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What you think of me doesn’t matter…
You now hold gold in your hands.
David Dumb Dolphin
My name is Canyon Collins. I drew my first breath in San Francisco in the first minute of the first day in the first year of the twenty-first century. As the first child of the new millennium my responsibilities were awesome. My parents signed exclusive contracts to display my cuteness on a global link.
I am now many years older. I am an almost ugly man with a brutish wooden face whittled by life. Storytelling often befalls the uglier men. It has therefore become my duty to tell you of my generation and how we changed the world. I, personally wanted to leave it unchanged, as good as when we found it, but the majority wanted to change it—to leave their mark on it, as if it was some graffiti laden school desk, about to fall apart.
My duties as first child lasted about two years, at which time I gradually faded into obscurity. My Mom taught me how to read when I was three, first Ferdinand the Pit Bull, then Where the Wild Things Went, then on to the classics on e-book and fiche and in old fashioned paper books. I played with dozens of electronic gadgets, but I loved the books the best, they had a moldy smell and a crinkly feel to them. From that time on I wanted to make, write and manufacture books, even though books were an almost lost art form. I was about five. I remember scribbling away in any weather, as if I was born to write. At first I wrote letters to friends and family—poetry too. Most of the adults I met would say, “Hey kid, you ought ta write a book someday.” Mom said the poetry lurks deep within her gene pool.
At around age ten I began noticing radical changes in the environment. Polar ice caps melted faster than when I was four. Puddles of evaporated steam formed in the Mohave Desert. Fish grew legs in Antarctica. A new Daffodil species appeared
I guess I got in trouble when I asked a lot of question my parents couldn’t answer. If I could give any small piece of advice to gifted kids it’s that you shouldn’t ask your parents questions they can’t answer.
Terry Collins, my dad, taught me all about beekeeping, but I stuck my head in a hive when I was six and got swarmed on. I was stung so many times I eventually grew allergic to honey, but I learned about the bee dance... how the workers find the pollen and do a dance to signal the others where to go relative to the sun.
I guess I take after my uncle Dean, the famous writer, of the clan Moriarity. He says the Moriarity’s aren’t villains; it’s just that Sherlock Holmes needed a bad guy and the Irish were convenient. Uncle Dean lived in Ireland for a few years and told me many stories. He said, “All you need to do is go to Ireland and you’ll see yerself walking down the street.” Ever since I’ve wanted to visit Ireland, b but England is as close as I came.
I take after Uncle Dean in other ways too. I’ve already written two books, but the journal you are now reading may turn out to be my most important work because—I swear on my grandmother’s grave, wherever it is—that everything presented here is factual.
Writing has always been fun, but I’m writing out of fear now. Fear is an ugly, all pervasive disease that seems to have infected everybody I know.
This book is like a note in a bottle. I don’t know who will read it, but I feel compelled to write it anyway. I’m pasting it together from letters and journal notes because a big black satellite, named, "The Abyss" is threatening to destroy our beloved planet and all life on its surface and beneath its oceans. I hope that’s scary enough. Fear is a great motivation. I can honestly say I’m scared shitless.
Saint Bridget’s Day
County Meath
No one is certain when The Abyss went astray, but surely here is the final judgment. The dreaded killer gizmo, described as a ‘killer satellite’ by journalists, has created a global nightmare. It’s a death ray, to be sure, but nobody knows where it is or what it is. Nobody even knows how it got its name. That’s why I think it’s a propaganda weapon. First it’ll zoom in on a shiny pebble at the bottom of a small creek west of the Pecos and melt it, then, within a few minutes, or maybe three months later, it’ll shoot at a window in the Europarliment in Strasbourg. A few years ago, at a Rockies baseball game, and for what seemed like no provocation, The Abyss evaporated a hot dog vendor. All that remained for the coroner was a stainless steel hot box, a white cap and a huge glob of creamy Pink Poupon...this turned out to be the first publicly recorded homicide relating directly to The Abyss.
Last year the beam made a Popping sound as it hit the archaic leaded glass of Westminster Abbey. Two months ago The Abyss blasted a licorice boutique in Amsterdam. Witnesses claim the stench of licorice burning is worse than a skunk in a catfight. About a month ago it fused a Cape Cod fisherman’s waders to the deck—without killing him.
Ten years ago, in Russia, The Abyss singed a two-foot hole through the largest minaret in Gorbagrad. But, that wasn’t the only Eurasian report. A vegetable salesman from Kiev found himself reduced to a three-foot stump—only his identification bracelet remained. The stump began to sprout hemp shoots the following spring. It seems the guy had a pocket full of Ruderalis seeds when the beam struck. Orthodox Ukrainians called it a miracle.
My fellow Americans suspected everybody, but themselves. Xenophobes from Brownsville to Penobscot attributed The Abyss to the Japanese, but The Abyss soon hit the imperial grandson’s cottage near Kyoto, with him in it. Japan went into mourning; dozens of devotees committed hara-kiri and the United Nations stopped blaming them for the world trade imbalance.
The world now depends on a small, almost invisible, satellite that has gone out of control—more proof, if any be needed, that the human race has little say in its own destiny. Nobody can explain it.
The Abyss behaves oddly. The intensity and interval of the shots appear to be random, but I wonder if it really is random. It’s a particle beam, but nobody can analyze it without lethal consequences. Sometimes it shoots into deep space, hitting nothing. Sometimes it’ll pop a piece of space debris or an asteroid with diminished force. This led not a few observers to conclude that the device was saving its big hits for earth. One columnist in St. Louis called it a deep space peashooter, but the majority of readers continue to believe that The Abyss is a random engine of destruction with marked similarities to the Phoenician deity Balor of the evil eye, an equal opportunity wraith who demands sacrifices of an increasingly hideous nature.
Who is behind The Abyss? Anything left over from Star Wars rusted long ago, or so everybody thought, especially after world peace broke out at the height of the depression, but there it was, a rogue blackbird hardly visible by telemetry. My thoughts shifted to more sinister questions, like who launched The Abyss? Originally it may have been humanitarian in nature, but it obviously developed ominous functions. I knew it was evil when rock stars, pilots, doctors and politicians, the most egocentric creatures in the world, began to worship it.
The International Green Party presidium thought it was more benevolent than wrathful, a departure from their usual ludite stance. To the more religious tribes and the remnant Rainbow people, The Abyss represents the invisible God, grunting from the depths of the firmament.
Myros Rokinos, the noted mythograpaher, likened the The Abyss phenomenon to Kronos munching his children in synch with the orbit of Saturn. Is The Abyss functioning in a synchronized manner or is it malfunctioning in an asynchronous manner? The first question suggests the most morbid scenario of all, because if The Abyss were working to perfection someone, with the greatest gift for evil in recorded history, must have programmed it.
We may never know The Abyss’s true origins or the name of its designers. Eleven years ago three astronauts and one cosmonaut burned up on a mission to dismantle the thing. They reported hearing spoken warnings on a seldom-used radio frequency. Five minutes later the shuttle and its operators disappeared without a trace. One thing is certain, whoever controls this deathly spritzer managed to upset the course of evolution on Earth. So far, no written records have turned up. Deciphering The Abyss is like trying to find the Rosetta stone in a marble quarry the size of the Pacific Ocean.
I have a wild idea that my wife knows the answer. She’ll be here soon. In the meantime I must keep writing. It’s therapy for me. I have to tell our side of it.
The world economy has gone into a post anarchy phase. The droughts attributed to The Abyss, the brush fires, the smoke layer, the green house effect, the global warming and the fluctuating ‘zone hole’ (caused by warps in the earth’s pseudo magnetosphere) are driving me positively toxic—to say nothing of the smog from the worn out cars and the pollution caused by the spilled battery gels when the electric cars broke down. It’s like Cuba in the 1970s. Any old car that can stay alive will stay alive, any new car, any new thing, will have to justify its very existence against the threat of The Abyss.
