

Birth of Hermano!
other journal entries from that winter, from narrator Jon Acheron.


Speaking of calling the wrong shots… it was back in school in the gym in the workout room, the big tall guy on the squash team walked in, Suchin—with school-teacher parents so he’s nice and liberal-minded. He came over and pretty much whispered that he liked a little rhyming poem we got in the school literary magazine. Yes, in the gym the writer’s ego is fragile and we’re not proud to say that we were startled and betwixed. F*&# that shit! No. Instead, we thanked him with a nod and quick narrow smile—though not such a big fan of the thing he’d seen—one of only two things ever published. And the other’s worse.
* * *
Q of the day—where do those phrases ‘out west’ and ‘back east’ come from? Is the east so depleted of adventure-potential that we turn our backs to it and decide to go there would be heading backwards? Why to feel accomplished must we have an ocean sunset instead of an ocean sunrise?! Why is it that no matter which direction a person is facing, if they’re gesturing as to where an easterner is from, they jack their thumb over their shoulder, as if the east is behind them? Naway! People from the east should shout like pirates and point forward—I’m from the east… out there!  However, that being said, it’s true—the west is different. And in the opening pages of On the Road, Sal Paradise refers to “back west” —as did Nick in The Great Gatsby. So… this point’s been made.
Yes, would have to say that the prevailing attribute in the San Juans is general agreeableness. No worries, you bet, alright—yeah I’m stoked too bra. Sure, it’s nice to be in the town of the new friend. But! what if you believe a person needs only so many friends, that just a few will do? Beyond that extras just reinforce bad habits, non-productiveness, time wasted, etc. The higher you climb—SOLO—the farther you glide. Right? Climb more, shred more. We must commit to something to achieve something. Let everything uncommitted escape my view. Don’t want to see it and sure as hell can’t take much more of this living it.
Thought of the day: In life we must choose a mate! Will we produce darker offspring, or will they just be trained to respect? Either which way, serious thinking like this presupposes a pretty amazing girl-woman. Where is she? Here in this bakery? No, not today.
* * *
According to Marcus’ mom the kids who moved here are now its owners, managers, lawyers and real-estate agents. They’re selling ‘Olde towne’ charm coupled with modern conveniences like it’s going out of style—in a youngish West no less—if you happen to be not native. Marcus’ mom concluded that this old mining town has growth management problems. Previously I thought only people had those. Bad coincidence that we are here.
And she confirmed that a big talk-show lady has a house in the mountain village not far from my first jobsite, but not exactly sure where. And some big-time director-producer is supposedly building one—having one built—on a nearby mountaintop. Arnold knew about it and said it’s over ten-thousand square feet. Arnold knows guys working there.
So where did all this get me? Where did it all leave me? Yes, right here in the land of vegan bran muffins and dirty roped hair—in the grounds of a blue-grass festival, in a remote celebrity neighborhood, in the land of Rasselas and the Happy Valley and the high-altitude attitude.
Abstractions of the day. Big distaste for the temporary. Lookin’ to commit to a town, to a philosophy, indeed to the world’s best lover (of me)! The town that sees the most of my time will be the best place that ever was. We’ll make it such. Maybe we’ll go gray out here. Maybe we’ll do something gnarly like reinvent snow-shoeing out of its present non-radical form. Freestyle snow-shoeing, bump shoeing, aerial shoeing, speed shoeing. The possibilities are endless. Prodding careful tracks across the valley floor, red-necked and grizzly, trying to achieve a little permanence with the smoothness of my slow snowshoe steps. Workin. Workin…
* * *
Thought of day—Constantly feel both younger and older, always one more than the other and then back again. Wide-eyed as an infant, and often squinting and glaring as we’ll be in old age.
* * *
Passed the little photo shop again today and finally went in. Nice brown and white Great Dane sleeping on his side and blocking the entire floor. Disposable cardboard cameras for fourteen ninety-nine!—Fujis. Got a few.
In the shack now, the glass door slid fully open, we’re in the Native-American lazy-boy, a semi-reclined leather thing pulled up to the door on the old peeling linoleum floor. Sweaty t-shirt on a forty-eight degree day in December, just an hour after a fresh few inches, a clean light fresh blanket in the mountain town.
Groovin with headphones and shades and it’s really hot here in the magical winter-land doorway. The shack has a brown metal-and-vinyl folding-chair on the porch with different layers from several snowfalls. Next to it is the blue beacher, also with a longer length of the now deep stuff, in a somewhat more relaxed position. The metal chair is facing the house but the blue beachy one stares as we do out into sun-lit Bear Creek.
Thanks to the trusty cardboard Fuji, the amateur photographer lines up shots carefully, then snaps. View of town from overlook uphill behind house, river with trees, river from bridge, Sneffle Ridge, end of canyon with left mountain and dark trees on right, man with small dog, high school with snowy untouched playground, ski slopes and down-valley vista, small house covered in license plates as shingles, crazy-colorful five-tone house with pines at steep east-end of valley, close-up of Christmas-tree-like pine tree with snow and canyon in background.
* * *
Monday, January 1st—Day of the Busboy. Saturday took third job at the big hotel restaurant, New Year’s morning at six am. Big, boring, and quiet. It was nine when I decided to quit—first day would be my last. Should never work for a manager who tells me to At least look busy, especially when under-slept with a hangover. We’ll see about getting more shifts at Lulu's washing the dishes there.
* * *
Distracted by a water drop now, a melted-snowflake serving as a lens on the sunny coffee shop window. Cars go in one direction and their image, their projection, their reflection, their minification (miniature-ization?) through the drop of water, makes it appear, that their motion is the opposite. We’re looking from the inside through flat side of drop against glass, which is naturally on outside where snow is apt to melt off roof in late morning.
* * *
Birthday breakfast alone at Sofio’s and they’ve put on my music, served with close attention to my contentment and the food’s been very good. Sat at the bar and ate a good Mexican hash, chorizo and eggs, and it reminded of that movie when one guy asks the other guy I really want chorizo and eggs and all you have is two dollars? Yeah, and I need it for cigarettes, the other guy says. The woman behind the bar is a Santana fan, said she saw him twice back in the Seventies when he was young. Another guy there—apparently a former ski-patroller—allegedly worked for ten years on Carlos’ road crew. Got the bill and was told there was no charge for my birthday banana smoothie.
Back at the shack picked up the Rilke Letters book, given by pen-pal friend last June. (Gave her Three Short Novels by Hemingway, Faulkner and Dos Passos.) She said the Rilke book is full of lots of stuff about what makes a writing writer write. She said all the real poets at school love Rilke.  So far, he definitely had a way with words, and was quite sensitive.
At bye after graduation, there was much we could have said about writing in general, would have said if she didn’t look the way she did—if she didn’t convince us there were things we didn’t need to say. So we shut up and got in the car. I’ll probably write her a thirty-page letter soon.
Note to self—find and read more poets—Rilke, Heather McHugh, Paul Valery, etc. In the McHugh book, apparently there’s a “funky chapter” all about how we can step outside ourselves in order to look back in. Sort of like imagining a mirror’s reflection without having to look into one, or like wearing a feather in your cap on a deserted island. Yes, stuff like this is easy to understand, to appreciate, partly because of all the time we spent in front of mirrors, just trying to look past the eyes. Sometimes we think we really do see ourselves there.
* * *
Talked to my mom on the phone. She asked if I was affiliated with any organizations—a political party, or a public action group? “Uh, no,” I told her. Then I thought about what else to say. “I don’t usually affiliate!” I added with authority. Then she said: “I want you to think about using your college degree soon.” “Right,” I agreed. But what do you do with a B.A. in English?
Anyhoo… the visiting Cali kid is ordering a pizza much like when a large dog orders a hot meal—he’s actually barking—ridiculous—and it’s my hard-earned inalienable right to be subtly grinning at his unbelievably rude impression of the unconscionable loudie. Truly ridiculous—and the beers are helping. Terrible to have to listen to a guy bark into the phone with people laughing in the background. In fact, if we knew this guy was going to be ordering from time to time, we’d make a point of not working there. Anyway… why are we writing now?
* * *
Got more coffee, just to sit there in case it’s needed. Now wipe hands and get to work!
* * *
Just a backflash here to last year’s train ride through southern Connecticut—we approached the New Haven station at night, and saw nothing but wild back porch scenes and occasional kitchen lights of suburban houses blocked by an ample tree-line, during the day just a view of those trees. At night, though, we don't see much, just farther through to those lighted things. On the side streets, we see only the tired sloped reflections of the seats and people on the train. Then billboards... downtown… the platform…and the train stops.
Comments of all kinds are good, as are self-indulgent abstractions about life and my way about things—good for me anyway. Great line: “Perhaps we will all know better what I think when we see what I say?” says Wallace Stegner.
* * *
It’s always a good idea to be with a dog when you’re acting like one, with a cast on, no less—months or more of required plutonia. Likewise, it’s pretty good to act like a dog when you’re hanging out with one. Dog and injured one are looking at the same shit today. Things get your attention no matter what you are—back door of a house, person going to a truck. No squirrels or cats though—but excellent clouds recovering from the heavy pinkness they were put through at sunset. Dogs teach us a lot about being human by showing us how much cooler it is to not be. Do you care about all this? You see he isn’t worried about it. We rest our case, as we lean down to rest our face on the wet windowsill. Can’t reach it though, but still, the intention was there. As humans, we climb on snowy roofs, fall off and break legs. Remembrance of things past—the world’s best bumper sticker: “The more people I meet, the more I like my dog.” Marcus’ mom has the next best: “I knit so I don’t kill people.”
* * *
Who might ever see the journals—when and why will they get to see them. This is the only scenario we can imagine. If a favorite woman is around before we write a real story—if all we have to show for ourselves—as an unpublished, self-declared writer—are the journals, then we’ll say something like this to her. It’s like a new truth.
We used to think we couldn’t be loved unless we were being loved for our person as well as for all the things we’ve written down in life. Nope, now we don’t believe that, nor do we ever hope to again. Yes, we have some many hundreds if not a thousand-plus pages, and it’s sitting over there on that desk. Do we want you to read it—we don’t know.
We know only this—that we’re not going to ask you to read it, and we’re not going to say you can’t or shouldn’t read it. The fact is that it’s on that table and we have to hold ourselves accountable for putting it there. We know you will only read it if you want to, and then only when you feel like it, no obligatory actions here, and we will be loving you now and again for partly that reason, either which way, wherever you are, whoever you are.
* * *
Today, as a weirdo in a weird land, Aloof Man inside fights his way out. He tells a story, about a day when he proudly went out to buy a shoebox. In Durango, Aloof Man picked out the fanciest shoebox in the store. It’s partly black with a few silver stripes that run the length of the box top. It has a long languid-yet-sporty, swooshy logo painted twice, once on each long side of the box. The logo is a long gracefully curving stripe which resembles a streamline tear-drop blown sideways by wind, weighted, grabbed and pulled into an upward-rounded-hook shape. The shoebox design is black with fire engine red, and the pattern printed on the top of the box top is something of a mosaic of many smaller versions of the same symbol. On the bottom edge of the north end of the box is a dazzling computerized grid that charts the box's model name, the color, size, and the price of the box, which is quite expensive as far as boxes go. On top of being artistic and aesthetically gratifying, the box is sturdy and strong. The cardboard is nearly a quarter-inch thick, and is evidently quite dense because the box is quite heavy. Just today, Aloof Man was listening to a new album, which is live material from a concert by a well-known laid-back musician. The folk singer guitarist comments in between songs that we live in a day and age when our sneakers sometimes cost as much as our first cars. He said he bought his first pickup truck for one hundred dollars. Aloof Man thought about his remarks for a minute or two, and then quickly ran to my mantle and took down his new box. My god, there was a pair of brand new basketball high-tops inside under a layer of white tissue paper. The shoes were much too long for his feet when he tried them on, so he called the store that sold him the box. The salesperson didn't seem to hear him at first, but after a minute the man on the telephone assured him that he could trade in the shoes for a size that would fit him. He gathered his keys, wallet and derby hat and put the sneakers under his arm. At the store, the same salesperson, we’re pretty sure, asked him where the box was that the shoes had come in, and he told him that it was on his mantle, or was. The salesperson said something about how the returned shoes were too big to fit into the box that his other shoes were coming out of. The man said he would need the box back that Aloof Man had left at home, and that the box that the new shoes were in was going to, in turn, become Aloof Man’s. When Aloof Man asked the obvious, he confirmed for himself that the new box would be significantly smaller than the box he'd purchased earlier. Yet it would be the same price?!! This confused him. He got a little mad. "Darn that! And you can keep your damn shoes," he yelled, and stormed off. Though the Aloof Man grinned somewhat angrily like a fool with a booby prize. He got a hold of himself then and said to nobody in particular to beware all things self-indulgent, namely all stories retarded and boring.
* * *
Our visitor from Santa Monica said the January earthquake blew out the big window over his bed while he and his girlfriend were sleeping—and he said the bureau from the opposite wall flew up and landed near their feet. The TV put a dent in the upper wall behind it, and he said they spent the rest of the day outside sitting in front of their place enjoying the great outdoors.
Marcus was reading a Time Magazine article and he read a quote out loud. ‘If you try to define music, then you’ve already failed.’ He liked it enough to read it to us, but he didn’t say anything after this. He just flipped the page to see if there was more brilliance to find. Nice phrasing, Aubrey said. And it all got me thinking. Some things are fun to say and write, sentences like that which coulda-shoulda said ‘describe’ but instead say ‘define’, to be dramatic of course.
* * *
Boring story—nothing happens. "Take down that tree young man, right now, this instant." said the old man. “What do you mean 'take it down'? It's a tree—I didn't put it up. It grew up—it has roots, too. Remember? It's not just a thing that was 'put up'—it's a thing as much rooted in the dirt under your feet as it is a part of the front yard scenery." "Take it down, I said. It doesn't belong here!" "It doesn't belong here? It's deeply rooted here, and that to me is the consummate belonging! And I couldn't just take it down, like an erector set or a Lego building. It's not hollow, or framed with girders, nuts and bolts. It's a thick dripping body. It has a breathing eating metabolism. It's not to be demolished like a model or a metal or plastic thing—it's not man-made—it's alive! It doesn't get deconstructed like a novel, or something mathematical or theoretical. It can be trimmed, fed and encouraged to grow in better directions, but it cannot be uprooted unless great trouble is taken! Yes, it could be felled, but then you'd have murder on your conscience." 
The End
* * *
Flashback to last year’s trip to Jamaica. A woman in Negril said she shares nothing, and then said that a Jamaican man is said to 'kill' a woman when having sex. "To kill with your big dick," she said. She was making an effort to educate us, visiting students. She also instructed us to call our short friend short, because he is short and will always be short. Inestimable profundity. Down in Jamaica, we had our activities: smoking, eating, drinking, walking, running, water-start windsurfing, cliff-jumping, and more. Fun there we had, for next to nothing.
* * *
More on the challenge of good writing. In the omniscient medium—as opposed to a first-person narrative—in any piece of writing really, as opposed to an actual conversation between two people—it is essential in the writing to promote discourse, discussion, in every way silently possible. In good writing, cynicism is just for dramatic purposes, and taken with a grain of salt! Especially when it inspires something clever and trite! Thought-provoking entertainment! But there is always more to say. Whatever the story is, never snub a noble cause or belief for the sake of sounding smart. Do it maybe to show loopholes, to ask questions of the idea, the stance or movement—not to write it off. In conclusion, it is absolutely difficult—not at all easy—to write well, or to make smart statements that help—ever! The challenge.
Another… about a hometown boy who embraces political-protest movement in support of the Maoist-Communist guerillas in Peru and gets himself in over his head, ideologically and physically. (The Billy Bill Idea.) Takes his semi-covert activities of communist sympathy to heart perhaps too deeply. Good to have focus, sure, but highly questionable. Raises campus awareness, starts new school journal, makes contact with other stateside sympathizers, watches private showings of Maoist propaganda films at R. Books, Rev. Books, Revolution Books! He's passionate and righteous! However he still avoids contact with the American very-poor—doesn't give to panhandlers—and secludes himself from all rough areas in nearby inner cities. It’s a coming-of-age story. 
