From Biofreak to Organasm: an Eyewitness Account

by

David Brody

[llustrations by

Jim Torok



This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the
product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. = —Philip Roth

An earlier version of this story was published in installments in wburg.com, issues I-IV

Copyright 2001 David B. Brody
Ilustrations copyright 2001 Jim Torok



Medusa Siam was humping the column again. He (or should I say she?—but that’s
not exactly it either) was high on something, maybe even tripping, sure, but it was all
part of the act. Was that a real chicken on the floor? None of us watching had cared to
investigate closely, but the kosher chicken place was in fact down the block. The blood
looked real enough. Now Medusa, covered with bloody feathers, perched himself on a
recumbent venus-de-milo’d manikin, which he caressed with his huge, glitter-covered
hands, and began to lay down a tonguetwisting patter like the guy in the original Fed Ex
ads—incredibly, impossibly fast. I couldn’t follow what he was saying at all even
though I was pretty high myself, and perhaps it was no more than run of the mill
performance art glossolalia, but I had a worrisome hunch that this epileptic tornado of
words made perfect sense.

No local event was quite sanctified without Medusa’s six foot-five, miniskirted,
fishnet blessing, and we accepted with philosophic groans his inevitable usurpation of
emcee prerogatives and stage time, his untiring hamminess; for if he was a low rent
diva, at least he was our diva, dutiful, energetic, and, in his way, entirely generous.
Once in a great while he could even be modestly entertaining, and tonight, with only a
small umcaptive audience, alas, he—all right, she—was being really brilliantly mad.
This was Medusa Siam at her very best.

Still, it didn’t take long to get one’s fill. I pushed downstairs, pressed against a
disturbingly perforated wall by an upward mudslide of hair and sweat. Beer was being
sold in the corner but I’d brought my own, a tallboy in each coatpocket. Stupid
aggregates of junk rained from the ceiling, and some of it moved a bit, prodded by
cannibalized copier motors and loose wires. Water was trickling onto some of these
wires. It occurred to me to familiarize myself with the exits.

Despite the crush, nothing much was happening, as usual. I said hello coolly to a few
acquaintances, what was there to say? One didn’t want to be rude but one didn’t want
to get caught in a chitchat vortex either, not here, not just now. I sat for a while on a
fluorescent beanbag chair thinking of last night’s multi-camera live mix. If only I’d
sprung for the hi-8 tapes for each camera I could have edited my own version later. It
was because I knew, I supposed, sinking deeper into the beans, that I’d never find the
stomach to edit it—never; the tapes would have molded over first—that I had allowed
myself to imagine that the crew from the Farm would be possessed of omniscient
precall. I had hopefully believed that, like the geniuses up in the studio booth of a
hockey game, they could instantaneously cut together from four angles, including one
ceiling-mounted robotic fisheye, a perfect document of our dark mechanism of a
performance as it unspooled grippingly before their eyes. There had been gaffer's tape
and BNC to RCA everywhere, endless set-up problems, and a long exhausting wait for
us actors, who had in any case left our best performances back at the finale the previous
weekend. Now we were reassembled for the sake of a posterity which nobody really



believed in, and minus the smoky, restless audience which had been drawn to the
Southside on previous weekends by weird rumors. Minus the terror, in other words,
and its tendency to concentrate the mind, to say nothing of the bowel. That we were
taping at all was in any case a fluke, it’s just that word had gotten around (Medusa had
even written a “review” for The PoopScoop, the neighborhood's free hippy-highschool-
style one page weekly, which was little more than a slobbering appreciation of our
torture victim’s naked torso) and the Farm folks said they’d do it for free. They wanted
to test out their Amiga-based on-location live mix editing technique, which, by the way,
I sincerely doubt they ever used again. I had managed to watch about five minutes of
the resulting tape earlier tonight before fleeing in self-preservation. Bad enough that
our commandant, as he was captured on camera, seemed no more pathological or
obsessed than Colonel Klink. For that matter, Werner Klemperer's sitcom Nazi
projected a certain existential world—weariness that was simply beyond the capacity of
our nice young man. But by the same token, and far more distressingly, my sprawling
torture machine had lost its mean streetwise aggression, flattening on tape into a silly
looking let’s-put-on-a-play clubhouse set. Nor did it help that, quite predictably given
the live edit, whenever something dramatic and sudden occurred such as, say, a change
in speaker, the camera was late getting there. Let the Farm shoot that hockey game I
had imagined and we poor viewers would never catch up to the puck except when the
goalie was swiping it from the net after a score.

Was it the tape, though, or much more brutal, was it just the way things looked in cold
retrospect? Warning: objects in mirror may turn out to be far less compelling than they
seemed at the time. Anyway, I didn’t want to miss The Underground Attic and all that
tinfoil, ambient sculpture, heavy techno-drone and beer stench. Just so I could say I
was there. And thus I found myself taking deep satisfaction in the laissez-faire video
wallpaper before me, or rather beneath me, a tape of a way speeded up football game
that was playing on a salvaged Zenith, surrounded by pink fur and packing peanuts
looking up from a hole in the concrete slab floor. Its randomness was brilliant, like the
bubbles in my second beer. Time to move on.

The Underground Attic was on Wythe—where the Crush Workout Palace is now with
its 24 hour juice bar. We’d all helped cart away tons of asbestos-dusted fabric bolts and
rickety machines—potential wardrobes and installations. Eric was the mastermind. He
could put together a clubhouse scene with two red light bulbs and a sixpack. But back
then deft efficiency of that order wasn’t necessarily called for. A cornucopia of
industrial-age debris went begging in the very streets—cast iron lathes, latex molds,
safes, oak palettes, refrigerator radiators, mattresses, you name it, even an old
locomotive engine believe it or not, all rusting nobly or rotting horrifically, free for the
carting. Ernie and Farouk were madmen. They could winch some heavy metal into
their pickups and weld and torch until those flywheels from those Dark Satanic Mills
were spinning on a dime. Rene once collected a dumpster’s worth of gold lamé
trimmings and turned it into a sort of astral pagoda where she told fortunes. She told
everyone they were gay. I think that was at Ratfest, which took place in one of the



bricked up sheds on the waterfront, where the Con Ed plant is now. What happened to
Rene? I heard she hooked up with a sugardaddy she met at a Rainbow gathering, but |
also heard she’s squatting in Zurich. Gustave is another story. The guy who published
twenty-three issues of Virus clandestinely on an office Xerox machine, the guy who
was conducting fax wars with Tokyo and Berlin years before the word dotcom had ever
been breathed, he’s now a tenured professor at Urbana. His bitterly cold hovel, where
visitors used to cower around an oil drum woodstove, was turned into an impressive
looking simulation of a restaurant a few years after he left the hood. The Polish owner
named it “Bistro des Artistes” because he thought the artists would flock. I can’t help
it, he was a walking Polish joke. If he’d called it something like “Bad Food” he’d have
had better luck, even, or especially, with his cooking. The building was recently sold
and I noticed that the new owners took down the “Bistro des Artistes” sign just when, if
the prices were tripled, a restaurant by that name would probably fly.

I found out after the fact that it had been Gustave on the roof throwing televisions at
that opening on South 11, It was all done quite professionally, with crowd control
clearing an impact zone, etc. I met Carla that night, and we slept together in complete
error a few times, after which I hoped she'd die painfully—although, when I thought
about it, from some cause other than a sexually transmitted disease. The bridge,
dripping with graffiti, was hovering over the river in traction; it silhouetted everything
like a cathedral in a factory town. I actually used to take my easel up on the walkway
to paint from the twisted angles of metal, as inelegant as a slaughterhouse. Gorgeous.
Once some kids let go of a bike they were walking so that it picked up steam down the
long Brooklyn slope and tenpinned my easel. Ilashed out when they approached,
causing a breeze with my fists, but after they were gone I packed up and left,
wondering if they might come back with one of their momma’s boyfriends or one of
their momma’s boyfriend’s guns. I walked Carla home that first night across the
bridge. The old plate steel walkway used to bounce like the floorboards on a rusted
Studebaker as you hit the middle of a section, and there was no particular reason to
believe that this rusting mess had been recently inspected. The cold river appeared
through gaps in the coverage, so far below that its Amazonian tidal current seemed not
to be moving at all. But the chief danger in walking across was that you might skid out
on a cluster of crack vials and pull a tendon, or step in a pile of human offal. Asa
matter of fact, a junkie glared at us that night as Carla and I descended the grand riveted
staircase to Delancy, but he kept shooting. I should have taken it as an omen.

Before leaving the Underground Attic I said hey to Eric, who greeted me cordially
from behind the turntables, and after wrestling my way outside past all the
happylanders trying to get in, ponying up their fivespot and getting their hands
stamped, I headed over to Garage-o-mania for the late dinner that Ernesto and his gang
were performing. Lloyd had invited me. It was some kind of occasion, an introduction
for some visiting dignitary “to all the interesting people in the neighborhood.” 1
wanted to be sufficiently interesting so I probably smoked another bowl in some dark
lonely alcove, which back then was just about anywhere, on the way to Grand Street. [



found the place, a tinfoiled-over storefront, and tried to enter as if I’d been there before.
Fortunately I knew a few people. There was Edith standing by the couch, who was
starting some sort of gallery, an ambitious undertaking I was told. Everyone thought
she was crazy and scattered, but I liked her enthusiasm. Once she came to look at my
work, a couple of hours late, as was inevitable with Edith, and had to come back a
second time because all we’d done was talk in the kitchen about life. Nowadays who
has that sort of time? She had a young daughter who had been fathered, some said, by
a legendary underground rock star between sets. Actually, she said it, and often. We
greeted one another warmly, and I settled into a cushion at the cocktail table next to
her. I saw Lloyd in the corner, tall and insubstantial, wearing his black country deacon
vest and on the make as always either with a girl or a curator or both, and waved. He
liked me because I actually took the bit of what he said that made sense seriously
enough to disagree. It was relentlessly aggravating poetic gobbledygook interlaced
with images from biology, physics, and math, all soft machines and crystal neurons.
Sometimes Lloyd got it exactly right, though, like when he came up with a name for
Edith’s gallery, Transmitter. Or when he convened the first meeting for Organasm,
that’s right, OrganASM, but more of that later. He liked me, as I say, because I
actually knew just enough science and media theory and Al to argue with him over his
fast and loose metaphors, but then, bless his heart, he liked everyone. Edith and I made
light conversation as we both scanned the room, looking for someone else to talk with,
our eyes meeting once in awhile almost by accident. We got along well. Doug passed
by with a beer and I asked him where he’d gotten it and he said “Here," giving it to me.
“I don’t even think I should be doing this with the Quaaludes. I was feeling tense.”

