oh yeah, just a minute.”
A woman came on the phone.
“Hello?”
“Yes, hello my name is—“ I stopped and thought better of telling her who I was,
“I had some dealings with Mike and Maisie Nixon and Slip Away—“
“My, my this is the fortieth call or something since they cleared out of here. We
were on sabbatical; that is, my husband was on sabbatical in Thailand. Our neighbors
were supposedly watching the place. They disarmed the alarm system and took over the
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house with their—well, they stole all of our paintings, furniture, jewels, everything. We
came home to an empty house.”
“They emptied me out too,” I said.
“I’m so sorry, but there’s really nothing I can do. We’re still trying to figure out
where we stand with all this. Thank God our homeowner’s covers a lot of it, but we can
never get our value for the artwork and the jewelry. It’s a major loss.”
“For me too,” I told her and hung up.
“I blew it,” I told Stormy over coffee.
“No, you learned, you didn’t blow it. You still got the camera, right? We’ll find a
solution.
Awareness comes in dribs and drabs. I had poised myself to splash all over the
dream factory of Hollywood, make my mark. But the reality was, I had holed up in a
sleazy apartment with an unknown woman who stole everything I had and threw out the
rest. I had been on the brink of a disaster, a flip-flop of gargantuan proportions. All I
could think about was getting started again. In a way, it was a lucky break that they
turned out to be liars. I might have actually made the stupid film Mike had written. It
would gone straight to video if we were even lucky.
After Tony sobered up he had a few choice words for me. First of all, Sambo had
died while I was chasing my dream, and Tony was quick to let me know I had been
missed at the funeral.
I called Evan.
“Don’t feel bad. The film business is filled with unscrupulous types preying on
the creative. Just get back on your feet and start again.”
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“With what? They took all the money.”
“Well, you still got the camera, right?”
“No money, Evan. No money. No car. No clothes, except for an Armani suit and
Gucci loafers.”
“What size?” he asked.
“I’m back at Sloan’s washing dishes.”
At my next session with Lorraine I whined uncontrollably.
“I feel as if I have been polluted with the worst carcinogenic substance known to
man.”
“Yeah, no doubt, being cheated is pretty poisonous stuff.”
“I learned.”
“What did you learn?”
“Do a thorough background check on everybody from now on.”
I wouldn’t tell her what I really learned. Some shame needs to remain hidden
because letting it out might increase its value and I did not want to corrupt myself further
with that. Let the dreams and desires stay where they were, firmly embedded in my
psyche, intact, and stuffed down with denial. The pollution of human contact was making
me sick. Wasn’t it possible to participate in the creative process, sharing psyche to
psyche, without the stealing, the lying and all that crap? I had lost hope that honest,
human contact was possible. I said as much to Lorraine.
“You know what you need to do? Go out into nature, take a walk, look at the
winter trees stripped of their leaves and green, walk by the river or the lake and listen to
the sounds, cracking ice, whatever. Watch yourself in the process.”
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“It’s colder than shit.”
“But you have a car right? Oh, yeah, they took it. Well, never mind. Take the bus
out to the lake and watch the water, the different gradations of white and gray and brown.
There are gulls. Watch them.”
“Commune with nature, that’s a high concept, Lorraine.”
“You spent all those years next to the Dumpster, shivering with misery and
stealing. Now you’re inside and you’re still miserable. Okay, so you got duped. It won’t
be the first time, and it certainly won’t be the last.”
“I always prided myself on being savvy about people, that’s all.”
I took her advice and walked around the back road behind the lake. There was a
turn around and I stood there alone, unnoticed, while I watched the gradations of color as
Lorraine had told me to.
The air felt good, and the water gave me a connectedness to something. I
imagined the Indians living along the shore, ice fishing, canoeing, making their winter
camp here. Once Buffalo wandered the land just beyond the lake, once there were Otter
and Geese and all kinds of animals making their lives along the shore. Now there was the
cold March wind, water and there was me. I wondered whether I ought to move to Alaska
or Antarctica. Winter climes make me sane.
Looking into the smoke gray sky I contemplated my existence. I was just an ant in
the universal scheme of things. Ant status conferred on me a clear mandate to outgrow
reckless behavior and keep hauling, keep working, keep carrying the shit.
From out across the lake I saw a light and smoke from a wood burning stove, I
heard the strains of a Mozart piano concerto sail across the expanse of frozen water.
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Mozart reached across time to my certain place in the environment. If that could happen,
then I could surely find hope. The pollution of human interaction could not reach me
here; I was in a still place where only hearts and memories of the past could penetrate. It
was love that built our country, after all, the love of the landscape, the land and the water.
Money only came later. But then, I could be wrong about this.