Surfs in his free time as an obvious expression of his middle-class status and his freedom and love for them. Hangs out with teacher-imperialism-protester at school, thirty-nine year old, from who he gets 'fascist' newspaper clippings from the ‘overly conservative’ New York Times. Spends parents' hard-earned money and whatever else he has on surfboards, clothes and accessories for his little car, his cool tricked-out Civic—roof-rack, stereo, hippy beaded seat-covers—and dresses down in Guatemalan sweatshirt for all meetings with Commies. Talks about all riots in terms of rational revolution, but keeps them far away—quick to call police whenever there are suspicious people on his middle-class street. Dates an eastern-European girl who fell for him once as a rebellious, politically-conscious college kid. Suffers consequences of Commie-association when CIA officials start asking questions. Suspected of condoning drug use and distribution by his talented friends with his highly suspicious proximity to it all!—then lands in college town jail after being caught in the midst of a raid at a party. His smart lawyer dad gets him out in two hours without bail. 
Then he takes it all to a higher, more real, local level—gets caught up in a riot that results in anarchy and chaos, revolutionary fires and car flippings. Announces a rally to counter evil imperialism, and then actual, older, inner-city Maoists show up instead of college kids. The events get less press than they mighta gotten, partly because college kids didn't show up as expected! When it turns sour to him, angry and real and local and not college-y enough, he runs home, a bit scared by how random and scary and ridiculous the world is. Soon, main character gets caught up in cover-letters and job apps, taking far-left-wing political magazine off the resume. To be continued. Now that might be a good story. We’ll think about this.
* * *
Death? Good question. Consideration of immortality is not taken up in a really religious way, but instead to serve as an intro to Purpose and Adventure as the religion of youth—rather than a belief in God and all that. Self-reliance and serious effort is the religion held most sacred by young men like Lance R. Poon. Lance's comatose state has induced the narrator’s lethargy that has led to this extensive self-evaluation and the telling of the story. The whole Lance story is merely a context for the story of the narrator coming to terms with the hopes and fears that have been plaguing his confidences. In the end for the narrator there will be some degree of resolve for taking responsibility, for living his own life.
Proof is in the pudding, Lance was the up-and-coming writer, and only with his loss is our narrator able to realize his own ability to tell a story—the story. Jim has been given strength and purpose through the contemplation and challenge of having to face life on his own now, no longer being able to only live vicariously through the adventures and prospects of friend Lance. 
Coming to grips with the fears that have been keeping us locked up, often it’s the influence or imposition of a more dynamic friend that holds us back. Until their reality is destroyed, we cannot pursue our own calling because we are too caught up in the calling or actions of our adventurous friend.
* * *
There’s a young woman in the Lance story, Lance’s equally exciting girlfriend, providing serious contrast to narrator Jim’s lack of a girlfriend. In recent years narrator hasn't been free-minded or just plain relaxed enough yet to pursue his own relationships because he doesn't know himself well enough yet. He’s not in love with Lance’s girl, but he admires her from a distance—he wishes he sort of had her equal, or in some way a girl very similar, but never says that outright.
Tragedy of Lance's coma (nearly death!) is a multi-fold one including Lance’s own silence and incapacitation but also the loss suffered by Lance’s great girlfriend. And his absence also takes on the characteristics of real martyrdom to our narrator, though the narrator might only slightly realize it, because only now has he been freed from living immaturely, vicariously.
Jim Kind is back at his city apartment, alone with his best friend Lance's journal and random personal belongings in two crates on the fake-marble table with metal sides in the kitchen. Jim tells the story of Lance and his meeting him and their college friendship. With an outsider's point of view, Jim tells the story of Lance's voyage and accident. Reader then realizes that Lance's accident, putting him into the coma, was nearly ten years ago. They’re thirty-one now instead of twenty-one. Lance stays in the coma for years before finally letting go. Jim has returned from the funeral, held in Lance's medium-size home town, somewhere west of the Northeast and east of the Midwest, and is sorting through old memories, as well as new ones as he reads through Lance's journal for the first time. He had left it alone at first, not asking Lance's parents for it, in respect for Lance's lifeline, Lance’s chance of survival.
After Jim has told us some stories of friendship and dependence, echoing his devotion to Lance, and his fascination with Lance's domineering but ebullient lifestyle, including the capture of that ‘greatest’ girl—Jim then sets out to tell the more subjective version of the story of Lance, grappling with the new inputs from the journal. He sets out to tell us the story of the go-getter who prophesied his own death in the outline of an action-packed and ambitious first novel that he was constantly researching. The double entendre! (Triple?)
The reader gains insight into how Lance fancied himself an altruistic (yet egotistical!) Renaissance man, who held exclusively, he thought, the necessary ingredients for being the cleverest, wisest young writer of his time! He planned a novel about a hero of environmentalism who self-righteously goes to work in the Alaskan fisheries to sabotage and infiltrate a giant evil bureaucratic corporation that causes death to innocent sea life in the drag nets. Lance is planning a Moby-Dick-style story that hinges on the parallels between Lawrence, his other characters, Ishmail, and Capt. Ahab.  Lance has plans to crucify his Lawrence on the high seas, tangled in cables on the side of a great fishing vessel, limbs spread prostrate in a surrendering gesture to the power of a giant corporation, an American big business—true evil, as far as he’s concerned.
Jim Kind, however, tells us that Lance's death, the death of the real main character, had a different kind of significance—a personal one. Lance's death was slow, and his accident (however glamorous as seen in news clippings from Alaska) was treated as an accident, cleaned up and taken care of efficiently. Lance was a victim, not a hero. Jim then tells us about Lance the person, rather than the young tragic hero that Lawrence of the high seas was meant to be.
* * *
Lance's coma and death (later it’s Hermano’s strange disappearance!) were hugely significant, but in a much more personal way. Jim's life changed drastically—the day Lance fell off the boat—not getting caught and crucified like his main character, but knocked out, frozen and scooped up. Jim had lived vicariously through Lance's vivaciousness, and was constantly intimidated by Lance's style (including his writing style) and growing reputation, always getting heralded as the consummate young writer-journalist-activist. Jim had always been a behind-the-scenes man, too tentative and contemplative to step out of Lance's shadow. He was somewhat confident as Lance's best friend, looked at by others as one half, albeit the smaller half, of the locally-well-known duo. But Jim assures us it wasn’t as care-free as it seemed.
Jim mentions in the beginning of the story his not-great dating history, about high school then college in Lance's shadow (jealous of Lance for having cool girlfriends). But then, in the end, Jim tells us a series of better dating stories that appear to have led to something pretty good.
Ah yes, the hypothetical—something pretty good—however it might actually happen.
Jim lives in the City. Ten years older than when he last saw Lance, as college graduates. Lance had wanted to tackle the world, whereas Jim only wanted to figure it out. Jim shows us that, indeed, he has done pretty well at figuring out much of it, and that most importantly he is living in no one's shadow but his own. He relishes the memories of his best friend in the way that only a mature adult looks back on adolescence. He lived with a certain kind of paralysis not knowing whether Lance would wake up, although he would have us believe that he definitely hoped for Lance's consciousness every day. Unavoidable.
Lance finally dies, and Jim then has a bitter sour reunion with Lance's family. Jim Kind has closed the journals, and burns his copy of the journal-pages on his small fire-escape balcony. "Hello, Mr. Kind," calls the wagon grocer down below. "What? Oh. Hi," Jim says, showing his new, yet-still-imperfect interaction with the world. The End.  Boom!
* * *
Took a walk at five and found them both getting back into Aubrey’s Wagoneer between the bakery and post office. They agreed to my suggestion. We stayed out for a big Italian dinner at the sit-down pizza place next to the Dollar. Spaghet, meatballs, Chianti and garlic bread, kinda like a celebration, but no mention of the writing of course—kept the convo away from ‘work’ stuff. They honored the leg-brace by not asking how the day in the house was. Walkin around! Must be awesome, said Marcus. After Italian, Marcus walked back. Went to play pool with Aub.
* * *
Last night, limping even better, played billiards in the sports bar on Main Street with Aub and two friendly small-headed guys we met at the table—a strange breed, those baseball-hatted ones whose necks do half the work of our own. They take so much for granted, not realizing what that extra half-a-cubic-foot does for a guy—extra space set aside for sensory absorption, storage, over-contemplation, and stark-nightmaring. At least the knee distracted me from the head! Unhatted, their little crew-cuts get pomped up above their little foreheads—a bit more than minor shading for their twitchy bean-like craniums. No, you haven't lived til you've strained the back of your skull, yanking out of place a tendon that starts in your lower neck and reaches all the way up to the crown. That feeling of rupture, of fracture, of skull-plate dislocation, sends a paralyzing, seemingly-oozing chill through the rear extremities of my own indecisive scalp. Simply, we could use a bigger neck for this ten-gallon head o’ mine. Yes, we often think of the movie about the Elephant Man. Thank god for the half normal face.
Jim grows up worlds when he is forced to make it on his own in Lance’s final absence. He finds that his opinions no longer depend on the judgments of his best friend Lance, and in adulthood, finds that re-learning how to look at life is the best thing to have happened to him. Independence turns out to be far more valuable than the dependency he lived with… as a ‘Friend’ in a duo.
Note, we’re typing in the following journal entry—even though Aubrey and Marcus got me to scrap the idea—because it’s conclusive and deep and ‘eloquent’ for lack of a better word.
Jim Kind is torn by a rage inside that comes from the tension between his appreciating independence and loss of innocence—youth—and the mutual dependence that best friends inevitably have on each other. Nobody wants to lose all that was fresh, exciting, and mysterious, the stuff that thrilled us when we were younger like girls, women and the world! We accept the complacency far too often as being an integral and unavoidable part of adulthood. Jim Kind felt the tension, the loss, and then the new independence of true adulthood, but eventually he also gets a fresh outlook and prerogative. He rediscovers independence (all over again) and love for the unknown, and then turns decidedly to a life more adventurous and self-fulfilling.
He casts a spell on himself, through the power of Lance's memory and the contents of Lance’s fate-setting journal, and sets himself into a mindset of heightened sensitivity under which he takes nothing for granted anymore and gives everything proper, and at times devoted, attention. Small family is a valuable outlet. Lance was smart and fun, yet self-righteous and judgmental—Jim Kind went along for the ride. Jim learns life all over again by himself, being lucky enough to have the time and necessary ingredients (a serious girlfriend) for becoming a wiser, more appreciative, more motivated man. Jim shows a symbolic sense of change or rebirth (a renaissance!) through the replacement of a picture of himself with Lance, to one of him and his girlfriend, his woman, printed larger and put front and center, moving his memories of youth out of the limelight, into the annals of un-obsessed memorials—a drawer. Turns over a new leaf.
Yeah, house-bound these days. The lovely un-signed cast goes ankle to groin. Won’t be able to work for a while and this could be a serious problem… with few jobs available mid-season, in this town of seven-dollar micro-brews and boutique-ey groceries. 
Though, the worst thing to come from this accident is also a good thing—time. Nothing to do besides sit and eat and drink and think and talk and stumble over to poke the fire and write. And when the weather is good, we put the leg up on the porch. Things could be worse..
On to-do list—determine if religion, the grand subject in its entirety, has been more of a blessing than a curse. But maybe all things are neither. They merely are what we make of them. 
* * *
Got a short letter from pen-pal recommending The Meadow by James Galvin—in Wyoming we think. Took a long look at book at bookstore—nice packaging of random thoughts, disconnected thoughts only casually linked together when the new story reminded author of a previous one. Bought book for later. Nice style to maybe follow in future.
Don’t read novels much anymore because I haven’t found any characters in other people’s books that interest me as much as I interest me. Not even Fountainhead’s Howard Roark. Not even the Barfly Bukowski guy… when writing that is. Watching a movie is nice and easy.
On the important subject of snowball fights, here in Snowland, they were fun for the thrill of the near miss. But inevitably some ace would score a direct hit with a well-packed snow-rock, in an exposed area of skin or otherwise delicate bone. There ended the fun and the fight. The thrill of the big hit, when the snow is heavy, wet and very packable, is never a mutual or reciprocal thrill. It was a shared experience but from very different perspectives. Note to self—think more about concept of different perspectives… amid shared events!
We do whatever we can to help ourselves create that certain idea of human-hood, the fragmented belief in the go-ahead to manipulate and force life to serve us—to assume the player status, as opposed to pawn or peasant. The principle is justly upheld as it gets people to take action. But it’s mythical when it promotes just the game-scenario and the subsequent belief in the overall superficiality of what are sometimes just causes! And this is all in the wake of the kind of haphazard philosophizing that misinterprets the German guy Nietzsche’s noble man—the philosophy that surrenders completely to the will of urges, as if urges were good enough to explain everything.
The philosophy arrived at is the shortcut, right?—the self-justifying that falls well short of true maturity—whatever that is. To be the man who is actually a noble super-soul and not just an uber mensch—the noble soul who knows that life is more than just a game or contest. Yes, life is something else—the kind of competitive challenge that demands more from you than merely a win. It’s tricky of course, but if all you can do is win then you’ve already lost. Think about this—maybe even face it.  Kalaboom! says young one.
* * *
No, the town doctor is not allowed to overstep his realm! (Drunk here.) Even if the case might ask for it, he can’t put a limit on a person’s life span! This guy will step out of the doc's office into the unknown, as it should be, oblivious and unaware of the day of his death, unknowing of the time of his last breath. (Just a kneecap crack.) To doom a person, however graciously with all the scientific good will possible, is at the very least a criminally un-cool act. Don't fuck with my time of dying. Don't tell me you think you know what time it is. If we’re going out in a fiery explosion or from a bullet to the head or from a bad slip on a snowy roof, then feel free to tell me when and where so we can avoid the mess. Otherwise, if we’re going to fade away, or die from some kind of unstoppable internal destruction, don't insult my existence by telling me which day we’ll be at our worst and last—as if we won't be able to taste the thing coming well enough in time for our peace-of-mind mechanisms to make arrangements.
Don't tell me months or years. Especially don't tell me days. And don't tell me seconds unless you want to come with me. Don't tell me anything in fact, if you can't say, if you're not cool enough to say, live for the big fat moments. You see, this is what we've been doing, and we have no intention of switching over to counting calendar squares. Don't have time to talk to you about a limited future. If we make it to a hundred and ten, then we’ll make it, and we won't realize it until we’re there. If we make it to a hundred and eleven, then come along and take me up in a plane. We'll be the one saying open the door, let's see if the old man can fly. You bet we'll fly. Go ahead and die of a bad heart if that's all you have.
* * *
Thought of day: We can’t have a utopia until everyone understands everything about the place. Otherwise people would just be utopia-drones, like drugged animals at the zoo forced out of their own cages and habitats. That’s probably why socialism is a bad idea. Paid for by the gov’t? Things being free isn’t close to the same as freedom—probably not a good foundation to go on.
* * *
Reflections on school… with super-boring teachers emitting ear-torturing mid-level frequencies that seemed to be muted under their own weaknesses and lack of intonations, therein succeeding only in transmitting undermining misery that poisoned the air we shared. Far too often we only got fragmented piecemeal absorptions from their dismal muddy mutterings. Tu ché!
* * *
Nightmares worked. No, nightmares still working, working us over. We hate the new day, when she loved us in a dream. But we love the new day, when she yelled at us or something because we weren’t smooth or cool enough. It kills us what we say sometimes dreaming.
* * *
You should know a cool old man—hopefully me as an old man—a story called Happy Man, Living Man. Instead of complaining about the neighbors, he dances and rocks out, for the tumbling fun of it all. There’s a kid living upstairs, maybe his grandkid, who plays his music very loudly. The old man downstairs is cool for one particular reason—when the boy blasts his tunes, instead of complaining or calling the cops, the old man smiles and taps his feet—sometimes he even air-drums to the tunes that he’s gotten to know—sometimes he gets up and does a few dance steps. He doesn’t listen to his own music anymore, except when he’s blasting it for the kid upstairs. Oh yeah and here’s a crazy—sometimes they get together and share a smoke.
* * *
Don’t really know what my point is, but my point is this. The value of a message is in the words, not in the machine that sends them. They say you shouldn’t shoot the messenger who brings you bad news, but isn’t it also true that you better not give the messenger more credit than he deserves when something smart comes along? That’s why computers don’t impress me! They’re just expensive messy tools! So many ways to dress things up and back them up. So many things to share! Yay!
And you don’t have to route the highway through your pad if you don’t want it there. You can turn your shit off!  It’s f___ing America. Still free if you want to be.
And all connected now! Means you can look at all our crap and show us all of yours!