Doug had an apartment and hallway full of superdense psychedelic post-painterly pop
bombshells that were waiting to be howitzered on the world. They were not so much
painted as extruded, like spaghetti. Edith was going to give him his first show in her
fabulous California-scaled space, an old coffin factory the conversion of which was
being financed by some mysterious oil family scion gone bad. Amazingly, she'd
scattered and crazy-talked her way into it. Her backer was there too but I didn’t want
anyone to know I didn’t know who he was so I never scanned him in.

Doug was married back then to a real piece of work. The first time I met them both
Lola sized me up for a squishy apolitical type and impressed me with some vile racist
opinions—you know, radical realism. Turned out she was half Puerto Rican, her trump
card. I could handle her, but I wouldn’t have bothered except for Doug. Doug, for his
part, liked anything extreme. He’d been a speed freak in the days of the flower children
out west and now he was an Epicurean in the ghetto. He had shelves of avant-classical
noise, he smoked like a chimney, and he cooked with the passion of a medieval
alchemist. If he had fifty dollars above his rent (and enough paint) he spent it on
prosciutto from Balducci’s and invited his friends, who couldn’t necessarily tell it from
Boars Head. Didn’t seem to matter. When he got famous he’d trade a painting with the
sommelier from Balthusar for a case of French wine and drink half of it the first night.
You had to admire his zest for life. Anything but middle class.



Ernesto now came out followed by half a dozen of his people, all of them dressed in
silver overalls and carrying silver trays with smoky Lucite lids. They filtered out
evenly through the dimly lit room and then struck a pose, one hand ready to uncover
whatever was on the tray. Suddenly the lights went out altogether, the ambient groove
faded to silence and nobody spoke at all. Except Edith, predictably, whose voice
ruptured the darkness. “Are we supposed to be quiet? Oops.” Somebody laughed.
Then Ernesto lifted his lid and the others followed suit, revealing lots of tiny LED
lights on fiber optic strands arranged like octopi. As it turned out, they were octopi,
sliced into crispy leg sections and reassembled, and the servers began offering these
hors d’ouevres about. One simply ate around the wiring. Doug was ecstatic.
“Delicious!” he said.

Just after the lights came back up I heard raised voices and by the time I turned to look
(not wanting to seem eager), the commotion had been punctuated with a blunt thump—
a sound, I reflected, that was probably out of place. A tall thin angry woman I didn’t
know had apparently bashed Edith upside the head with, weirdly, a clipboard. Edith
had stood up and was dripping, her drink spilled. “What?”” She was in shock. “Christ!
Look what you did!” She rubbed her short black curls, no doubt feeling for blood.
“Jesus! You bitch!” Everyone was looking now, uncommitted, trying not to overreact.
The other woman yelled something back, hurled her weapon to the floor, and stormed
out the door, in tears. Edith was still standing there. “That bitch! Did you see what
she did?” She wasn’t speaking to anyone in particular, and no one immediately went to
her aid. Hell, maybe she’d deserved it.

At length it was all smoothed over and chalked up to entertainment. The rumor was
that the angry woman was the ex of the oil scion, and had accused Edith of sleeping
with him for his backing, which seemed perfectly plausible and so what, but then again
it might not have happened at all; it was said the angry woman was nuts. (It was also
said she had problems controlling her anger, and this was indisputable.) Anyway, |
never saw her again I don't think, unless she changed her hairstyle. The dinner guests
were cross-legged on the floor now around the long and low table and I had
maneuvered to a spot between the shy, cowboy-handsome Cody on my right, and his
appealing girlfriend Fiona on my left. The food was arriving in bursts and lulls, one
UFO dish after another. Nothing quite came up to the photo-octopus, but there were
plenty of strange colors and tastes, including some delicate Chinese fruit the size of
grapes which were stuck onto the ends of toothpicks and arranged like a tinkertoy
chem—lab model of a certain psychoactive molecule: dessert. Cody along with
Gustave, the TV hurler, had curated a recent show called Biofreak at various marginal
venues in abandoned strorefronts which pretty exhaustively catalogued the electro-
mechanical sculptural trends prevalent, if not dominant, in the vicinity. His own work
over the years has become more and more perfectionist and precise and simulacral, as
anyone who saw his mid-career at the Guggenheim knows—but the other end of the



leftover assemblage spectrum, Swiftean and massively funky, had been equally well
represented in Biofreak.

“I liked your Kafka piece," said Cody. “I thought your sculpture was way more
interesting than the play.”

“I’m sincerely gratified," I responded, and I was, team player that I am. My
collaboration with the theater group, a bunch of idealistic youngsters, one or two of
them talented enough to be headed, ultimately, for professional careers, the rest
serviceable dilettantes, had brought me to the attention of the cognoscenti by focussing
an evening’s worth of sturm und drang—and an actual spotlight—on my, ahem,
Swiftean and massively funky installation. Damn, I thought, I could’ve been in
Biofreak if it hadn’t already happened. Always the gentleman, I turned my attention to
Fiona, one in a chain of Cody’s flawless Ivory-soap-girls-on-the-lam. She sported a
playful, distracted grin, and I found out she fancied herself a poet. Which was great
because back then so did I, on the side. (Some years later, when Frank became my
roommate, [ gave it up. The first time I heard Frank and his gradschool friends read I
was soon confirmed in my suspicion that real poetry was a lifestyle choice all its own.
There were those, like Frank, who were born to it, but even the lamest of them,
academic and all tipsy over the names of flowers for godsakes, possessed the enviable
diffidence of the fulltimer, and I knew by the end of the evening that I would never
again bother to read my half-assed crypto-lyrics at noisy bars on Sunday nights over the
sound of a pinball machine.) While Cody chatted with Doug and Doug’s charming
wife to his right, Fiona and I ended up talking about meditation, specifically the
successive degrees of abstraction one could savor before dissolving the ego altogether.
First you realized you were silently mouthing the mantra, so you tried to sever the act
of speaking from the thought of the sound. It couldn’t be done, sound was action, so
you tried only to think the mantra—or rather, as the teaching has it, to “let the mantra
come of its own accord.” Then you realized you were seeing the word spelled in your
mind’s eye, still material and concrete. At last you were left with the word, period,
without sound, without embodiment of any kind or even the ghost of embodiment,
without meaning, and that was as purely abstract as you could get. Fiona pointed out
that we were talking about it, so we couldn't be talking about what we thought we were
talking about. We laughed and I was transported to my TV-addicted adolescence. The
ad campaign then for Ivory soap had featured the phrase "natural, healthy looking
skin," repeating it endlessly, like a mantra, and it was all I could do to suppress my
tongue from uttering these imprinted words aloud as I dwelled brazenly on her perfect,
but not too perfect, face. She was groovy and hip but she was also the laughing
strawberry blond tomboy of Madison Avenue's dreams, a dust of freckles stretched
tautly across cinemascope cheekbones. Natural, healthy looking freckles. That was
when I realized I was nicely toasted. It was kind of a relief that Fiona was with Cody
because had she been available I’d have been obligated to try my prospects, hopeless as
I well knew they were, and thus I'd have been unable to relax and enjoy the rest of the
dinner. On the other hand, I’d wasted what surely was a mesmerizing routine, sown my



seed to the wind, as it were. Why couldn’t I be more like Lloyd, who had no
inhibitions about spinning a weird rap at the drop of a hat with an attractive woman,
seemingly for the fun of it, stone cold sober even, moving on until he found what he
wanted? He was a determinedly free spirit, all right, on call 24-7. He was exhausting!
When confiding in me about his latest conquest, which he always described as his new
love, he would claim, annoyingly, to be shy.

I never did meet the guest of honor, a large man with a beard, but I think he was a
curator from some far-flung university gallery, hot to document the “scene,” and
everyone was pretending not to care enough to kiss his ass. I just pretended better than
most. Before I left to stumble home alone, Lloyd and I chatted about the meeting next
night for Organasm. All the Sector Mothers were going to assemble outside the fence
at noon and Lloyd would be letting us in for the first time to the site that Sharon, the
Real Estate Mother, had rooted out like a smelly truffle. It was an old mustard factory,
he said, and there were still all sorts of gargantuan cedar vats full of mustard seed and
other cool macro playthings throughout the extensive grounds. I said goodnight, snuck
a last look at Fiona’s ninety-nine and forty-four one hundredths percent pure profile,
and exited into the charmed quiet of abandoned buildings and cracked sidewalks, a no
man’s land in which yuppies and real estate agents would never dare venture. It was
dangerous enough, in other words, to be perfectly safe.

I’d lived all over—in Poppa bear’s chair, in Junior bear’s chair, but this one felt just
right. Perfectly forgotten and tenuous, it was home. A few months later, Garage-o-
mania was invaded by kids with Mac-10’s and Halloween masks, and not long after
that Ernesto was gone to Argentina or wherever the hell he was from.

Next day we met as planned at the fence. Lloyd unlocked a padlock, unsnaked a
chain, and wheeled open a gate. The site was amazing, perfect for a sprawling,
anarchic Disneyland of esemplastic vandalism. “Check out this structure!” yelled
Sharon from across the yard. We trotted over. “ It’s like a huge fucking barn. You
could put a dozen projects in those stalls alone.”

“Wow,” we all said.

“Art-cows,” bellowed Lloyd. “Give us your art-cows, and we will make a runny,
pustulant river of curdled art-cream.”