Blame points its knobby finger at The Abyss for a litany of less lethal nastiness. Most seaside climates are now so salty that the paint on the already aging cars began to peel in large flakes. The rural landscape changed aesthetically too. Most interstate highways were ghostly and took on the visage of the legendary Route 666, the Beastly road with derelict gas stations and dead motels on every bend.
The urban environment didn’t fair much better. In Manhattan, the dog shit, already a problem before The Abyss grew increasingly toxic, especially after a thaw when the icy sidewalk embankments melted to reveal the accumulations of millions of canine forays. The World Health Council posted a global warning. Bull Mastiffs were the only dogs fit to patrol the streets. These drooling lions of chaos, once hated by the upper middle class, are now worth a king’s ransom. It used to be if you owned a Saab you owned a Mastiff, now its’ “If you own a house big enough to house the dog you own one.
Machinery and Gucci loafers weren’t the only things soiled by The Abyss. Average citizens, in increasing numbers, developed mold allergies. The global fungal balance went off the charts. People with sensitive skin were developing ringwort. Mushrooms were growing ten feet in circumference. New species of toadstools started showing up all over the globe. Once benign fungi became wildly aphrodisiac. The Shitake strain became especially hallucinatory creating a vast black-market trade in Oregon. You send your money in and they send you a wet log. You put the log in your window facing south and Voila! . . Shrooms.
America and England, the only countries in the world to have avoided a true implementation of social democracy, remained aloof, opting not to send CARE packages full of Brillo pads and toothpaste to the starving villages in Asia because theorists, still operating under the random event assumption, believed the Pakistanis were behind the The Abyss launch. As time went on the Pakistani hypothesis proved untenable. The beam struck Pakistan at least twice. The first shot caused unprecedented floods. The second shot was a direct hit on their food abundance gardens. One wag punned that the Pakistani’s were behind The Abyss because they were the only people capable of shooting themselves in the ‘food.’
Things are getting better here in Ireland. I could at least get an accurate perspective on things. As long as I can feel pain or force a smile The Abyss would be the least of my problems. The human race is no longer majestic or noble. The Abyss has paralyzed the entire population of earth—ten billion sentient souls.
Someone has orchestrated a new reality and it isn’t nice. It is as if Edgar Allen Poe, fractured on crack cocaine, designed the world in ten minutes in a dank room in Baltimore. In spite of that depressing forecast I feel OK. While the rest of the overpopulated planet lives in morbid fear of a random particle beam, I live in morbid fear of the people who want to control it, or rather those who have lost control of it.
I also live in fear that what happened at Chartres would recur. The sniper shot that ricocheted between the columns and the blood splattered on the labyrinth, like a voodoo sacrifice, told me all I wanted to know. Anna, my wife and probation officer, left me at Amiens. Then I ran back here to Ireland. She knows where to find me, so I wait in my hermetic silence and scribble out this book, not knowing what will become of it, not knowing who would want to read it.
Living with Anna has been the wildest experience of my life. I need her. She’s burned into me. Sounds corny I know, but I just let it all hang out. At Chartres we witnessed an assassination and at Amiens she saw an angel in a beam of light. I don’t hide my emotions anymore. I’ll always remember Anna’s serene repose as she stared up at the rose window in the apse at Amiens—her bare knees gracing the cold, tessellated octagon that forms the maze. She trembled and smiled as if lost in a beatific reverie. The original stained glass window, still intact after at least ten centuries, threw down tints and hues, bathing her in color. I held her, but she had no use for her body. All Anna could say was, I’m leaving. I’ll see you in Ireland. I thought she was kidding, so I took a snooze on Saint Jude’s bench. She vanished ten minutes later, leaving only a whispered voice echoing around the pillars.
Two notes turned up as I scurried around the room looking for clues. The first is private, romantic and sentimental and I’m not going to reprint it here. The second wrenched my gut—it reads:
I figured it out. Don’t worry. Go to Ireland, write your book, and stay put. Don’t go back home, whatever you do. I need you over here.
Love Annnnnahhh !!
The signature was important. It’s the sound she makes when she has an orgasm. I repackaged my rucksacks, but I had no wheels. Anna ripped off the Rover. I think she managed to unlock the mystery of The Abyss, but why couldn’t I go along? I wanted to chase after her, but I knew better. Besides I missed the old green sod of Eire now unified under a green flag with a golden harp in the middle, like the Finnian flag of the Georgian era. Maybe we were getting too close.
OK, I’ll do it. It was bizarre, but I went along with the program. To assure my own survival I ran back to the auberge and paid a few days in advance. The omniscient concierge smiled knowingly and mentioned, in his stultified English, that the fire would be warm every night and there would be more mulled wine. I grabbed some fruit and cheap wine at the shop down the cobbled lane and motored my way upstairs hopefully to nod off in the creaky double bed. Nothing helped. Anna took one of the gold nuggets given to us by Dolphin and left the other one on the counter in a clear plastic Optidisk holder. I sucked on that for at least an hour, but nothing helped. A cloud of self-pity poured over me. I cried that night. I just drank and sobbed and listened as Edith Piaff’s La Vie en Rose faded into Steve Nicks singing Tango in the Night.
Eventually a crust of tears sealed my eyelids. I had to feel my way to the sink and make a hot compress just to get them open. The shadows passed quickly each day, and as each shadow swooshed by I could feel more wisdom pouring in, more confidence.
I didn’t feel dumped on. Anna was on a quest. Marrying a warrior bitch puts you through a special baptism unheard of in the world of accountancy. Still I couldn’t just stand there with my hat in my hand. The main goal was to acquire transportation. I occupied at least three days looking for a car or truck. I assumed I would have the best luck knocking about behind barns and repair places. Hell an airplane would do. I wasn’t sure I’d find anything useful in the bone yards, but on the fourth day I stumbled onto a reasonably intact vintage Lavarda motorcycle in café racer trim. The last registration expired in 1975. I wasn’t hoping for much, but I took a philosophical attitude toward the bike. I suspected the 1975 air in the tires was fresher than the stuff people were currently breathing in Paris.
My Imp sez, “Have another hit of fresh air,” an obvious reference to an old Quicksilver Messenger song uncle Neal used to play while we were riding down the road in his Packard.
I was lucky enough to find an abandoned workshop, the anodized roof leaked and the rain was crunching cold, but hey, things could’ve been worse. The bike occupied the only dry corner in the shed and one of the doors revealed a complete metric tool kit. Some might think that only diamonds and gold constitute a treasure trove, but to me those tools were treasures fit for a king.
A little more shuffling and dumpster dipping yielded a heavy duty working battery from a discarded Kawasaki Ceramco 1500cc Connoisseur. I also rescued the pannier boxes from a once noble BMW. These I fastened to the Lavarda with ropes and belts. Normally all of this would have been petty theft, but I was almost invisible to the locals.
The first week of grease and mud passed quickly. I soaked and rebuilt the carbs at least three times, finally realizing that the jets needed microscopic polishing. I fashioned new gaskets from thin slices of indoor-outdoor carpet dipped in beeswax. I also boiled and filtered the collected oil from numerous vehicles, but discovered more problems once I popped the low-end case. The crank bearings were intact, but the lay shaft had a big crack in it. It might have taken me fifty kilometers up the road then Kaaablaam! It would take me at least another week, working with hand tools, to machine another cog from an old SAAB camshaft so I decided to move my stuff into the shed. Besides the creaky bed at the Pension Etoile reminded me of Anna, not that Anna is creaky or anything, but the bead, the real deal funky antique last place we slept together.
Although I was socially invisible I managed meals from a roving bun vendor and drank rainwater captured in a plastic bucket. I had soap and shaving gear in my kit and I remember washing-up in a rain barrel surrounded by algae, but everything else was a blur—getting that damned bike running was my only goal.