I remember my parents said don’t hate people who lean on their horns, hate it when they do it. It bothers me when people mumble, but I mumble so can't hate them for that. Pretty convinced that people aren't as bad as we sometimes make them out to be. It's one thing to notice shit about people, to take things into account and analyze or guess about their deal with life, but being overly critical doesn't do anything besides eventually make us more critical of ourselves, and that sucks cuz we already give ourselves plenty o’ trouble, trying to be wise ‘n’ not petty all the time. 
Got that feeling again today how everyone is so typical, so obvious all the time, talking too much and spreading face paper thin. And when that jackass leaned on his horn at that light on Main Street, couldn't help thinking what a waste of breath it would be to give him lip in the middle of the crosswalk, so we just stayed cool and quiet. He was bothering us as much as people who've annoyed us for years—“friends” of ours.
Our friends are so obvious we hate them. No, don' t hate  them—hate it when they act so damn obvious, wearing their hearts on their fucking sleeves and their asses where their faces should be, always kissing our ass, anyone's ass. My sisters claim its male bonding, but we claim they're all fuckin lazy, no-good, shit-eating idiots. We bond with no one!! Just kidding.
* * *
Thought of the day: there’s a fine line between a personality and a particular insanity.
* * *
Another: We don’t have time for real intellectual crap! Can’t you see what we’re up against?
* * *
What about real horror from real dreams, all those buzzing voices banging away in the darkness, inhuman quiet that made more noise than any jig ever did, the unexplainable so with me that we became an alien to our self. And maybe like others we’re still trying to get acquainted.
* * *
Sometimes we think words are designed only as a cover-up for the way things really are. Just look and you’ll see. When you stare at something out in the street there’s no paper or ink blocking your view of the thing. It’s just what it is. Take it or leave it. 
* * *
What a crock of piss those expressions are: Don't pass judgment and Don't discriminate. Are we mental vacuums, or are we discriminating beasts whose tastes and biases color in the world?!
* * *
Not rebelling—merely adding some richness and weirdness—diversifying if you will. If not riches, at least some rich-ness. 
* * *
A little more wiggle room in the cast than before—or forced wiggle room because we’re sticking our hand down pretty often, and likewise with a vice-grip mid-leg with the other hand trying to get some air-space between skin and cast. Another day we’ll cut this damn thing off.
Taking off a cast at home—just takes a little time. You start at the top with the bottom blade of the scissors pushed in, forcing space between the plaster and the thigh—and slowly you work your way down cutting with the base of the blades when possible a half-inch at a time. Eventually you get it half open and have more to work with, grab onto, and then pull it wide open to air it all out, scratch a lot, relieve the itching, etc. 
That night we played pool at the bar down the street which is just close enough for me to comfortably limp to. Knee was hurting a little more than we expected it to. Note: tough guys tear off their casts prematurely to wear knee-braces that slow down the healing process. Whatever, I surmised. It’ll heal eventually.
* * *
What is it that amounts from so many years of shaking and quivering, of head-banging hallucinations that wake me up as soon as we climb exhausted into bed—the semi-dreamscapes that light up the tomorrow-world only after we've turned out the light on today. That is, what about the size of the head and the hundreds and hundreds of sleepless nights spent shaking, afraid of not tapping the best resource—of passing another day not allowing the incendiary dreams to explode in the world! What about that?
* * *
Yes, sometimes we’re an egomaniac—sometimes. Sometimes you should be one too.
* * *
Come forth you woman of the sun and moon, and help me make beautiful children.
* * *
Colors of humans have long been on a collision-course in our great expanding urbanities. The least tan and the most tan and all the various epidermal colorations have been flying towards symbiosis for longer than they realize. Likewise, we the people of the late 20th Century were destined for a muddy crash-up derby in this messy digital world we’re in.
* * *
Title idea: Tirades and Other Chunks of Merde—merde being French for shit.
* * *
Want to tell you about this guy we know (who’ll be in my first novel!)—this guy we’ve known our whole life—this guy who’s said and done some pretty crazy shit. Gonna give you his journals to read, once we’ve told our side of the story, and then you can see and judge for yourself what kind of superhero he was. Gonna tell you all about the wonderboy growin up, and all about his family and his girlfriends and all the things he’s done to get respect over the years. The Most Loveable ‘n’ Hate-able Man That Ever Lived. He’s the most. End of story. And note, we’re choosing ‘that’ ever lived over ‘who’ because once you get to know this guy—once you’ve seen all his stuff, he’s gonna seem more like a thing than a real person—a little scary that way. This narrator—yours truly—will speak to the paper a little more clearly than he speaks out loud in person—at least he thinks or hopes so. Our narrator is a bit short-tempered and full of shit at times, but he’s also confused and upset and wants a little leeway.
* * *
Thought of day: Clear thinking requires locating the self in a particular place, paying attention to the senses, yes, instead of having a sad, internal debate. An absorption space is an actual place, a real thinking-place that comes out of an absence of worry. The avenue for peaceful absorption is re-opened. My observational machine is then realized. We were designed to look up and listen—designed to remember and describe—to recall and relate—to retell, recount—maybe to story tell.
* * *
A chat with somebody else is sometimes far better than a plain old argument with the self, the nobody else here kind of debate. Ain’t that the truth? Islands are fun—but not so much when they turn out to be otherwise deserted.
* * *
Want to talk about lonely? Nope, don’t, not particularly—not fun—but sure, yes, because what’s fun got to do with it. Lonely is alone with no self-conversation. Do what we do to stay un-lonely. Go crazy. Have your very own talk. Experiment with fleeing the self so as to keep the self company—the out of body, out of my mind experience. Carry on about everything you’ve got in common with yourself—keep the company where you know you’ve got it—celebrate your differences. Be the mighty both! The acclaimed all!
He’s a soldier, a minuteman of many a raging skirmish, an infantryman of his changing moods, adrenaline surges and romantic palpitations—the front-line host of the muted friction that gives the hard sparks and subtle charges to his small lethargic life. He is nearly, though not quite, a man like the man he aims to be. Far from home, but single. Out for the greatest kind of romantic adventure—the kind he’s only read about in books.
A lifetime of distractions here, but no salt water, waves, or rip tides. Nothing to stand up and collide with our solo capacity. But, maybe in these strange distractions is the answer, and all the answers. To be distracted is to know the truth, to see we’re not living fully as we should. More to do! Maybe a world of places we need to be right now, but maybe there’s a good reason we’re just sitting around doing nothing again (besides the leg), trying our damndest to wax Captain Jack Kangaroo (Kerouac), stroking our country and ourselves again, maybe just to kick a little more earth on his grave, Mr. bad lifestyle, Mr. self-abuse.
* * *
Even arrogant fools want to share.
* * *
Churning up the heavy cream with the crushed ice in the old wooden bucket refreshment-maker on the back porch in the late summer of an early life when you were too smart and too full-time energetic to spend your precious time comparing our life and death to the seasons, with green sprouts and frost-covered brown leaf sludge that fills a low spot in the sidewalk the same way reflecting pools of puddle-water did months ago, before you cared enough to contemplate the death-packed bug mortuary that didn’t mean shit til your body grew up and started going to pot.
* * *
Today looking out over town we feel this everyone-votes democratic lifestyle is too hard to manage. Too much wildness out there! Too many people! Crazy man looks at his lap because narrowing his view is so important! Must be judgmental! Not so open-minded all the time!
* * *
It seems we’re staying at the table all day and all night, so as just to keep the pen moving, trying hard to tackle that elusive, evasive, running-back of a dream. Back to work we go…
* * *
Flashback under pouring rain we went home to pick up the extra long-board and lunch, then ferry ride and three-to-five foot swells, serious south breeze, brand new shipwreck at Black Rock, natural monument to Nor’easters and the Black Rock rocky reef, testament to the man-made-ness of all boats, talkin with Marcus about freshman year, sleeping in Jeep, fishing for blues, eating at airport diner, Aldo’s, Beachhead for chili, chowder, beer and pool, backing up over thruster and crushing it with gravel imbedded in the nose, skegs imbedded into the torso, salty hair all fucked-up and up out of the way, Killian’s Red just turning out to be Coors with food coloring. Tanquereys with a bit of tonic, listening to mediocre strummers playing tired Dead and Buffett covers on a windy hotel porch with those Tanquerays we mentioned, and all the rest of those hundreds of stokeful moments … four years ago… October it was.
* * *
The memory of surf sessions—the Surfing Sentience—maybe to be eventually described in detail—barrel at Scotch, wall at the Rock, frosted glass with lightening, south-east dawn miracle, endless lefts at south-west Malone's, cliff beach-break with Rasta Chris below south lighthouse, early PM full moon low tide glass in shallow clear cove with Mikey, cold June morning at Scotch, dark orange sunset on the nameless west side, sunrises at Black, and Scotch with big waves and no waves, storm sets double overhead with onshore foamy windfall, sunrise at Old Harbor with miracle sets with the best set ever, seven all alone, clean, even, medium.
* * *
Flipping through old notebook from last year, depressed again. Never had an over-the-top vocab. Should look up the exact definitions of these (and the many-many hundreds of others seen and scribbled down): abaft, imbrications, histrionic?
* * *
Good quote in the old notebook from a book by a guy named Donaldson about the old middle-English poet-guy named Geoff Chaucer (from the most boring of all classes) “The story of a miracle generally will not deal with the subtleties of human nature.” This line, taken completely out of context, just about proves that nothing I say is going to be any kind of miracle.
* * *
Character idea. Crazy beast as un-guilty as the insane, and as violent and predictable as the child whose heart thunders behind the tree stump, in the park where it attacks the picnic again without a moment's notice, when order is nearly but barely restored, who is rash and resentful and free, whose interior sea-beast moves and shapes the earth with its ridiculous adrenaline.
* * *
World’s best quote, I first wrote down back in school: 
“Time is short and art is long. It seems to me that you should let yourself be instructed. 	Associate yourself with some poet, and let that gentleman’s thoughts go roving: have him 	heap all noble qualities upon your honored pate, the lion’s courage, the stag’s fleetness, 	the Italian’s fiery blood, the Northerner’s steadfastness. Let him find for you the secret of 	combining magnanimity, and cunning and how, with warm youthful desires, you can fall 	in love in accordance with a plan.” —Mephistopheles, from Faust by Von Goethe
* * *
Deep poetic thoughts brought on by sitting in the sun doing next to nothing at the writing table. In a blissful hypnotic trance we hear the quiet sound of the prism-like, sun-swirling Bic pen (with clear plastic hexagonal body and the left hand writing this) scratching the paper with a little blue ink over the calm between notes in the headphones.
* * *
Surfer mags—great pictorial displays of surfing, and a few of nice young ladies barely in suits—accompanied by a small selection of written words, if the user happens to want to read. 
* * *
Doing dishes, after Aubrey left the kitchenette, I just had this big abstract thought about a hypothetical disagreement, an argument, a drama if you will. One person says to another, A to B, that it’s a person’s smile that determines whether that person is good looking or not. There’s an article in the Denver Post saying good-looking people achieve more success in the workplace. Character A argues that "good looking" means an outward facial expression of friendliness, compassion—like the way of a wise warm smile. Character B calls character A an apologist, arguing that you can’t make an ugly person good looking by saying they have a nice personality. Character B would argue that if you don’t have anything mean to say then don’t say anything at all. Character A responds to the charge "apologist" first taking a moment to consider the charge, then leveling his eyes at Character B and saying "Yes, I think you might say that I’m something of an apologist—but hear me here. I’m at fault for my positive attitude because I probably spend too much time apologizing for people like you Mr. B. Not many people need as much defending as you do." A gets B in the end you see. I put the final wet plate in the rack, went to the table and scratched this down. Doing dishes is sometimes okay.
* * *
Things we want to speak to here—inspired by outdoor action, being young—let’s call it The Philosophy of Stoked—the deification of all things stokeful. Dedicated to anyone ever stoked, namely any surfer, skier, snowboarder, skateboarder, sailboarder, maybe snowshoer—fictional guys named Lance R. Poon or Fred Shred, sheilas named Betty Boarder or Wendy Windy or whatever—these characters more than once have thrived on sharing what most stoked them.
All but the most solitary full-on independent shredders, are driven to share, and we do so with careful words that all translate roughly into feeling holy-shit-groovy. Yes, early on we struggled with the law of the water that demanded silence and respect—slow to lose the early giddiness. We were learning, though, and the loudies around us helped set an example bad enough to not follow. We learned not to talk much. The most revered one takes the most killer wave in stride. 
Learned to surf alone, to embrace the total un-crowdedness. And there and then we found the real stoke, the bliss, the truth of it all. If you’ve ever been stoked, you know where it takes you. You try to tell your story, share your enthusiasm—but if you’ve ever lost your shit just trying to contain yourself, you know that words won’t do it. By definition, when riding waves, we lose the mind, from the nature of it, the peace and quiet—more exciting than anything ever has been.
Everything all at once, the heart and mind, the muscles, tendons, ligaments, nerves, etc. When everything comes together in absolute fluidity—in water, air, dirt, or snow—you induce the stoke—and it feels so good you’ll die if you can’t spread it. And talk all you want about it, but have a sense of humor, and remember that those who know true stokedness will get tired quickly if you’re painting your story with too many neons, and too few earth tones.
As for sharing it, there’s something in the self-indulgence that tempers the effect, the generosity. Nobody wants to hear about it as much as we want to share it. The impact already happened. If you want to help someone, instead of throwing words in their face, send them off to the waves—or to the mountains!—anywhere where they can experience a little fun all by their lonesome. If you want them to appreciate a good book, don’t try to tell them everything—give it to them to read… the way we did! They’ll thank us. And once we’ve got their full appreciation, we’re free to spread a little stokedom whatever way we think is best.
In due respect to all for whom getting stoked is a priority in life, finding stokedness is a good end in itself. The enigmas of all the best rides, airs and bump-runs—translates roughly into pure truth, pure beauty (with props to the famous poet ‘J-dog’ Keats here), pure ecstasy, pure bliss, in the realm of beyond-verbal-description where some will argue all meaningful life lies, in a realm where some experiences are left un-described with far more passion than any others. Kalaboom!
* * *
Though, sometimes we’re in a little deep. The love-stoke is like the bottom of a boat in shallow water—slightly too low and painful so, having trouble breathing under it all. The keel that helps the boat go straight is neither even nor centered with a centerboard—boat is difficult to steer as a result. Love wants to run deep and true, but it's banging its big head against the rocky bottom, and it's hard to focus when the salt hurts your eyes… making things at best a little blurry.
* * *
Pretty big point—three being the magic number—we have to remember that the fastest, shortest distance between points A and C—depending on how you see things—is along a straight line, likely missing point B, and guaranteed to suffer some of the short and long term side-effects of taking the easy way out, of doing the job too quickly with less than full attention to the whole of the parts—like avoiding the crucial step of dusting off the surface of the neck before gluing on the head—bounding toward ineffectiveness and futility. My real problem is that we don’t have a point C, let alone a B. Sometimes we feel like the head isn’t sticking to the body, similar to the little ‘i’ with the dot as a separate part, two parts instead of a solid one, like a chicken with its head chopped—apparently they still run around… as ‘i ‘do—metaphorically, mentally.
* * *
A TV crew grabs a young pedestrian. 
“Excuse me young man. What do you do for a living?” 
The kid is silent, but the guy next to him says: 
“Well, I’ll tell you. He’s a division-three, certified, professional, top-ranked, unemployed graduate of a decent liberal arts college, back there,” the man shows by throwing a pointing hand over a shoulder. “And as for how he makes a living? He prolongs his childhood—he gets by, you might say. He’s alive—that’s what he considers his living—that’s what he does for his—somehow he gets by—he’s still around.”
“Oh!” The reporter is surprised. “Interesting!”
* * *
Thought of the day—main character finds love, but also finds intense loneliness in love, weakness he wasn’t expecting—and it eventually strengthens him by allowing him to better see the faulty machine he was when he was alone. He has a lot to say now. He’ll die too soon if he doesn’t get it out, and even if he does get it out, he knows he’ll still die way too soon.
* * *
A real story, what is it?  Communism in college? A college where boys enter and supposedly men leave, where girls enter and women leave? Semantics! How about the violent drunk gigolo-character versus the sober rational lesser-gigolo? Or the story of a true sap, a storyteller who doesn't want you to know he's a sap. His fine-tuned editing ends up making all the difference.