“Yuch,” we all said.



And there was more: concrete blockhouses, enormous steel silos with attendant
ladders, a huge central space with a 30-foot skylighted ceiling, and those cedar vats.
From one of these, Lloyd scooped a handful of little yellow seeds and we gathered
round. They had been there for ten or twenty years, the vats keeping them bone dry for
a reckoning with grinders and vinegar that never came. They were as even and uniform
in size as little ball bearings, not like seeds at all, and there were plenty of them.
Millions, probably.

At length we adjourned to a nearby diner to talk about the lease and to set a schedule
for cleanup. There were nine of us. Nobody else was there so we moved some tables
together onto the end of a booth. As I listened with half an ear to the Augean
construction tasks being proposed in breathless tones—not merely lighting and sound
systems, but trapezes, wading pools, labyrinths—I reflected that most of the eight
people surrounding me were energetic types. So there was no big problem. I could
tread water with minimal effort much of the time and be sucked along behind their draft
when necessary.

“Well first of all, we’ll need to clean the place up. Let’s just start with that, then we
can talk about ‘viral pathways,”” said Corey. He was tall, fair, handsome and decent,
and all the more perfect, he was a stridently agitprop cartoonist with a paranoid style
for the radical collective, DeathBreath Comix. Unlike most of those DeathBreath folks,
though, he wasn’t the least bit obnoxious in person. In fact he had the kind of ready
and likable laugh that would have made him electable as student council president, if he
hadn’t been too cool for that sort of thing. Stand up guy that he was, Corey had been
left holding the bag when Julius and his evil sidekick, Roth, had absconded with the
funds and some of the furnishings from Skidmark, which was the most active of the
storefront spaces in the hood. Among many other things, it had partially housed
Cody’s and Gustave’s mechanized assemblage show, Biofreak. I’d performed there in
a couple of my buddy Glen’s overlapping found dialogue plays, bits of overheard
conversation combined with precociously jaded battle of the sexes hostility, all of
which ended in displays of fake blood or vomit; I’d shown my severe abstract film
“Calculus” there at a festival to a medicinally overenthusiaistic audience; shit, I’d even
met Lloyd at Skidmark, when I came to a Gulf War meeting with a large grisaille
portrait of Colin Powell gesturing at a map of Iraq like a TV weatherman set above a
text from a playmate of the month. The four star general was saying that he just wanted
to “help people and be a positive person.”

Now Skidmark was no more. And Julius and Roth were long gone, apparently using
the grant money to buy studio time and set themselves up as white Hip Hop moguls. In
a less criminal vein, they had likely been the ones responsible for religiously tearing
down neighborhood posters of stuff they didn’t care for. In particular, they, or
someone, had a vendetta against the more middlebrow efforts of the theater group I’d
been associated with, and secretly I approved of this campaign against the humdrum,
which also included heckling bad performance art and snoring loudly or walking out
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during tedious poetry readings. Someone had to do it. Otherwise you get just what we
have now: an aura of politeness so paralyzing that it takes no balls at all to bogart a
mike and waste other peoples’ time. Bad enough the perennial thickskinned dolt who
knows no shame and couldn’t take a hint if it were coming from a flame thrower, but
without the threat of humiliation you get also the sheltered and the precious. Nothing
except a dose of awful self-consciousness can deter these delicate creatures, once they
get going, from regarding their own tentative reflections, every zit a cauldron of
fascinations. Julius and Roth were repugnant assholes but, like wolves picking off the
weakest deer, they served a purpose.

Anyway, Corey and the rest of the board never saw the embezzlement coming, and no
one had the heart to go on with Skidmark afterward. Corey tried his best to get the
debts paid off but only so as to dissolve the corporation. Perhaps the place had served
its purpose, like a mushroom that pops up entire the night after a rain and then slowly
gives up its body to the forest. The Skidmark building was recently bought, speaking
of rot, by an LLC from Marseilles and is being turned into “artist” lofts.

I could never figure out our Real Estate Mother. Sharon’s sexual and economic
orientation were none of my affair. Her dad was some kind of lawyer yet she lived like
a squatter in a rent-strike multiunit deep in the Southside, crack vials in her entryway
and a sepulchral ambrosia of rice and beans in the hall. She would mention in passing
her girlfriend one week and her boyfriend the next and I never presumed to know
exactly what that meant. She wore jeans but neat enough for office work and she never
let her curly brown hair get much below her shoulders, neither short nor long. Her dad
came into it because he helped out on the lease advice—one in a long succession of
freebies or shortcuts that Sharon knew about. “No problem. We can shag power from
the streetlight on the corner. My friend Mitch, the squatter from Dublin?—he’s an
expert at patching into the grid.” Or, “If you read the notices and see when a show
closes you just show up with a pickup and there’s piles of flats in the street—2x4's and
1/2 inch ply. That’s what we did for Spiderweb.” There was always an angle. Sharon,
like that playmate, like the chief of staff, was a positive person.

Once when I was visiting Sharon a movie was being shot on her block. Signs in
Yiddish had been temporarily nailed up over the Spanish signs along Havemeyer.
Underneath these, I knew, were aboriginal Yiddish ones. (You can still make out some
ghostly alephs and gimmels here and there, but I’'m no longer sure if they were left over
from the picturesque immigrant past or the movie of it.)

The production had also lined the street with ersatz El train staircases, which ended, oh
so symbolically, in nothing. Not three blocks away, however, perfectly actual
stairways, scenically decrepit, led to the lacey moiré overhead tracks of the JMZ lines,
and when a train came through the ancient tracks still roared and rattled like a periodic
Krakatoa, erupting cataclysmically but refusing to subside into the ocean of progress.
Presumably, it was too noisy for shooting there, yet to wander around was to be
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transported onto the set of a black and white Forties noir. Richard Widmark, slats of
light and shadow chopping across his face, lurked around the corner on Marcy smoking
a cigarette. He had typhoid and didn’t know it. And if you walked a block farther
south you’d find all the Yiddish signs you could want, as sepia-toned as an illegal
sweatshop.

“Enjoyed the Attic," I said to Eric, sitting across the booth from me at the diner. The
sun was warming my beer. “Medusa Siam was really on.”

“Yeah, on something," volunteered Corey.

“Did you like it? What about the decor?” asked Eric, who was nursing a cup of
genuine diner coffee, mean and forsaken, the sort you just can’t find in these parts
anymore. Small, wiry and in control, Eric was of course the Dance Mother and could
be counted on to round up a monster sound system and competent DJs who would mist,
like the giddy ozone that had once been planned for the ventilation system of Radio
City Music Hall (it’s true), an anonymous edgy groove over the whole proceedings,
that is, when no bands were playing. Eric had had a minor meteor of a painting career
in the 80’s, showing once at a blue chip gallery and then snuffing out in the ionosphere.
He never explained what happened but perhaps it was obvious that Eric was not the
alone-in-the-studio type; if he couldn’t be an Art Star, he was going to be the guy
behind the curtain, the hipster impresario with the moody beauty on his arm. For all
that, he came off like a regular joe, not especially articulate but no one’s fool. With his
infallible radar for where the scene was trending, Eric staked out a claim in post-
geek/pre-soccer mom cyberspace. After Organasm and a couple of basement clubs that
came and went, his parties began to move online. Ever since, he’s discorporated
himself more and more. When he no longer exists bodily, like a mantra, perhaps he
will have achieved his goal.

“Yeah, did you like my projections? Weren’t they great in that space?” asked Lloyd
with his customary self—delight. Some people thought it unseemly, but LLoyd was
enthusiastic about everything, so why not himself? Sure, LLoyd's ingenuousness was
strategic—no authorless social improvisation failed to find its way onto his resume—
but at least he took what we were all doing seriously enough to name, document, and
take credit for it. I had no bone to pick with him.

“Yes, yes, yes and yes,” I answered. “Looked like a great crowd. They’re starting to
come from all over.”

“Shit. There were, like, Jesus . ... All these gorgeous Japanese girls were there, real
stylish. You know, from Japan.”

“Did you take any up to your lair, Eric?” asked Sadie, with a sideways smile. Sadie
was the Performance Mother.
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“No. Not at all. Uh-uh. Didn’t you know? I’m practically married now. Look but
don’t touch.”

“I know zat feeling,” threw out the Lighting Mother coolly with his cigarette exhale.
His sturdy physique was concealed behind a well-groomed beard and Gallic languor.
But Antoine’s shit—eating grin turned instantly defensive as he glanced in Sadie’s
direction, a bad boy who knew he deserved to be hit. He raised the palms of his hands
to shield his long face in an exaggerated comic pantomime but I couldn't help noticing,
much as I would have loved to, that at first he had cringed involuntarily.

Sadie, petite and motionless as Cleopatra, fixed him with a very serious mock glare.
“Antoine!”

Once I’d called Sadie after being intrigued by her aloof snakecharmer’s curves at a
party and she’d asked, flat out, “How did you get my number? You know I’m with
Antoine, don’t you?” They were married, but I had thought more or less for
immigration purposes. “Uh, yes," I said—“I mean, no. I looked it up. You’re listed.”
And that was the end of that. But I guess she liked the attention, because almost
immediately we morphed into friends, or rather, family—conspiratorial mishpoke adrift
together in a sea of innocent gentiles. We’d exchange looks at one of those
interminable meetings and it was as if to say, What do these children really know about
life? Someday they’ll have to get serious, but let’s not spoil their fun. I enjoyed
pretending to be affected by her primordial tribal spell—we take what we can get—but
the assimilative facts speak for themselves: I went to an Episcopal school and a Quaker
summer camp. [ bore the scars of Abraham, but that was it.

Apropos of circumcision, I owned a drawing of Sadie’s of a disembodied set of
testicles being exquisitely pierced with a huge needle wielded by the hands of a doll, a
very fractured fairy tale. Once a Con Ed guy, tromping through my apartment, noticed
it on my wall and got inappropriately inquisitive. “What the hell is that?” he wanted to
know. “Uhh, whatever you want it to be,” I parried carefully.