Chapter 29
Soldiers in the Line of Fire
So there I was, back at the “Y” again, car-less, penniless, without clothes or pride.
The only thing I had to show for my brief sojourn with the film business was an Armani
suit with matching shirt, a tie and a pair of Gucci loafers. Tony was happy as a clam to
see me back. I was his reason for being --I kept him off cleaning products and
carcinogenic inhalants.
I felt myself sinking. Defeat made me restless, angry and itching for selfdestruction. Thing was, I didn’t seem to have enough energy to do all the things I used to
do to destroy myself. I began to realize how much energy self-annihilation took. It was
much more than I had.
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I told Lorraine I was becoming bleak and hopeless.
“Hopelessness is the last stop before self realization,” she said.
“You know, Lorraine, no offense, but I just don’t think you know enough for me,
what do you think?”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, a shaman or something--somebody who’s been around the block and
back.”
“Marty’s dead.”
“I know.”
“Well, he visited you once in your dreams, maybe he’ll visit again.”
“Yeah,” I said. At that moment I longed for Marty and felt ready to terminate with
Lorraine.
March. Not yet spring. One bleak day I took a bus back down to Parch Street.
Some new drunks had taken over our old spot next to the Dumpster. They didn’t seem as
interesting or as smart as we were, but then, we may not have been as interesting and as
smart as we thought we were. Self-exaggeration was another technique of the defeated I
knew well. Misrepresenting myself was my entire life until I started therapy. Therapy
took away all that grandiosity and left me with an ordinariness that seemed boring and
stupid. Life felt boring and stupid. I was tempted back into the street again. The street
always promises more than it delivers. Then again, life in society promises more than it
delivers too, so where are you?
I went to the corner liqueur store to buy a fifth of J & B thinking to join those two
bums by my old Dumpster and shoot the shit.
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The vibes of the old place was moving into my bones. I was drawn to it. The two
bums there were amateurs. One was a kid that dropped out of high school; the other was a
guy in his thirties, manic-depressive, in and out of the mental ward. To my reckoning, he
should have stayed in.
I sat next to them inviting them to share my bottle, thinking to school them on the
professional techniques of Zen Homelessness and Gliding.
“Things are moving, I can feel it,” said the older guy. “I am in touch with some
dudes on higher planes and they’ve informed me that some of us have been picked for
some initiatory exercises—we’re being called to upgrade the planet.”
“I just want to get to San Francisco. My friend says you can sleep outside and
there’s a lot of money to made on the street.”
“Doing what?” I asked. He looked at me.
“Where have you been?” He looked me up and down. I was wearing cargo pants
and a knit shirt. I realized I looked like I didn’t look the part anymore.
“You the geek that works for social services?”
I laughed. The irony was not missed.
“Not hardly.” I took a drink from the bottle and passed it.
“So, what you doing here?” asked the older guy.
“I used to live here. I was the—King of this place. Zen Homelessness? Ring a
bell?”
They shook their heads.
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“So, you don’t know?” the kid asked me. “It’s the only way to go, booty for
money. Course, you’re kinda old. You might have to pay them!” The kid laughed and
pulled on the bottle before passing it back to me.
They laughed. I smiled and nodded. They were making fun of me. Had things on
the street changed that fast; was I already obsolete?
The kid leaned back.
“I’m going west this Friday. Got a ride.”
“You won’t be here for my induction?” asked the other guy.
“Sorry, Frank, can’t.”
Frank looked visibly upset.
“Shit, I need all the support I can get. You know what I need-—“
“What are being inducted into?”
Frank looked at me as if I’d asked what color the sky is.
“What do you think?” he exploded. “The Order of Piss.”
I laughed.
“Piss? Come on,” I said. He grabbed his coat, pulling it tight and got up.
“I’m not sitting with you,” he said and shuffled away. The kid looked at me.
“What’d you do that for?”
“Do you take him seriously?” I asked.
“What difference does it make?” the kids got up and followed after Frank.
“Hey—wait up!” the kid called after Frank and they shuffled off with my bottle. I
almost went after them to get the bottle back, but thought better of it. I looked up and
realized it was getting late and I had to get to work. I was doing dinner shift. I had been
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promoted from dishwasher to head cook and was managing the afternoon rush. Sloan
needed a mature guy in the kitchen to make sure things ran smoothly; someone who
could handle the weird transient types that frequented restaurant work. I suppose I have a
talent for that.
I walked off toward Central Ave. and the bus. Going to work wasn’t so bad, a
better alternative than listening to some guy talk about initiating his piss.
That night after work I went home and avoided Tony, going straight to bed. I had
another Marty dream. I was back at Parch Street in Piss Park giving one of my lectures.
“The Way out Is the Way In!” I shouted in my dream, Marty stood in a group of
people around the edges of the park, half-listening. I looked out into the crowd, searching
for a familiar face, looking for someone with sympathetic eyes.
Marty looked up at me as if I was the best thing since sliced bread. He smiled
wide. I stopped talking, looked out into the crowd and smiled back.
“That’s great, Nameless,” Marty said.
“Thank you,” I said and bowed. Next thing we were sitting in Marty’s old office
with him behind his desk. The camera was set up as it used to be and Marty was playing
with the pen, rolling it and spinning it over and over. I watched him spin the pen.
“So, Nameless, how far we’ve come. You happy?”
“The film thing fell through. It was a fiasco and I feel like a total sucker.”
“Oh, that happens,” was all he said. He grabbed a red baseball cap hanging on the
wall behind him and put it on backwards.
“Keep driving, Nameless. The way is long, the rain is hard, but you got to keep
driving.”
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I woke in a sweat. The next day at my appointment I told Lorraine about the
dream.
“I like that,” she said. “It’s significant.”
“You say everything’s significant, Lorraine. That means nothing is significant.”
“You think I’m incompetent, don’t you?”
“Well, you have a degree, you’re a bona fide psychotherapist, right?’
“I don’t need your approval to do my job.”
I nodded.
“You know what I think? I think you are a supreme egotist--a true egomaniac.
You dropped off the face of the world because you thought you were too good for it.”
“Oh, that’s horse shit,” I said. “You don’t know a damn thing, do you?”
She looked at me, unsmiling. We had no therapeutic repoire.
“I just want someone who has some knowledge-- deeper insight, a—“
She continued staring at me.
“Perhaps it’s time to terminate therapy.” I was hoping she’d say that so I didn’t
have to. “Perhaps we’ve gone as far as we can.”
I looked back at her. Those intense eyes, the matching coordinated outfits. She
was right.
I went to work. Sloan was running around like a crazy person because the lunch
rush had doubled now that spring was creeping in. He didn’t have enough corned beef or
pastrami because he was still operating on winter business. I offered to drive to the
distributors and get some meat and the next thing I knew I was making deliveries in
addition to my cooking and management duties. Pretty soon, I thought, I’ll be running the
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whole damn restaurant. This made me anxious. When would I ever find time to make my
film? Art is my Life, I thought, not my Life is Art.
Stormy called a few days after my last session with Lorraine.
“What’s up?”
“Jesus, Stormy, I’m running off my feet. I’m head lunch cook now, managing
employees and in addition I’m running delivery. Can I call you back? The dinner cook is
sick and I have to fill in.”
“Yeah, okay. Just thought I’d check to see how things are going.”
“Well, the film is scrapped for now, I’ve got too much work. I’m still at this God
Damn “Y.” I want to save for a car, you know the usual shit.”
“When’s your next appointment?”
“Appointment?”
“With Lorraine.”
“Oh, yeah, well, we terminated therapy.”
“You’re kidding.”
“No.”
“Wow.”
“Are you okay?”
“I’m fine, Stormy. Really. I’ve got to get back to work.”
Stormy wasn’t feeling me out about me; she was feeling me out about herself.
Every time something happens to someone I love it seems to always fall on the heels of
my stupidity.
A few days after Stormy called I got a call from Lorraine.
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“Can you come into the office?”
“Yeah, sure. What for?”
“There’s something I need to talk to you about.”
There sat Lorraine, visibly upset, not her usual calm self, the coordinated outfit
not matching as usual. Yolanda had worked for Lorraine after Marty died for a while to
get her new patients integrated, but she soon retired and was replaced with a young girl
from named Bodhi. Bodhi never managed the phone lines well, and her outfits were
decidedly uncoordinated. Bodhi was trying to punch three phone line buttons at once and
the phone continued to ring.
“Why don’t you take the day off!” Lorraine screamed at her. The phone continued
to ring. I had never seen Lorraine so upset or so unprofessional.
“What the hell’s the matter?” I asked.
Lorraine rushed toward me and collapsed into my arms, crying. Bodhi grabbed
her jacket and ran out of the office. The phone continued to ring. The place was in ruins.
“Stormy’s dead,” Lorraine cried at me, buried into my arms. I had a terrible and
inappropriate thought as I held her, feeling her breasts against my chest. This was not the
sort of thought one thinks about one’s therapist, or is it? I knew transference was one of
the main tools of the trade. Still, the timing sucked.
I rubbed her back as she cried. I couldn’t stop her. The thought of Stormy dead
didn’t even really hit me. I was confused.
“Stop crying Lorraine, and tell me what happened.”
She straightened up and looked at me with those penetrating, troubled eyes.
“I need to go for a drink.”
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There was no invitation here, at least not a conscious one. It was just an emotional
need on her part. We left in her car to Port O’ Call, a bar that young professionals in town
frequented, a place where the troubled minds of the young moneyed met and drank
complained and spent their troubled money bitching about life.
As Lorraine knocked back her third drink it took all my effort to keep her straight
on the barstool. She was schmoozing the bartender and every one else within a few feet
of us. I had a few drinks myself. She didn’t seem to notice and anyway, it didn’t matter
because I wasn’t her patient anymore.
After an hour of this I was beginning to get the drift that I’d have to drive her
home.
“We’re all just soldiers in the line of fire!” she shouted after finishing a bottle of
Chives. I pulled her from falling off the stool more than once.
“I’m getting hungry,” she said, twisting her head around to look at no one in
particular. “Peel me a grape.”
“It’s time to go,” I said, pulling her off the stool and putting her jacket on.
“Don’t bug me,” she said, twisting out of the sleeves. “I told you, soldiers in the
line of fire!” The bartender gave me a look that said if I didn’t get her out of his bar that
he was going to make her leave. The cold of the March air hit us like a slap.
“Lorraine, give me the keys to the car,” I demanded.
“I can drive, shit!” she said spinning on her boots. “Don’t you agree?”
“No, I don’t, Lorraine. It’s absolutely impossible for you to drive now.”
“That’s not what I mean,” she pouted. “I mean, about being soldiers in the line of
fire.”
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“Right. Give me the car keys.”
“They’re after us—shooting at us from everywhere. We’re in the front lines! Are
you listening?”
I managed to stuff her into her car and get her back to her house.
“Want to come in?” She said teetering to the door. I unlocked the door for her and
shoved her inside.
“No, Lorraine. See you later.”
I took the bus back to the “Y” that night. Lying in my room on my single bed I
cried for Stormy, for Hel, for myself, for Lorraine and for all those soldiers in the cold.
The wee happy hours were gone, love was a dream, we were under fire and it was
coming down hard. No regrets, no fears. Soldiers take open fire and die with dignity. My
biggest fear was that I might end up the only soldier left on the battlefield.
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Chapter 30
Transition
After Stormy killed herself I realized I had no friends. I wouldn’t call Sloan a
friend; he was my boss. Tony was a kind of friend, except that our conversations always
led to his self-pity and my frustration with it. Now that I was no longer in therapy I felt an
empty void in my life. Something was missing. I called Evan but he was away on a shoot
in New Hampshire. I knew that unless I did something aggressive to establish human
relationships I wasn’t going to have any. They weren’t just going to show up at my
doorstep.
At this fulcrum point of realization I had another most amazing chance to see
Brenda. I thought once the family moved away there would never be another way to
contact her, but there it was, a reminder in the bar, that infamous place where Lorraine
got drunk, the Port O’ Call. I went back there for some reason. I myself don’t know.
Perhaps I was looking for a remnant of pain and why not? Pain was the only familiar
thing in my life.
There was Eddie’s son sitting at a table by the window. He was a sophisticated,
bitter young man, aged by Eddie’s death, sitting with a woman much too old for him. I
recognized him and nodded. He nodded back.
“Hey, how are you?” he asked as I brushed by.
“I thought your mother was moving.”
“How’d you know that?”
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I realized what a faux pas this was. There was no way in hell this young kid
would know about his mother and me and God knows, I wouldn’t tell him. How was I
going to cover this one? I wondered.
“Yeah, I stopped by—stopped by your house to—to say how sorry I was about—“
This young man gave me a hard look. His cynicism was beyond belief.
“What bullshit you handing me, dude?”
“Okay, truth. I went by your house; that’s true. I wanted to make amends
somehow, make things right.”
“You’re one of those homeless geeks, right?”
The woman sitting with him was growing impatient.
“I was. I’ve been reformed.”
She laughed. I looked her straight in the eye and she stopped her laughter.
“Fine. Don’t believe me. I don’t care.”
I started to walk away.
“Hey wait,” he called after me. “I’m Taywan.”
I turned back and shook his hand.
“Join us?” he asked. The woman shook her head with disapproval.
“No thanks.”
“Well, we didn’t leave town. She got a small apartment on the West Side and now
she’s working for an attorney.”
“That’s good.”
He nodded.
“Is she doing—all right?”
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“She’s doing fine. We’re all doing fine,” he said and turned his eyes back to the
woman. I sat at the bar and drank for a few hours wondering if Brenda’s number was
listed. Seeing Taywan brought memory back of the way she felt inside. I craved her soft
warm pussy, those heavy breasts.
After drinking I left and went back to Sloan’s. In the course of a month Sloan had
promoted me from Lunch chef and all around delivery boy to restaurant manager. I was
doing the book keeping, payroll and scheduling employees. I cut down on the drinking—
I needed to be efficient. I envisioned that soon I would own the place.
After work I went back to the “Y.” The bank agreed to give me a car loan in three
months if Sloan would co-sign which he reluctantly agreed to do. I was about to get back
on my feet again after the Nixon’s wiped me out.
I got Brenda’s new number from directory assistance. I hated standing in the
hallway calling from the payphone at the “Y” but I had no choice. Tony had a habit of
hanging around and listening to my phone calls. He often took the camera out of my
room and taped me phoning. It was annoying as hell and I told him so, but I also thought
it might make good incidental footage.
The film was changing from a documentary to an autobiography.
Brenda answered on the second ring. There was Tony pointing the camera at me.
“Hi,” I said.
“Who is this?”
“Nameless.”
“There is absolutely no reason on earth for you to call me. We shouldn’t have to
talk about anything.”
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“Don’t be cold Brenda.”
“I didn’t say you could call me.”
“I thought you were leaving town.”
“We decided to stay. I sold the house and Mika graduated early. She’s taking
classes at community college.”
“Great. I saw your son—“
“Taywan?”
“Yeah, I saw Taywan at the Port O’ Call yesterday.”
“What’s he doing there? He with his sugar mama?”
“Well, he was with a beautiful woman looking a damn sight older than him.”
“No kidding she’s older, she’s forty if she’s a day.”
“She’s in good shape.”
There was a silence.
“What you want? Why are you calling?”
“I don’t know, I—“
“If you want to, you can come over for dinner. Little Eddie’s spending the night
with a friend tomorrow.”
Her mood swing was glorious.
I wore the Armani suit for dinner with Brenda. She opened the door, a smile on
her face. I had never seen her face smile so this was a new concept.
Dinner was exceptional. Brenda was a World-class cook. The kitchen had aromas
that were voluptuous. The taste, the texture, the color of the food was sensual and
inspired.
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We went into the living room with our glasses of wine after dinner. She brought
out dessert. I began to wonder how in hell Eddie could have become the pervert he was
around this incredible display of culinary healing. There was a picture of Eddie and the
kids on the mantle.
Brenda sat next to me waiting, I suppose, for the conversation to turn into
something. I had nothing to say, meaningless or otherwise. We were avoiding the most
obvious topic, which would be to bring Eddie or the subject of his life up in any way.
Avoiding talking about Eddie took up a lot of energy.
I finally put my wineglass down and leaned in toward her. She was breathing
heavily. I felt the weight of her desire descend on me.
“Brenda, listen I—“
She put her hand up to my mouth.
“We can’t talk about it, that’s all. We just can’t. We’re two consenting adults. Can
you agree to that?”
“I’ve been known to agree to that.”
“That’s all there was before, right?”
“Yes, that’s true. But things have changed. I’ve changed. I—-“
Brenda got up. I could feel the frustration and anger coming off her clothes. They
crackled with it.
“Look, I need to be held and loved and kissed for a few brief hours. The kids are
out and—“
“So, what am I, to you, Brenda, a stud service?”
She laughed.
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“I got to go do the dishes.”
She walked out into the kitchen and I remained on the couch. Maybe I could start
charging for this. She put on a CD on her way out, some kind of gospel music. It
reminded me of something, but what, I couldn’t place. I didn’t like it. There was nothing
even remotely romantic about it.
While she was in the kitchen I slipped around to the hall closet, grabbed my coat
and left. I was never going to do this again, I decided. Stormy wouldn’t have liked it. As I
walked toward the street to grab a bus, I felt liberated. I thought about Stormy. When I
got back to the “Y” Tony was waiting for me, breathless.
“Those film people called, they called—here’s the message.”
I read the message and tossed it. Mike Nixon. Who did he think he was? Did he
really believe I’d ever talk to him again after he scammed me out of all my money and
my Tahoe?
I called the number out of curiosity, nothing more.
“Mike, you shit head liar. You deceived me, you stole everything I had—“
“Look, I’m sorry I really am. I am sorry. Maisie and Grace have taken off.”
“Where’s my money?”
“I’ve managed to recover some of it. You can buy a new car, maybe.”
“Fuck that, I’m getting a car loan.”
“It’s the least I can do, honestly, for what happened.”
“Are you even actually in the film business, Mike?”
“Yes, yes, I am. I hire out as a stand-in, do extra work—“
“So, you’re not a producer or a director or anything.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 526