I set up the saddlebags so that I would have really great tools and a small supply of oil and gas. The gas I managed to swipe turned out to be two-stroke with oil in it from an equally vintage lawnmower engine. Billows of blue smoke coughed through the 2 into 1 exhaust system. A tweak on the jets and a fourth rebuild got the mill spinning. I scavenged a hilariously oversized gas filter from a DAF truck and attached it so that all fuel would have to get sucked into this trap before it got into the carbs. I broke out laughing when I realized this is exactly how a sewer system operates.
My blood rushed the first time I sensed the basket case might run. A merciful tractor driver sold me five gallons of real four star and I was off to Ireland.
I packed a blanket and the shaving gear, taking special care of the AV camera, and set out north around noon. The wind chill factor made the air colder than an Eskimo’s doorstop. The Italian engine didn’t appreciate the salvaged Bosch spark plugs. The big Amal jets sucked gas, gas and more gas. Oh, I had the clams sure enough, but there wasn’t any place to spend ‘em. The first day on the road produced a hairline crack in the fuel pod. I plugged it with silicon caulking compound salvaged from an unfinished housing tract, but it took overnight to cure. I had a half roofed chateau style bungalow to sleep in. It was so cozy I considered settling in, the place even had a small stream babbling nearby, but I promised Anna I would go back to Ireland—no time to dawdle.
I soon discovered that many of the stripped vehicles still had a few abandoned liters of gas in them. The next day I made a total of one hundred sixty kilometers; siphoning gas as I went. At dusk an elderly Renault turbo, with no seats or windshield, provided a stale gallon of gas and a roomy place to crash. I slept at least six hours. The midnight tractor company provided another liter. My mouth grew acidic from all that siphoning—burpaseous after eating cantaloupe, and drinking a rubber boot full of stolen goat’s milk, but it was worth the effort. I cranked away at the crack of dawn and hit sixty for the first time.
The mantra of a well-tuned motorcycle can’t be beat for keeping up one’s spirits. The razor-sharp fog sparks your brain and the rap of the pipes drones your keen freakiness to sleep—it’s also an ideal drug for pushing back the sleepiness, sad reveries, childish feelings of abandonment and the wine fog. I didn’t notice the bleakness on the roadsides while I was with Anna—she made life sparkle. Now, with despair on every face, I race to Ireland, an incurable Celtophile.
The Gallo Roman road widened to three or four lanes in a few places and for occasional bursts I could get on the throttles and hit fourth gear. As I raced, head down behind the faring and windscreen, eyes up, toes asleep, boots crammed tight against the offsets, I couldn’t help thinking that as long as The Abyss held the human race hostage every Hungarian and Jew, every Bogomil and Parisian, every Brit, Yank and Indian would be, at this very moment, daydreaming about his or her old flame, kids or other lost loved ones. These recurrent and maudlin daydreams are the preoccupation of every refugee, every hostage, and every prisoner. I see a sense of abject loss in the Tarot and I can never bring myself to interpret the card honestly. I always try to shield the client from the emptiness of this card. In truth we are all prisoners to the new order.
I wasn’t the only separated soul. The ferry terminal and adjacent parking lots, each pub I raced past, became a demarcation camp for hundreds of pilgrims, most of them more rootless than myself.
Most hostelries went back to a full blown medieval barter economy, meaning you made beds or did laundry in exchange for your lodging. I cooked, and most of the time the innkeepers would beg me to stay, but I needed to get on with it.
My skin tingled to the bleeding point—no goggles or helmet, the scarf; silk, but dirty. The lambskin bomber jacket leaked and the engine shorted more than twice. The old wires often glowed blue arcing the magneto in the night mist. One night Lukas, prince of darkness, the bane of all motor cycloid riders in Europe, forced me to tuck in under an Elm or road tunnel at twenty minute intervals. During these stops I would use the small bellows I swiped from the fireplace at the auberge to blow dry the entire electrical system. I soaked the little gold nugget Dolphin gave us, my half of the booty, in the scarf and dripped the water down my throat. It bathed my insides in strange warmth, not unlike the effects of Napoleon brandy.
It took five travel days and five hard working days at bed and breakfast places to get from Amiens to Dieppe, a short distance a few decades ago, now a trip traversable most efficiently by donkey cart. The Roman Legions made better time. I tried to take a side road around St. Elesius Domini, but the smaller roads were impassable by motorcycle and dangerous as there was much looting in the villages. Occasional informants mentioned that the ferry still ran from Dieppe to Rosslare, in Ireland, once a week or whenever it got full. This meant large queues of travelers would be bunching up on the dock.
Every hotel I saw was full and the conversation was Tower of Babelish. Travelers gaunt and drak, airy and pastel, thick with fat and slow with marrow, coagulated at every railroad junction and bus stop. Strangers shared beds and mated, but nobody fought or argued. Disease seemed endemic. No matter how drunk they got life to the French remained numb, bleary eyed. It could have been a scene from Camus’ le E’tranger or an outtake from "Last Year at Marienbad, " the classic film by Alain Resnais, only recently colorized and re-released on Pinkray.
I selected a clean looking auberge near the Dieppe terminus. I can’t remember the name of the place, but it was reverting to the Dark Ages, as is everything else in the region. It wasn’t easy munching on a stale baguette coated with a thin layer of synthetic butter. This loaf was the centerpiece in a midnight petit dejeuner consisting of hard Camembert and an almost fresh brioche dipped in something that presented itself as honey. This had to be washed down with mucho vino. “Hey, what’d I expect?”
Food was scarce, wine was unregulated and everybody developed hemorrhoids from drinking excessive amounts of VIN rouge. The suggested cure was drinking equal amounts of vin blanc.
According to broadcast accounts most of the people in central Europe were wandering around aimlessly because The Abyss set fire to their fields, perhaps this is why the French called The Abyss Etoile du Morte. Most folks grew accustomed to it, but a number of local economies failed. Peasants, joined to the land by blood for centuries, were now mere shadows on the roads. Many principalities encouraged this homeless mania and it worked for a while—the infamous children’s crusade must have been similar, but the troubles start when the populations settle in. Only the warrior caste can survive as suburban hunter-gatherers. Luckily the motorcycle made me invisible.
∞∞∞
Where is Anna? I stood staring at the window at Amiens for hours after she left. I saw a dusty window, in bad repair, a huge rose window with an inverted star in the middle, but it didn’t move me to run off and leave my lover stranded in the rain—it isn’t everyday one sees an assassination.
Even the magnificently restored Amiens, could not bring the unwashed back to worship, but the pigeons were strictly devout. They bring in straw from the fields and then coo in plain song like a choir of castrated monks as they build their nests.
Humans don’t deserve such a marvelous shrine. Perhaps only pigeons are hip enough to enjoy the light that shines through the huge stained glass windows. Except for the pigeons I still couldn’t see what Anna saw—a revelation about the window that’s all. Every time I tell somebody about it they think I’m kidding. Why would a wife or lover leave when everyone else was holding tight to his or her families? How can I explain? Anna is an impulsive genius. She is guided by an inner faith. She relies on an omni directional gyroscope, part child’s toy—part astrophysics. I knew I couldn’t stop her. She’ll use that girl thing to find me when she’s ready. Since I know I can’t find a better babe, I’ll just wait, but the separation is killing me, physically and mentally. I can feel the life force draining away. Celibacy is not my style and yet I know I have to stay alive, if not for myself, if not for Anna, then at least for spite.
The Abyss is a terror weapon, but who pulled the trigger and who stood behind the plan? We needed to know who or what organization controls it. Her comment, precisely before she pressed her private part on my leg was, “Find out how and you find out who.”
“Yes, but do you find out why?”
Her answer sounded final. “You may never know why. Why, by its very nature, is inconclusive and contains chaos. ‘Why’ is there a ridge pole between yin and yang?”
A night boat arrived, late, as usual. Once on board most wandering souls, including me, simply retired to their cabins or sleeping bags. I slept the whole way across waking only to worry about whether the Lavarda could survive long enough to get me from Wexford to Slane.