* * *
Rule of thumb: if you don’t know what you’re talking about, you don’t say shit. So, “Shit!”, I yell, for better or worse—I know what I’m talking about!
* * *
Problem with our generation… got it all figured—we have more superheroes than we know what to do with. We’re a co-ed fleet of Supermans (suppose Superwomans too) who just plain watch too much, and we’re drowning in the underground bathing pools from the weight of our Krypto-TV necklaces. How do we reconcile the power and the poison?! The light-box is killing us
* * *
Back in school, remember sitting in a dark auditorium listening to Mozart, Schuman and Mendelsohn, and as we try to recount the experience, we find that foolishly we still don’t know how to spell all the names of these great composers. Oh, but the music! That’s what matters. 
* * *
Getting a strange feeling of mental paralysis—a new kind of insaneness. The brain in turning off when we get stuck in front of movies, especially those with little dialogue. Can’t focus on the movie, but somehow can’t focus on the distraction either—we get stuck in between. And it sucks. Like sleeping awake with no dream to make it interesting, like a conscious coma. The truth is we haven’t felt this incapacitated since we were hearing those voices when we were a kid. And it comes on strongest when stone sober. It’s as if there’s something really important going on away from the house, but because we’re stuck in front of the TV we can’t make it out. Half says listen to the movie—the other half says the movie is the least important thing in the entire world. And we’re stuck there, sweating it out, wondering whether we’ll get better if the movie gets better. We don’t even have cable and somehow we watch too much. Kill your TV! From now on, we vow to kill first what is killing us, to kill first what isn’t helping us live!
* * *
There's a character who never speaks in complete sentences, and also never seems to follow a project through to its conclu... 
* * *
We drink when we feel like unleashing the Barfly inside us—not because we really are one.
* * *
School buds visiting from opposite coasts are looking for all of us to go out, and when they heard “No, not me”—largely because of the cast—they called me stupid, for not being “a full-on male bonder” Marcus added with a joking tone, cracking himself up. Hard to explain, what made him and eventually me laugh a little. Quasi-critical half-truths are not always funny, but I am giggling a bit laughing at the self here, all wrapped in plaster writing in the diary.
* * *
Didn’t get much written yesterday, and funny when Marcus and Aub got home and said nothing, respecting my ‘work space’. Later, Aub said How was it? Any breakthroughs? No, we said. Well, there’s always tomorrow. Which will get me writing again, after the pizza.
* * *
The sense of humor thing. Self-deprecation, self-mockery—the modern sense of humor is complicated—subtle, sarcastic, and honest at the same time. It is, to an extent, an admission of guilt, as in the guilt of not being perfect. Nevertheless this self-mockery thing is invisible to some, and we will also risk saying—at risk of it not being true of course—that it’s often more invisible to girls than to guys! But of course we know it all depends on who you are, and who you’re with, and the circumstances. But still. Seriously. Hold on. A second beer.
All that being said, guys who haven’t picked up on the good-natured humility thing are not hard to find. To all those with overly serious sensibilities, those with too much shame and fear, this self-mockery is often too subtle to be detected. At times when it’s not understood, it’s taken as only crudeness or actual stupidity, as opposed to mocked stupidity. And we don’t mean to point fingers when we speak of people living with too much shame and fear—these are just words, not people. And we don’t want folks who feel shame at times to enter the vicious cycle of feeling ashamed of their shame—we’ve been there and we wouldn’t wish it on anyone. Sucky living.
Moving on. Anyone who knows how funny the world can be—anyone who realizes there are plenty of other men and women who are making the most of things and occasionally smiling about it—anyone who realizes this… will live in a decent-enough mood just for knowing their precarious but still mighty places in the world! Oh yeah, baby.
A bit drunk and later now with another JB n Pepsi, in front of the lightening box, the audio-visual moron-protector, the tellie, etc. The salesmen movie now done—now a gangster pic. Food all around, for thought, for whatever, for snorts and maybe no good reason besides stuff packaged in grins and sloppy giggles. Looking for role-models, confident people, how funny they are, though a-holes to some. We expect nothing less of ourselves than to act like manipulative jerks if not super-smoothies from time to time. The first movie told us we need look no further than a great salesman—next, we see how real smarts, strength and power are sometimes kept very quiet. Indeed.
* * *
Inspired by food—to play with words a bit—and drunk again. Is this tahini on me, like heavenly mayonnaise rain—this sandwich-moistening salad dressing making a mess of my t-shirt? You got middle-eastern mayo on the nice blue socks you kafta-eating, incessantly-gassing, lost-in-half-ass-philosophizing, Jack-Straw-wannabe, never-gonna-be-laid-back, car-crashing, big-skulled freak—a guy who has a love-hate relationship with love and hate both—take that!
* * *
Steeped in abstraction as ever a kid has been—starting to think this part of me, this sitting-in-limbo feeling, isn’t going away—it doesn’t seem to want to be grown out of. Even if and when we move again, we’ll still be this way. IF and when. Youth is truth they say.
* * *
Fantasy is the catalytic enhancer of life. We don’t know exactly what catalytic means, but it sounds good here. Sometimes it doesn’t matter so much what a word exactly means. Right?
* * *
Bandwagoning causes jeopardization of credibility. Correct? To be explored more.
* * *
Watching a movie with a good old-man character, and in front of us are piles of stewed tomatoes from a can next to pile of rice, with lots of salt and pepper—a humble dinner. The can literally says stewed tomatoes. In the movie the old man says to a visitor “Look at me. I’m an old man. Look, I’m eating stewed tomatoes from a can.”  Hmmm. What this says about me/us, not sure.
Poetry we believe is a controlled spilling, an extraction from a vessel of sorts with condensing and expansion both, a breathing liquid turning slowly solid. Poetry is made of the urgency of putting words to a feeling which easily fleets if not in some way translated, not just caught, but the feeling looked at closely for a moment. Though, often the words chosen are turkey-turds.
* * *
In that movie from Italy that won an Oscar, we think, or got nominated at least, there’s a great line where the big man says to the little man You should sing instead of read poetry—you wouldn’t be so scared of things. Don’t know if this is true or not, partly because we don’t sing.
* * *
To write my own history book is a good idea—about my history, not other peoples’. List of things to include: loneliness, why does it hurt and why sporadically, the years, the friends, the role models, the father, the mother, the brother, the cousin, the aunt, the places—park city houses beaches mountains schools yard—the things, the ideas, like reckless abandonment, the questions, like does everything have or have to have a purpose, the uncertainty… that plagues our little egos—other ideas, like the future is always nearer than we want it to be—the grand subjects, like conformity and non-conformity—other ideas, like why it was important to not conform when we were younger, to try to set rather than follow trends, basic follow-up ideas like why what we say is much more important than what we wear, to just think about that—other ideas, like what it means to be American, like do you have to own a motorcycle at one time or another to qualify, and do you have to have fucked-up hair to be free and cool or can you comb it and gel it like a pimp from time to time and still qualify—do you gotta have a baseball cap to be American—huge things, like music and dancing—other huge things, like how we treat people—lesser things like college majors—more significant things like focus, or maybe a lack there of—things that made all the difference in the world, like the world’s best dog—other things gained by chance, like in-laws, nephews, nieces—life-shaping things, like what goes on at night in the place of sound sleep, things like visions and nightmares and voices and darkness that don’t fit into categories—and other things that fit only into etcetera, et al, and N.B., y mucho es nada!
* * *
We write because sometimes the appreciation of things is a little too much for the cranial Tupperware. Things need to get out. Things need to breath. We need to sweat a little, and make things specifically written—not just vaguely remembered. Nothing down is… nothing to edit!
* * *
In cast staying home all day long. Wish we had a few more details about the big outside world. Going a little crazy here, working too much on wow-never-before-seen phrases and truths, hypothetically on the ‘amazing’ first novel. It must not be a throwaway. Mental masturbation is good for you, right? Delusions not good. But imaginary creations while unemployed??
* * *
Living for moments and centuries both—nothing in between counts for much. It’s commonly impossible to measure a single human existence by either of these—one too long, the other too short—unless you’re really really good, always attentive and on top of your mortality.
* * *
Wondering all over again… if  it’s actually possible to help another person lead a better life, or is the idea of giving ‘useful advice’—that can be taken and benefited from—a farce, an anomaly, an anachronism—a phrase without much meaning? Is there always a price attached—is advice ever free and take-able? The answer still comes out to nothing more or less than a good attitude, like a peaceful country which cites optimism as its guiding principal and dominant faith. 
But maintaining a positive attitude is not easy. Does the man with everything to say—for feeling as good and groovy and fulfilled as he does—does he just feel good and vocal or does he really know something about helping other people? Does he merely assume because of the subject of his ranting that he can ‘learn’ someone what he knows? Are people only capable of feeling good for the goodness of his vibe, or can some fundamental emotional transformation actually take place, beyond the listener’s reaction to the ‘helpful’ person’s good-moodiness and positivity? 
Is the preacher full of shit if all he can offer listeners is faith in people? If we don’t have it, we don’t have it, and we’ve been not having it long enough to have grown rather used to our less-than-totally-fulfilled selves, right? We’ve grown up, we say, we’ve matured into the ‘wise’ ones who know more about things like limits and hindrances than we do about human glee and its un-diluted appreciation for love—for love and growth and absolute unconditional goodness. 
Preachers offer God because not everyone can be a preacher, and even fewer can be people who actually give good advice. Very few people can preach “a mighty god is a living man” and get away with it. That’s cocky, they say. That’s blasphemous—that’s selfish and presumptuous and you should learn some manners. No, we should learn a different approach to talking to those who are not in The Understand. What good does it really do to tell someone who feels constantly un-powerful that ‘You my friend should embrace life and positivity and then you’ll feel better and be more fulfilled!’ and great and wonderful shit like that? Go away, they’d say—and we’d say that too if you said that shit to me. Keep your fuckin Willy-Wonka glee to yourself!
* * *
Right now too much of me may be too far away to be good for the rest of me. At least sometimes it feels that way. Today it is feeling that way. Very distant from the nearby world.
* * *
Question of the day. Do you ever just drop the hat? Do you do what it takes to detonate your most incendiary prerogatives, to put your hands right on, to exploit your untested braveries? How far do you go in the name of the new? Spelunker or hammocker, which is you?
* * *
Great quote from Carlos Santana. "Follow your inner pilot, and you'll never take wooden nickels from anyone."
* * *
The alcoholic straight man is the worst kind of both, the worst kind of alcoholic and the worst kind of straight man. He lives a saturated life of denial. He gets drunk a lot, but usually by accident. In contrast, the alcoholic drunk is better company—honest and self-aware.
* * *
We get along really well with golden retrievers. We are also a pretty good driver, especially during the daytime. My apartment is rarely so dirty that you couldn’t step from one side to the other. We’re an avid reader, and we make it almost all the way through most of the books we pick up. We watch a good deal of TV, but we don’t watch any dumb show for more than a few minutes at a time, so you really can’t say it’s making me any worse off. We didn’t really get good at skateboarding until we were in my mid-twenties or so.
* * *
In response to some intellectual guy’s book, with a provocative title, that Aubrey was sent by his mom—of which we picked up and read the first three pages—Closing of the American Mind by Mr. Alan Bloom—which are about being an ‘intellectual’, here in this case a 'wise' old critic of the modern American mind. On the subject, we only have an act of narrowing, of nearly real closing, trying to argue that he has sovereignty over the young mind which only exposes his underlying arrogance—stupidity. Our mind is open, Mr.Bloom—even thinkin stuff! We’re outside with six-packs of brain-vigor and we know you hear us knocking. Aubrey will probably read the whole thing—we’ll ask him about it.
* * *
After dinner thought is about taste buds and how they don't do all that we think they do. Sitting here at the table for a spell before we relocate to the box-spring for the night, chewing, dissolving, swallowing this last piece of chocolate pecan pie from the bakery, and well quite enjoying it… we’re considering what in fact our taste buds do for us. Preconception was always that taste buds were something like cops in the city of the mouth’s Dunkin' D's, stopping off at every part of your tongue for a jelly donut or a Big One. Used to think taste buds are like the little food brains, computers for labeling the various parts of your ingestion combos. This can't be the case, really, because... well... they're too small! These tongue computers are just buds. BUDS. What, in biology-speak, is a bud? It's a nerve ending of some kind that rubs against our mayo and our pies. But no way, dude. A bud is nothing. It'd never go like... "purple, I mean grape, or hot and sour!" Buds aren’t that smart.
Smearing pie all around the inside of my mouth, up against the teeth and gums, we got such a kick that we wondered how eating this pie can be such a thrill without benefitting from the tongue's taste buds to do the analyses. The rest of the mouth was psyched as hell—yes, they were rocking out to the creamy sweet crunch of this most groovitational pecan pie. So this is it, the point of all this—all the food-for-thought, the deliberating over each morsel—it’s happening upstairs! Not downstairs with the canines, but way up with the nightmares, flashbacks and hallucinations. That groovy recollection machine is doing a significant share of the work! In conclusion, our brain remembers when chocolate pecan pie or similar concoctions were last eaten. It tastes as good as it did perhaps when you and she were sitting in the tree.
* * *
Big main-character idea, from not sure where. TV? Taste buds?  Highly neurotic Irish-German-French-American guy spends his leisure time in what resembles a strategy room with a scale model and a blackboard holding a long wooden pointer—in psycho-solidarity with the poor and oppressed of the world,  the people for whom life is not a pleasure hunt (ah… this came from the chocolate pecan pie), rather a fixed lifestyle of demonstration against everyone who is dishonest, over-privileged and apathetic—a man who frowns his anger to the world as he passes people everywhere—for all he knows or cares to all the others out there just aren't taking this life thing seriously enough—they're not confronting evil and complacency and gluttony (enjoying pie) the way that a revolutionary must!—the revolutionary who plans his agenda and his counter-strikes from the strategy room, who dreams of taking on challenges, who dreams of an individual demonstration of his righteous motivation, or of the birth of a mass movement, who does not loaf or linger or laugh—who trusts no one, and scorns Dionysus and all his pagan heathen followers! We’ll think about this one.
* * *
More hi-falutin garbledegook on the brain.  It’s people that give us a good appreciation of education—a subject never to be taken lightly. Leaving aside every American's freedom to remain uneducated, we challenge our fellow citizens to live by a certain code—not necessarily to know the details of the past—because that’s truly not possible—but to know that to be American carries an unwritten obligation to adhere to a certain morality shaped by our lessons of a little more than two hundred years, shaped by citizens of many races, and made of the stuff that is Civil War, geographical expansion, wars with neighbors and distant countries, decisions by Presidents and houses of governments, etc. Everything! But no time for all this now—it’s getting late. But must continue! The wheels are spinning. Recessions like this one are a hard time to prod out charitable feelings from the underbellies of a society bent on protecting and prioritizing self-interests—a population that is partly sold on the notion that to protect selfishness is to be American! How little many people appreciate the spiritual potential allotted to the real American experience—survival, success, conflict, guilt, reparation… relaxation, music, etc. Enough of this. One more glass of red from the bottle on the table here. Let’s close with a rock song quote. "Blood in the streets in the town of New Haven". Whatever that means. Viva la revolution.
* * *
Another character idea, a question—who can make an audience care about a rich kid? Can’t be done. Only rich kid characters we’re allowed to like are the fallen ones (the Phaellen ones!) in raggedy clothes and destitute or addicted beyond the soft suburbs. But even then—a challenge! Can blame things on society, on culture—schools of course are good enough—education and truth are always nearby! “Oooh,” the kid says. “I grew up on the mean streets of cul-de-sacs and shady lanes, in the land of dentists who live next to suburban gangsters—Oooh, we drove Swedish and German but we felt pain too! Oooh, I can’t help punching people—it’s the county in me that just won’t quit. Oooh, I’m the inner-suburb dog of your low-budget independent. I’m an entertainer and a crazy violent guy! I want to help you but I might snap and hurt you! Looky out—check yourself before you…” Two thumbs up, it gets—up the ass a bit. No, we don’t see a good first novel anywhere near this.
* * *
I fake it. I fake it. I fake it. I fuckin fake it. I fake it all. The alcoholic gangster is only part of it. He’s this movie character—this frickin asshole alcoholic comedian with a violent streak—this fuckin Irish Sicilian wise-guy moron who looks a helluva lot like yours truly—this best-supporting guy’s life would sure as hell make a better movie than any other frickin movie. And no, he’s not an alcoholic. He’s drunk a lot these days, but there’s a difference! Youth is truth!