526
10/26/13

“I was director on that Health Channel thing, that’s true, but I haven’t had a break
since then. I’m always looking for opportunity, though. You’ve got talent. It’s worth
developing.”
I sighed.
“So, what about Slip Away?”
“Oh. They’re friends of mine. They run a carpet cleaning business.”
“Like the Chinese Triad?”
He laughed.
“I’m working on a script set in LA, murder mystery.”
“How much of my money have you got left, Mike?”
“Well, listen, here’s what I thought. I thought maybe you and I could really make
that movie you got—you know the homeless thing.”
“The homeless thing is dead Mike. This dude here at the “Y” is shooting random
footage of me all the time.”
“So you—-we can make you be the central focus.”
“I’m managing a restaurant right now, Mike, I just don’t have time for that shit
anymore.”
“How boring.”
“You just plan to lie, cheat and scam people-—much more interesting, right
Mike?”
“People lie all the time—what’s the big deal? Anyway, it’s never easy, making a
film. There’s never enough money and the whole thing is --we’re creating myths and
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we’re part of a myth at the same time. Don’t you find that intriguing? Anyway, isn’t this
what Marty wanted you to do?”
“I don’t know what Marty wanted me to do.”
“He left you the seed money.”
“Yeah, that he did, until you took it.”
“I’ve recovered some of it.”
“So just give me my money back and leave me alone.”
“You don’t want to even try to do this movie?”
“Mike, whatever the hell I want to try to do, I don’t want to do it with you.”
“Fine. I can take a hint.”
To my surprise Mike sent me a check. There was $2,000 left out of the $20,000
Marty left me. It wasn’t much, but I decided to plan a vacation, maybe see the ocean and
beach that had eluded me on my last visit to California.
I was discouraged and disgusted with the whole business. I called Lorraine’s
office. Bodhi was gone and there was another girl there, Sandy.
“She’s in session right now. Can I give her a message?”
“Yeah, tell her to call Nameless. It’s urgent.”
Lorraine returned my call a few hours later. I was about to go to work.
“What is it?”
“I want to start therapy again.”
“I’m not sure that I should be your therapist—I can’t get a handle on that. I mean,
I really don’t think I can.”
“Can you recommend someone else?”
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“Let me think about it and get back to you.”
I went to work. I was watching myself watch myself. Thomas Merton mentality
was creeping back in. There I was, I realized, working like a dog at a job, something I
swore I would never do. I had normal clothes, a room to live in, I watched television and
knew the names of shows; I had phone conversations and daily showers. I was becoming,
seamlessly, without my really noticing it, a card-carrying member. Against everything I
had ever believed in, I was being absorbed and sucked into life. The daily grind. One day
at a time. I was no longer interesting. I couldn’t even have casual sex anymore.
Suicidal thoughts crept in. Everyone I knew, especially the women, had died or
killed themselves; why not me? And if they didn’t die, they became intolerable or just
dropped off the face of the earth. Or so it seemed. These kinds of thoughts rambled
around in my head. I must have been depressed. I was out of all the pills left over from
therapy; I reckoned I needed to get back on and back into therapy. Having a “life” wasn't
quite what it was cracked up to be.
Just when things seemed the bleakest, Evan called and said he’d like to come by
for a visit. I decided to take a few days off work and spend some quality time with him.
“Dad, you need a woman. I mean, a real woman your age. Some kind of
companionship, someone to love and take trips with and whatever.”
We were driving around in the used Toyota truck I had just bought with the loan
Sloan co-signed. I figured I’d be paying on the car loan for the rest of my life. I installed
a CD player and blasted the soundtrack from West Side Story as Evan and I went around
town.
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“I remember this,” Evan said as we drove toward the lake. “I used to hear you
play this.”
“Yeah, I love the music. Every time I hear it, I cry. Last time I saw a production
of it was outdoors at the park. They did a wonderful performance, and used real Hispanic
people for the parts.”
At the lake we sat on the big rock freezing our asses off in the spring wind—some
of it left over from winter. I looked at Evan’s profile. He was such a sweet boy. I
marveled at his openness. I was awestruck with his willingness to let go of the past and
accept me for what I was.
“Leonard Bernstein was dynamic,” I said as I held wet sand in my hands.
“Yeah,” Evan said. “So, what’s up with you and this film?”
“Forget it,” I said.
“You need a woman friend to give you hope.”
“Hope is overrated. Anyway, all the women I know kill themselves, or disappear.
I can’t take any more disappointment anymore. Hope died with Stormy.”
“Maybe you need a vacation. How’s therapy going?”
“She terminated.”
“She terminated? Why?”
“I don’t know, I think she fell in love with me.”
Evan clapped his hands like he did when he was a little boy.
“That’s it!” he yelled, almost falling off the rock. “She’s the one—you’re soul
mate!”
“Oh hang on there, son! My what?” I asked.
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“She’s the one. The woman-—the woman of your dreams.”
“Lorraine? Hardly.”
“How old is she?”
“Forties I guess.”
“Married?”
“Divorced.”
“Well?”
“Oh, Evan, these things are never as simple as they look.”
We ate lunch at the restaurant on the lake. It was a converted train station with
train ties on the walls for display.
“You need a vacation, Dad. Go somewhere warm. Lie on the beach; just relax.
You’re working now; you’ve earned it. Then, come back here and marry Lorraine.”
I looked at Evan as if he were either completely crazy or totally wise. I wasn’t
sure which. I did enjoy his willingness to paint a mythical scenario for my life.
Evan went back to New York and I went to Sloan and asked for some vacation
time. Sloan was a large man. He was in his sixties--but he looked like seventy and I
wasn’t sure he’d be around for seventy-five. He hoped to hand the restaurant over to his
daughter soon so he could retire. Our relationship had gone from his tenuous skepticism
about my performance to his co-dependence on me running the place.
“You know, I took you in here when you had no job and you were a mess.”
“I know, and I’m grateful,” I found myself saying.
“Gratitude isn’t what I want. I want your body and soul. Is that too much to ask?”
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“Sloan, let me just take a few weeks off. I’ve got a little money and I need to do
some searching here. Then I’ll come back and hand myself over to you on a silver
platter.”
“Where you going?” he asked.
“California,” I said, without a second thought.