After Sadie split with Antoine, she and I went out, finally, for a drink. It turned out we
had absolutely nothing to say to each other. Within a year or two she had been married
to a socialist kibbutznik, and when I next saw her she was wheeling around a baby, the
glow of contentment radiating like a heatlamp. “Oh Ben, you’ve got to do it! It’s so
great. It’ll change your life.”

For his part, green card and, eventually, liquor license in hand, Antoine finally realized
his American dream with the bar Zoloft. Japanese crews were taping at the opening,
and French, German, and Scandinavian travel guides featured photo spreads of the
circular terrarium and the mirror room within the year. Later, of course, the name had
to be changed due to trademark infringement, but as Okay, Antoine’s empire just keeps
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growing: microhostel and spa, a rumor of franchises in Denmark and the Kreuzberg
district of Berlin. At first, he seemed like an artist of entrepreneurship, a sweet utopian
guy playing at being a businessman, but you wonder at what exact moment, like an
optical illusion, it flips. I liked Zoloft, and even had my party there after my opening at
Sauerkraut, though to be sure we could all see the handwriting on the wall. From the
dysfunctional clubhouse atmosphere of the late-lamented Keelhauler House, with its
free happy-hour coldcuts and its bona fide drunks, to the strategically lit elegance of
Zoloft (Antoine’s lighting Motherhood had borne fruit), there was already a steep
trajectory that said all that needed saying about naive bohemian open-mindedness. Or
maybe not so naive. Now that I think about it, way back when the Keelhauler raised its
Rolling Rock prices to three dollars a bottle we were all bitching that the end was near.

Don’t get me wrong—Zoloft was a welcome development, an oasis, ahead of the
curve. Even now, I’ll take my dealer to Okay. She thinks it’s charmingly outerborough
and she pays.

“Bottoms up,” someone said and we drained our beers and coffees. Closing time.
Clouds of greasy steam were hissing up from the grill where the cook poured water and
scraped. It was only 5 PM but the earlybird factory workers still served here, an
evaporating puddle, took their dinners at home. A jumbo dumpster would be delivered
to the Organasm site in a week. Those of us who had the money agreed to throw in a
few hundred bucks or so, which we might even get back from the box office, in order to
secure the space and for liability. In retrospect, it’s astonishing that anyone would rent
to us, much less insure us. We were called Organasm, after all. But Sharon—and her
dad—knew how to talk to landlords with vacant property, of which there was such a
plenitude back then that we could just about have gone ahead and used the place
without anyone knowing. Hell, this guy they sweettalked might well have been hoping
we’d burn the place down so he could collect. (If so, he missed out, but not by much.)
As we left the diner I figured I might go back for a square cheeseburger sometime but I
never got the chance. The owner, I was told by a friendly W.W.II vet who sat outside
the VFW post on my block, had hit the Lotto one day and moved to Florida. “He left
the bacon frying on the grill,” said toothless Bob. I’m kind of glad Bob never lived to
see the trattoria that eventually moved in. $20 will buy you four homemade ravioli on a
huge plate with a sprig of dill. “Oh,” the new owners must have said, “what an
authentically greasy little place.”

I haven’t mentioned the other two Mothers, Marco and Elaine, Construction and
Materials. Marco worked with seriously crazy people and liked to give the impression
that he was just a step from the ward himself, or a jail cell. His eyes bulged and his
blood pressure inflamed his forehead when he really got going, but I was pretty sure he
was the sanest one of all. He had kids but he seemed to have it worked out that he
could stay out all night when he wanted, which was always. Elaine was an expert
costumer and a hard drinker. When a job came in she’d take the cure and shut down
Control, the performance space she ran with her ex, filling it with sweet young things
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and sewing machines. With just the right amount of Twilight-Zone reverb, I read a
long stoned-out dream fantasia to a paying audience once at Control, a triumph which I
thought entitled me to free beer, but Elaine’s ex gave me such a sour look when I asked
for a fourth that I didn’t much enjoy that one. Nursing its begrudged suds, which began
to taste like bile, it occurred to me for the first time that maybe I’d only bored everyone
for twenty long minutes through an echoey fog. Lloyd, Corey, Sharon, Eric, Sadie,
Antoine, Marco, and Elaine; Systems, Money, Real Estate, Dance, Performance,
Lighting, Construction, and Materials. As for me, I had volunteered to be Video
Mother, responsible for facilitating and coordinating any closed circuit broadcasting (as
it used to be called) that participants might want to intertwine with the general chaos
only because my specific responsibilities would be delayed almost until the event. It’s
not that I minded sticking my neck out, even though the whole loosely conceived
extravaganza might well collapse into puerile exhibitionism, a dance party for bozos, or
result in some sort of lawsuit that, despite our thin veneer of insurance, would wipe out
the assets of my entire family tree. (I had visions of a drug-crazed teenager diving off a
roof beam into a vat of mustard seed; EMS and cops everywhere; lawyers dogging the
leaseholders to the end of their days. But I overcame these.) I didn’t mind sticking my
neck out, as I say, but no way was I going to commit myself to any more meetings,
construction, and legwork than absolutely necessary. I’d just found a temporary studio,
a beaut, with spectacular light and views, and best of all a sense of painterly health. It
was the studio of Rachel, my friend from prehistory and her husband Carl, painter
comrades who were off for the year on a fellowship to morbidly quiet climes. My
astrologer kept asking me if I was planning to move, and then I recalled that Rachel and
Carl were looking for a second subletter to share their fabulous light-filled space which
had always made me jealous. “That sounds like it,” said my astrologer calmly. In a
matter of days I’d begun something new up there, rarely noticing the panoramic view of
the four great East River bridges, or my statuesque studio mate, Leslie. I pretended to
be non-chalant, but in fact I’d figured out at last what the hell I should have been doing
all along—I was certain of it, and I was planning to do something similar for the rest of
my life. Doodle long and hard enough, I’d discovered, and eventually you've got a
serious problem. From there it was easy!

When I wasn’t getting high and copying out passages from Leslie’s paperback of “The
Second Sex,” a curiously obvious bit of sublimation it occurs to me now, I was getting
high and doodling until a real painting problem emerged, and then I was hooked a
thousand times harder than I’d ever been when banging my head against the
Williamsburg Bridge. 1’d known all along, of course, that going on location with an
easel was ludicrous and stubborn, that it was just the opposite of what I really wanted to
do. Iknew that it was a matter of making one’s own bridge, but well well well, here it
was. So when Lloyd summoned me to the select company that would conjure up
Organasm, a part of my heart began tapping out in Morse code the warning that now
was not the time to be wasting my energies with silly pageantry. Now was the time to
begin to start learning how to become the Greatest Painter in the World—or whatever
piece of that I could manage. Hell, maybe I'd already begun. Maybe I'd finally begun
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to start learning how to become...what I'd been waiting all these years to begin to figure
out how to start learning how to become. And now I was supposed to stop? Just when
I'd finally begun? Begun, as it were, to begin?

Well all right. Someday I would have to put to advantage this lifelong instinct to
crawl into a cave, but for right now, when for once I might actually have benefited from
sequestering myself, but even so, that hibernatory instinct struck me as transparently
chickenshit. After all, instead of getting in on Spiderweb and Spork, two ancestral
events that had taken place in condemned property on the waterfront, I'd only wasted
the time in profitless moping, and now the momentum was bigger. If there was a
chance that Organasm might be the Woodstock of Williamsburg—or perhaps the
Altamont—I certainly didn’t want to miss a front row blanket. I could handle the
video. It barely mattered that I knew next to nothing about wiring, plenty of other
people knew enough, and I planned on depending upon the kindness of collaborators at
the last minute. Beyond that I’d be generally supportive of the project. Great Painters
always seemed to be hanging out with the cool kids at the beginning of their illustrious
careers, | told myself, and here was my chance, such as it was. Meanwhile, I could
hole up in the studio the rest of the time and I’d let the Mothers who thrived on that sort
of thing turn themselves into workaholic production assistants, all clipboards and
beepers. That was, in truth, their art form and welcome to it.

“See you all next week," I said, walking backwards and waving. You could get caught
standing on the corner talking with LLoyd potentially forever. He'd never be the one to
give in.

“So long Ben, hey look at the sunset,” said Sharon.

“Check it out! Yo!”

“YO',’

I turned to see the Twin Towers lit up as if by a terrorist bombing, with the Jersey
petrochemical sky aflame behind.

“Yo!” I said.

I could just about see the site from my sixth floor studio window, a catty-corner block
away. Over the next two months the mustard factory was gradually transformed. We’d
filled a dumpster with truly awful and unhealthy junk and saved anything that looked
usable—bits of erector-set metal, solid lumber, wire and decorative oddities. Anyone
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building an installation could put dibs on this bounty, and it gradually got parceled out
without, by and large, anyone getting greedy. More than a few participants had shown
up that first day when we opened the gates. They were responding to well-aimed word
of mouth and underground propaganda, which we'd left at strategic spots in the East
Village and elsewhere. Lloyd had run off a business card on his Mac, for example, that
read “When I hear the word culture I reach for my Petri dish” over a malevolent close-
up of an ant, and a contact number. Of the genial circus freaks, orphans, anarcho-
slackers, and slumming studio artists who’d heeded the call possibly only a few of these
last got our modestly learned reference to Artaud. But I began to realize that this was
going to make for a promising mix. Soon a couple of guys from Limb, the performance
commune on Avenue B, were torching a portal into one of the metal tanks, and
mountain climber types were rigging things up in the rafters of the barn. When the
torchers broke through—it had taken them hours—all activity elsewhere stopped, and
the growing crew of participants came to witness. The hot half-inch steel hatchway
was vise-gripped safely to the ground and one at a time people stepped inside. When it
was my turn, [ suddenly recalled a scene from childhood, how the guard inside the
Baptistery at Pisa, next to the Leaning Tower, had shut the door and loudly and
authoritatively demanded silenzio. The startled tourists shut up immediately.
Instamatics fell to hips. Then in the purest voice, a Palestrina tenor, the guard sang out
a note which lingered almost without decay long after he'd finished, the vibrations
caught in the marble dome like a firefly in cupped palms. Now another note, a major
third higher, now the fifth. All three notes, a multitracked major triad, hung in the air
together as if three cloned voices were singing in harmony for a solid minute, sixty
seconds of transcendently mournful diminuendo.