* * *
Of course urinating is more important than any concern about fiction-writing or ‘whirled peas’ or save the spotted whales or some such shit. We’ve got to piss now real frickin bad (this was a hand-written journal entry getting messier by the second) so you’re gonna have to chill the frick out. Gimme a break. Workin hard and stayin righteous to the cause, but even in the face of real danger we’ll walk to the little boy’s room and take our piss if we have to. If you’re civilized you don’t frickin hold it between your legs or piss on the floor. You the grand audience made us waste frickin time chewing your sorry asses out when we could’ve been drying our hands already. And now it almost hurts. Someone shoot this pen out of my hand for Chrissakes. Would somebody please… (long pause)  Okay, we’re back now, relaxed. Where were we? Whatever. It’s stopping time. Close tired red eyes and rest time.
* * *
Here’s a ditty, inspired by standing on one leg frying breakfast. What it means, we’re not sure. 
Egg yoke fragility defines the frying pan playground. Whites, clear and unknowing, are free to be scorched by the edges of the hot frying-pan world, bound to harden with time, to secure the foundation of the holy yellow half-orb of cerebral nutrients—brain of an infant, soft and rich with the fertile fluid of young chicks, stepped up, out of shell, in the crackling skillet of a kid’s first hot stovetop—touched but once for the power of the unforgettable lessons.
* * *
Another less abstract idea—kids of a place, neighborhood, block, discussing bands, Chaucer the author, riding bikes, and going out to play. Timeless? Ageless? Boys and girls in the prime of a promising youth, contemplating radicalism and their plans to perpetually question the status quo and laissez-faire attitudes. Sitting on a stoop, playing on the swings and machines at the park, listening to the words in music—the lyrics!—taking rightful liberties with idealism, questioning all advice from older folks, questioning pessimism. Comic books and A World to Win the communist manifesto (that we learned about in college), both of them stories of good vs. evil, power struggles between the unjust and the just, asking why did De La Soul have to die? Why was Guzman killed? Who was he really? And why do some people have the right to take more than their fair share of the world's resources? All good questions. Is competition a good thing, or just a natural thing? And is there a difference?!
* * *
For good real reason, here’s a spontaneous description (induced by Chianti). Music is a stimulus of body rhythms, metabolism and memory—poetry injected with the sheer jazz of musical adrenaline and unleashed creative melody—pushed by the aorta-like strength of the complex beats and pulses of the musical heart, unlocking the musical fury that moves the notes of our roaming spirits!
* * *
Memories of the college English department’s total vagueness. Fighting for your dirt, your inalienable right to having your own personal mud to sling. Trees and people are both rooted—they can be knocked down, chopped up, and persuaded—BUT not fully deconstructed of a person’s uniqueness, his or her biases. We are still who we are—just different!—with our reconstruction of convictions built on new knowledge of untruths rather than previous foundation of dogma and self-righteous narrow-mindedness. So there! Yeah, cheers to the liberal arts. Whatever this all means. The college no doubt stands by it.
* * *
Idea for a good story: Wendell a fictional man of nineteen found himself unable to resist peering into the window of the woman who lives next door. Wendell’s suffered from the celibate consequences of his romantic notions about love. He lives paranoid that women of limited discipline are out to corrupt him. He spotted the woman next door reading a thick book in a big brown comfortable reading chair and this made him happy. He took out his roommate’s camera and focused in on the woman with the telephoto lens. He could only see the back of her neck and her short hair above the back of the big chair. Wendell saw a bit of a bookcase and imagined it filled with the Romantic Poets. He became even more pleased when she tipped her head back, as he imagined she was reciting some line of poetry to herself. What is better than a woman with a mind for fine literature, Wendell asked himself. The woman then placed the book face down in her lap. Wendell focused tighter to try to get the title of the book. He read the cover… Sex for Its Own Sake… then dropped his roommate’s camera on the firewood under the window. With his naked eye he squinted across again. The woman’s head was still back and her hand was now down under the buttons of her button-fly jeans. Flustered, he sat down. He turned to the wood stove and built a raging fire all over the place. It took the fire department two hours to get the blaze under control. The End
* * *
Hypothetical fictional praise about an as-of-yet-unwritten great short novel. It feels and sounds as if it was written while the author was listening to great jazz with a superbly original cadence serving as a highly effective muscle relaxant. Yes, that’d be nice—the result, and the praise—if ever it comes to fruition.
* * *
Another ‘good’ idea here. Short, overzealous, trying-too-hard-to-please, crazy kinda guy—a romantic albino revolutionary, suffering from his own anti-triteness and long-windedness, a political stance, a life stance, with side effects!  He never stands by a short cynical statement or critique—believes they are too easy to make, and their value is only if they facilitate discussion! And… he over-explains things! At times talks too much! But he’s lover, and therefore awesome. Yes, a fictional story it’d be.
* * *
Thought of Day: Fiction is just a string of lies! Nothing real about it. To make something truly memorable—we’ve got work to do. Yeah, sometimes we care about words too much.
* * *
Another:  Godot god otto dog todog… as in the kayak example. Godot, God, Dog!  Deep alliteration?
* * *
Another:  Write it all down! All the stories great and small, even the ones that are great in their smallness! Minimalism in a maximalist way, you might say. (Note terrific rhyming of way and say here.)
* * *
And another:  Any clown can write about the man behind the joke—but it takes a special kind of clown to set in upon the joke behind the man.
* * *
Thought of day: We live in flux as long as we are comparing ourselves to those around us. We have to lose them, sadly enough, before we’re able to move on independently. (Enough to sleep on. Tomorrow…)
Rolling with a novel idea. Funny that sometimes we don’t even notice the housemates. It’s like they don’t even really exist. They came back but didn’t talk to them and now they’re gone again.
* * *
There’s a real story! in the transition from youth—when being judgmental is knowing you're alive—to maturity, when you're asked to unlearn all that you've learned, all that you’ve taught yourself, for the sake of processing a more open-minded appreciation of things, a wide array of wiser evaluations of the world and its people, learning to deconstruct, and then to evaluate nothing, to not-evaluate everything. (You must learn to un-learn, the great one tells us.)
* * *
 ‘Write about what you know,’ they say. So, this Alaska thing won’t work. Told Marcus and Aub about it at dinner over pan-burgers. Marcus said Boring, stupid, since you’ve never been there. (pause) Why not here in the San Juans? Wait, here? Uh…
Then later Aub said East Coast inner-city idea was a stretch, not believable really. They wouldn’t know or care about Maoism. And he said the Jim Kind/Lance story was “too emotional”—“sounds like chick-lit for guys,” he added. Yeah maybe, but... Then turned it around! More like man-lit for women?!! I looked down. Made more sense. Why do we do things anyway?
* * *
Mentioned already, went out with Aubrey to play pool. Yes, leg felt good, and beers in bar pint glasses were very good. But no, this isn’t about ‘the near-abuse of alcohol by a young writer.’ You will see, just because we might occasionally have a drink or two, or whatever, doesn’t mean we stop scratching. The opposite!
* * *
Remembering a very inspirational thing back in Beantown—the ride on the T to the mighty internship at the tiny Boston Review literary magazine. Like most days, there were musicians set up in the underground makeshift amphitheaters, playing to the silent hummings of the contaminated capitalist ecosystem. As it was, a little music entered our precious cabin full of strangers at every one of the seven stops on the Red Line from Somerville to downtown. Funny how a group of people with surely so much in common would be the strangest of silent strangers. All of us part of the same grand routine—the slowly get up and prep then stand in unbearable silence amidst grounded stares for thirty minutes twice each day. What a wonderful social opportunity! But no, of course not—we're cautious around all the personal bubble penetrators, the private-sphere molesters. Rightfully so, too. We can’t bring our full array of personal-protection bulwarks—our my-world stuff—the wall-hangings, posters, and vinyl picket or metal fences that protect us from all the crazies whose worlds aren’t similar to ours. So, we could go on for a while on this tangent, but we'd like to get back to the music. Oh thank god for the music.
In Porter Square, there was nothing, maybe because of the hugeness of the platforms and escalator tunnels. In Harvard Square, there was Beautiful Irony, playing a twelve-string acoustic guitar—very well we should add. The station platform for the inbound was appropriately mobbed at seven forty-five or eight or whatever it was, and not a one of these pathetic creatures was acknowledging the beckoning call of the musician. "If... yyyyerrrrr... happy and you know it, clap your hands! If you're happy and you know it..." so on and so excellently forth. Now it’s acceptably uncommon for sidewalk or subway people to respond in any way to a street-musician who of course might be crazy or homeless, god forbid! But a street musician is not a beggar, and usually not a panhandler—maybe though a hat-handler, with an upturned top-hat or derby or baseball for contributions to the cause, for the otherwise free entertainment.
So it was, a crowd of defiantly miserable people—so dejected that they couldn't even challenge the mild resolve precariously protecting their present states. Nobody moved a muscle, only stood awaiting their channel into the subway car. 'Why is this guy taunting me—why is he making me feel this way—so full of doubt when I haven't even finished my bagel or had the chance to circulate the caffeine through my fuzzy-dizzy eight-AM brain. It's not fair, is it—if I clap then I'll have to put money in his purple guitar case. Eeeh-gads, then I'll stand out as a socialist sucker in our invigorating capitalist world of the one-person-fight for individual prosperity! The invisible hand of Mr. Smith (economist!) is taking care of things, right? I don't have to feel compelled to consider selfless charity—to appreciate the unfortunate, the needy—I can just go to work, grab my paycheck, buy some music of my own, and revel in my private, comfortable, free-to-consume space. Mr. Smith didn't call the moving force of society the "invisible hands"... plural.  If he had, we might strongly consider clapping—being happy and knowing it! But when someone asks if we’re happy, happy with the present state of world affairs—in the silent subway world in which we struggle to justify our shoulder-to-strange-shoulder lives—we can’t show that we know we’re happy because we just ain't so sure of it. 
Metaphorically speaking, the poor man, Mr. Smith let's call him, only has one hand, and we saw him this morning, facing the open door of our T car, with his back to the melodic but prodding and sardonically quiet singing of the guitar-playing subway bard. His expressionless face was the same pallid colorless misery of the subway’s floor, littered with damp sports pages, unopened book reviews, new-religion fliers, as well as a few discarded sign-language-request-for-a-dollar business cards. Mr. Smith had been challenged to do nothing more than clap—for his own good surely. But he could make no noise at all, for what is the sound of one pasty hand clapping? Snapping? No, not really. We looked around, eventually chuckled, and just when we thought to clap, the crowd-wave smothered us and turned off the music before the door was shut. We wanted to clap, and dance like happy fools among the frightened idiots. But we lost our chance.
At Park Street, everyone got off except a beautiful woman we were keeping our eye on, and up car a huge tall boy wearing an absurdly enormous sombrero, which only worked because this gentle giant was a head taller than the gelled-hair white-guy fellas who were sitting on either side of him, who seemed to be using the Lenny-looking giant kid's hat as a temporary shelter—an indoor roof or wicker umbrella shading them from the ghastly strange beings all around them.
We first noticed this huge kid because, although he hadn't clapped, he was incessantly smiling, apparently very aware of how happy a thing life can be in such a world on a dirty subway in a city in a great big happy hat. When we were almost alone, we looked over at him more directly to gauge his consciousness, of us, the people outside his mental amusement park—but we couldn't be sure if he knew we were there, grinning in his direction. At the next stop, we saw him rise to leave while the lovely woman in a Yalie-acorn sweater-dress moved to the very far end of the empty car—geez, were we that obvious? Or was it a message that it’s natural to be careful when there’s movement from a three-hundred-pound alien-boy in a three-foot Mexican flying saucer hat. We turned to watch the kid as he slowly walked out. He didn't look anywhere but straight ahead and slightly down, and he was still grinning. Then he said clearly and musically, in a sing-song aside: "Bye bye... (long slow thoughtful pause). Bye bye."
To us? It had to be, unless he's got better friends in his imaginary world that he leaves behind on subway trains. In any case, we found some solace knowing we were at least near his happy world—near the shelter of his good-karma-charged downtown sombrero. Vamanos!
* * *
Talking words with a pen in a journal is so easy. Words out loud are a rough, rough, rough draft… that you can’t edit. That said… here’s a new thought. Anybody can write, but it takes a special kind of person to re-write a thing fifty times, so it sounds just right, and then again a few more times—so the reader has no idea it didn’t just roll off the tongue, or out of the pen that way.
* * *
Another flashback to the college campus. Just recalled how strange the feeling was to run into a passionate, intelligent, communist sympathizer on a school neighborhood sidewalk. When I was expecting the easy-going personality of a helpful friendly faculty advisor, this guy went out of his way to make me doubt whether I’d done anything righteous that day for the benefit of humanity, or for the world's unfairly poor and oppressed. Am I not a righteous sympathizer?
* * *
Another idea. Two aspiring writers find a strange higher-mission friendship, believed to be of a higher order—creative writing! The woman sees a real meeting of the minds that shouldn’t be ignored, but the young man in his ego-driven loneliness sees it as another relationship not to be welcomed! Later that semester, for a day or two, the young man realizes what he ignored totally was a thing he had never experienced—and that he will now only find solace in writing about it. Our lady-friend uses her experience with another fragile-yet-stubborn male ego to lift her writing voice to the highest order of pertinence, poignancy, and popularity, winning critical, albeit local, acclaim for a story about male failure and self-indulgence. The young college man sits tormented and squandering in his writer's chair.
* * *
And another. A young man is distraught over a girl leaving town for adventure and youthful exploration… with an old friend from the old neighborhood. He is full of anguish, partly because his level of confidence depends on how he compares himself to others, namely his old friend, who was involved with the same girl years before back in high school. His problem is that he lives with too much premature nostalgia!—mistakenly he thinks he’ll never again meet a woman who lives up to her unique female attractiveness. Youthful love it was—as, to some extent, all love probably is.
* * *
Bad bloody dream last night. A small piper cub was circling the small house where we were staying and playing in the yard, fetching Whiffle balls that big brother was hitting. We stopped then followed the tiny plane with our eyes as it circled the hilltop with loopy turns just over the treetops. For a moment we saw the pilot, full of absolute glee sailing about on a tuft of fluffy air. Then the happy face turned sour as the little winger off to the left at the edge of the field slammed into tree branches. The plane finally halted—smashed, badly-misshapen and stuck in the scrub-brush canopy—then it exploded with ugly flames and black smoke. The pilot turned raw, and charred. Somebody once said, or wrote: “When I died they washed me out with a hose.”
* * *
Today—while some are concerned with changes, developments, innovations, we are entirely concerned with what does not change—the constant, the familiar, the human—as opposed to what’s plastic or metallic or silicon. Sure, things change—but the animal doesn’t much.
* * *
Life is… a boat without ballast. Sure it floats, but it rolls, tosses and turns like a Styrofoam cup on windy blacktop, like a paper plate in a parking lot—like our asses on a planet. (This thought probably came from no longer having the heavy leg-cast on, which anchored me to the ground.)
* * *
For this guy, creating art, writing it, is gonna be the thing, the lifelong work whether it pays or not. But we need more—need to figure out actual life—how the writing art-creation stuff might coincide with actual real days, real people, real work stuff, real relationship and pursuit of love stuff. Should be all figured out by the time we’re thirty. Right?  The big unknown.
* * *
Backflash to night with old hometown friend. The fog was everywhere down in the cattails, blanketing the skunk cabbages of the Mill River's swampy peripheries, under the interstate, up from the oily harbor to the black metal footbridge a hundred and forty paces north of the Rock Rd. bridge, as far as we could see as we rolled carelessly through the park nearing the backdoor exit from our ghostly neighborhood in our demonic city. At the fresh hour of one AM, on the last Tuesday of the year, bars were closed, but a need for rest was irrelevant. Our working headlight stabbed through the fog at a slight left-angle over the road ahead of us… like a light-saber. The other headlight had sunk into its casing and there the second saber hummed high up overhead, like a search light looking for a helicopter, cutting through the canopy-paths of a thousand gray squirrels, skinny, grizzly, and skittish, made crazy by winter hunger, and totally bewildered by the roving light beams. Max gave the sabers’ humming effects like nuclear bumblebees. The straight-ahead rebel saber appeared to be parrying the blow from the Dark Side. Near the river, we slowed for a moment then motored up the long park hill into blackness—for the time just grateful that the space cruiser had started again. The fog was everywhere—which probably brought the get-away space-vehicle into good view for any search teams overhead, with its long light-columns stabbing weirdly through the otherwise dark woods.