Chapter 31
Winners and Losers
Best Western had a businessman’s deal at one of their motels in Long Beach. I
thought about driving up the coast to Desolation Island and having a Kerouac moment,
but decided I could find desolation anywhere; I didn’t have to go looking for it.
Sloan gave me the name of his brother who lived in San Diego but I never called
him.
I arrived at the airport, picked up my luggage and went straight to the motel. It
wasn’t exactly the high spot of California, but it was cheap and I didn’t care. Sloan gave
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me his business number and I registered as a restaurant owner. That gave me a cheap rate
on the room and it included two massages and free use of the pool and weight room.
It was off-season, cold and windy. The first thing I did after checking in and
throwing my one case on the bed, was walk down to the beach. The die-hards were there,
even some surfers and girls on roller blades with the best damn asses I had ever seen; but
mostly the place was deserted. The sun was out, but I could see some clouds threatening
rain in a short time.
I walked along the beach for hours. I couldn’t get enough of the water; the
brightness of the sun as it glanced off the waves, the crest of white on top of a wave, the
feeling of sand on my feet. It was magnificent.
In the old days, I thought, when I was homeless, my greatest dream was taking a
bath. Now that showers and baths had become a regular part of life, it was the dream of
water, sea, and ocean that haunted me. My obsession with water had never really abated;
it had just taken a new form. I formulated new plans as I walked along the shore, seeing
nothing but the water and the inside of my mind. I dreamed big, I dreamed happy, I
dreamed floating. I could see sails far off and wished myself on one of those boats,
drifting out past the horizon, into the unknown.
Being by the Pacific brought back an ancient feeling, one that I’d had perhaps
before my time, an old groan that moved up into my muscle through the eyes and behind
the eyes. It was a sound that rumbled so low I could hardly hear it, a chant, a moment, a
space, a dream, and a time. I was a wanderer in the realms of the space beyond time,
beyond dreams. I splashed in the water, not even feeling the cold. My arms and legs
tingled with energy and a joy I had never experienced. How could I have been landlocked
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for so long? Landscape without water was desert, I decided. Only truly evolved humans
could walk into the water and share a moment with Dolphins and Whales and other
primordial creatures. I felt that any moment I would sprout fins, dive deep, and never
return. I waded around the shoreline for an hour, looking up into the sky. I swear I could
hear Dolphins crying, but it could be my high state of consciousness. At one point, I am
certain I heard voices chanting, but could not understand a word they said. I flashed on
myself walking out of the water, naked, and finding some kind of totem or statue flanked
by magicians and headed by a great shaman medicine man. I walked out of the water and
was greeted by gulls, the sun retreating behind a cloud, and a bunch of surfers wearing
thongs. So much for the shamans. Today we physical worship beauty, and there is no
greater center for that worship than Southern California.
But I did not care or notice. It was of no consequence to me. My quest was
perfectly realized inside my own internal moment. Sitting on the sand I saw a beautiful,
dark-haired Goddess walking along the beach wearing a gauzy white linen dress and
gold sandals. Her quiet, imperial introspection made me feel loving; her long hair
blowing in the wind. She looked like a visiting ghost alongside the rest of us. I watched
her until she disappeared into the haze, like everything else.
I began to slow down and think my thoughts. They were coming to me so rapidly
I had to hold on to them, as one would hold onto a balloon about to drift skyward and
float away. Each new thought overlapped the last until they all bunched together, tangled
and woven like strands of discarded hemp. Speaking of hemp, somebody from the
restaurant had laid some weed on me before I left. It was back at the motel.
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I sat in front of the ocean, in worship, thinking about going back to the motel,
getting stoned, going for a hot tub and eating dinner, when a young man walked in front
of me, blocking my view. He turned around and looked at me.
“Sorry,” he said, and smiled.
I nodded.
“You live here?” he asked.
“Visiting.”
“Oh,” he walked over to me and sat next to me on the sand. “Mind if I sit?”
“It’s a free beach,” I said, reluctant to give up the delicious moment of aloneness I
had encountered.
“Ocean is great. I don’t get here enough,” he said.
“You live here and you don’t get to the beach?”
“Work. It’s a company town, you know, and I work for the company.”
“What company?”
“Film. It’s a company town,” he repeated like a mantra.
“Yeah, well ask that of the kids in Watts or the Barrio, whaddaya think?”
He looked at me.
“True.”
“Are you from California?”
He laughed. I could feel rain, the clouds were moving in.
“Nobody here is from here. I’m originally from Minneapolis. Name’s Rob. Black
Elk Productions.”
I shook his hand.
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We both looked out into the ocean, feeling a cold wind come up. He was wearing
rolled up pants and a shirt.
“Cold,” he said. “Would you like to join me for dinner and a drink?”
“Sure,” I said. I was here; it was time for vacation, for adventure.
We went to a bar near the beach. There were many. This one looked a bit rundown and seedy. We got a booth in the back.
“I like this place because it’s a little down at the heels and nobody I work with
would be caught dead here,” he said as we sat.
Rob and I ordered drinks and dinner. I felt like I was joining the world of normal
people, ordering a drink, eating out; having a vacation. It was less than a year since I
shivered in the snow and took Hel to the hospital. It was hard for me to even relate to
Nameless. Who was he?
“So what do you do?”
“I manage a restaurant.”
He nodded.
“What about you, Rob?”
“Producer.”
“Oh,” I looked down at my drink hoping he wouldn’t see the smirk on my face.
“Doesn’t impress you, eh?”
“Well, I had a shitty experience with someone who claimed to be a producer who
ended up taking all my money.”
“Did he take your product?”
“Product?”
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“The film.”
“The film hasn’t been made yet. I just have some footage on video.”
He leaned forward.
“What’s it about?”
“My life, the homeless, life on the street.”
“Interesting.”
“Really?” I asked, taking a drink from the whiskey I ordered.
He continued to nod.
“I’m interested,” he said as our food arrived. I cut into my steak.
“I’ll have to check your credentials out this time. Can’t be too sure. I don’t want
to get fucked over again,” I told him.
“Of course. Can’t blame you.”
He handed me his card.
‘Rob Fineberg. Producer. Blackfeet Legend Productions.’ I read.
“You can call and check me out,” he said.
“So, you make a living at this?”
“I hope so. I’ve got a wife, a new baby, car and house payments.”
“Ah, movie people have to pay for shit just like the rest of us?”
He laughed.
“I like you. Why don’t you come over to my office before you leave town.”
“Fine. I’ll drive over--I rented a car.”
“Oh forget that. It’s pretty hard to navigate L.A. highways alone. I’ll pick you up.
Where you staying?”
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“Best Western.”
After dinner Rob dropped me off at the front of the motel and drove off. I
wondered if I’d hear from the dude again. Somehow it didn’t matter much. I soaked in
the hot tub and contemplated the changes in my life over the last year.
I fell asleep listening to the sounds of some kids romping down at the pool. The
rain came and went during the night and I woke and slept, woke and slept, having strange
dreams that had a watery feel.
Early the next morning my room phone rang. It was Lorraine.
“How’d you find out I was here?”
“Sloan.”
“You been searching for me?”
“Kind of.” There was a pause. “I still can’t get over Stormy’s death. I feel
responsible. I mean-- I was her therapist. Don’t you think I should have been able to stop
her—done something? I knew she had a history of suicide in her family, suicide attempts
of her own—“
“Lorraine, did you give her your best as a therapist?”
“Of course.”
“Then that’s all you can expect from yourself.”
“Why isn’t this bothering you more, why not?”
“I didn’t love Stormy the way you did. It wasn’t like that. I cared for her, she was
sweet, but it was a distant relationship, really. More about my recovery than anything
between us.”
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“You always get away with using people. I just don’t understand it. It’s just
because you’re a fucking male. I hate men.”
“You need therapy Lorraine.”
“I know. Marty was my therapist.”
“Oh yeah?” I thought about this for a minute. “Was he objective?”
“Of course. Marty was supreme. How could you doubt this?”
“I use people? What do you mean?”
“Never mind, just forget it. I’m on my way out. Sorry I called.”
She hung up. Damn the bitch. I swore I wouldn’t let her ruin the second day of
my vacation, it was too precious to me.
Rob called me. I was surprised. I was convinced these film types didn’t do the
pursuing much; they had too much pride or too much conceit to do that. It was always my
impression that they felt they were hottest tickets in town and we should be grateful to
kiss their ass if they deigned to even throw a glance our way. The popular crowd never
liked me, and I liked them even less, but Rob struck me as a fairly regular guy.
He picked me up; we drove for about an hour and arrived at his tiny little office
somewhere in Santa Monica. He had a desk, a phone, a leather couch, a Rolodex, a
bathroom and a secretary named Marissa.
“So --what you got—it intrigues me. I mean we got the makings of a story here.”
“It’s my story, Rob, I lived it.”
“Even better.”
“Can we use the footage I’ve shot?”