Inside the metal silo, I therefore whistled a note, stopped, and listened for the
resonance, which was sour but impressive. Just as [ was trying the third someone
outside started banging on the tank, and instantly the whole crowd thought that was a
brilliant concept and it was all I could do to stumble outside without going as deaf as
Quasimodo. The wacky musical interlude snowballed as people flew in all directions
to find bangable objects or structures. Twangs, thumps, boings, and bonks began to
coalesce into a tribal rhythm, thanks to a dreadlocked conga player named Gennaro,
who led the ensemble with two clean cow bones—part of someone’s project—and a
huge laundry tub. Dancing ensued.

Along the way I lost a battle with a sullen Basque stiltwalker for a fine hunk of metal
that we both thought we’d reserved, but with assistance from a couple of stalwart
sculptor friends, guys who could hoist multiple sheets of drywall or change the brakes
on a truck, solid, reliable fellows, I found plenty of scrap to build a video platform.
We’d chosen the (relatively) small blockhouse with its twenty foot ceiling because of
its central location, but the slight bit of isolation was going to come in handy. The
blockhouse was attached to both the barn and the main space, and you could pass
through it going from one to the other. Its placement was thus roughly spinal but you
could also go around by the yard, past the metal towers, permitting us to close off the
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blockhouse when we needed to. The platform developed to be about ten feet high and
fortresslike. We’d spot welded 55 gallon drums, diamond steel screen, and rebar into
something like an unapproachable Fernand Leger colossus—tubular womanhood meets
smokestack Arcadia. Not incidentally, the platform’s height and mass would be
necessary for protecting the video equipment from the crush.

Meanwhile, the bottle smashing machine out in the barn was proceeding, I hoped,
apace. Alex was a young, wiry male model grunge sculptor type—he could hoist
sheetrock like a cowboy and change the brakes on a truck and stay out all night
drinking and tomcatting. 1’d taken it upon myself to target him for the important task
of marking the hours with some sort of performative sculpture, because I knew
whatever he’d come up with would be appropriately scaled, big and rough and nasty.
He’d taken my entreaties to heart and was hard at work on the hour-marker of my
dreams, but it was going to be a close call. In a couple of weeks the event would be
unleashed, bottle smasher or no. He had a competent crew and it was interesting to
watch their fatigued silent concentration on the problems which came endlessly to
hand, especially in contrast to many of the freakier folks, who ran around excitedly like
chickens on a hot wire half the time and idled listlessly the other, as if they had no place
better to go, which they may not have had; in truth, there were people living onsite by
now. Some of them were out-of-towners, but, well, others weren’t from anyplace in
particular.

One day, while I was trying to figure out where to thread co-ax, there was a big
commotion. I heard sighs of doom all around, as people returned from outside with
their heads down. FDNY. I came down off the platform and poked my head outside to
see Sharon and Eric negotiating at the gate, stalling off the inevitable. In time the
battalion chief came swaggering into the yard with his men in their heavy kickass boots
and rubber coats, some of them even shouldering fire axes and crowbars for extra
effect. With the huge red diesel humming outside we felt like pirates being boarded by
the Royal Navy. I disappeared into my wiring, so as not to seem like there was any
cause for concern. Let Sharon and Eric handle those guys, I told myself, they’re
experienced. And evidently, they came across as professionals, because it could have
been much worse. The chief left us with a bunch of violations, and from then on
everything was going to be legal—assembly permit, exit signs, occupancy counts, the
works—but it seemed do-able. Still, they could close us down whenever they wanted.
They could say okay for now and close us down in mid-event. They could do it for
spite. Surely it had been a good decision to purchase our electricity instead of
“patching into the grid.”

"Assholes™ said the Construction Mother. "Those motherfuckers. Why can't they just
let us immolate ourselves in our own way?"
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Lloyd had also walked into the blockhouse. "It's all part of the surface of interface,
Marco. Now the Fire Department is part of the system. We're the mitochondria and
they're the endoplasmic reticulum."

"More like the sphincter," muttered bug-eyed Marco, with a maniacal grin. Apparently
the man had studied some biology. "Hey Ben," he continued in a suddenly businesslike

manner, purely for comic effect. "Where the fuck does the red cable come out of the
wall?"

"There is no red cable. Oh, you mean the purple one? This one? That doesn't go
through into the big room yet, but we can sling one through the tube."

"Give me cable, baby. Oh honey I need it so bad."

"Sing it, man, sing it to me!" LLoyd was clapping his hands and rocking. In his
preacher's waistcoat, he looked like a tall, angular backcountry ecstatic.

"Don't egg him on, Lloyd," I pleaded. "I'm way too sober."
"C'mon, Marco, sing it. C'mon Ben sling it. A singin' and a slingin' a// night long."

Lloyd was even more tone deaf than Marco. I turned the amp on to drown them out,
and lo and behold the damn thing worked. I mean there was a nauseating feedback
screech at top volume from every speaker on the system, into the far reaches of the
complex. I quickly turned the volume knob down, and then there was total silence, or
maybe it's that no one could hear for a little while. "Wow," I said. "Lloyd, you'd better
check and see if anyone fell off a rafter."

I used to be the sort who invites lots of people to a party and only considers the
consequences at the last minute. A hoard is going to materialize. Locusts. A storm.
Once it begins there will be no time to get more toilet paper. Any valuables and
personals left exposed will be swept away on a tide of beer. You stuff everything into a
closet and duct tape the door shut. No one comes for an hour but just when you think
you didn't invite enough people, the bell rings. And once it starts, they keep coming
and coming and coming, like a bad nor'easter swamping a canoe. After a certain point
the door to the street is left to flap in the breeze and you're too drunk to care. It's a
foolproof method for meeting new people.

In the case of Organasm, they were lining up outside, so I was informed, well before
the 6 o'clock opening. Hundreds already. The doors were going to open and I was
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arguing with this prissy Dance Queen about the video projector. The three-eyed son of
a bitch weighed 200 pounds (the projector, that is), was worth several thousand dollars,
and belonged to a friend who had entrusted it to me only after profound oaths had been
taken. We had finally succeeded in rigging it from the ceiling oh so delicately and
aiming it at the wall but the Dance Queen wanted it aimed, it turned out, at the other,
larger wall.

"Don't you understand? This tape was made by a very important video artist"—she
mentioned a name I'd never heard of, but that didn't matter. I could already tell I wasn't
going to like his very important work—"and it was made specially for this event, for
this choreography. It's a great honor. It has to be on that other wall."

I was panicking, but I was also pissed off, so I went with that. "No way. Can't be
done even if I wanted to. It would take an hour of constant labor, and I don't have two
minutes. Maybe if you'd shown up once or twice to rehearse when you were supposed
to we could have worked it out."

"You can do it. Please. Look at all you strong men." She brought out her million-
dollar smile. That really pissed me off. My sculptor and wiring friends alongside me
up on the platform paused in their activity to see what I would do.

"That bullshit is not going to work," I intoned, as if [ were an exorcist addressing the
incarnation of Baal. "Get it through your head: it's not just a matter of carpentry, you
have to aim and focus the thing. There's no time. Y ou should have been here earlier."
And I returned to the Amiga to see if I could figure out how to turn it on.

"I want that projector moved! You have to move it! /'// move it!" This was a new
tack. She was actually ascending the ladder, and with grim determination.

If I'd had a gun I'd have unbuttoned the holster about now, like a mate on the Titanic.
"If you so much as breathe on that projector I will physically harm you." She backed
down. "I suggest you rehearse while there's still a few minutes left. Let me know when
you want me to start the tape."

I have to give her credit. Unused to not getting her way, she regrouped with relative
equanimity and got her embarrassed dancers into position. We closed off the doors to
the blockhouse and cut the lights and I started the tape, which turned out to be just as
artsy—fartsy as I'd expected. Whatever important video artist had showered her with his
genius—one pictured a tenured ex-hippie at some way upstate campus—he was still
enamored of analogue feedback effects already cliched in the sixties, those aimless,
pointless meltdowns that were the visual equivalent of the wah-wah pedal. Now that
the bloom was well off the rose, such shapeless drool didn't seem remotely psychedelic,
more like the antithesis. But still, it was compelling stuff compared to what the Dance
Queen's graduate choreographic training had wrought. You know, Dance.
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We all stopped to watch, though, transfixed in a combination of wonder and mild lust.
Young girls and boys were cavorting for the sake of art. The Dance Queen herself, her
dark hair cropped and her black leotard snug, was, I remarked to myself, kind of hot.

"Now that's a woman," said Mavic to me. My chiseled Balkan sculptor friend,
dragging on an unfiltered French cigarette, had the appetite for combat typical of his
homeland (how little we knew then) and was married to a bit of a firebrand himself.
They used to scream at each other in serbo-croation, and now I knew why.

"Yeah," I said. Was I just noticing the Dance Queen's lithe appeal for the first time, or
was it the mystery brownies I'd scarfed down a little while ago? "Yeah, she's definitely
interesting." What I was really thinking was that we would certainly be married,
completing the yearning interlock of our souls, and live happily ever after. 1 was
uncannily convinced of it.

Someone was pounding on the door. Lloyd. "Five minutes to insemination! Ready
or not, here they come. Strap In! Strap On! Strip Down!"

"He must have stayed up late working on that bullshit," said Brandon, the acne-
covered electronics whiz, sotto voce. "Strap yourself, bozo." Just because Brandon
liked helping out the freaks more than working on arena rock shows, that didn't mean
he wasn't a skeptic. A living witness to the decline of the waterfront working class,
Brandon had actually grown up in the neighborhood. His dad might well have been a
steamfitter or a navy yard welder. The statistical likelihood is that he died of lung
cancer and drink; in which case, Brandon was hell-bent on being a chip off the old
block.