I had trouble firing the bike on the dock at Rosslare. The weaseling of it told me it was on its last legs. The diagnosis worsened, as I got under way. The cam bearings were going out of round. I could tell by the lowered response between second and third and the rough idle. I pressed on through the Bog of Allen and over the hillocks of County Kildare, but I had a feeling I’d be walking the last lap.
From Naas in Kildare I made the back roads to bypass Dublin trying to get to Meath by hook or by crook, mostly by crook. I did manage to get to Edenderry before the cam went out completely. I said a prayer for the once great machine, now dead along the roadside. Here lay before me, with the grass peeking up between its spokes, a green and chrome dead horse originally designed to go 150 kph.
The death of the Lavarda wasn’t all tragedy. I left the motorcycle with a curious guy named Padraig and his yank wife Alish who fed me and gave me a room for the night. At first I thought he wanted to scavenge the tires and battery, but as I left he told me he really wanted to restore it. When I told him the cam fried out somewhere between Chartres and Rosslare he simply smiled and said, “Oy, no wee problem that, but we’ll bang out a billet for it, have no fear.”
I didn’t. After walking a mile out of sight and to the crossroads, I hitched a ride to Tara, once the home of Kings, now and the home of a rubbish dump. I caught a second ride to Dun Boyne in a silage truck. The smell didn’t bother me.
Oestera
The Celts in Ireland after The Abyss don’t seem as bad off as their cousins in Normandy. Village life remains intact here in this meadowland, along the River Boyne, a wide rolling expanse referred to in the famous book titled The Cattle Raid on the Plain of Emman Macha. Locally it is called Mel, the land of milk and honey, it lends its name to the famed Melifont Abbey. The valley isn’t quite as fertile as it once was. Twentieth century chemicals did more damage in a short time than was done in all the thousands of years of natural farming combined. The only cash crops guaranteed to grow are cabbage and sprouts. Even the sacred spud goes bad every twenty-two years, something to do with the sunspots,
I’ll wait here for a reunion with my wife or die in the process. This is the nature of the alchemical marriage. I guess it’s romantic, or maybe stupid. I’ll wait here for Anna or extreme unction whichever comes first.
The Abyss is a huge Hippopotamus swimming over our heads—wallowing in the pure vacuum of space waiting for its next cosmic burp. Nobody seems to control it, and yet it seems to be doing the bidding of a sinister master.
The Abyss has become a black space shark swimming into eternity, misguided, ready to fire that final blast that would turn Earth into a large version of the planet Mercury. Mass suicide? Is that possible?
No nuclear holocaust is going to occur, only us whimpering pea-brained humans eking out an existence. The human race is observing its own demise. For centuries religious prophets predicted the end of the world. To make the prophets happy the media created doomsday so it would have something on film. Eminent people are turning away from organized religion, perhaps because they see it as the source of the doom prophecies.
End of Journal entry
My house on the Boyne stood derelict on its knoll—window shutters drawn tight. The laughter of old parties ghosted the place. The hoof sockets etched into the brick where the toll captain’s wife milked the cow in the eighteenth century still captured rainwater. I walked up the hedge-lined boreen, past the Iron Gate. The slate roof was thankfully intact. It’s getting close to twilight and me without a flashlight. The doorknocker brass, in the shape of the head of Mithras, is green with disuse. I didn’t feel like breaking into the house so I slept on the blanket in the warm pump house in the Ros Na Rig mill just down the road. The next day I obtained a small hatchet and a big knife from my old shed, two ancient tools guaranteed to assist me on my proposed four-mile trek into Drogheda. I could have walked the main road or hitched a ride on Tom’s donkey, but instead I made my way along the riverside paths once used by the ferrymen and the fairies. These were now suffocating with gorse and brambles, but if one looked closely enough, perhaps with the eye of an archaeologist, one could reconstruct the famous bend and the salmon weirs. The bungalow-studded hills of the town broke the horizon six hours later.
Drogheda is, on the surface, a dingy little market town at the mouth of the Boyne, but underneath the funky exterior you can just keep digging. It is one of the oldest continuously occupied towns on earth. Human habitation settlements at Drogheda are at least 7,000 years old. The Norman arch in the center of town remains black with soot and blood to commemorate the martyrs to Cromwell’s genocide–their heads set on spikes around the city walls. I stopped into the big church to see the severed head of the blessed Saint Oliver Plunkett, still in its shrine. I begged him for his guidance. He told me everything would be OK, as long as I had money.
The estate agent went out of his way to fix tea. Over scones and sticky buns I learned that, for a small finder’s fee (payable in advance), I could easily rent the riverside house that once belonged to the trout Anglers society. The only string attached was that I had to fix the damned place up at my own expense and provide electricity for the archaeological society digging in the next field over, near the slate mine. It shocked me to hear that the house had, except for the short stay of a retired Russian cosmonaut and her family, stood uninhabited for many years.
I inventoried the now aging AV 5-chip LoLux camera, with Leica lenses and I inventoried the contents of the ditty bag and a few tools, saved from the bike, with the books from my last sojourn, the computer, its scanner and printer and the Ementhaler Global radio. To receive these goods I simply paid my fee, signed an old-fashioned paper contract and picked up the equally old-fashioned latchkey. The agent, Mr. O’Mahoney (pronounced O’Marhonee), reminded me that Siobhan O’Sullivan delivered a few boxes of papers and some kitchen utensils a few years ago. We set off in his motorized contraption—very proud of it he was too—across the plains of Mel, still verdant and very much saturated with mystery. I asked, “Well Mr. O’Mahoney, what ever happened to Joe Rock.”
The car screeched around a sharp curve, “Oh haven’t you heard, Mr. Rock drowned in the Boyne last winter?”
“Oh that’s too bad… so who drives the cab now?” I asked, saddened by the information.
Another bump passed beneath us before my agent answered, “Nobody right now, but we’re working on it.” He winked as he spoke.
So there I sat, Mr. O’Mahoney driving the lowly likes of me up to my once stately Georgian hermitage. An hour later I realized why he wouldn’t come in. The distinct smell of rotten tapestries entered my nostrils as I squeezed the door upon. The draperies looked like a linen sale at a moth convention. The place was also cold and was likely to stay cold since electricity fell by the wayside ten years ago. True, hardly anybody in Ireland missed paying those bizarre USB rates, but, because I had no access to natural gas, paraffin or wood, and being a Yank, I felt maybe I could work in a small electric fire. In the course of my browsing I found the coal bin bereft of its namesake, although a good supply of turf blocks came in handy. For the first two weeks water came, one reluctant bucket at a time, from a pump outside, said to be a holy well. Fat chance.
Probably three months later
I have few face-to-face visitors, although I can feel dozens of shy eyes peering at me as I walk down the road. I’m sure the faces will appear eventually, the Irish are far too curious to stay shy for long… maybe that’s why they call this place the valley of the squinting windows.
Life isn’t bad here along the river of the Milky Way, but Anna is constantly in my thoughts as I sweep the final caterpillars out of the bottom kitchen. What used to suffice as Saint Patrick’s Day is come and gone with little fanfare? The air is clear and I have wrestled the house away from the banshees. I remain free of health problems, always one step ahead of blue blight or the tree toad virus. I guess Dolphin’s gold nugget helps and I have begun to raise bees. I let the nugget sit in a glass of well water then drink the water with a drop of Royal Jelly every day. This gives me a buzz that comes directly from the bees. I call it the Bees Knees.
I illuminate the rooms with fat and stumpy beeswax candles that I buy from the monks at Melifont Abbey. Melifont means fountain of honey in Norman French. The monk known only as Francis supplied me with a hand woven hive, very old fashioned and conical, probably inspired by Minoan creations. A wonderful queen bee came with it. Francis and his pals beamed broadly, their noses bright red and incandescent. I asked, “When do I get the drones and the worker bees?”
Brother Francis replied, “Sure now, just place that little hive your holdin’ on a ledge in the back of your house and in a few days you’ll have a swarm so big you’ll be beggin’ for mercy.”