I think Max unknowingly took me out of God’s hands in the fourth grade. He distracted me from a home life that put church in front of religion—habitual attendance, without any discussion. By the time of jumping bikes, there was my faith in adrenaline alone. Somebody explained what it was, and it made more sense than anything else, enough sense to explain everything.
Going to church was the worst hour-plus of the week. I thought mostly of what Max was doing while I was missing the entire morning of one of the few days without school. Church was the worst thing about religion, I told the parents once. “You’ll see the importance of it a little later on,” they said. No. I didn’t, and still haven’t. Centaurs, dragons, trolls,,, then homemade long-bows shaped from birch branches deep  in the woods—these were the entrees in my religious diet. My appetite got huge for going as far into the thousand-acre city-mountain-park as possible. 
As for cowboys and Indians, the game that tried and tested our souls back in the day, we simply aimed like hell to win. The Indian was never routed and captured so he could be lied to or treated unfairly. The game was simply Get tough or bite it.
Driving the car that night… everything gets filed away under the broad heading of young lives in a small old city, and we learned a bit about the inestimable profundity of shared experiences in the early years. Old friends help us remember the in-betweens, the time spent enacting all the varied lunacies of kid-hood. And lunacy ran rampant. Max knows. He was there when we lied to our parents, crashed the car, and years before that when we woke blitzed and terrorized by the yelling in the supposed privacy of our afflicted mind.  He heard us crazy. He never heard the voices, but he saw them.
When I was underachieving on the verbal SATs, I saw the word ‘ascetic’. When I looked it up at home, it brought out a nobility so righteous and profound that we yearned for a ascetic path. We felt like we’d been on one for quite a while, hostile to all indulgences, and passionate about abstractions like priorities and necessities! A path we demanded! We hadn't explored Nietzsche's noble man yet, and knew little of our undeniable selfishness, but we were anxious. I took long walks by myself. I was experimenting more than ever with the mostly silent talkativeness that might build a path of words that I was looking for. I felt sublimity and profundity, but hadn’t put them into phrases yet—the process of harnessing them in my head, to see what words are really worth. I decided early on that words don't harness much of anything in this ridiculous world. I worshipped the natural wildness of things.
But all the ways I try to figure out and test and bend this life theorem, I’m getting nowhere. To say it a different way, there is no fine line between being adventurous and suicidal—they’re at opposite ends of the spectrum. An actual attempt at killing oneself would be pointless, cheating, taking the stupid, easy way out of the park. I’m sure no one suspects me of that boring consideration. Even when life’s been hard, it’s been great. If we fall up a tall tree, that's more like what I’m trying to do.
You can die you know, I've been told. Sure! But in the meantime, I can be that tough-looking cool-ass show-off that works to show he’s not afraid! Maybe one day I’ll get a motorcycle all chrome-covered, loud and fast, for that display of total shiny recklessness. They call it nihilism, that coolness, that irresistible carelessness that lets us fall in love with ourselves, with that image that we think is making a difference to somebody. We're all testing ourselves as players in the game. And we know it’s just a game—time on the stage. Yes, I might dream of pushing the edge of the envelope more than I actually do it. But it’s a live performance! It’s acting!
Impending life—experiencing all aspects of pain and pleasure—enthralled I am. But as time speeds up and the body slows—with bones healing and what-not—I like more and more when I can just sit and think (and maybe write) about the gone-days of invincibility, days when the boy could glorify manhood knowing nothing of how he’d soon spin to glorify the kid he'll never be again, while coping with the one he'll always be. We begin to fear the future more than we dare the world! Maybe not much of anything, but all and everything.
* * *
I’m having a quiet morning for a dying friend and I must write it down. On the answering machine, Mom said the dog is actually dying now—a very good dog!—in fact it might be the best dog a boy has ever run with—run through eleven years of pet-having bliss, with the elusive reciprocated devotion that makes and breaks lives. This life made, you might say.
* * *
Big important I stuff. I am a man, I know how to behave and I’m pretty sure what to do. I’m relatively young but I feel both younger and older all the time. I am wide-eyed as I was as an infant, and glaring as I will be in the likely age of cynicism. I am fortunate—besides breaking kneecap—with a decent family and a few friends. I am in the company of good company. I have an alert mind and many books nearby to read and re-read. I am a citizen and I have a library card. I’ve been to school, and I have a degree which certifies that I’ve studied things. I seem to have everything I need—for now anyway. I can’t support a family, but that’s okay, because I, no doubt, won’t have one for a while. I know how to love, I think, however I am not yet with a mate. I will find her though, even if it hurts, even if it takes years.
* * *
Before I get carried away, let me note a very significant difference in language—an obvious difference, but worthy of repeating. In Spanish, for example, students don’t have a problem saying too much Yo, as we do with the mighty I pronoun. However, they learn Tengo this and Voy there without having to put Yo in front of them. They conjugate! Superior minimalist method! We know who it’s about. It’s clear when we hear Tengo!  I have, you have is a true waste of words.
* * *
And we cry! When one wave turns around and runs straight into another and the clap sprays a thousand gallons of saltwater fifteen feet above the crests. I love waves. And as much as any other activity, I get off watching them, and riding them, long clean walls of ocean swell, standing high on a medium length surfboard, which gives up in thrashing maneuverability what it gains in strength and speed. It’s like walking on water, only much faster. It is harnessing the earth’s life force like in no other way.
Surfing happens at the joining of land and sea and gravity and sun and wind and air and man and his stuff, his inventions, his technologies, his nature. It’s the same feeling that Howard guy felt when Ayn Rand had him cutting granite and building skyscrapers, only it’s again much faster, and much more refreshing. Building a skyscraper might be comparable if you could do it in a minute and then paddle out and build another. 
So yes, this week we read some Rand and she put her fingers on many things we’ve wanted to understand. We are selfish, yes, on the inside. But don’t be fooled or scared by Howard. He is quite a spectacle, but he exists only in her fiction, in a vacuum. Not real. Besides, many things about America and the world, and life, have changed since the Empire State Building was built. And if you don’t sell out, you die. Right?
(birth of Hermano!)
So we’d like to say some things about life—the years, the toys, the people, the dreams, the biggest experiences, the rejection of regret, and the enthusiasm for what we hope will be the longest life that ever was. We want to beat the odds and cheat death a hundred years from now. Let’s call the story fiction. Here it is! The First Novel in the making!—although it isn’t the usual. No, we’re not significant enough to sell an autobiography, so let’s say that this is the story of a made-up guy named, let’s say… Hermano!
Hermano told me he wants to tell you about what’s been going on in his life. He promises to embellish a bit, and he promises to try his damndest to make his anecdotes and thoughts entertaining, and not too long and overdrawn unless he’s building up to a great finish, a climax, or a new beginning. He wants to say he loves you all, for being around and for showing an interest, for reading for reading’s sake. He’s got a lot on his mind, and like everyone, he needs to take a load off. He’s not famous, but your creation day is very important no matter who you are.
This story about Hermano (maybe to be titled something like My Best Friend Was a Dreamer) includes the meaning of life! What else can we say? Hermano will no doubt have a big impact.
* * *
Rollin’ now… Hermano will be the glory of what can be, ought to be, should be! Hermano is the greatest man alive. He is love. He smiles with the self-knowledge that he can pull from within a voice of conviction and idealistic ‘perpetuality’ that would steal the air from any imposter and would draw meaning from the most ambiguous. He smiles and he challenges, proving to all around him that the two are steam from the same simmering kettle, topped with a melodic whistling-voice that harnesses the heat of his demanding rational spirit. Hermano appears arrogant to those that know him faintly, an amazing guy to those who know him at all. He blinks only at night and usually just once. On us he focuses, determines, speaks, and is heard. He smiles and he loves. He’s all alive, and fears only unknowns the rest of us haven’t thought of yet.
* * *
Today in the old notebooks… we found a great message from the writing teacher back at school. It was like a brief summation of her advice, her teachings, right before the class ended.
“Make a story more than simply a walk-through. Start with a character immersed in something going on. A story needs some life, more than just a slice of it, more than mere sentimentality. Purpose. An action with purpose explained through demonstration. Every part of a story counts. No dialogue or description for its own sake. Point of view always. Break up paragraphs and rearrange them. Clarify relationships. Attempt to create rich detail and simplicity both!”
We trust we’ll hold the Hermano idea… in the aircraft-carrier elevator of our consciousness, not ready for take-off but being brought up on the flight-deck—necessary parts collected, etc.
* * *
Note to self—remember to not write about the thoughts of men without acknowledging the limited source and bias of just one man. Truth lies in the first person!
* * *
Thinking about my housemates—potential side-characters!—as they’re back now and we’re discussing dinner ideas. But really, who cares about Marcus?! Truth is, when we get a Big Idea, we’re quick to stop caring about the people around us. My problem—if it is a problem—is that this always happens. Anti-social behavior, housemates beware! Aubrey? Well, let’s just say…. scary genius—we’ll leave it at that.
* * *
Story idea about a younger Hermano who shuns hate and discrimination and finds a peace and motive in considering that a widespread, if not international, sickness may be curable by great gestures, great words, great works of art! All that a sick land needs for good health! It is here that we find cue for the pursuit of our big crazy ideas, for the so-called unreasonable or irrational dreams such as the banishment of an evil thing, like nurtured hate for one. This is all futile in the solitary lifetime, but the pessimist will surely have a harder time than the optimist. The pessimist feels a giant, debilitating, sickly weight. The pessimist and the neurotic idealist are both hypochondriacs for the world's body. The calm optimist, the steady active seeker, sees that gigantic progress can be measured in little people steps. Hermano knows!
* * *
We all know the further away a goal seems, the greater reaching that goal becomes. And the me is full of fancy ideas like this. But we stay where we are, somewhere between neurotic and calm, between steady and unsteady—a little too tongue-tied in the middle. 
* * *
Story fragment—middle-age father-guy neighbor, and maybe a teenage aesthetic Hermano:
“You out there who want to change the system, join it! Get the cash and the knowledge and the friends you need and fight your way into the thick of things. If you’ve been righteous enough to hold onto your idealism, and impressive enough to hold onto your energy and enthusiasm for our American system, then please put it to good use!” says the older more-experienced one. “The examples we need are not of drop-outs, lazy ideologues, the complainers-with-no-means who perpetuate the system by not joining it, the ones whose day-to-day struggle for a paycheck and enough money for beers keeps them from having either time, flexibility, or pull in the world. What we need are billionaires, self-made billionaire geniuses and the otherwise billionaire idealists—yes, the idealists—that special breed who don’t sacrifice their ideals for the sole reason that their ideals are so strong, passionate, and fundamental that they don’t dissolve just because of a few hefty paychecks and a few pats on the back from conservative, sold-out, non-reforming, non-idealistic ‘leaders’. The idealists know that even though society tells us we need rich and poor, and that luxury and complacency are your hard-earned rights, we need not lemming or fat-dog it and roll over. We don’t need luxury. We fancy it, and we indulge, and we pig out on fancy meals then throw much of it out with the shit and the trash, but still grow weak and helpless as our stomachs draw the blood away from our brains and we fall asleep fat and dizzy in between meals while others walk and stay alert from hunger, knowing nothing of the phrase ‘in between meals’ as you and I might know it. Are you weak and tired and exhausted from a twelve-hour day, or are you beat from lethargy and apathy? Do you say things to people you talk to at parties and on the street like ‘Hey, you know, I could be doing more than I’m doing.’ ‘I’m eating too much, and I’d like to lose a few pounds and maybe have a little more energy for talking to people on the street, like you, or that guy sitting down there with the bottle who looks as though he could use someone to talk to.’ ‘Hey, you know, I don’t drink a lot, but I’ve never had the guts to tell anyone that we really shouldn’t be drinking much at all. Maybe we’re not setting as good an example as we might?’ ‘Hey, you know, why is it that if you apply Darwin’s parable of the fittest survive to us, it turns out our fitness doesn’t have to include physical fitness anymore, nor any idealistic or righteous fitness—nor creative fitness—nor any other kind of fitness besides check-writing fitness?  Isn’t that a bit strange and seemingly unnatural?  How am I getting away with this survival? Is it my charm and wit at parties and meetings? It can’t be—I’m not even that funny. Where’s my discipline, and where the hell did my ideals go? I used to be different,” says the middle-aged one.
“Maybe you’ve changed with age, you know, grown older and wiser,” says neighbor named Bob.
“Yeah, maybe—but that wisdom comes with age thing doesn’t seem to apply to everyone. Maybe we have to earn it, I mean, the real wisdom I see in my twenty-year-old kid, the wisdom I used to have a taste for. Now I find myself using the kids as an excuse for everything. Maybe I helped make them because I needed that excuse, the excuse to keep my money and my mind on my family and nowhere else. But, you know, it was really rough in the early days, starting out.”
“Yeah,” says neighbor Bob. “It was.”
“Well yeah, I mean, but not like when I had to put all the kids through school. That was a new kind of getting by. I strung myself out with a big family to support at twenty-seven, and although I feel a bit betrayed when my kids get talking about how their family plans are a bit different—more planned—about how they wouldn’t even think about having kids until they’re thirty, or after that even. I guess they’re being real smart about it—but maybe too smart. In my day, everyone bought big heavy TVs and cultivated a family to keep them company while we got starry eyed about the silver screen, you know, movies, the First Family, the rockets. That’s all there was to it back then, you know? Besides sports of course. You know, son Hermano doesn’t even watch TV anymore. It’s a waste of time, he says. Makes me feel kind of stupid when he comes home and I’m watching a bad TV show. What’s wrong with me? Jesus, I’m a wreck.”
Middle-aged dad looks around a bit bewildered—then goes on. 
“And speaking of Hermano, I always hoped I was making a difference in his life, you know, that I was actually raising him well—but he always manages to make me feel like he raised himself and I had nothing to do with it. I guess that’s not too unreasonable. I guess people always raise themselves to a certain extent. If this makes sense, sometimes I think Billy was a better dad to his dad’s son than his dad was. But, there is the drinking. I think he’s drinking a little more than I ever did, than I do. But maybe not, I have no idea. If he raised himself well, you’d think he wouldn’t be drinking at all. What can I do? Hey, ever hear the one about the alcoholic father? Knock knock. Who’s there? Your alcoholic son. Funny, right?!”
“Hey Dad!”
“Hermano! Jesus! Yeah, what is it?”
“Nothing really. I guess I just wanted to say goodbye, and I love you, and thanks for everything you’ve done for me. I’m doing my damnedest to put it to good use, you know, pick up where you left off, run with the ball stuff. I just wanted you to know I’m workin’ at doin’ some good for the world, and I’m not afraid of anything, or any one, for that matter, and it’s in a large part because of you. I love you, Dad—you’re brilliant and an inspiration!”
“Ah, quit doing so much sucking up. How much do you need?”
“Nothing at all. I’m okay.”
“Yeah, and I’ll watch my meat intake, too, you pain in the neck. I love you, Hermano, and I’m going to cry, so get out of here.”
“You should cry if you feel like it, you know. Not for me or anyone else, but for the exercise. It keeps us fit and human.”
“You’re probably right, Hermano.” Middle-aged man pauses. “We were just talking about fitness here—and survival—me and Bob. Bob?” He looks around. “Where’d he go?  Huh.”
* * *
This Hermano fragment is just a generic cliché at the moment, until it has rich detail!—but a kid-parent thing like this does re-occur—goes on and on and begins again and again and never ends.
* * *
Life is becoming much less Faustian—even less and less Orwellian. Much more Starskian—much more Starsky and Hutchian. Spongebobian? Literature, schmiterature.
* * *
Insert to the hypothetical readers—a few things. First the obvious that this is all typed in—the transcribed version of the hand-written—so anything that’s now in italics—since italics don’t happen when hand-writing—is in fact underlined in the notebook. Underlining when typing, of course, is only for book titles and things. It’s not for emphasizing as with a Bic pen! Second—again obvious—that typing all this in let’s me, forces me, to do a little editing! More so than pen-work. Of course, misspellings are fixed—and, let’s add, quite a bit of trash was chucked.