"There's at least two thousand out there," Sharon announced, a second galloping
herald. "And we're just getting started. When're you going to crank the music?" she
shouted at me.

"Not my job. Eric's all hooked up and ready to go. I've got him patched through. Tell
him."

"Uhm, sorry, Belinda" I said carefully to the Dance Queen after Sharon had zoomed
off on her rounds. "Rehearsal's over. Hope you got what you needed. Trust me, it's
going to be great." She actually smiled up at me. The lively dark beauty of her eyes
was literally paralyzing. Did she know? Why was she looking at me like that? At last
she looked away, releasing me. My heart raced, but I had to think about how to get this
text feed to work. It had been purring like a kitten yesterday, thanks to Brandon. I
began looking stupidly at a spaghetti of oddly colorful cables. They seemed to be ...
slithering. Where had Brandon gotten to? Then it hit me again: She was THE ONE.
Oh Jesus, what the hell did they put in that brownie? Maybe they were using a recipe
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Alice B. Toklas never dreamed of—and God help us all if it came from Tim Leary's
cookbook. I decided to take stock. My barnacle-encrusted clamshell of a heart had
been crowbarred open and the secret, gooey interior, greedy for freedom all these years,
was about to be cooked—Where the hell was Brandon? The doors were opening any
minute!—in a cauterizing adrenaline bath.

But what if, somehow, I was right? What if by some decree of outlandish and
inscrutable fate she WAS the one? No, I reminded myself, that kind of delusional
thinking feeds on itself like an avalanche—and it requires the same sort of roadrunner
footwork to avoid going under. I knew very well from repeated personal research that
apparitional love behaves like gas in a cosmic vacuum, that it can hyper-inflate like a
red giant of manic self-satisfaction only to collapse viciously inward upon its own dead
weight, all that wishful thinking whirpooling bitterly into the psychic equivalent of a
black hole—whence no light escapes. No light, no nothing. But that didn't mean I was
able to resist. Because what if this just happened to be one of those miraculous ordinary
moments when eternal soul mates stood revealed to one another? Belinda and Ben.
Ben and Belinda. Maybe we'd look back together fifty years from now in wonder. I
dared not meet anyone's eyes, least of all the Dance Queen's, so I pretended to study the
cables again, but they wouldn't lie still, fidgeting obscenely in vivid chromatic
animation as if they coded for the circuitry of my thoughts.

There was a crash, a quantity of glass being broken. We all turned apprehensively
toward the barn, then another crash and another, six in all. It was the bottle smashing
machine and it had struck the hour. A rebel yell went up and the first trickle of hand-
stamped celebrants came rushing toward the blockhouse. The music was up, the thing
had begun.

The next thing I remember is a primordial universe of tiny golden suns streaming into
the bottom half of an hourglass which contained me. Perhaps it had always contained
me. Ifso, I'd have plenty of time to confirm the fact. My eyes were able to follow the
antic plunging of every one of these little yellow orbs, disentangling it from its myriad
neighbors—each stellar sphere perfectly Euclidean and obeying elaborate laws of
bounce—and the sum of all these pachinko-ball paths, I realized with agreeable
detachment, spelled out verses from the Holy Koran, the genetic code, The Marriage of
Figaro. Ah.

Someone grabbed my shoulder and I turned to see the immense gaseous planet of
Corey's face, a Jupiter with its red eye looming. I took it perfectly in stride. "Burned
it," I managed.
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"You shouldn't be playing with matches, amigo." Someone, you see, had bored into
the bottom of a cedar vat weeks ago, attaching a valve fashioned from PVC pipe and a
studded condom. With a nasty acrid puff, which I was recalling now as from the far
shore of a remembered dream, the condom had been vaporized and the mustard seeds
had begun streaming out from the opened valve. The stream had been maintaining an
impressively pressurized arc, a healthy garden hose trajectory, and it didn't look to be
wavering anytime soon. But I wasn't the best judge of time.

"No, it wasn't me I think." In fact it had been a demon of some sort, indifferently
disguised in the costume of a massively tattooed punker. I'd recognized him and wisely
said nothing while he carried out his task. "More than meets the eye," I explained to
Corey in friendly warning.

"Yeah, well, I'm glad you're having fun, man. Everything's cool, right?"
HYeS."

"And who's that guy on the platform? Doug says that's your profoundly alienated
cousin."

"Yes." It was my profoundly alienated cousin. I'd invited him along for the ride and
here he was assuming the controls. Every monitor, of which there were probably a
hundred or so—we'd lost track in all the intestinal branching of cable—was animating
this text: FILL THE VOID. TRY HUMAN SACRIFICE.

Though it seemed like an indulgence on my part, I allowed Corey to assist me in
standing, which was helpful as it turned out, since immediately a crowd rushed by out
of absolutely nowhere and Corey's hands in my armpits were all that kept me upright.
"Sunday drivers," I said tolerantly, like Mr. Magoo, but I edged us away from the
space-time vortex just in case they were coming around again.

"Yeah, why don't you stand over here," said Corey, "Less traffic." He understands, |
thought. How very beautiful, no need to belabor an explanation of our porous
dimensionality. Leaning me against a wall, Corey took his leave to take care of
something somewhere and I watched his smile disappear into the dense crowd like a
twig entering a rapids. I heard a bout of cheering to my right, loud enough to pierce the
electronic crunch coming over the speakers, and turned to see an aerial ballet. Hung
from the rafters were a couple in black leather harnesses, masked like Tlingit sea eagle
totems, beaks hinged open to reveal gold painted faces within. Otherwise they were
functionally naked. More to the point, though, were the three-foot long black leather
phallus wielded by one and the red velvet toroid offered by the other. Ropes and
pulleys were being manipulated with Punch and Judy hilarity to arrange for the
acrobats' docking, but little progress was really being made. I arrived at the controls as
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if by a higher power, the crowd parting for me in acknowledgment of my expertise.
"Ben! Use the force!" someone was saying. With morbid gravity, I began to do just
that.

A dozen ropes descended from pulleys above the human marionettes to hinged
wooden levers, which resembled giant piano keys. Don't ask me how but I instinctively
knew the operation of each lever, knew just the amount of weight to step into it with,
and how to coordinate the combinations. I distinctly felt my limbs possessed, and
though I'd never played the keyboard beyond Chopsticks 1 rattled off the searing
introductory notes to Bach's signature Toccata and Fugue in D minor, forgetting all
about the spectacle above me. Doodle-OO...doodle oodle oo. OOOQO.... Three times
with declarative variations. Then the slow ascent of that Edgar Allen Poe arpeggio of
diminished sevenths, or whatever they are, a teetering stack of suspensions to overload
the ears and jelly the knees. I was captivated by my sudden fluency and turned around
to acknowledge the rhythmic applause with which the crowd was accompanying me.
But I had forgotten all about the aerial fornication. As it happened, I had managed to
steer male and female precisely and emphatically together, leather into velvet, cylinder
into donut. A line had formed behind me waiting to get at the controls, and as the rest
of the carnal operation was beneath my abilities anyway, just a matter of two levers
reciprocating in a stupid ostinato, I decided to step aside, but not without resolving the
hanging dissonance. Before I could spell out the grandeur of Bach’s archaizing plagal
cadence, however, a burly guy in overalls pushed me aside and started jumping up and
down on one of the pedals, and the crowd screamed with renewed glee. As I walked
away | heard them work up into a frenzy. A countdown developed, which got louder as
it descended—"...FOUR, THREE, TWO, ONE—" and then I heard the wind-tunnel
roar of an outraged beast, strangely familiar, followed by screams of "Yuch!" Without
turning around, I explained the cosmic spasm to myself. "Fire extinguisher." But I
knew better.

I must have bounced around for a while, because the next thing I remember is a
pinkness that became the world. The noise, I noticed, had softened to a dull thumping.
I was inside, out of traffic, sheltered from the storm, but all I could make out was an
undifferentiated wall of pink. It didn’t help that somewhere along the way I had
misplaced my glasses. Now that I thought about it, I could recall taking them off
deliberately and finding that I could see differently, better—as never before in fact, the
doors of perception cleansed, the light unfiltered and unbent. It’s perfectly possible that
in the evangelism of the moment—I could see!—I may have decisively thrown my
glasses into the maelstrom, like a lame man casting aside his crutches at a bible
meeting. I had a vague suspicion of some such perfervid gesture, long ago and far
away. Now that the revival tent had left town, I found myself compulsively checking
my pockets over and over like one of Dr. Sachs’ case studies—The Man Who Patted
Himself—and the glasses weren’t to be found. Tossing them away, if that's what I'd
done, had inverted some twenty years of prudent optical handling—folding and
wrapping and worrying at all times over the location of those indispensable prostheses—
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—and now I couldn't abide their disappearance. At last I resolved to believe the
evidence of my hands that they just weren’t there and to go on. I reached out toward
the pinkness and, upon my touch, the bubbling surface receded in an elegant wave of
shock, rather like a sea anemone in a Jacques Cousteau special, and this wonder drew
me in inward, forward. On I went, guided as a mouse is down a snake’s throat,
digested by beauty.

“Welcome to the Sexo-pus” drooled a pink thing. “You are inside tentacle five.
Prepare for flight. Unfasten all belts.” A hand, not hers, reached for my shoes and
untied them. Another clumsily tried to unbuckle my belt and gave up.

“Hey Ben. Are you all right? It’s me Sharon.” She was the pink thing. “You look a
little spooked. You didn’t eat one of those brownies did you? Shit, those Seattle
assholes. I hate to think what kind of chemical cocktail they were handing out. They
just wanted to get us fucked up so they could bum rush the event. You should see
Lloyd. He ate three. Hey where are your glasses? I almost didn’t recognize you.”

“I can see,” I said uncertainly. I checked a couple of pockets, just in case. Not there; I
checked again.