The other monks fell down in gales of laughter. As I walked away from the ancient abbey I could here Francis calling to me, “And don’t go naked what ever ya do!” More peels of laughter rang out as I carried my small woven prize carefully away. I suppose one of the window squinters told them they saw me with my shirt off trying to catch some sun in my back yard a few days earlier—news travels fast around here and a Yank with his shirt off in his bare feet is a big deal.
I entertain myself by reading and writing and there’s a nightly broadcast in Gaelic from RTE Dublin. Believe it or not I’m learning the old Irish language. The nutrition isn’t bad either. The basement croft kitchen, built around a seventeenth century iron hob, is really just a big walkin fireplace with niches built into it, upon which you boil your Dandelion tea, beans and stew. I catch salmon in the Boyne and prepare it in a recipe that I call “Twice poached salmon.” Once a month, certainly no more, I savor a leg of lamb and about once a week I can buy a whole chicken at the grange farm down the road toward Slane.
For daily eats I crush my own hazelnuts into butter for spreading on oatcakes. I also pick wild berries on the widow Dunfrey’s land and ferment them into a wine, which I use for medicinal purposes—big vitamin C kick.
Occasionally Mrs. Dunfrey herself joins me in a bottle wee dram of Courvoisier—for medicinal purposes, don’t cha know. At least once a week I cook sprouts and spuds and nettle cakes with butter. This is tricky, you have to learn to grab the nettles in just such a way or they’ll numb your hands for days. A fly fisherman who uses my road to get down to the Boyne, showed me how to grab Nettles using a Lilly leaf from the marsh pond, but I have seen a few locals actually grabbing them bare handed. It’s a magic trick I’ll probably never learn.
The dairyman from Knowth delivers milk in bottles on the front porch. I also get a ration of eggs and cheese, which appear mysteriously on my unscrubbed redbrick doorstep, once each week. When I asked how this miracle occurs the locals say, “It’s the wee folk.”
I have no fat on me and yet I pour fresh cream down my gullet everyday, whenever I can rest it away from the Jackdaws, I pour it over boiled oats and drink it in my tea—beats the hell out of stealing goat’s milk in a Wellington boot. For recreation I take a slash of poteen (pah cheen) with sloe berries in it. The berries turn the 200 proof alcohols pink. It’s good for chain saws and sore feet too. The Irish immigrants to the United States brought this formula with them. In the Smoky Mountains it became known as White Lightning. I crave marijuana occasionally, but that’s out of the question. You can’t grow weed outdoors in Ireland and I haven’t got seeds anyway.
I’m alive by Cartesian standards, but according to Buddha I’m dead as a doornail. The village white beards patronize me and in return I slip an occasional five Euro note in the nappy of the poorest child at mass. I’m not a Catholic, but it’s pleasant to go to mass anyway. As long as you don’t take communion it’s OK.
My house stands between two old chimneys. The large chimney holds up the east wall and plunges down to the basement—half of it takes care of the hob, the other warms the mahogany mantled brick fireplace in the study. The walls are green, but it’s an emerald green and the library shelves have a faded gilt trim.
The west room is feminine in nature, watermelon plaster walls, and white trim with a leather seat around the brass fireplace. A huge gilt looking glass crowns the chalk white Adam’s style mantle. A broken grandfather clock, which shows the sun and the phases of the moon, stands to the side of a notched plank floor, which doubled as the basement kitchen ceiling. The floor planks support a threadbare, but real, Sarouk, but anyone sleeping below could hear every noise and every footstep tread upon that carpet. This ensemble, and a fake Louis XIV parquetry escritoire and chairs, stand before a set of tall shuttered Georgian windows that, in good weather, open to the outside for both Southern and Northern exposure.
The downstairs kitchen is black with soot, charming against the cracked green walls. The enamel is not sufficient to hold back the lime deposits and the rising damp. The wood fired Aga oven, a mid-twentieth century improvement, is always warm and gives me hot water for bathing and washing the wooden trenchers. A Pine press displays the few bits of crockery I managed to marshal for the bachelor life.
The roof on the little croft in back, a dry building at least five hundred years old, is being rethatched on a government historical site grant, Five expert thatches from the Ebo tribe in Nigeria are carrying out the contract because nobody in Ireland knows how to thatch anymore. The tourists don’t notice the unique African knots and the odd little amulets sewn into the fluting. I like the Ebo men. They don’t burden themselves with prejudice and they suffer boredom beautifully. They’re main boredom pincher, the viper juice that cleans they’re clocks and squeegees their windshields is a homebrew they call “Crapo.” This full-bodied fermented porter stagnates in special clay pots for a secret amount of days until tested and approved by the head “head.” This witches brew creates a passable malaise and an itchy nose in anyone who drinks it, except the Nigerian dudes—them it animates into a working frenzy. The scrumpy like stupor I acquire from drinking it, (I still don’t know what they put in it, old coffee grounds and apple peels I think) helps me tolerate what seems like the end of the human race.
The Dutch now run the world. The only useful, or even trustworthy, rule of law comes out of the World Court in The Hague. The Canadians, oversee the earth’s ecology as a whole. I’m sure I’m living in the twenty-first century, but I husband a Nanny goat on a rope tied to a stake in my nineteenth century garden. The cottage I live in, although Victorian, stands next to a greenhouse which doubles as a woodshed, garage, stable and atrium in the shape of a large thatched conical hut, identical to the houses built six thousand years ago by the Larne flint culture. Could this be another paradox in the time net?
The cob pony doesn’t bother the goat when she comes. A stiff rope soaked in alum prevents her from eating the rutabagas. On the other hand, the horse doesn’t forage for legumes and tubers, and won’t eat certain weeds, so, in a way; I manage to appreciate the balance of life.
I guess I can’t complain. Nobody is starving in my immediate vicinity. If you want fish you have a sea full of ’em. The little hive given to me by the monks yields jars of comb honey and Royal Jelly, but scant little bee pollen. If you want pollen, which is the best vitamin pill on earth, you must go about disturbing the wild hives in the hazel groves along the river. This is no fun. Every time I go down there I recall brother Francis and the other monks warning me against nakedness.
End of Journal Entry
Before The Abyss started its lethal escapades I was a clinical and urban anthropologist, at least by training. I did a little forensic work, dabbled with writing and took clients by referral. My wrong turning came when I felt compassion for the fucked up souls of this planet, and a few who claimed they originated on another planet.
I wasn’t after money. The big money comes from shrinking the heads of the rich kids, but I got bored with rich kids. They never get their ass kicked by reality and their parents are way too conceited to train them to duck when the shit flies. They get bewildered. They drop out, but thy can’t drop back in. I preferred to work with people who really need the help; people who get their ass kicked every day. My clients were usually whores, pimps, perverts, queens, TV’s, cons, failed writers, defrocked priests, violent rock drummers who kick people in the groin, herpes sufferers, disassociative bass players and other kinds of plague victims. Some times I throw a Tarot spread for them, sometimes I just sit and listen.
They never had a peso and a fixed fee would have discouraged them. This depressing economic state forced me into flex hours on top of the flex payments—why make appointments when musicians and hookers never show up on time anyway? I call it the Thessalonians Funk syndrome. Sometimes I would hang out with the clients on a house call or we would meet on the streets or in a park and just cruise. It’s the only way I could get the job done.
Most people who ‘really’ need help are also broke. This puts me in a perpetual double bind between survival and ethics. To solve this problem I set up a fair, if not bizarre schedule of fees as follows:
√ Trauma due to witnessing the rape of a sibling by a parent FREE.
√ Teenager with broken limb due to being pushed downstairs by really nasty mother $5.00.
√ Massively obese gay guy with anal problems $200.00 per hour.
√ Rock star, any malady ......................1% of lifetime earnings.
√ Everybody else is on a sliding scale Cash!
My shrink style has always been directive. Instead of coercing my clients into screaming I screamed at them. This did me a lot of good. Carl Rogers and the other great masters do not recommend it, but it works for me. My philosophy is, “You came to me for advice, OK here it is, do it or get the hell out of my face, there are ten more people sitting out in the hall.”