* * *
Out again this morning, another better-limping walk with a new ratchet-setting giving the knee a little more play, and a little warmer than it was in early Jan—day started well above zero, almost fifteen, then upper forties with the sun over the peaks, and up from there. Walks like today are good, compared to whole days or weeks inside in the head. Outside now—reality. And here’s the Q of the day. What about my future? Let’s forget about Hermano for a minute. What are we gonna do in a month or two, where are we gonna be?
* * *
This week gonna write a serious letter to Luc teacher. Lots to share in the creative idea world. No, last summer after school was over, she didn’t write much back—that nice postcard—but it helps to get things off the chest, to share the latest. She’s a little bit like a friendly black hole—things just disappear, but you figure they were at least seen and appreciated. Before we mail it at the post office, we’ll no doubt make a copy and staple it in the notebook here for the records.
* * *
At ten this morning, I walked a little ways up the pre-mountain behind us to the nice overlook over town, the sun just over the eastern ridge-line. The knee a little better we thought, so loosened the leg brace a few clicks. Limping smoother and faster, got to the look-out spot quicker, to the great vista over this quaint little ski-town mining-village and all its old little rooftops. At the turn-around, we repeated what’s gotten to be the mantra. We say it every day now in multiple locations—I’m way more important than all this! And the song Fearless came on the head-phones at just the right time. “Fearlessly the idiot faced the crowd, smi…ling! (pause)… / You pick the place and I'll choose the time / and I'll climb... that hill in my own way / just wait around for the right day..."  Motivated again, we hobbled back down to the house smiling, ending what’s become the new routine.
* * *
After, with sun-burnt cheeks, nose, neck, like a fully dressed beachgoer, we’re sitting in the heat of the shack here, in a deep chair pulled up to the sliding door open to the town largely below and south-west of us, and the sky. In front of me are two chairs out on the porch—a brown metal and vinyl folding chair with a ten-inch pile of powder on its cushion—the other a blue and white canvas beach chair, also with a lightweight pile. White everywhere—it’s a bright bright world.
Though—thought of day—the original scenery, my take on the natural world, is not a sublime tree or a nature-documentary staring back at me. It isn’t any of the stuff we see indoors or even outdoors. My personal scenery, the flavor of my particular forest, is here with me, and it’s the part of me people can’t see. We know you’ve seen the yard and the trees and the weird way the branches look back at us—but it’s the picture of our nature inside. Where is uncommon-ality?
* * *
Experimental fragment—another character idea, or maybe should be a Hermano nickname—The Existential Stud. What defines him? Is it a guy on a motorcycle with tie-dye and no helmet, or should there be more to it? There is more to it—and he does wear a helmet, like that other guy in the hippie motorcycle movie, with good posture—a thinkin man.
The Existential Stud speaks very sparingly because he understands the absolute subjectivity of the world, and while understanding the basic truth of it all he knows he could spend his entire life asking those questions to which there are no perfect or ‘right’ answers. He chooses instead to ask none at all. In fact, the Existential Stud makes almost no noise at all.
The Existential Stud is content to watch and feel and listen. The Existential Stud believes his best chance at helping people is for them to follow his example—to simply pay attention, to observe the world around them rather than get all worked up asking challenging questions. In short his advice is to look at things, and to look cool doing it—and to be content enough—happy.
The problem here is that we’ll get all excited about the example, but if we decide that the visual is not enough, if we decide that we want an explanation, we’ll surely be disappointed—we’ll be left hanging because Existential Studs, by definition, don’t give answers. They don’t even try.
And it might make you uncomfortable to see someone as visibly content with life as the ‘master’ Existential Stud. You might be a little bit resentful that someone with so little stuff and so little company could appear so content, calm and complacent behind private sunglasses. However, perhaps you shouldn’t worry about it so much. Maybe you should enjoy your own pair of shades, and not worry so much about what’s going on behind someone else’s pair.
And perhaps you may have more money than the E.S.—in that respect you’ll be one up on him. Oh, and really anyone can pull this off, this act of diffident coolness, this selfish serenity. Yes, the Existential Stud likes it when he finds it in others.
* * *
An attempt at self-definition—if someone gets in my face, we’ll tell ‘em we’re a lover, not a writer. If the only life-choices we have are these three—to love, fight, or write—the choice is the easiest one we’ve had to make. We’ll still be loving long after we stop writing—just as we were loving long before we ever wrote all this nothing down on paper like this. In conclusion, all we have to say is this. Life is a solitary emotional experience. But a life well led brings others into it. 
And we should say that all this time we’ve spent writing in my notebook, we’ve been loving while writing, emotionally that is. And when we’re not writing, we’re still loving. Always one more than the other—in fact, one is only designed to help the other. There it is.
We write because sometimes our love for things is too much—it needs to get out—it needs to breathe—it needs to sweat a little. And on a final note, we can’t stay much longer in this little mountain village—this place that doesn’t seem to be where the future is waiting—who knows. One way or the other this must change. It’s beautiful here but we don’t like it very much.
	* * *	
Nighttime frag in wrong notebook again—Best friends are good for you, right? But Hermano was no everyday best friend. I wasn’t blind or dead but it was Hermano, and not me, that got me to see things. It wasn’t me that figured out how to live my life. Hermano did the work for me. All in all, he’s made living a lot easier, compared to how it might have been! He made living seem easy the way The Great One Gretsky made scoring goals look easy. It was his way—smoothness.
He gave me advice that worked. And on top of it he set a perfect example of how to live a life well. It was a tough act to follow, but one sure as hell worth trying to follow. He always backed up his advice to me with action—lots of people gave me advice, but none that was ever backed up by a whole person, a whole talking, walking, looking-to-be-held-accountable, thinking machine. He was epic. He was bigger than anything I could ever say about him, so I’ll instead cut myself off so you can hear a bit from him without me interfering. He was a guy who couldn’t find enough hours in the day as hard as he tried. He wanted only to learn, to do as much as he possibly could—to learn from it all and then to give it back to the world with as much enthusiasm as he’d taken it in with. He wanted to cultivate enthusiasm I think. He said in a thing he wrote that all he wanted out of life was to “cultivate some commitment for myself,” but I think you could safely translate that into… he wanted only to be enthusiastic for something wonderful. He wanted enthusiasm all around him. I think he wanted us to realize how much better life is when you have enthusiasms for things—when you know what the things are you care about the most and you do what you can to make sure they keep existing—you make sure at all costs that not only they exist but you do what you can to share your find with the people around you.
Well, what else should I say? Is my picture at least somewhat clear? Do you see a bit of him already? Can you appreciate that I not only want you to hear from him directly but that I want you to know firsthand here the kind of impact he’s already had—on the world—on me—on so many other people? Can you promise me you’ll read on? Please do. You really should. I mean, don’t let all my shit keep you from finding Hermano. That’s the best advice I really have to give.
*  *  *
He showed me his journals and I knew immediately that they were pretty entertaining—and I knew they had to be published, so that’s why I’m here, trying to help get his shit out to the rest of you. So, I guess I’m asking, imploring you to read it—and not necessarily all at once, but do read it all. Don’t think you’ll be able to help yourself. It’s really that good. No, I wouldn’t be doing this if I didn’t think his shit is totally original—and funny too. And it seems to flow and pound at the same time—kind of like that song Three Feet High and Rising by Johnny Cash and by De La Soul. It’s like he’s rapping with no beat besides the beat of the words and how he puts them together. So—enough of all this Intro crap. His stuff is good—funny and smooth and smart and all that—and it has a message—a deep one. If you put your ear real close you’ll hear it. Well, there’s probably more than one message—it’s more of a feeling that it all has, an instinct. It’s almost alive—like the animal he is. 
Today went to the Last Dollar Saloon. Over course of the day drank three or four beers and wrote forty-three pages. Eight-hour work day.
* * *
After drafting a chunk of the Hermano masterpiece, wrote this nice long letter to my teacher—made a copy of it and stapled it into the notebook for posterity. It’s not a journal entry, but you could say it is, because it’s in there now.
* * *
Dear Luc—Don’t like to speak in meaningless general terms such as ‘the artist needs this’ or ‘the artist wants such and such or death,’ but can’t hesitate with my own needs. Like some artist somewhere, I’m compelled by a serious thought-urgency to distance myself from most social interactions—to force myself to not confront, but to run with, to embrace, the lonesomeness that comes over me. I was reading a thing about ‘lonesomeness’ and ‘loneliness’, the latter being a state of depression of some kind while the former is merely a wistful aloneness that holds better possibilities for contentment, and I assume for rational thought.
I write stuff in a spiral with no regard for what was written before, with no fear of contradiction or inconsistency. This I know is an asset because the living-thinking-writing experience is so varied and sublime that if I was to hold myself responsible for moods or otherwise spontaneous reactions to things, then I’d just be slighting myself! I’ve got just enough confidence in a basic consistency of being, which allows me to pursue expression with unabashed, whatever…
I think there is some truth, maybe half a truth, in the notion that there ‘are no new stories’—there are only new people and the genuineness of the way they react to things. However, it’s a genuineness not necessarily made of originality of language, because we know that idioms and clichés so fill our thoughts and worlds that we’ll be challenged to ever utter one original line our whole lives—something we didn’t hear somewhere before. Let us be challenged! And creative!
The humble—not the self-loathing—are the ones whose voices make the world a more collective place. Let everyone take reasonable stake in themselves, value their story and their identity, while at the same time keeping a grip on the grander perspective—a balance that assures us that we’re not only special, but we’re not alone either. If things are sucking, it might help to know that our life is not the only one sucking. More importantly, when some overwhelmingly powerful feeling of specialness overtakes us, for all its induced pleasure and pain, we should take stock in our commonality with people, at large, downtown, under the stairs, everywhere.
The simplest revelation is connecting feeling special with taking action—as self-loathing creatures usually don’t take action. Confidence, yes of course, can get out of hand, but confidence is what we need most. Self-survival demands some confident selfish action. Yet the world might not be a place anymore where self-survival—including survival of our own clan—is the only task for which we’re responsible! Even if the present state of the world is violent and seemingly irrational, we can still choose to pursue higher goals than the merely animalistic goals selected by the natural hostility within us. What am I saying—alright, uh… something about how despite how violent the world has become—perhaps always has been and always will be so—I live without fear. And that is a good thing to feel. I have no fear. So, because I cannot hate what I do not fear, I have no hatred.
I know that the unexpected in life become less-so with experience. That’s not really saying much, but if life is nothing else, it’s a process of hardening, growing more and more less-surprised by things. When we’re a hundred years old, surely we’ve seen it all, and then some. If after all that time we’ve maintained positivity, then surely we’ll still be enjoying ourselves knowing that we’re still alive and able to still work to prepare others for the unexpected. I’ll grow old happily as long as I can continue to spread this word—the word of optimism (not just hope), and the need for its communication. What am I saying? The future is good. Right?
There’s a theater guy here directing Sam Beckett’s Krapp’s Last Tape. It’s about Krapp, a sixty-eight year old dying guy who’s following up on a personal tradition of wearing old faded duds on his birthday and sitting alone with a reel-to-reel tape recorder recording his thoughts on the year passed. He examines his past tapes also, and on this birthday he picks one out from a long-past year when he decided officially that he’d abandon his search for, or faith in, love for the sake of his career, his writing career that is. 
Sounds like an interesting one, I told this guy. He said for a thirty-five minute play, it’s “jammed with stuff that rings true.” I said I didn’t know Beckett’s work that well but that this sounded nice and depressing. He said, “No, dark really,” and I said, well, okay, dark. 
As for me, I will not accept an incompatibility between writing and love. Why have life suck that much? No good reason. Surely love is some kind of absolute personal commitment to positivity, and that, with writing, I believe can coexist!
I’ve gotten to the new point where I seek to attribute all negativity stuff to a character, a fiction-person, an example of a person, not a real one, not me. Writing and living are inseparable for me—I think therefore I write—and I know that living, writing, and loving can all be inseparable, are inseparable, because positivity pervades. This sounds rather lofty and ambitious but this comes from finding value even in episodic negativity. It passes. It always passes. And as bad as it can be, it usually leaves a little something good in its wake. In fact, I’m not as bottled up as I once was. 
Writing is not only a release, but more so an adventure because I make it up as I go along. It happens upon itself. It’s compounding—a continuing process of expounding. I enjoy seeing what shape unarticulated thoughts become—self-discovery, knowledge, wisdom, what have you. So, uh… let me circle back.
I was saying I now give the negativity stuff to a fictional character. This is not out of fear of guilt, for being negative—it’s a writer’s exemption, I guess. This makes negative thinking more… positive, to know that it’s being kept in storage, written down, for future use! I live carefully, but I’m still susceptible to having emotional responses to life as it happens to me. I’m as unresolved in speech as the next person. I am not always shrewd and deliberate, but I am enough so to recognize the value of trying to cultivate shrewdness and deliberateness.
Maybe it’s enough to just act out some shrewdness and deliberateness every once in a while to show capability. After all, life is an act! A performance! Right? If we can only be a pile of cinematic performances to the people around us, then I say, let it be a memorable character.
As for me, if I must encounter people that I don’t know well, then all I can do is come across as a person who takes care, who is shrewd and deliberate and confident and humble. Mostly though, I am what I am, and I’m okay with that. I’m doing pretty alright—no real problem bein’ me. I’ve made bad blunders in the past, but what of it. If our aging necessitates learning, if getting older makes you smarter, then the mere existence of a past should presuppose—and validate!—our stupidity. Right?
Aside—I read a bit of The Meadow by Galvin. Nice sentences, and plotlessness, which is great when there’s suspense just in what a person might say. That sums it up well, I think—the approach, the style.
* * *
(letter cont.) So this is the story I want to tell, through Hermano’s best friend of course—I don’t believe in third-person omniscient stuff—I don’t know any third people in this world and can’t imagine they have anything valuable to offer. I believe in speakers, and I want to listen to what matters to them the most—what they’ve learned, and from where and how they learned it.
The hero, the best-friend subject of this fictional biography, leaves us wildly affected and awed by his public performances, which we hear about so unrelentingly from his greatest admirer.
So what we have is one guy’s notes on life as it happened to him and another guy’s self-discovery through speaking (writing!) about not only his own life but importantly the one that most influenced it. One guy clearly had ambitions to be a successful writer for some time, and became a successful writer at the cost of selling-out with the fraudulent little advice book he wrote. We get his notes without his permission, but we also get the idea that what he wanted the most was to have his notebook find a grand audience—perhaps even fame and notoriety.
We have, on the other hand, a confessor, and a less-articulate, but-nevertheless-prolific recorder of his own life (now that he’s doing it) as it’s happened to him so far. Our narrator, Hermano’s best friend, never thought to write until a good story, mostly about somebody else, made itself urgent and un-ignorable. By writing, as a result, he has done great things for himself… while doing wonders for the reading public!
His book will achieve commercial success upon its honesty and merit alone while he enjoys a heightened self-awareness and general appreciation for humanity for having written it.  Most importantly his voice is, while adamant and declarative, a humble one. His central point as it evolves is that his greatest lesson and gift from life was learning the humility to look clearly at a ‘better’ person and learn from that person rather than get mired down in resentment. He wants to present his friend, and eventually himself, as productive examples of lives led pretty well.
He has become a Romantic himself, a believer in what can be, the what should be, out of the confused pessimistic cynic he was who could think of nothing else besides what is and how much it sucks as such. His own recent story is that he has either learned to enjoy his current job (selling insurance?!) or has finally realized he can’t be happy at it and has moved on.
He has developed something of an addiction for real works of art, works of beauty and originality that promise to live on after the creator is gone. He has come to understand the value of art in this way. His friend was a thing of beauty, he wants us to be sure, but he was human and susceptible to mortality as a result. He has come to worship language he finds beautiful because as he sees it on paper, he sees it as immortality—a bit or piece of something physical we can leave behind for others after our time is up.
My hand hurts, and this pen sucks compared to the one that ran out of ink a few minutes ago. I’m going to bed now, and even though this letter has become too long to read, I may still add to it. We’ll see. For now, g’night.
* * *
(cont.) Good morning!  That was an earful, huh?  But let me pick up a bit. With the Hermano story, I want to give readers so much to chew on—in a minimalist way—that they can’t put down their reading forks. That’s enough, if not too much. I’m hopeful because it’s fitting the description in that old cliché about writing—‘It’s writing itself!’—it’s manic—it never stops.