“So who’s minding the store, Jack?” She was referring me to a system monitor. One
had penetrated even to here, in tentacle five, far upstream. I moved close, a dozen
inches away, so I could read the words scrolling by. It took an effort of will but I
managed to assemble a sentence: THEY'RE LAUGHING AT YOU NOT WITH YOU.
“Whoever’s up there’s been on a major bummer. Glad to see it’s not you,” she said.

The scrolling text faded out and a vision of the cosmos was fading up that glued me to
the glowing tube, astonished. It was so exact and vast that tears began to form in my
naked eyes. God was separating light from dark, hurling the Sun forward and the Moon
backward, the view Michelangelo must have seen. Then a jewel with dozens of facets,
each one reflecting dozens of other jewels, each of these reflecting, in its facets, every
other, and so on—it was Indra’s web dimensioning itself before my eyes in razor detail.
No supercomputer could have rendered this scene with its endlessly mirroring
mappings, no ten thousand of them in parallel, no number of them ever. How had it
been filmed? Then some sort of tree took form, ancient and symbolic, a tree of
knowledge. Its enormous load of leaves swayed gracefully in the wind. But this
gorgeous ballet was also the branching and ramifying of a simple equation solved over
and over while incorporating its own latest results, an algorithmic snake eating its tail.
You could see it both ways, tree and process. You knew. The wind rustled the leaves,
the leaves wiggled the branches, the branches bounced, swaying back against the
leaves, and the leaves in turn fanned the wind.

“Oh no, not that boring dance video again," I heard Sharon say behind me. “God,
they’ve played that artsy caca a bunch of times already. Didn’t anyone else bring
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tapes? The shit of it is, it means that Belinda's going to be doing her corny routine
again.” Sure enough, fading up on top of the cosmos were mere people, a dozen or so
running around in skimpy costumes.

"Here it goes. God, this crap belongs on the Ed Sullivan show. Right after the guy
with the spinning plates.”

“You’re showing your age, my dear," said a pink guy, tall and angular, with sharp
cheekbones and enormous hands which were covered by long pink evening gloves. He
was so large he had to stoop. “Ed Sullivan? Kids today wouldn’t know what you were
talking about.”

“Medusa, where did you come from? Aren’t you patrolling the inner sanctum?”

“Oh yes, dear, I’m just out for a stroll. It’s quite exhausting giving so much pleasure
to so many. I think I’ll go and get some beer and suckling pig. Keep it up, so to speak.
I mean the good work.” To me he said, “Have fun, darling.” And he/she was off,
crawling downtube.

My attention returned to the monitor. A goddess with six or eight arms, ornamented,
dangerous, was conducting her retinue of scurrying sprites around her. But she was
looking only at me, inches away. I had absolutely forgotten about the Dance Queen,
but she had been waiting. We spoke to one another telepathically, pixel to pixel. The
emotion caught up to me as if [ were a cartoon steelworker who’s kept walking off the
end of an [-beam and has just noticed, to his peril, that he’s standing on air. Fifty
stories below, the memory of ground. With the terror of resolve, with a swelling of
glands, I realized I must find my way back to her. She and I were as destined as

gravity.

Shadows, alchemical glyphs, crawled from right to left across her face. “FUN.”
“FUN IS.” “FUN IS DEATH.”

“What the fuck is that?” gagged Sharon. “Fun is death? Ben, what the fuck is that?
Who’s in charge up there?”

“No one," I reasoned.

Sharon stormed off, pinkness disappearing into pink. The Dance Queen, too, was
gone and only the words remained, cycling over and over. Then a dark furry creature
holding a palette faded up underneath, and he began to paint a vision of hell so
monstrous, so vivisectional, that I turned away before I got sucked into his nightmare,
and just in time. That was seriously evil, I told myself as I crawled upstream. A
moment longer and I would have been caught in a psychic vortex, my finger in a
socket, buried alive. Two half clad young pink things wriggled past me going the other
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way and I overheard one say, “Hey, he’s on again. Look. My mom’s got all those
tapes. He’s some kind of genius, he really is.”

“Who?” said the other.
“Shit, girl. Don't you know about Bob Ross? I'm telling you, we gotta watch.”
“Oh my god! Look at him. He's a freak!”

I brushed against more bodies in strange entanglements. It got dimmer and more
constricted the farther in I went. A hand reached out and stroked my leg, ending by
pulling off a shoe, but I just kept crawling. Another hand undid my belt as effortlessly
as a pickpocket. Another grabbed the waist of my pants and slid them down. I sat in
self-protection, unable to see or move further, surrounded, overwhelmed. A slimy eel
entered my ear and I suffered it to do its wet wiggling. “Welcome to the inner
sanctum,” the eel whispered directly into my tympanum and then it retracted in an inky
swirl of velvet pink darkness. More hands, more tongues and soon I was naked and
smeared with oils. They coerced me into laying flat, tickling my belly like a lobster,
and then they lifted me and moved me forward into a glowing, smoky dome of light,
generous in its dimensions after my dark passage. My prone body was geared into
neutral like a car that's been hooked onto the tractor belt of a carwash. I rolled up my
windows and submitted to a greater power.

Somewhat later, I couldn't say how long, I found myself beached in a puddle of warm
fluid at the far end of the dome. The pink condom they’d repeatedly failed to sheathe
me with lay on my belly and I brushed it off cautiously, unsure whether it was alive,
curious what body part might come with it. There were dozens more condoms on the
ground or floating nearby, too much like snakes or worms for comfort, especially at the
periphery of my blurry and over-animating vision. Around me in every direction were
couplings and triplings, but I dared not stare, afraid that I hadn’t escaped the furry
painter’s nightmare after all. Were I on the inside not of the Sexo-pus but of Bosch’s
giant pair of ears with a knife blade sticking out from between them, it wouldn’t have
absolutely shocked me.

I located a pile of clothes and began to dress as best I could, though I found the
process of lining up buttons on a shirt, so simple really, to be worthy of deep
investigation, paralyzing in its implications. Only the Mobius strip logic of a Gddel or a
Wittgenstein, it seemed to me, could have solved this topology. In a burst of
metaphysical insight I replaced the buttondown with a turtleneck, and in a mere ten
minutes or so [ managed to negotiate the booby traps of its various orifices, and
instinctively headed for the exit tentacle. 1 knew only one thing: that I must find my
way to the video platform, to the Dance queen, to my destiny.
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Out in the main room the crush was so intense that I was buffeted around from place
to place, shoeless and myopic. Bands with names like “Hertz,” “Retrograde
Discharge,” and “Huncke,” I found out later, were wailing away, but I remember only
numbing reverberations. I passed by Doug’s Hash Palace, with it’s massive hookah
and cushions and Doug grabbed me.

“You’ve got to sit down, Ben. Tell me what you think.” He manhandled me into a
seat and thrust a nozzle toward me until I grabbed it in self-defense, but his wife, the
always pissed off Lola, was on the ball. “I don’t think he needs anything, Doug. Do
you kiddo?” I looked at her with what I hoped was a helpful expression.

“Check it out, Ben. The ceiling. I’ve been working on it for days.”
“We’ve been working on it,” corrected his wife.

“I'mean we. Lola and I. Thank you, sweetie. Isn’tit incredible? Recognize it? It’s
the Alhambra—in sugarcubes. The dome of the hareem.” I took his word for it and
grinned. Without glasses it was a white blur. I got up off the cushion and hugged him.
“Gotta go,” I said.

I was beginning to feel pretty good now. Maybe losing the glasses and the shoes
hadn’t been such a bad idea. Nor was I the only one missing articles of clothing.
Outside in the yard, where I found myself presently, there was at last some open ground
to move in, under a sky that [ was free to imagine as littered with moons, though in fact
it was streetlights and floods. I smelled grilling food and felt the heat of a fire,
expansive luxuries of summer, toward which I shuffled uneasy with gravity in a goofy
gait, trying not to trip over my own trippiness. Looking up for a moment, I was
stopped in my tracks, just like Charlton Heston at the end of “The Planet of the Apes.”
He stumbles upon an indelible image which balls up all of sci-fi into a single creme-
filled Twinkie. And so had I, every bit as unexpectedly, for looming above, buried up
to her waist, was Lady Liberty herself. Oh. Right. Of course, I said to myself, but for
a second or two [ felt my bare feet sinking into the quicksand of time. In all my travels
I'd only gone around the block. This particular statue, I remembered, would be holding
a machine gun and blood would be dripping from her spiked crown. Her remote
visage, superscaled and fiercely aquiline, I recalled as accurately reproduced, and I
could pretty much make it out, but in a new context it had taken on the gruesome
bloodlust of a Babylonian idol. The smell of sacrificial flesh didn’t help; at the statue’s
feet, or rather navel, was the food concession, large bodies on spits above coals that
crackled into flame with each dripping corpuscle of fat.
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A friendly voice revived me. “You look like you need three of these, man.” It was
crazy Marco, handing me a foamy draft. He had stepped out from behind a picnic table
where he’d been taking a keg turn. “Do you like our corporate logo? I improved it.”
Draped below the table was an official banner which we’d been required to display in
order to get the public event discount. “Sadder Budweiser,” it said. At the time I didn’t
get the joke at all, but it nevertheless struck me as insanely, sickeningly funny, and I
laughed so uncontrollably that I buckled and drooled. Marco watched me without
moving for a time. “It’s not that funny,” he said. “Anyway, I stole it from an old Mad
Magazine.” He headed back to his post but turned with a parting shot. “If you think
you’re far gone, you should see Lloyd. He makes you look like Emmanuel Fucking
Kant. Hey, what happened to your glasses?”

“Those guys did an incredible job with the tank, didn’t they?”” a woman said behind
me. It was Edith, survivor of the clipboard attack. “Is that, like, supposed to be
Rambo?”

“Mmm," I said into my beer. I couldn’t imagine why anyone would care to drink this
dyspeptic substance.

“Cause it looks really cool. You can see it from Metropolitan, and like cars are
stopping and trying to figure out what’s going on. I heard it was Gustave and his crew
that did it. Some of those, you know, Hollywood prop guys. It’s a little obvious for
Gustave, though.”