Nameless the Hero

Page 539

539
10/26/13

“Maybe as a montage, something to show where you’ve come from. We’ll make
it a redemption story. The redemption of one homeless dude on his quest for meaning in
life.”
I smirked.
“You don’t like that?” he asked.
“I don’t know. I’m not sure I even believe in redemption. I mean, lives just go on,
you know, up and down, like the waves. The tide comes in, the tide goes out. It isn’t a
straight line.”
“I see what you mean,” he said. His thoughtfulness surprised me. “So how do you
see the story?”
“Well, I see it as one man suffering through life, making mistakes, fucking up and
coming to terms with that. Admitting he’s a fuck up and going on from there.”
“But this is Hollywood, Bard, and we’ve got to have happy endings!”
“What about Hud? Did that have a happy ending? Or Citizen Kane? The movies
have a history of great dark characters who don’t have happy endings!”
He nodded.
“Well, we can make a dark movie with an edge, it’s just that these days audiences
require some kind of resolution that makes them feel good.”
“So, you want a feel-good movie about the homeless?”
We ate lunch off the lot at a bistro where every dish had too many ingredients.
The list of ingredients terrified me.
“Is there any place in L.A. where you can get just a plain hamburger or
something?”
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“White Castle,” Rob said. The menus were bigger than the chairs we sat in. Our
‘server’ of the day was a young man with a ponytail and eyeliner. I ordered some freaky
dish that had too much green stuff in it. Here I was, back in L.A. What drew me to this
place?
“So you’re just here on vacation, you’re not here to sell your script?”
“Hell no, Rob. I mean I don’t even have a script as I said. All I’ve got is footage.”
“Still, a germ of an interesting idea. I’ll go out on a limb on this. I’ll put some
money into the project and see where it leads. It’s a risk, but what’s life without risk?”
Danny deVito walked by and they shook hands.
“You know him?” I asked Rob.
“Yeah, we’re working on a project together. What do you think about him as your
main character?”
“Absolutely repellent. I mean, not him, per se, but can’t possibly fit him into the
image of my homeless guy. Actually, I was hoping I could be me.”
“That’s a no-no. Most times when the writer casts himself it turns into a classic
disaster, know what I mean?”
“How much money you planning to throw my way?”
“Well, I can start you out with twenty thousand dollar option on a ten million
dollar budget and go from there. That means it’s pretty damn tight. And you’ll have to sit
down with me and hammer out some kind of acceptable script.”
Rob had no idea how much ten million dollars sounded to the ears of a man who
had recently slept in a tent next to a Dumpster and was currently living at the “Y.” It was
money and money wasn’t heaven, but it was close. My eyeballs refused to stay in place, I

Nameless the Hero

Page 541

541
10/26/13

was sure he could see my mouth salivating. I had no idea how easily I could be turned
from outcast to materialist. It happened so fast, I wasn’t even aware of the transition. But,
what was an acceptable script? I wondered.
“So, do I need to move to L.A.?”
“Well, that would be easier, but we can do stuff by phone and fax. I just think—“
“Fine,” I said, digging into something yellow and long on my plate. “I can handle
that. I just need to go back home and get my stuff.”
I decided to cut short my vacation. Rob gave me a check for ten thousand to show
good faith and seal the deal and I cashed it. There I was, on Rodeo Drive. I couldn’t help
thinking of Maisie. I went to Bill Blass and a few other places, buying clothes on whim,
whatever took my fancy. After this buying spree I took a glance at myself in a mirror and
realized what a Goddamn sap I had become. I spent nearly half my option money in one
day.
I took one last walk on the beach before I left for the airport. Staring at the water
I wondered if I had been converted or ushered into hell. It was difficult to say. The water
drew me closer and closer and I walked to the edge, sitting on the sand in my jeans,
shirtless. The same woman with the dark hair came by, allowing the sun and the wind to
blow her hair all over her beautiful bare back. I watched her until she disappeared away
off into the horizon again. Maybe she didn’t exist at all.
Oh fuck it, I thought. Why should I live up to some kind of invisible standard of
perfection? I was human, wasn’t I? Money and humanity were synonymous. I could have
fun. I wouldn’t go too far. I could control it--pull myself back. I thought of Lorraine. She
was a bitch who was going through recovery just like me. She lost her therapist and I lost
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mine. Only something about Marty seemed a bit more than just a therapist. He was
Glider—that’s for sure--a true Glider. Water licked at my ass sitting in the sand. I went
into the water, pants and all. I came from water, I would go to water, I thought. I could
swim into the unknown of my imagination, dwell in the parting knowledge of a moving
echo; the echo of sound, the echo of a dream, the rebirth of a man in middle age still
discovering life. I decided to write those thoughts down. They could be useful for the
main character. More and more ideas crept into me and wrapped fingers around my
insides. Thoughts and ideas were a lot more interesting than anything else. Maybe
Nameless could be like a buy back. He could become successful and get the girl-- why
not? Then my audience could leave happy and go home renewed.
I stood up and looked out into the ocean. Even though it was off-season, things
were calm and sad. Blue water, sun out, wind gentle. I contemplated my season. When I
was a loser, living on Parch Street, sleeping with a prostitute half my age, I claimed my
status vociferously. I was a winner precisely because I was a loser. Now, standing on the
beach off-season in Long Beach, with money in my pocket (minus what I spent on
clothes) and a ten million dollar budget on my film, I felt like a complete loser. Who wins
and who loses when the market becomes your muse? I wondered if the only way man
gets himself back is to fail in the world--if success can only be achieved by selling the
only precious thing he possesses.
I was wet through. The ocean in its silence could not or would not answer my
questions.
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Chapter 32
Lorraine’s Eyes
I called Lorraine as soon as I got back. She was excited about the film, but
cautious.
“You know, ten million is not a lot of money for a film these days. It’s pretty low
budget.”
“I know, but we’re talking about a movie about the homeless. How much money
do they need? They ain’t got any, anyway, right?”
“True.”
I listened to her breathing on the phone. Our relationship had crossed over into
that gray area: would we become lovers, was it meant to be? Was it ethical? Would she
have problems loving a former patient?
“Lorraine—“
“I’m having problems with this—whole thing; serious problems. I’m sure you can
understand.”
“Yeah, I do.”
We left it at that--until the next day, as I was getting ready to go tell Sloan about
quitting. Tony came into my room and saw me packing. My new clothes, with the tags
still on them, were laid out on the bed.
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“You got some new stuff?” he asked, taking a hit off the bottle of whiskey he had.
“Tony, you know you’re not supposed to be drinking.”
“By whose rules? Yours?”
“I’m sorry if I take an active interest in your well being.”
“Oh shit, man, have you become self righteous or what?”
“I’ve become sober, dude, and I like it!”
“Fuck you, you drink all the time.”
“Less and less. That’s why they call it controlled substance.”
“Controlled substance abuse, fucking shit head.”
Good old Tony never one to candy-coat things.
“And I see you’re loaded in more way than one.”
I looked at him. As much as I wanted to rehabilitate him, I realized it took some
cooperation on his part; I couldn’t just drag him along on my journey. There was this
unspoken attitude he had that I owed him. That chip on the shoulder ‘you owe me’
mentality was familiar to me. I recognized it as my own. I’d spent all those years on the
street thinking the whole damn culture owed me. It wasn’t until I started working for
myself that I realized how much of a lie that was, it was a crock of shit; an excuse to go
on one long binge that practically destroyed everything worthwhile in my life and me
with it.
“I used to hate people like myself,” I told him, “People who took an “active
interest” in my well being, people who wanted to reform me and really wanted to reform
themselves in the process, people who used me as an excuse to make themselves feel
better about their own shit, people who used me as a mascot of uselessness or loser
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mentality. But the fact is, Tony, the only real thing is finding your own sense of self
worth. No one can do it for you. Do you think you’re worth anything?”
“Fuck you,” he said, taking a long drink from a bottle and walking out of my
room. I continued to pack. He walked back in.
“You know, you think you’re superior, don’t you? You think you’re fucking hot
shit, but let me tell you, you got help! You got help!”
I looked at him long and hard.
“You bet. I did. And that’s all I’m trying to do—pass it on.”
“Pass it on? What the fuck does that mean?”
“Look, Tony, if you can sober up, I’ll employ you somehow on this film project
I’m doing.”
“What--fucking footage of us losers?”
“It’s changed a bit. I have somebody in Hollywood interested, I have a budget,
it’s a legit operation now.”
He looked at me from the chasm of loser, and I realized how far he would have to
go to reach up for this opportunity. Perhaps it was too far. I also realized that my ability
to climb out was more than just luck or will power. I began to feel a sense of gratitude for
it. Without Marty—dear Marty—I almost choked up but I stopped it--I would have been
where Tony was, and stayed there.
“Reach up pal and take the opportunity,” I said.
He looked at me from drunken eyes, and shook his head.
“I’ll stay where I am, thanks,” he said, and walked out of my room for the last
time. I saw myself walk out with him. I remember the pride of a loser, it’s strong and a

Nameless the Hero

Page 546

546
10/26/13

hard thing to shake. My old self walked out with him and would never walk in again. I
bookmarked the memory, though, just as a reminder. I called Lorraine that evening at
home. She sounded tired and quite reluctant to talk with me.
“Are you still upset about Stormy?”
“I’ll always be upset about Stormy.”
“You can’t change it, Lorraine. I’m sure the spirit of Stormy forgives you.”
“How do you know that? It’s just some more of that New Age bullshit.”
“You can forgive yourself.”
“I doubt it. The whole concept has lost its meaning.”
“Everything has lost its meaning. It means whatever you give to it, Lorraine. You
put the meaning in.”
“Who’s doing the therapy now? You planning to go into psychoanalysis as a
profession?”
“You think a degree confers on you the only wisdom there is?”
“I don’t know. I gotta go. I’ve had a long day and I’m tired.”
“Fine.”
She hung up and I felt berated.
I was wishing, hoping, for some kind of romance, a union of souls, a reuniting of
our better parts. My dream was so far off the mark, it left me stunned. I thought about
going to the Port O’Call and having a drink, but I had lately come to admit I could never
be a casual drinker. I didn’t want to, but I saw myself becoming somewhat self-righteous
about conquering my addiction. I didn’t want to polarize Tony, he had been my friend
when I didn’t have a friend; he had been a companion to me when I felt worthless. Now it
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was my turn to do the same to him, yet my fear of being pulled back into that hole was
greater than my compassion and desire to help. I just wasn’t ready to help someone else; I
was still tenuous about my own place. So I walked over to Sloan’s instead.
Sloan was in the kitchen.
“Where you been?”
“On vacation. And I’m back early, so what’s your beef?”
“We need you, that’s what. You ready to start tonight?”
“Well, that’s what I need to tell you. Can we talk?”
“Mike, take over the line will ya?” Sloan rubbed his greasy hands on the saucecovered towel hanging over his shoulder and walked to the back office with me.
The office, a room the size of a toilet, was covered with dirty aprons, towels and
papers everywhere. Sloan started looking through receipts out of habit.
“The schedule is one holy hell of a mess. Can you sort it out?”
I sat down.
“Sloan, I need to tell you I’m leaving.”
“You’re leaving!” he exploded. “What the fuck for! You just got promoted. We
got you managing the place—pretty soon you could be a co-owner, I mean there are
things worse than the restaurant business.”
“Man, I am grateful, don’t get me wrong, but I got a really big break in the film
business and I want to go with it.”
“You want to give up your security for those cockamamie momsers?”
“What does that mean?”