As for wild success, I get filled past the brim with positivity and speculation, which is a dangerous combo. But it’s like this. It’s me. It’s what I do. I think—and sometimes it’s out loud (aka written in a letter). I won’t say any more. I’ll stop. Fantasies about the future are what make life the adventure it is. And so, it’s me here, and probably too much of me to boot. Over n out.
* * *
Don’t know what day it is. Haven’t written actual journal entries in the blue notebook for two or three weeks. Working on the amazing Hermano story! Mailed a hardcopy to Luc the teacher.
* * *
The literary bastard of a grand history and a sad sold-out present, further rubbing out the line between fictions and personal non-fiction, subject and object, narrator and main character, monologue and essay, colloquial speech and conversational exposition, ego and alter-ego, one mood and the next, favorite friends and fantasy of the self, farce and serious introspection—between me and the way I felt a minute ago, and the way I’ll feel in a few moments hence.
* * *
I weave across lanes on the highway. I dream so much I get no good sleep. I need physical rehabilitation more than anything right now, and yet I keep sitting, writing, reading and pinching more nerves in my back. I complain about a lack of cash but I refuse to work on anything besides that which probably won’t bring me any. I have too many pairs of old shoes. I should smile more. I should read more. I should write the dog stories down.
* * *
We’ve run out of money, coincidentally at the same time we basically finished the first novel.
* * *
He’s not particularly happy these days. He feels stuck. He feels distant. He is distant. He is stuck. He is distant. He’s not where he wants to be right now, and he doesn’t even know where that is. All he knows is that he’s here and won’t be able to go anywhere until he gets a new job and makes some traveling money. His knee could be better. He has no job, no money, no car and no plans. And no, he doesn’t have a woman either. What the hell?  He’s twenty-three—supposed to be in his prime. Nope. Not today he’s not.
* * *
Today I got a letter from the pen-pal in Cali. Cool, smart, poetically-vague words of truth and wisdom. In my letter back, I told her that when I leave the San Juans I can either move to a place farther away, or I can move the other direction. And I’m not sure why I phrased it that way. It’s just that I usually lose what little cool I have when I start treading on the long thin lines of… feelings, which to me, to put it bluntly, are more confusing than thinkings.
So I told my pen-pal that I might decide to reduce the distance between us. I’m getting a strong urge to flee the San Juans. I feel like I could walk away from this place tomorrow. I don’t even want to deal with packing. I couldn’t care less. If I can’t walk with it, it’s not truly mine.
In one of my letters I said something stupid about how life is like a seesaw, and I just need someone to give it some counter-weight so my end is lifted up underneath me. I feel like the madman who can’t get anyone to ride the seesaw with him. It’s like I somehow expect the seesaw to work for me alone. Today my pen-pal said she’d like to come to the park—she sort of said she does want to help me play seesaw. I’m totally beside myself, traumatized by a few nice words from her typewriter. And I feel pretty good about all this. I’m looking over and seeing a goofy guy all caught up in a private melancholy smile.
The last thing I said in my letter back was a warning—as much truth as anything before it—truest for being the newest. I told her sometime soon I’m going to call her. I can feel it. Even when I’m not thinking about it, I feel it. And it’s growing bigger, so I can’t ignore it.
Let me just say this, for my peace of mind, getting back to the seesaw thing. I actually think it’s more fun and exciting to be crazy and defiant and a little off-balance at one end of the seesaw instead of sitting sideways in the middle.
* * *
What about length and relativity and all that—as far as I’m concerned, width is more than capable of being longer than length. Isn’t it all in how you look at it?
* * *
An interlude—staring out the window at the warm light a little like the big dog next to me—the neighbor is visiting again. The clouds through my glasses look very colorful and cool. The world is cool and the temperature is quite cool as well. I look forward to going outside for a walk.
* * *
This month so far has been an okay time with the house guests—two high-school friends of Marcus. Boot-legs, beer, and senses of humor unrivaled in these here parts. We—more-so they—got stupid-drunk, smoked some weed, played pool, watched Reservoir Dogs three times in three days, ate a lot, farted audibly, called up several good Beavis moments—like “Fire! Fire! Fire!”—insulted each other and laughed a lot. Yes, me too of course. Laughing doesn’t happen often enough. Young in all senses and damned good at it, these guys are.
* * *
Anyone who knows how funny the world can be, even in near-constant bad news, knows that funny is real and good. Sophisticated commoners we are.
* * *
The future is like a dirty window with the shade drawn. Even if you’ve got the tools to raise the shades—“when the doors of perception have been cleansed” in reference to Wordsworth and the Doors movie—you might not have the right window-cleaning fluid to get great transparency.
Though, even if you do get the muck and filth off the glass, you’ll invariably find that the light doesn’t pass perfectly through, and things still demand a bit of your interpretation. When you decide that the pane of glass is still distorting things more than you can be comfortable with, then you’ll probably get greedy and impatient and try to jimmy the window. Maybe you’ll try to open it and it’ll be locked. If you’re really dumb, you’ll decide that perhaps the lock isn’t there for a reason and then you’ll put your fist through the glass. 
And you’ll bleed, of course, but that may be a worthy sacrifice for clearing a view to the future! But all this about the glass breaking is just hooey. We all know nobody’s yet broken the kind of glass that the ‘future window’ is made of.
* * *
I am young, I am happy, I am sad, I am drunk. Limping circles around my little town. I am drafting, even if I don’t become a professional writer. I’m yelling and jumping on the couch trying to purge the body electric.
* * *
If you, whoever you are, are looking for dollar figures, I have nothing to offer you. When you’re thinking of a possible mate or husband, if you’re thinking of picking me that is—it’s essential that you know we’ll be taken care of by our basest survival mechanisms. I have my thoughts and words alone—and that, I know, is not always enough to go on. But if we find love, I promise you this… that when I’m finally compensated for all that I’m putting into my work, our relationship will only persist and endure for all that we already had. The only difference will be that we might have some sort of house or at least a larger apartment. And that’ll be swell.
* * *
Looking at my old stuff—I was taking notes on Tristram Shandy in college, and I wrote this down. “The next good book I read will be the one I write myself,” I said. Thank you, Mr. Sterne, for helping me see this. And I was wrong of course, but only if you accept that all the books I’ve read since college are good books the way my book will be a good book—my unfinished book!
* * *
Thinking of a possible Disclaimer for Hermano. Before we get started, I just want to say that this is all about my Romanticism, and my dreams, as I explain them to you, or try to. I’ve had many dreams come clearly to me—I’m sure everyone has—I believe they are the lenses through which we see the good life coming at us.
* * *
The ultimate novel will deconstruct itself as it progresses, and then will rebuild. The ultimate mystery novel will entertain but leave only clues—it will not try to answer all our greatest questions for us.
* * *
I want to cordially invite you to my own little personal revolution—a simple but serious revolution against all that is boring and inadequate.
* * *
Do you ever just drop the hat? Do you do what we need to do to detonate our most incendiary prerogatives, to ignite the most lightable desires? Well, I don’t. Usually just hang around and think about them. How far do you go in the name of the new? Spelunker or hammocker, which is you? Or like me are you perhaps a bit of both.
* * *
Demons, with both good and bad qualities, are the stuff stuff is made of. Our material lives need cleaning. Throw away the masks and suburban sarongs, the billboard t-shirts, and the extra pants. Bonfire your vanities. Throw out the closet and the chest o' drawers, the extra shoes and the mirror. Go hug a tree trunk and feel your organic fleshiness, the you of you and not your accessorized plasticity. Pack lightly and then leave most of what you packed behind. Smell a bit and let some food stick to your teeth between feedings. What's the value of a plastic-poly life? Good to pursue the dignity of liquidity. Right?
* * *
What could I possibly do but continuously attempt to put cool, trumping lines together? All I know is that I won’t win unless I can under-drink and over-tan my Northern-European brothers. But furiously, folks… I kid myself. To win I must merely learn to smile more around other people and less around the proud and punishing me.
Where is my perfected thing? Where's my personal infinity? Where's my outlet for absurdity and irrationality? Where is that natural plain where everything means nothing at all, where nothing much is absolutely everything? Where is that zoo where we sit without bars and know together that we're merely animals in clothes and deodorants? Do our outfits make us forget they’re just costumes? Why am I drifting off into that wild self-exiled obstinacy where my mind runs rampant and selfish and free, disregarding the generally accepted benefits of rationality.
Art is sometimes as it should be, as you’d never expect it. This note here inspired by the scene in Reservoir Dogs when Mr. Blond gets waxed by the dying, seemingly dead, undercover cop… who shoots him, gives it to him… and to you… and the movie… as it should be. You don’t see it coming. Well done, Mr. T. Yes, sometimes a movie gives you more than you expect it to.
* * *
Do you hear yourself laugh, American? Don’t laugh—never laugh—it’ll cost you. Build! Make something. Create a thing. Impress yourself or someone else with a creation. Get a lump of clay and make it a different shape of lump for crying out loud. Laughing is for the reactionary. Build a joke. Make someone else the ass for a minute. You’ll never laugh again… if you know what’s good for you, if you know what’s funny.
*  *  *
There’s a problem mixing poetry with music. You don’t hear the poetry. And… you don’t hear the music unless it’s on the pop-charts or trending, and it doesn’t get there unless it’s got a distracting catchy groove and a good beat. And our poet-rock-stars… realize the groovy bullshit is getting in the way of their poetry. SO… when they make it big, mixed with heroin, it drives them crazy and they kill themselves. Then people hear the lyrics. Inspired by Cobain… but not sure about this really.
* * *
Just figured out that even though the world bores me at times—newspapers that is—my life never does, can’t, not allowed to—hits too close to home.
* * *
In the fall, we were an autobiographer, but soon made a great effort to transition into a writer of fiction. As we wrote about life, much of it involved elaboration and the unavoidable make-believe of details, like writing anything—word choice! It was coming out a tad fictional, to say the most with the very least. So we’re heading back, heading home, to legitimacy.
* * *
This is jumpy we know, but the task of collecting and defining bits and pieces of non-non-fiction is a bit strange, a bit difficult. That being said, art is not in need of a definition! It is what it is. We are what we are. We are a Romantic, yes—we believe in endless possibilities and firmly stand by the notion that the ‘what ought to be’ is a little more valuable than the ‘what is’. But, we know the greatest value comes from bringing it all close to home. ‘Write about what you know!’ Yeah, but that’s too mundane—too ‘what is’. How about ‘write how what you know ought to be! Like life as a little more controlled and interesting and a touch more enjoyable.
These days, we’re not greatly concerned with how things should be on the subject of world politics. Countries are boring. It’s our life that excites us!  We’re more concerned with ‘what ought to be’ in our minds, in our consciousnesses. What ought to be the way to look at a thing? With criticality and positivity—to oversimplify a bit.
We offer this—this Rock Song of Myself, Flight of the Mellow Road Turkey, A Thing About a Guy as a Young Man—the highly personal although fictionalized meditation on the life in and around me, as I’ve witnessed and perpetrated it, both. Something about me as a character—only to circle back around again before it’s done. Enjoy—that would be a grateful end to my means.
* * *
A good book is… an intellectual ingenuity invention—the 3 i’s of literature!
* * *
Rules of writing good stuff—interesting experiment to occasionally make a list in the journal—1) Know what’s gonna happen—do outlines of story. 2) Cross out the next sentence before you even write it—go straight to the one after that! e.g. “I got up and went downstairs. I had toast for breakfast. After breakfast, my neighbor called.” Don’t write the “toast for breakfast” part. Instead of ‘for breakfast’, just say ‘toast’ (“After toast,…”). 3) Use three levels of response in a conversation, a) obvious, b) impressive, and c) totally surprising! 4) Write first-person without ever (almost never) using the evil ‘I’.  5) Have a mission of course.
* * *
The scary first novel question. Is it a beast? Is it the frightening offspring of a were-man, a young madman? Some beasts are so scary you don’t go near them. Others you don’t realize are beasts until you’re inside them—stepped too close, too curious, and you’ve been swallowed up whole.
* * *
It’s the story of Hermano keeping an amazing journal before disappearing! Editors won’t shut up about how un-journal it has to look. ‘Take the dates off, pull out the bullshit like what he has for lunch, and then push it all into one rolling storyline that builds to the end with suspense!’ Fine, we’ll add some frickin suspense. ‘Go home and slash and burn more. The journal’s got to be shorter. People won’t read it.’ Oh yeah?!! Well it all depends, we told the Editors.
* * *
There’s often a fine line between a technician and a maniac, between a level-headed professional and an irresponsible enthusiast. “Fire! Fire! Fire!” to quote Beavis again. Likewise, there’s a very fine line between getting bored and hungry. For a needed break, going for a walk.
“When the doors of perception have been cleansed, man will see all as it truly is”—awkward, inadequate and incomplete, and infinitely so, too. We should start the Dirty Windows rock band.
* * *
Happily grooving, we stopped by the post office on our way home and was manifestly stoked to see a paper-letter from teacher Luc. Walked back and held it and waited until up on the shack porch before opening it carefully with honor. The first shock was immediate—too short—just one paragraph then signed with a PS: Hope you figure things out. What? What does that mean? Then we read it. Thanks for your nice long letter and your manuscript! Letter was fun to read. But the ‘Hermano’ thing… can’t get to it for a month or two: life, too many student papers, etc. When I can give it ample time, I will!  Warm regards, Luc
* * *
Hermano disclaimer. Wrote a lot. Guess that means I’m a writer—but whatever. Just a guy trying to grab the cool out of life before it takes off. So come along if you’ve got a few hours. Safe ride.
Story idea: He was going to fix a few things. He was going to rewrite a few things that he knew would eventually need to be modified, even if just a little. He was going to fix the story of childhood he wrote when he was still a kid—and the story of the teenage years that he wrote when he was a teenager—and the stories about being a young adult that he wrote when he was still a young adult, as a well-meaning if awfully-blind young adult. He was going to make up for everything and fix everything and make it all better than he made it the first time around. He was going to do all these things. He knew he would. He had such a handle! He was going to prove himself capable, a dramatic truth teller. But he died, too soon, and a fool.
* * *
No, this mountain town might not be the place. Will drive the van back east… to sanity.

We continue to learn so much about ourselves, our obsessions and the desperate nature of our life, the instinct to step out of the life we seem so prone to living these days. Yeah, we need to be received, for the goofy slick spectacle that is me, and for the ego which hides in the hair, when it grows long enough, when we let it. Yes, time for a buzz. I heard about a place back in Baltimore called the Beatnik Barbershop.
* * *
Mr. Id wants everything, to be a man of infinite significance. But what do you do when you’re living in the lonely vacuum of your own moral universe? We make the rules, we make the rules. But what are they, and what shall they be?
* * *
Get a job. Get an apartment. Fill it with paper… and devastating, lucid greasy ink!
* * *
And why is it that when I’m sure I figured something out, people often don’t agree?
* * *
 ‘I’m a lover not a writer’ is fun to say, but no, not exactly true. Either way, time to paddle out.
* * *
As for staying home all the time, can’t tell people that it’s more than just a journal. Can’t tell people how big and important it is. Can only let them figure it out by themselves… some day. That’s all we can do—we can only keep writing, editing, working.
* * *
Short story inspired by a late-forties, smart-guy, writer-wannabe. The Director of the Historical Society approached the counter at the copy shop. He had a smirk on his face which was full of plot and sly character development, executing the first of what would be several non-work-related errands during his two to three hour lunch break away from the Society headquarters. The copy shop attendant Achilles O’Hare stepped up to the counter on the opposite side. Achilles recognized the Director from previous visits and shot a quick squint before speaking. “Can I help you?” “Yes, my good Achilles,” the older man said, chuckling disbelievingly all over again at the name on the kid’s copy-shop name-tag. “You’re the writer,” stated Achilles to the Director. “Indeed. And I need a single copy of this (thump) on your best paper, with one of those nifty binders on it”—he paused—“four hundred eighty-eight pages.” “Oh, bad luck,” the kid answered the Director. “What?” “Bad luck.” “What on earth are you talking about?” 	“Ending on an even number. Bad luck.” “Oh. I see. You think so? Well, this is just the way it turned out, my friend. You can’t be superstitious when it comes to literature.” “Have it your way, big man.”
* * *
Not that I wasn't self-critical enough already, but how about now, hanging out occasionally with the wrong people, doing stupid things, stupid thoughts, creative or not, writing and all. The fact is, without the actual big event, I couldn’t have made a better story.

The End of Part 2