Like Socrates, or Kafka’s Country Doctor, or the voodoo woman, people pay me off in contraband. I guess I’m guilty of receiving stolen dreams. I took chickens, food vouchers, and discount coupons, On-line subscriptions videos of old Washington Biplane concerts, and mucho marijuana. I often swapped this stuff for food and always got enough to keep the rent going. Motorcycles love me. Maybe that’s why I have never owned an automobile. I can drive. Everybody in Alta drives, but who needs a car in a city of two million stacked on end in high rise earthquake proof towers. One of my clients, grateful for the rescue, recently donated a perfectly swell Hardly Jefferson Black Widow. Unfortunately this one had the clutch blown out, but what can one expect for a fifty-year-old motorcycle.
Over the years my beloved loft evolved into a California arts and crafts revival museum with heavy influences from Klimpt, Frank Lloyd Wright and early heavy metal. The heavy metal part came from the fact that Rodney spent much time fixing the Black Widow’s clutch in my dining area. I surrounded myself with beautiful and supernal things. A small Folon serigraph, Le Homme Bleu, hung above my Warmking wumbaawa cot. A real Jasper Johns encaustic American flag target, handed down to me by my mom, hangs in the bedroom, above the Mahogany bedstead which still has holes in it where I shot it with my Pellato Rifle. Two slightly bruised Khang Hsui vases, the blue and white ones with the plum blossoms, sit atop the book shelf bolted down with clay and screws and glue to keep them from flying in an earthquake. A Mission daybed, two oak panel lamps, a white oak nursing rocker that creaks badly, and a one drawer desk from an old draw bridge filled out the place handsomely. I kept my pistol in the desk drawer… loaded. I also kept an office, which I called “Ground Zero” on the ground floor of my building. This sparsely decorated command center, located right on Hashberry Street proved convenient for my clients since most of them were way too freaked to give the elevator voice commands. The elevator, affectionately named Johnny Otis, wasn’t programmed to understand slang anyway.
Most of my clients were acid heads burnt out from being ‘on the bus,’ two decades too long. An occasional stressed out flight attendant jittered in as a referral from Freebird Air, from which I received a small retainer, and, not surprisingly, I saw an assortment of social workers and up market shrinks. These are the preppy types, apolitical liberals, neither radicals nor fascists, who hung out like sheep at Caslon Institute in Big Stir just long enough to latch onto the richest ‘meal ticket’ of the opposite gender they could find.
I still can’t figure out why the preppy types wandered into my life at all, perhaps it was my fascination with horses and dogs, but mostly, I assumed, they came into my life because they knew, through some perverse sense of intuition, that I catered to whores and junkies. I guess they thought if I could do a good job with the ungodly types and the cult of the hopeless, I could do something for them—for the most part they were right. They too were hopeless in their own way… really lost souls.
With the exception of a few close friends I guess I was a lost soul too. I always looked forward to hearing from JoJo and Izzy Mansoo from Vancouver because they sent me hilarious full production optidisks with completely vulgar texts. Mansoo even succeeded in making Hitler’s sex life funny. On a semiannual basis Hal and Sharon filled in for the brother and sister I never had and Rodney the rainbow man, who could fix anything, was sort of like my sidekick, at least in the old days. I met these folks during my clinical internship. They somehow link me to my past. Without them I would probably float along aimlessly. Hal and Sharon’s last holiday card implied they’re doing real well for themselves running some kind of gambling school at the Jockey Hall in Vegas.
Anyway, shrinking heads for no money, in an age when nobody believes in psychology was a definite obstacle to my self-esteem. This was a really unappreciated gig. On the other hand it wasn’t all-bad. With middleclass clients a psychologist has only to compete with the worshippers of Zany Krishuna, but in the junk lane in the Haight-Ashbury and in Chicago’s old Clark Street and down in Soho in Manhattan, psychology competes with homicide and all the other ‘cides.’
The mainstream shrink must compete with schedules and bankrolls and credit cards and state health boards, but my only goal was to see the patient stop squirting white death into rusty veins from pewter crusty spoons. My main goal was to get them off Skank and cracked U4iA—political drugs provided by fascists who want the best minds of my generation, and every other generation, to rot in the streets. If they’re stoned they can’t revolt! They can be revolting, but they can’t strike a blow for independence. Like when generation x turned into generation zoo.
I could only call myself successful if I could convince one cold gong kicker, shivering for another black and constipating pipe, to dump the bag and see into the bare halogen reality surrounding all of us. I was a barter clinician, a crook by transference, and a helping hand, sick by sympathy, guilty by association, on trial by ordeal.
To remedy this I put myself back into therapy for six months. The outcome of those days playing GO with Floyd, a wise guy who only shrunk other shrinks, was wonderful. He would sit and pet his West Highland Terrier and twist Bonsai stems while I rapped. During those sessions I made a firm decision to write a book or maybe more than one book. To counter balance my introspection I spent every spare moment huddled in my loft indulging my expeditionary dreams. In that other life I was an archaeologist deciphering the true nature of the protoceltic civilizations in Western Europe.
Floyd encouraged me to keep on writing and chase down my archaeology dream. My ideas were great, but I couldn’t write beyond the upper division English placement exam level and my sense of humor was fading, this I attribute to watching too many Pinkray 4-d video discs. I started listening to sextalk on the radio, but that got boring. To rescue my sense of humor I wrote a satire titled The Electronic Battlefield that came out as a short book of essays—a loose collection of tongue-in-cheek pieces on early 21st century technology and how it made our present civilization so weird, but many readers took it seriously and it eventually got snapped up by a prestigious electronic book club. I didn’t have the heart to tell them it was satire, so I just shut up and spent the money, which was considerable. Don’t get me wrong, Electronic Battlefield was no bestseller, it didn’t stay in hard card format long enough, but it went through many printings and I was constantly updating it.
The book also made me a smash on the rubber chicken circuit. Talking tongue-in-cheek, to gargling executives who own their own penguin suits, convinced me that the battlefield club consists of twerps with lethal toys and wives (with bondage proclivities) who suffer silently though the pain of estrogen withdrawal. I think that’s where I made my mistake. I must admit, looking back on it, I should have stayed at that satirical level; because when you take satire seriously it blows up in your face. Still, I liked the act of writing, the passion of banging the key or scribbling moist Oak Gall on a blank sheet. I wasn’t good at it, but it is a form of therapy, akin to bungee jumping, or hang gliding and better than drugs for sure.
I could still tell a clean joke in mixed company so I occasionally found myself at symposia filling in for the token office bound shrink. For reasons as yet completely inexplicable, the entire psychology community on the West Coast thought of me as and oddball visionary, scrubbed enough to pass for one of the boys without offending anyone. I disliked these people very much and yet they embraced me superficially and made me a gift of their innermost secrets, mainly that they were latent homosexuals—both genders—not at all from the warrior caste, though they were helping to wage wars all over the globe.
About two years after Electronic Battlefield I managed to get a serious paper published in a highly respected learned journal titled New Thought. This one is a speculative inquiry into the man machine riddle titled Intellimimesis, a reprint of which I sent to the renowned scholar Dame Frances Bates in London. I hoped I could spend a few hours with her as I had done twenty years earlier during my postgraduate days at the Warburg Institute. Imagine my surprise when I received a card from her inviting me to hangout at the Warburg the next time I visited. This made my plans roll faster. A visit with Bates, by itself, was worth the entire trip. Now If I could just stretch the dates to include a long sabbatical everything would be hunky snarky.
Around this time a car club gang, known as the Streamliners, six guys who owned one red and black, 1957 Studebaker Commando between them, albeit in perfect condition, started calling me the Rock Doktor, spelled with a ‘k’ to denote my honorary membership. This honor was awarded because I managed to help the head honcho’s girl friend whose name began with ‘K.’ The Little Boys, a rival gang, with no car, but plans to steal one soon, got pissed off and threatened to kick ass on the Streamliners if they didn’t drop me from their hall of infamy. Apparently I ‘belonged’ to them because I also helped out the main dude’s sister in a rape case, wherein she was the perpetrator. With these two powerful street forces fighting over me I felt like a virgin in a whorehouse. I won acclaim in their eyes, but I had no idea why. I was a gang member by default and I guess you can’t belong to more than one gang.