Nameless the Hero

Page 548

548
10/26/13

“Idiots. That’s what it means, idiots and liars, deceivers and users. The film
business, what a crock of shit, Bard! I mean, could you waste your time even worse or
what?”
“It’s what I want to do, Sloan.”
“You want to wear stupid clothes and look down your nose at the real people, the
salt of the earth?”
“No, I want to make a film about them.”
He thought for a minute.
“Well, okay, I can see that. Sort of. Maybe. Am I in it?”
“Damn betcha Sloan, Jesus. What would it be without you? I mean, you helped
me when no one else would give me a job. You bet.”
“So, I get a part or what?” Sloan started preening the three hairs on top of his head
and smoothing his filthy apron.
“I’ll see what I can do, no guarantees. I’m working for someone now, a producer,
and he calls the shots.”
“But you’re the director, right?”
“Director and writer.”
“So, write me a part.”
“I’ll see what I can do.”
I went back home and wrote a couple of new scenes, one for Tony and one for
Sloan. God knows if they would make it into the film, but it eased my heart.
I continued to call Lorraine, leaving messages on her voice mail. It was obvious
she was avoiding me. I reminded her of failure and someone like Lorraine was not used
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to failing. She had graduated from college with honors; it was just not acceptable that
someone in her care had done the unthinkable thing. It made me feel almost angry at
Stormy for fucking things up. It had nothing to do with the quality of the therapy
sessions, or the quality of Lorraine’s life. It had to do with Stormy’s anger, her choice
and despair. Lorraine had allowed herself to identify with Stormy and now she was
paying the price.
Somehow I had to convey this to Lorraine in person. I decided to make a personal
call to her place and risk it.
Spring was upon us; the trees were in bloom. Cherry trees that lined our street
were coming out in pink buds; the air had a gentle touch. I opened the window in my
room and starting running outside in the mornings instead of going to the work out room
at the “Y.” One warm evening I decided to take a long walk over to Lorraine’s side of
town. She had a condo on the river, not far from the place Stormy and I had looked at.
Her door was decorated with a wreath of pink and yellow flowers. She answered
the door wearing her bathrobe, head wrapped in a towel.
“Did I come at a bad time?”
“What are you doing here?”
“I really need to talk to you. I feel we need to talk to each other.”
“I don’t think so.” She started to close the door. I pushed it open.
“Don’t,” she said and looked at me, “shit, you make me so mad.”
“Because you like me.”
“Because you annoy me, you—you push the limits. I don’t know.”
“Lorraine-- let me in.”

Nameless the Hero

Page 550

550
10/26/13

“You know, you’re a patient.”
“You terminated therapy.”
She shook her head.
“Come on Lorraine.” I pushed my way into her hallway and looked around. There
was a huge bouquet of roses on the lamp stand just inside the doorway.
“Who are those from?”
“Not you,” was all she said and walked away from me. I followed her into the
living area. The place was clearly seeing the aftermath of a major shopping spree. Boxes
and tissue were everywhere; clothes with the tags still on them draped the back of the
couch and chair.
“Going shopping?” I asked.
“I’ve been. What’s it to you? I can afford it.”
“So can I, so what?”
“You still living at the “Y”?” she asked, pulling her robe around her neck.
“Yeah, until I start production. It’s cheap and I really don’t need anything right
now. I just want to get started on the film.”
“Where are you filming?”
“Well, I want to get out of this Podunk place and go to L.A. or something.”
“L.A.?”
“Yeah.”
I brushed a copy of The Paris Review off a chair and sat down.
“So, what are you buying all these clothes for? Or should I say, who?”
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“None of your damn business,” she said, sitting on the back of the couch. She
removed the towel and shook her hair out. I had never seen her more seductive, bathrobe,
wet hair and all.
“Lorraine—“
“Are you trying to seduce me?”
“What if I am?”
“Get in line,” she said, smiled, and left the room. I looked back at the bouquet and
walked over to read the card.
“To a Goddess, Norm.”
“Who’s Norm?” I shouted to her. I could hear a hairdryer from the back of the
apartment. I walked toward the sound and saw her naked in the bathroom drying her hair
upside down. She stood up as soon as she saw me and dropped the hairdryer, still
running. I picked it up and shut it off; then I took a good long look at her body. It was
exquisite, perfect, in fact. Small, well-formed breasts, rounded hips, flat tummy, long
legs. The woman was a beauty, but I was damned if I would tell her. Let her sweat for a
bit, I decided.
“Finish drying your hair; I’ll take you out for coffee,” I said and walked back into
the living room.
“Fuck you!” I heard her shout after me.
Maybe it was better to let this first visit be an introduction, I decided. I made my
way toward the door, removing a rose from the bouquet and slammed the door on my
way out.
There were messages waiting for me when I got back to the “Y.”
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Al, the guy at the desk, was a seventy-year old alcoholic wrestler. At least, I heard
he had wrestled the circuit in his day. Now he was dried out, used up; he looked like what
I would have looked like had I stayed on Parch Street. It was a warning to me to stay
away from the sickening surrender that had put me there in the first place.
“You moving out of here?” he asked as he handed me my messages.
“Yeah. Starting production on a movie.”
“Your clothes look better.”
“Thanks,” I said and went up to my room. There was a note from Tony taped to
my door. I took it off and stuffed it into my pocket. I didn’t want to read it. It was
probably full of self-pity and I didn’t want to go there.
I could be ruthless, I realized, something about the male birthright. I could utilize
that male when it was necessary. Perhaps, it had its roots in survival; perhaps it had its
roots in anger or rage, I wasn’t sure. Maybe we haven’t taken the key from underneath
our mother’s pillows. No question, I still hated my mother. I would forgive her later; I
didn’t have time now.
I did know that in order to keep myself from sinking back into Parch Street I had
to scrub free of sentiment. It just had no place in my life, it was a burden, and it was
weighing me down. It was important to keep the momentum going and continue the
movement upwards.
My room was a mess as I had thrown all my new clothes everywhere. The
message Al gave me was from Lorraine.
“You shit. Don’t ever come around me again. L.”
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I read it over and over again, trying to contact something that I might have
missed, hoping there was something I could read between the lines, but I could find
nothing. It said what it said. She really didn’t want me to come around again.
I called her number but she was out and I didn’t want to leave a message on her
voice mail. There was a feeling she might consider me a stalker and call the police or
something.
I called my mother.
“Hi mom.”
“You again?”
“Yeah me.”
“When you coming to visit?”
“Well, I think I will for your birthday this June, how’s that?”
“I’m not sure I’ll be here. Call first.”
“I will. Say listen mom?”
“Yes, hurry up, I’ve got bread in the oven.”
“You’re baking bread?”
“The kids are coming over.”
“Yeah. Well, here’s what I thought. Maybe it doesn’t matter if we go over the past
or whatever. I mean, what’s the difference? It isn’t going to change, is it?”
“That’s mature of you.”
“Yeah. So Happy Birthday, anyway. But I do need to tell you this. Before I get to
forgiving you I got to express my anger. I resent you, mom, for destroying my childhood
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with your abuse; I resent you for making my life hell until now. I resent the whole God
damn thing, but I’ll get over it and I’ll get over there sometime to see you.”
“Well, make it some time before I die, asshole. Good bye.”
I felt the whole conversation was a defeat--a triumph and a defeat. Nothing is ever
clear-cut with me, anyway. Every damn triumphant moment carries within it the seeds of
destruction, and every glorious moment feels like the edge of death. Maybe I’m just the
High Priest of Gloom.
But, after all, the woman abused me; this was not a trouble that passes over. I
didn’t walk away unscathed. I did survive, but then, how? Like a torn curtain hanging in
the window of a slum house, my memories hid the light and looked like shit in the
window. Still, they were there, torn up and bleeding. I had to address them.
Living like a rotten street urchin for nearly fifteen years was my price. My price,
the price I paid for my mother’s transgressions, her anger, her unexpressed rage, her
cruelty, was ripping myself to pieces on the jagged rocks of denial. Now I was back from
the dead. Was it living? Here I was, forsaking my put-on Zen values, about to embark
upon a success run, fulfilling the mandate the family always had for me, and how was
this a win? I lost. I lost the momentum, the truth of the moment, the whole heart thing.
But it was what I strove for because I wanted the peaceful shore so much. I wanted those
survival waters, and the only way I could swim in that water and rest on the sandy beach
of all of it was to realize amnesty. That was it. I had to let it all go. That did not mean
forgetting, but it meant understanding that my hating the woman didn’t change a thing,
including her, and maybe loving her in spite of all her ugly faults might actually improve
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my life. Pardoning the past gave me the option to move on and moving on was what I
wanted to do.
I called Lorraine once again. She answered.
“Don’t hang up,” I said.
“I’m frozen to the spot.”
“The seasons are changing, Lorraine. Rob is flying me out to L.A. again and
we’re going to start production.”
“Great.”
“I’d like to see you.”
“Why?”
“Because I love you, Lorraine, God damn it,” I said and hung up.
I finished packing all my shit up and worked a deal out with the dude at the desk
of the “Y” to store my stuff there for a month or so. I put my new clothes into a new
suitcase and headed out for the airport.
I brought the camera and all my footage so Rob could see where I was going with
all this. He looked at it and was visibly moved.
“Can I show this to someone else?” he asked.
“Sure,” I said.
I stayed in Rob’s office. He had a couch that folded out to a bed and a little fridge
and a stove and all. He put up people there when they came to town. It was small but
clean. This time L.A. seemed more familiar. I was getting to like the place, relentless
sunshine and all. The next day Marissa picked me up and took me to Rob’s office. He
was on the phone but waved me in.
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“We’re filming your piece in Utah,” he said when he got off the phone. Marissa
brought me a double Cappucino with a shot of Hazelnut.
“Why Utah, Rob? This isn’t a Mormon piece.”
Rob told me because of the right to work in Utah our crew and production
expenses would be greatly reduced. He presented me with a tentative partial script.
“Who wrote this?” I asked.
“One of my readers. She loves it.”
“The film business,” I sighed. I took the script to the beach and read the one
hundred pages. The next day we met in his office and I had the opportunity to tell him
what I thought.
The reader had by some miracle, made a comedy out of my story. She portrayed
the homeless as a group of misfits waiting for a shot at the Improvisation Club. It was
horrendous.
“What the fuck is this, Rob? This sucks.”
He looked at me, feigning ignorance.
“Seriously. What happened to my original idea of doing a Docudrama about the
homeless? Something real; not this shit.”
I threw the script onto his desk. He sighed and the phone rang. He let it ring.
There he stood, a young would-be King, leaning against his desk, dressed in off-white
silk pants and a purple shirt. How the hell did I get here?
“I’m getting out of here, Rob. Every time I come to this Goddamn place some shit
happens to me.”
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“I appreciate your frustrations, truly I do. We all have to change our expectations
in the course of the creative process.”
“This isn’t about creative process, Rob. My story about healing and bringing
people to a certain realization about our society and our culture has become a sitcom in
your hands. You got it backwards here in L.A.; you make the poor look stupid. Well, I
don’t believe that’s the way it should be.”
“There are no ‘shoulds’ and ‘should-nots’ in Art. Art is impervious to values. We
just present the attitude, the stance, and the behavior and leave it to the audience to
decide. And anyway, who said we were the moral police? It isn’t our job to instruct.
We’re here to entertain. And make money, of course.”
I looked at Rob, glanced again at the hundred pages on his desk, and saw my
whole life flashing before me. Hadn’t I been here before? I could have kicked myself.
Why hadn’t I learned the lesson then? I concluded that I must have the hardest head on
the planet. This was a defining moment, however, and I was determined to seize the tiger
by the tail. Even a roaring tiger has his breaking point. Bottom line, I could always walk
away. That was my freedom, to turn my back on the whole thing, which is exactly what I
did.
“I just don’t think I can participate in this project, Rob. Not the way things stand.”
His jaw dropped.
“What?”
“We aren’t friends. I don’t owe you an explanation. I just need to get back home.
Can you fly me out of here this afternoon? Oh, by the way, I spent the option money. I’ll
pay you back as soon as I get back on my feet.”
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His purple shirt threw iridescent glints at my eyes.
To his credit Rob didn’t press the money issue.
“No problem,” he said.
I took the rental car back to the airport.
On the flight back I cried. I went into the bathroom, locked the door and sobbed
my brains out. I had just walked away from a dream date, the possibility of fame and
fortune and my name in lights. Did I feel good? I wondered why integrity felt so damn
gritty. Was I going to live alone with integrity for the rest of my life? I wondered.
When I got back into town I realized that I was homeless again. Someone else
took my room at the “Y” and they were full up. I had to come up with a place to stay. I
called Lorraine.
“Lorraine, I’m in a bind.”
“What is it now?”
“Well—I decided not to go with the Hollywood deal. They completely fucked my
idea and I didn’t want to trivialize where I’ve been and make the homeless look
ridiculous. So, I turned down the deal. My shit’s in storage at the “Y” and—“
“Jesus, you are so damn dysfunctional. Did anybody ever tell you that?”
“All the time.”
“It’s really against my rules--you can stay here for a night or two. But make sure
it’s only a night or two, or I’ll kick your ass out on the street.”
I arrived at Lorraine’s that night with a suitcase full of clothes and a heart full of
shame. She opened the door with a smile and a cup of hot coffee.
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“Come on in, and quit your bitching, it’s not the end of the world. It might be the
beginning of yours. Anyway, it takes guts to say no to Hollywood. I admire you.”
“Yeah.”
She unpacked my suitcase, putting my clothes away in her bedroom closet. We
had microwave macaroni and cheese in front of the television. After dinner she brought
out a bottle of wine and we sat next to one another.
“I love you, I really do, but living together is just not okay with me.”
I kissed her and she let me. That night we made love. I kept a candle burning on
the nightstand next to the bed so I could see her eyes. We made love like two small
creatures on the beach of life, soaking up the sand and sun before the giant meteor hit.
After she came and I came I felt her soft belly, the pulse beating in her neck, the
rounded breasts beneath my hand. I kissed her hairline and she rubbed my back. I
realized that no one could save me-- my rescuer had always been myself. I could,
perhaps, love Lorraine and live inside that love, but when I saw her eyes I contacted the
reflection of something new, a different choice, a different stance; perhaps a different
moment in the great wall of space and time. I was a man in middle age, still discovering
himself, she a woman surrendering to the process of being a woman. I realized that
earthly love is not blind nor is it a cure for what ails us inside, but it would have to do.
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Chapter 33
Predation Ecology