It wasn’t Gustave’s style at all, in fact, and for some reason he had kept to the
background of the event. I’d pondered as to why and I kind of figured it was Lloyd’s
take on things, his Barnumesque neo-sixties romanticism that had offended Gustave’s
subterranean cool. While Lloyd wanted the whole world to slime together, Gustave
was throwing televisions off of warehouse roofs. They were friends, I guess, kindred
troublemakers, but Gustave was hard to read. Maybe after Spork and Spiderweb he just
felt it was time to step aside. But just then I saw something that had his handwriting all
over it. “Gustave,” I said, pointing it out to Edith with the flamboyant hand swivel of a
courtier.

A tripedal, sparkplug-studded robot was veering toward us, and people were hopping
out of the way with alacrity. They had learned to avoid brushing against him, as I had
early in the evening, as would a brain-damaged dog. He was called Ouch the Sparking
Zombie, and he gave off nasty little 6-volt shocks, like nettles. Edith was charmed.
“He’s so cute,” she said.

I tried to warn her off, sort of. She went up to embrace him but a shirtless heavy metal

girl girl couple got there first and started touching their tongue studs and nipple rings to
various sparkplugs, again and again, hissing with pleasure and pain. Edith watched in
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horror as the sparks flew. “Christ! Why didn’t you tell me, asshole?” I shrugged my
shoulders and moved on.

It was time. I found my bearing toward the video platform and held to it as best I
could. I passed by the Spiky Womb and the Echo Bender, avoided the Basque
stiltwalker's dangerous limbs and gave a wide berth to his fire-eating and sword-
swallowing friends. I didn't permit myself to check how far along the millennial
countdown was on the odometer of the SuperNumerator, an old VW type III fastback
which had been mounted upside down so that its wheels could spin in the air until its
fifth 9 lined up. Nor did I say hello to the hell-bent Boris, who was strapped in, foot on
the accelerator, the blood and exhaust rushing to his head. I calmly circumnavigated a
pool with a giant paper maché globe floating in it, upon which people of all sexes
pissed all night. They may have been inspired by the words "New World Order," a
recent coinage, which were written on the globe in gothic script—though it's only fair
to point out that the Systems Mother had wretchedly underestimated both attendance
and per capita flow when arranging for port-a-potties. The pissers may have had little
choice.

I was passing through the barn now. Cody, in swimtrunks, his yummy poetess
girlfriend beside him in a bikini, hailed me and asked if I wanted to try his bathtub
fusion experiment but I pretended not to hear. A pifiata was being attacked above with
thrift shop golf clubs. When it breached, condoms and bullets rained down, one of each
hitting me on the head. A certain smell began to distract me, a rotten, sickly stench that
was general. I'd been smelling it for a while, I realized. Underfoot was a yellow trail
of circulation, like radioactive barium marking out the intestine. Mustard seeds. I'd
been seeing them for a while now, I realized.

I heard the smash of glass—too near, too wild, and I covered up. Another smash and
someone had grabbed me and was pulling me like a rag doll away from the sound.

"Yo man, you gotta watch out, it's bottle smashin' time." It was Alex, long and tall
and massively drunk, but routinely. "Check out this spring wound action." Another
smash. "Three o'clock rock, dude." But there was another smash, and another. "Geez
Lloyd, get the fuck out of there, man. We're gonna run out of bottles. Hey watch it!"

A bottle winged Alex on the arm and thudded against a mustard vat, landing intact.
Alex rushed forward and grabbed Lloyd, who was perched on the workings of the
machine, and lifted him off by the ankles. Lloyd flapped his arms like an ibis before
falling over Alex's back, and then Alex set him down, gently for such a heavy load,
sitting him against the vat.

"Barrel of monkeys?" asked Lloyd. "Barrel of bloody monkeys? Hey hey, we're the
monkies, hey hey we're the monkies, hey hey hey hey—"
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"Oh no you don't you motherfucking lunatic," said Corey, always on the spot, as he
grabbed the loose bottle that Lloyd was inching toward. "Where's a straitjacket when
you need one?" He was perfectly serious. One gathered this sort of thing had been
going on for a while.

I stepped forward because I knew just what was needed. "Lloyd," I said. "Lloyd, I
have one word for you: Organasm." He searched my eyes and seemed to find what he
was looking for. "Jesus," he said, and it wasn't clear if he was using the word as an
interjection or denominatively. "Where've you been?" I tried not to flinch. Then from
his pocket he produced my lost glasses, unmistakably mine by the adhesive tape with
the stenciled red arrow (pointing sideways this week) on the bridge of the nose.

"Take him to the Sexo-pus," I advised Corey and Alex. "Everything will be fine."
They looked at each other and nodded with Laurel and Hardy sagacity. While they got
to work, I passed on, gingerly avoiding glass shards by feeling with my toes. Here was
the video room, home at last. Ikept the glasses in my hand, unsure if I really wanted to
see.

I looked up at the platform and noticed a flutter of pink, weirdly tall, exaggerated of
gesture. I hailed the ladder and it was cranked down for me. Now this, I realized with
a long intake of breath, was not at all as simple as it seemed. I studied the situation for
some time and then proceeded with as much care as a free-climber negotiating an
overhang on El Capitan. When I summitted, there was a confusion of greetings, how
ya doings, where ya beens, and then Brandon, with his engineer's deadpan, pulled me
aside.

"That cousin of yours seems to be having fun." I thought he was referring to the
party—hearty sentiments my cousin had been scrolling across the monitors all night, but
then he jabbed me with his thumb until I turned to the right. Medusa had pinned the
normally unsociable guy against the Amiga, pink gloves running through his hair,
across his stomach, down his inner thigh. They were taking turns whispering sweet
nothings, passing a joint back and forth and giggling. I guess that explained why the
text rolls had been petering out. I couldn't tell if Brandon was worried or amused or
turned on. For what it's worth, he himself had eccentric taste in women. He used to get
drunk with a pathetic Janis Joplin wannabe who tended, after beer three or four when
her makeup smeared, to resemble a clown.

The rotting smell was much more intense inside the enclosed video platform room,
pressed as we were against the ceiling. A drift of yellow seeds, accumulating in the
corner, had been crushed by the mob and catalyzed by their spilled beer. You had to
breathe through your mouth. All of a sudden Kaptain Krunch started its set,
hammering through the speakers and into my brain. Where was she? I looked for
Mavic, he would understand, but I couldn't find him either. Because I was ready now,
ready to look into her eyes, ready to find out the truth. I had located the courage to
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believe that things could actually go well. She might want to talk with me. I was ready
for anything, even that.

I asked Brandon where she'd gone. "Put your glasses on, my friend." I'd forgotten
that I was carrying them in my hand.

A little apprehensively, as if [ were climbing into the driver's seat of an idling
Maserati, I slid them onto my nose. Brandon was pointing toward a darkened corner
down on the ground, next to the video screen. Even with the glasses I could make out a
dark wiggling mass but nothing more. "Here," volunteered Brandon. He turned on the
color balance on the ceiling-mounted video projector. Its bleed of lurid primaries
illuminated the couple as they groped, his hands inside her leotard, hers down the front
of his pants. "What a women," I could hear Mavic saying in his charming Balkan
accent of the Dance Queen, my destiny, a thousand years ago.

A thousand years ago. The Organasm site, if anyone cares, was where the Barnes and
Noble Multiplex is being built, next to the Planet Szechuan franchise. A Korean
woman, rumored to have been a lover of Oldenburg, hardly exclusive company from
what one hears, bought the lot along with dozens of other properties in the '90's and
made a killing by scamming it all under the umbrella of a non-profit arts foundation.
For some years she preyed on naive artists, who paid money to hang their work in her
flagship "Cultural Center," the openings of which went unheated even in the coldest
months. "Heat too expensive," she would say from within her mink, condensation
rising from her mouth. She even tried to charge admission to these refrigerated
fiascoes, and sometimes she got away with it. Meanwhile, she worked the other end
with grants, fundraisers, and tax write-offs, spinning elaborately altruistic fantasies for
official consumption. Her slum dwellings molted into yuppie lofts and her vacant lots
into development packages, thanks in large part to the spirit and labor of a thousand
artists, few of whom can afford to live in the area anymore, while she retired to Boca
Raton with her ghoulish companion, a collector of Nazi memorabilia.

IN THE PAST EVERYONE WAS FAMOUS FOR 15 MINUTES. That was the
epitaph I typed into the Amiga keyboard toward the end of that long night. At six AM,
as the last bottles were smashed, the sun had already risen high and the rotting mustard
seeds were offering stiff competition to the port-a-potties for squalor. Some muscle
was required to rid the place of stragglers, and then the Mothers were alone, whereupon
we all crashed in fitful slumber over a few soggy mattresses. Some of the crew kept the
place alive for a year as an occasional club, and then moved on to bigger and better
things—Eric to his cyber cool virtuality, Marco to family life, and Antoine to Zoloft
and Okay, his evolving cosmic bar. Sharon's in Dublin I hear, living in an anarchist
commune, or was it Seattle making big bucks developing concepts for Microsoft?
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Sadie's got a couple of solo shows under her belt, and she's got her kid. Corey
published a pictographic history of the Bush family's long support of international
fascism that won some notoriety, which he parlayed into a professorship in Dortmund.
And Lloyd, after a stint in academia, became a Next Age guru somewhere in Nova
Scotia, growing a beard, dispensing wisdom and Pied Piping twenty six year old girls.
It's a living, I guess.

I'm still here, just trying to paint in my windowless bunker, feeling like a stubborn
farmer whose three acres and a mule are surrounded by Walmarts. My rent is still
cheap due to the building's toxic Superfund designation, so I stay, the cadmiums and
cobalts in my pigment in harmony with the soil. I found my destiny eventually in the
girl next door, though she comes from LA, and sometimes I try to explain to her about
the old days. Every so often, as we walk to the train past the tourists shopping for chic,
the models exercising their pedigreed hounds, and the restaurants with their parking
valets, it occurs to us that maybe it's time to move on.
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