As time went on the two gangs agreed to make my street name official. They even took me down to a playground wall where they painted my name in big red and blue letters. After my initiation I saw DOX and DOK ZEE tagged all over town. They couldn’t spell, but I got the message—X and Z were big letters in their alphabet soup. It is a great honor, very cabalistic.
To them, and the other sewer rats, I was a “Mass Babe.” This inspired me to write another essay titled Doxology, the autobiography of a rock doctor. This one managed to wend its way into the sociology literature in French and German. I have no idea how this happened. I wrote the piece as a kind of joke, but the academic world, especially in London, thought it was hip.
My London connections proved to be big trouble for me. About twenty years ago I was lucky enough to receive a Boardman scholarship to study in London as part of my graduate education. My first student sojourn along the Thames lasted about a year. I was 24 at the time. A few goofy British sociologists believed, like their dweebish American counterparts, that I enjoyed access to the hip underground in San Francisco. Whew! When I returned to Alta California I thought for certain I would never hear from the Londoners again, but to my dismay many of these people stayed in touch with me over the years, read all of my papers and wrote me letters constantly, even when I purposefully failed to reply. Anyway, every so often, especially after International Social Science Review reprinted Doxology, a gaggle of these daft gits, wives or husbands or love mates in tow, showed up in San Francisco and pressured me to take them ‘around.’ After that I took at least twenty groups around in a three-year period, and the only people I was happy to see were Hal and Sharon O’Brian from Bowen Island near Vancouver, in British Columbia.
Occasionally I managed to get the two sides of the tracks to cross without short-circuits. My upper class white colleagues, especially the Londoners, loved slumming so I became, by attrition, the token hipster. I made Cream Crane’s gossip column at least twice a year and, just for kicks, I took whole coveys of techno hags on slum tours down to the backend of South Beach, to a dive called PINKS. I gave them my standard rap, “Hey, are you guys sure you wanna’ go in here?” They would always nod rapidly in the affirmative. I took the nods as a queue to tender forth a colorful slice of history. “This used to be a freeway and then it became a t-shirt factory for a while, Hinterland Productions I think they called it, now it’s full of freaks and hookers!” But no matter how I discouraged them you can bet your ass that’s the first place they wanted to go.
On one occasion a personnel director from Bent Kurt Engineering, hobnobbing on my handholding tour, discovered one of his top security employees cavorting in drag, and all hell broke loose, but nobody blamed me. I played the role of Chiron guiding the innocent across the river Styx. It was my job to introduce the mysteries of bop to the squares and hope they would understand.
My dad armed me well for this kind of cultural land mine saying, “Squares want to be hip so much they’ll pay almost any price.” I realized the one thing Rockhead Engineers and undercover cops wanted more than anything else in the whole fucking world was to be hip, to get that Bohemian passport. These dudes were closet hippies! They’d sell their sisters for a single backstage laminate pass to a Hateful Djed concert.
In an attempt to incorporate anthropology into my spiel I tried to explain the alienation so prevalent in the alternative subcultures. I would say, “Well folks it all boils down to Intellimimesis!” My audience would scratch their beards, both genders, and nod knowingly. I knew they were full of crap because I invented the word less than three years earlier, but I obligingly answered their questions over espresso with opera singers yelling in my ears or in bars with juke jive pouring from a reconditioned pre-World War II Rockola. Mostly they’d wait till we got into the car, and then they’d harangue me with questions. I would then spill forth my standard “hipness isn’t everything” speech ending with three axioms:
• All healing is self-healing.
• People are alienated because they perceive no justice.
• Socially sick people cannot heal themselves until their social matrix is repaired.
I told my Silicon Valley friends that the down-and-out are down on technology because they don’t see it as an empowering force; they see computers as the tools of their suppressors.
I added phrases like ‘weak enculturation’ and ‘poor superego processes’ and ‘lack of enrichment’ and ‘platykurtic learning curves’ and of course that old standby, ‘no bread.’ None of the tourists knew what I was talking about, (or gave a shit for that matter), but it usually shut ‘em up for the rest of the ride home.
This tour guide phase lasted about three years during which, to keep my sanity, (and at the suggestion of Floyd the shrink) I wrote every chance I got. I knocked out articles, letters, and notes, even poetry. I was actually improving as a writer, thinking maybe I found a hidden talent here and I noticed I wasn’t half as lonely as I used to be. During this time I managed to develop a correspondence, through the Little Boys, with a guy named Sean O’Bannon, an ex-gang banger living in Ireland. Apparently the Little Boys had a link with the Sinn Finn party in Ireland and Sean wanted me to come over for a tour of Irish archaeological sites. I guess he heard about me through his old tag pals. You wouldn’t think a street punk would have anything to do with the stars and the stones, but you learn something everyday. Anyway Sean’s invite to Ireland gave me a solid goal.
Floyd, the Bonsai master, stood by me, but he knew I would flee my native home, and he tried to prepare me for my exit. I envisioned a new bumper sticker:
Sort of like “Don’t Tread on Me,” only in reverse.
In spite of my sudden writing success I needed a more reliable source of cash. Nobody can live in Europe without a cash source from stateside and publishers are never reliable, even Gilke, who is more charitable than most, especially when you beg on Christmas Eve.
Months went by. Yuletide proved a bitter cold bugger, but a whole mess of money warmed my butt in the form of a grant transferred to me by a well-known therapist named Helena Merkell in Minneapolis.
Helena was no square. I first met her in undergraduate school. We became pen pals and managed to send each other holiday and birthday cards every year. Secretly I thought there might be a future in the relationship, but it was one sided. Helena is a hunkaholic. Hey, it wasn’t all bad. In her younger days she lived with Nate Gates who ripped of a whole bunch of rock bands in the city. Gates became a recluse in Malibu with a price on his head, so Helena dumped him like a hot knish and set out for Montana. At least she introduced me to the antics of Dumb Dolphin—the leftover 1990’s militant, one of the leaders of the thirteenth generation. My life changed radically after that.
From the Desk of:
Helena Merkell, Ph.D.
University of Minnesota
Department of Psychology
Minneapolis, Minnesota
En Re: The Suicide of Dumb Dolphin
September 2
Dear Canyon:
I’ve recently uncovered an interesting case, one that fits into your research on computer and techno-alienation and one that originates in your fair city and frankly this one troubles me.
The client’s went by their gang names and claimed a mysterious man named Dumb Dolphin as their leader. Dumb Dolphin was not homicidal or schizophrenic, but there’s a rumor floating around that he was recently in a highway accident and is presumed dead.
The first client to sign up for group therapy was a guy named Mr. Bootes. Bootes claims Dolphin turned up face down in a sand dune after purposefully driving his motorcycle over a cliff. Can you confirm? It must have been in the papers out there?
Apparently Dumb Dolphin, if he existed at all, was charismatic enough to run a gang of terrorists from a booth in an Irish pub in San Francisco called the Sword & Dagger out on Geary Boulevard.
Mr. Bootes tells me that the overall group mission was motivated by the assumption that the seemingly respectable elevator music company known as Muzix was brainwashing people at the supermarket through use of subliminal suggestions, via ultra and subsonic tones, coded into velveteen renditions of Beatle’s classics. This entire operation was supposedly computer controlled and automated by a secret fraternal organization operating under the auspices of three or more government consultancy firms and think tanks such as, the Hudson River Group, The Institute for Modern Studies, and the influential Rhine Corporation. But, according to Bootes, all of these groups pale by comparison to the contribution made by Danforth University. Danforth and affiliates seem to be the moving force behind the conspiracy. One institute in particular, Danforth Research Institute, is known for its skill in military logistics.