I asked Lorraine to marry me; she refused.
“We can’t marry just because you feel all glossy inside and comfortable, and you
need a place to stay,” she told me over dinner one evening.
“My stuff is still in bags here. I have to make a decision. Please help me.”
“Whatever help I can give you is momentary, really it is.”
I was frustrated with her. I wanted her-- I wanted her bad. I called Evan about it.
“Dad, you just can’t push a woman into marriage, it won’t work.”
“Yes, but she loves me, Evan, she truly does.”
“Then if she loves you, time will tell. I gotta go. Anything else?”
“I’m going back to work at Sloan’s. He offered me the job I turned down.”
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“Doing what?”
“Managing the restaurant, you know, it’s a paycheck.”
“Yeah, dad, but don’t give up completely on your dream. What did Marty say?
Didn’t he say you got to tell the story?”
“Yeah Mikey and Sally and everybody else. I feel it’s my duty to tell their story.
And mine too, of course.”
“So, tell it, but tell it your way.”
Lorraine capitulated and let me move into her apartment. I went back to Sloan
who was thrilled to death I was going to manage the place; he wanted to go down to
Florida and visit his sister.
“Sit by the pool and play Canasta,” he said, grinning like a starving dog that’d just
got a bone. I could not imagine playing cards by the pool would be anything to look
forward to, but Sloan was sixty-eight and ready for retirement.
Living with a therapist had its moments. Lorraine would not counsel me, but she
did bring her considerable expertise to bear on my moral, spiritual and creative crisis.
Spring was moving into late spring—buds were flowers and everything exploded
into color. Sloan was gone and I was working my tail off in the restaurant. Even though
restaurant management was not exactly the dream of my life, I kind of liked the constant
demands and frantic activity; it kept me from thinking.
Poverty is not just a matter of not having enough income, I realized, but it also
robs the poor of opportunities to participate and contribute to the life of a community. My
life at the Deli was filled with many things, people and decisions. I felt I was actually in
the stream of things. One afternoon Slash/Nathan came in with his wife and kids. I saw

Nameless the Hero

Page 562

562
10/26/13

them through the portal in the kitchen door and debated whether I would come out and
make my presence known or not.
One of our waitresses, Andrea, shoved past me with a large tray.
“You’re in the way,” she said as she went out into the restaurant.
“Yeah,” I said and went into the office. Seeing Slash just made me angry all over
again. It was hard to exonerate him, he had shamed me so much, but I had let him. I had
disgraced myself in his presence, I had felt like such a damn worthless piece of shit that
Thanksgiving. The phone rang and I was upset. It was Lorraine.
“What’s the matter? You sound upset.”
“I am.”
“Well, I have a heavy afternoon--five clients and a meeting at the hospital. Do
you want to eat out for dinner?”
“I want to get married. Don’t you want to marry me?”
There was a silence.
“Let me think about it. What’s happening?”
“Nothing.” I hung up.
I went into the kitchen and saw Tony, who I had finally convinced to take a job as
dishwasher, washing and shooting the shit with the cooks.
“Tony, get to work!” I shouted at him.
“What’s with you?” he said and turned his back to me at the sink. I walked over to
him, ready to punch him out at the slightest excuse. As I pulled him around by the
shoulder he dropped a plate.
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“Pick that up!” I shouted at him, “and let me make it clear, I am the boss here and
what I say goes.”
“We know that, Boss,” Danny, the head cook said as he flipped a burger on the
grill.
“Got that right,” Nicky, the channel cook chimed in.
“You’re becoming just like the shits you hate,” Tony said.
I walked over to him and whipped him around to face me again, nose to nose.
“Oh yeah? Well, this shit has the power to fire you, just remember that.”
I stormed out the back door and took a deep breath. My life was in the same mess
it always was. Who said doing the right thing paid off?
I jumped into the used piece of shit Toyota truck and put a CD in and drove out
toward the lake. This was one of the few places I could go to get some peace into my life.
There were ducks and a few birds messing around, but other than that I was alone. It was
still too early in the spring for much beach action.
I tossed a stone into the water and watched it skip. Lorraine wouldn’t marry me;
the film was dead and my job sucked. Isn’t this why I became homeless in the first place?
I walked along the water listening to waves and wind. By the time I realized where I was
going I had walked half way around the lake. I sat near the water and looked out. I felt
bleak.
I walked back toward the parking lot hoping some revelation would hit me before
I went back to work. I half made a decision to get into the car and keep driving until I ran
out of gas, but self sabotaging acts were no longer as enjoyable as they used to be. I had
broken the bad habits and I still felt like shit. Where was my reward?
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I drove back to Parch Street hoping to get an answer there, but I had never found
answers there before and I wouldn’t find them now. The Dumpster had been removed
and Piss Park was being renovated. Someone had the brilliant idea to paint the sides of
the buildings surrounding the park with bright pictures of various ethnic groups mixing
and laughing and experiencing the joys of poverty. It didn’t convince me and I am sure it
didn’t convince the residents of the North Side. They were the culturally unwanted and
they knew it. No artist’s rendering could change that.
What were the choices in life? I pondered. If you did it right and worked and paid
bills and bought the cars your life was fucked. You were just a slave to the payment plan.
If you didn’t work, you were still a slave and you were fucked. Where was the inspiration
in all this? Where was the choice?
I concluded that I still hated Capitalism just as much as ever. That thought
comforted me. Thank God I hadn’t lost my rage. I was afraid it had been co-opted by the
environment; that all the rage and anger had been dissipated by materialism. It hadn’t.
I called my assistant manager Floyd and told him to go in and cover for me; then I
went home. My stuff scattered in boxes and bags around Lorraine’s place depressed the
hell out of me. Even after several months I still hadn’t completely unpacked. I knew I
never would. She was too tolerant of this; it made her feel secure to know I could leave at
any time. Her terror of vulnerability was palpable. The last thing she wanted was
permanency. I knew I was fucked.
I fell asleep that afternoon, letting the dream-state hold my fear. Marty came to
me again. This time we were on the beach in California and he was wearing white pants
and a white shirt.
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“Hail!” he called to me from down the beach.
“Hail Marty!” I called back and walked toward him. The closer I got to him and
the faster I walked, the further away he got. I knew that I could not reach him by walking
toward him.
“Nameless!” he called again from a great distance down the beach, even further
than before. “You’re having a baby!”
I looked up in shock; the beach was empty. Marty was gone. I looked down at my
belly and sure enough it was swollen. I was pregnant. I thought to myself in the dream:
This is impossible. Men don’t have babies. This is a dream.
I woke up in a sweat. The dream had grabbed me by the throat and I couldn’t
breathe. I walked into the bathroom to take a shower and wash away the residue of shit
from work. While I was in the shower I figured out what the dream signified. I was to
give birth to myself. I did not have to live with Lorraine. She didn’t want me anyway. I
didn’t have to work at Sloan’s sixty hours a week and hate it, and I didn’t have to drive a
piece of shit car. I could execute a artistic act and still stay afloat. The question was,
how?
That night I told Lorraine about my dream.
“That’s a wonderful dream,” she said as she poured spaghetti into a colander in
the sink. “It means you’re ready.”
“Ready for what?”
“Let’s sit down.”
She pulled a bottle of white wine from the fridge and we sat at the dining table
and ate in silence for a few minutes.
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“You can’t be my patient any more, so it’s really hard for me to interpret your
dreams and such. We’ve just got to work on this from the inside out, I guess.”
“You’re trailing spaghetti from your mouth, Lorraine,” I told her. She wiped her
mouth.
“I’m going to stay with my son Evan for a while.”
“Stay with him? What do you mean, stay with him?”
“Live with him. I’m taking my stuff. Going back to New York. All my family’s
out east anyway.”
“Well, there’s no love lost between you and your mother.”
“I still have to make contact--”
I didn’t complete the sentence.
The next day I started packing up my stuff. I hadn’t called Evan to tell him I was
coming to live with him. I wondered how he would react to his father moving into his
apartment, but I knew him; I knew he would adjust.
I spent the better part of two days packing and tying up loose ends. I called Floyd
into the office and said he was promoted to manager. We called Sloan at his sister’s in
Florida.
“What the fuck is it now? Jesus,” he said. I could hear the sounds of splashing
water.
“How’s the pool, Sloan?”
“Fine. Lousy. I’m losing my shirt here. So, what’s going on now?”
“I’m going to let Floyd take over. I’ll train him and everything.”
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“Because why, you idiot? You going back to that Hollywood shit? Haven’t you
learned your lesson yet?”
“No, not that. I’m going to live with my son Evan in New York.”
“New York City? The place’ll eat you up alive. They have rats the size of Rhode
Island there. You sure you want to do this?”
“I have to, Sloan. I got to get out of here. This place is killing me.”
“What about Lorraine?”
“She’ll survive.”
After I hung up I made a day-by-day planner for Floyd and determined it would
take me ten days to get him broken in, just in time for Sloan to get back.
I called Evan and left numerous messages. He finally returned my call.
“Dad, what’s up?”
“I’m coming to New York Evan. Can I stay with you?”
“Oh shit, man, that’s all I need—my father coming to live with me. You in the
midst of a mid-life crisis or something?”
“Yeah. Well, you’re always telling me to follow my bliss.”
I arranged for Tony to drive my stuff in a van to New York. I would pay him for
it, he could make a little extra money, and it gave him a break from dishwashing at the
restaurant.
“You know, you’ve had more careers go bust in the shortest time than anyone I
know,” Tony said as we loaded boxes into the rented van. “What about this old Toyota?”
“I’m driving it out east.”
“So, your son doesn’t mind having his dad freeload off him?”
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“I’m not going to freeload, I’m going to work.”
“Your life is not too ecological, but what the hell. Give me the money.”
I handed him the money and he took off. I was planning to fly out in two days.
The human being is the only species that destroys itself for pleasure. Predators are
balanced in nature. They kill for necessity. We kill because we’re angry or bored or cruel.
I didn’t really feel like killing anyone. I just wanted to start over.
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Chapter 34
Indispensability
2001:
Summer. Baseball. Williamsburg, Brooklyn, New York.
Evan is amazingly adaptable. We have a two-bedroom place in Brooklyn. I have a
job managing a restaurant in the neighborhood. Sloan recommended me to his cousin
who owns the place. I’m indispensable.
Brooklyn isn’t bad. I carry the groceries up the four flights and make dinner for
two. Evan is gone a lot on film projects. When he’s in town we do stuff together. He
encourages me.
I don’t know if I will ever finish the film or even make any film at all. I still have
the camera and every so often I go out and shoot footage of the many faces and scenes
this huge city yields up to the curious. Marty is still with me in an odd sort of way. My
story is still my story.
“Why don’t you just write your stuff down, Dad? That’s what you ought to do.
Just write it down,” Evan tells me. It is summer; the city sounds mixed with the tree
sounds and the bird sounds.
“I’m gonna go to town tonight, so don’t expect me back,” I said.
“You got a date?”
“Yeah.”
I am dating a make-up consultant from Bloomingdales. She is my age and has
quite a few scars in her, but I don’t mind. The scars give her a kind of used beauty, like
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an old cherished Mustang or something. The scars can express themselves in defensive
ways, but I can always see through them and that is comforting to both of us. Her
defenses aren’t life threatening.
“So what are you doing about the story, Dad?”
“Why do you keep nudging me, Evan?”
“I think what you been through is worth telling,” he says and leaves it.
So, I am deciding it is easier to write my story than to deal with those film creeps.
No one but me and my laptop I picked up at the Wal-Mart around the corner. The laptop
sits on a corner of the dinette and I chip away at my story every day. I like the telling of
it. I even hold out the hope that somebody else likes it too.
I am driven, I realize, by the overwhelming problem that I am going to die. This
does not comfort me. I don’t believe in reincarnation and Angels and Spirit guides and all
that; I do believe Marty visits me in dreams. I still hunger to stay inside of life; I can
never get enough of it, I am insatiable. Not enough sex, not enough of a glorious Spring
day, or the sound of the boats in the harbor or Evan’s laughter.
Life is a feast; it’s sensuous as hell. Life can also prove distracting, yet I am
terrified of the alternative. I recognize my limited understanding as a man. I’ve watched
myself buy into the collective fantasy that winners and losers grapple for pieces of the
pie, that the King of the Hill has something, that I have nothing.
Yet I look around me and realize how much I do have. Our little place in
Brooklyn where I sleep and live and eat and write is where I am and I am happy. My job
is what it is and I am happy. My son and I are friends and I am happy. The job I hold
today may not be the job I hold tomorrow, and I am happy. Happiness does not depend
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upon consistency. Change is fruitful. Creativity is the surrender of fate to destiny and of
knowledge to creation. My story writes me.
My mother and I talk now every so often. There is no comic relief from the past
but I will not waste precious energy to inflict personal judgment. It is not a tragic life I
lead, it is not profound--it is a life like so many others.
I still have my briefcase as a reminder of times gone by. I like to know that
security is insecure; that any moment any one of us could be without the trappings we
call home. Everything alters the river. What we call massive changes are simply the
rhythms of life.
On a night in July, hot as hell, I go out on our balcony and sniff the stink of the
city air. I look out over the buildings and just barely make out some trees. I hear the
shouts of kids angry, swearing, laughing, and joking.
I realize that life has taught me a few things. You win, you lose, you experience
great joy in the moment-to-moment color and scent of living and then you die. To write
something and leave it behind is a dream—when we wake up there is no one there to read
it. In spite of this you go on. You tell the story. The story floats you upon it and you float
it upon you. I would like to offer you something more but I have nothing to offer at all.
Having nothing means I have everything. There is nothing to get in touch with. No time
to do it in. No place but the present.
One last thing: I have found my name. I use when I need to. But it makes me feel
good to know that to you I am Nameless.
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