Bootes further tells us that Dumb Dolphin worked for years to track down the main Muzix mind control computers only to discover that they were located in a large chamber, once used for Masonic York rite, initiation ceremonies, inside Mount Shasta, in Northern California. It hasn’t been used since before World War II because nobody goes through the more difficult and expensive York rite, but it was used again recently.
My client believes, or at least has deluded himself into believing, that this huge initiation chamber was structured like a labyrinth and was accessible only through a maze or corridors or by a forcible entry from outside. He was told that the corridors were lined with hieroglyphics and that the hieroglyphics were op codes for the Central Processor. Bootes added that the whole thing was written in an archaic banking language called LISP.
By all accounts, the sabotage attempt, which took place in the fall, was simple enough. A dwarf, who was also an explosives expert, known only as “The Snail,” was hired to drill vertically and pack the dynamite. Two of the members of the assault team, known only by their code names, one named Sirius, one named Charlotte Rousse and another skinny guy named Spotted Dick—they seem to name themselves after stars or puddings—reports having seen an interior chamber through the crevices in the mountain. It was confirmed that a small ceremonial room, cut by the original military engineers was still functional.
Charlotte tells the story in such vivid detail that it must be authentic. Mr. Bootes mentions that pitons were attached to secure safety lines after which the drilling of the room cavity began with gusto.
The outcome was as predictable as the outing was strange. The dynamite did not go off. A second attempt was not possible because people below, bit actors engaged for a remake of North By Northwest, spotted the marauders and alerted the rangers. Furthermore, a crowd of Lutheran tourists from Bismarck, North Dakota, determined to mingle with the bogus movie stars, reported the antics to their local newspaper. One eyewitness says she saw one of the climbers use a spray can to write: ‘R. Mutt’ on the room walls as he made his escape. Is this a reference to the Duchamp Dada urinal?
Two participants escaped by paraglider to waiting cars and the others backpacked through brush many miles to a prearranged rendezvous. It’s a miracle no one got hurt. They all met again back in Minneapolis in a rundown basement at 2727 Portland Avenue South, made final plans for a getaway, exchanged addresses, had an orgy and then went their separate ways.
A few joined the Green War group and saved one entire whale while bilking the public for millions with a computer in Chicago. Some went into the computer industry in Boston and the Silicon Valley, on the assumption that they would refinance another assault on Muzix with their pooled earnings. A few others joined Hari Krishna in Amsterdam and ran that tired old travelers check scam under different names. The remainder came back here to Minneapolis. Geekman turned out to be a financier from St. Louis Park, another one turned out to be a cross-dresser from Edina and a third, a woman novelist known as Karen Milquetoast hailed from Eden Prairie.
Since the plastique failed to detonate and since no damage occurred, I felt it ethical to continue treating the clients without recourse to the police. In the ensuing sessions I discovered a worldwide (Bootes claims it’s intergalactic) network of individuals suffering from similar delusions and fugue state amnesia all caused by a close shave with antimatter. I suggested to both Bootes and Charlotte that they invite other members of the raiding party to therapy sessions. I did this to further check on the degree of schizoid distortion.
After much prodding they told me that the entire plan was hatched by David “Dumb” Dolphin in a second story flat in Dinky Town, adjacent to campus. At least forty people were involved. The money for the operation was not swindled by threatening to blow up the Federal Reserve banks all at once, as was reported in the press here. Instead the equipment was paid for with very old Dayton/Hudson chits. You know, those engraved bits of colored paper with Mary Tyler Morose likeness in the middle.
Full attendance at the sessions was high only long enough to fill me in on the details of the plot and to assure me that the event did take place. The various members began drifting off to points unknown once they were certain someone had made a rational record of their escapades. I did some checking. The raid was real. Dolphin’s antics hit the news fiche here in a big way. The B. Dalton news service, recently linked to a Psionics scandal, did a two-page spread on it. Clearly political motives, of a creative and nonscheduled type, were driving the process.
My clients assure me that the raid was not a delusional prank. They claim that Dolphin showed them clear evidence that someone was using Muzix to create world wide negative feelings and mood swings. They would not discuss just what this evidence was, but it must have been convincing. They also hinted that Muzix used a complex auditory code as an uplink. Later sessions revealed that many of the Mount Shasta participants were members of an eccentric secret society dedicated to the fight against fascism. Bootes inserted an exotic story about a long-distance death ray being placed in orbit in spite of congressional disapproval. Could this be true?
So, I found myself in the midst of a very frightening and radical mélange. A few of the members are still in Minneapolis. I see them now and again hanging around gun stores, but most of the group members went out to San Francisco. I naturally thought of you since you have many underground contacts there. Should I follow up or simply let it go? Feel free to bill me for expenses as I have a modest grant and hope to work the whole thing into a book eventually.
Helena
I stapled my reply to the file:
Canyon Collins Phd
Denormo Towers
Haight & Masonic
San Francisco, Alta California
Imbolc
Dear Helena:
I finally found space to sit down and absorb your letter. The syndrome you describe troubles me. My clients feel alienated by computers too.
At this time I am only able to piece together a few relevant shards for you. The book you suggest is feasible as I think the reading public feels a subtle increase in alienation. This reminds me of the anxiety my parents felt. This background anxiety was traceable to constant paranoia about a nuclear accident or attack, but this anxiety went away around the turn of the millennium when the general disarmament began. Now we have similar symptoms arising, almost as if someone wanted to revive the old anxiety.
So far this is what I can deduct: Dumb Dolphin’s hospital name was baby boy Ignatz, and I don’t blame him for changing his name. Word is he got alienated after putting his entire trust in Psionics, at INSULIN Associates, a deep psyche hot tub joint out here. His association with Psionics lead to a bout of sensory deprivation experiments with an anesthetic, predominantly used in veterinary practice, called Freezeamine, which may have done damage to his diencephalons, and his liver, to say nothing of his emotional states, this would explain the grandiosity. On the other hand let us not put the guy down without a fair hearing. Who knows what motivated him. Some say he was an inspired genius. Others feel he was just a burnout.
Freezeamine induces paralysis with bad side effects. It’s especially dangerous when taken for recreation and of course that’s what Dumb Dolphin did. Rumors circulate that he set up a Freezeamine goofer’s cell in a loft on Folsom street in South Beach. That may be why your group split for the West Coast.
Dolphin held an advanced degree in physics from Danforth but earned a meager living as a programmer at Rockhead. He also kept pet raccoons in his studio up on Hayes Hill where the Bay to Breakers race used to separate the wimps from the runners. The raccoons lived on Lorna Doone shortbread cookies. During that time he hung out with a strange rightwing physicist named Laffcadio Marafatti at the Cafe Trieste in North Beach. Marafatti and his cronies have loose links to the Institute for Monetary Studies, a think-tank and publishing company founded by an ex-admiral and CIA operative.
Dolphin grew partial to Belfast Blasters, a drink made with Ginger Beer from Northern Ireland and 151 Barbados Rum. This little imbibtion blows your head off. I can’t figure out how he held down a job, but my contact tells me he took the train everyday and sobered up en route. The Marafatti crowd patronized him until he ran out of clams. That’s the way it is in parasite village. The only guy that helped him, when he was down and out, was a dude from Montana, you might know him, named Bob Briklin.
After Dolphin trashed the studio on Hayes Briklin tried to help him set up a living space on Vallejo Street near Joe DiMaggio’s shrine for Marilyn Monroe. It contained two stuffed chairs and an unstrung sofa, but by then he was so deeply into Freezeamine and Blasters all he could do was talk about splitting for France and how many different agencies were after him.
The Hateful Djed, his favorite band, shook the walls between piss runs, but occasionally he would slap on an obscure disc from Jerry’s Acolytes, a punish cover band made up of the grandchildren of the Hateful Djed and the older children of the faceless top hat group, the Residents. This band also played club dates calling themselves the Speeeeeeed Boys. They lived in the fermentation vats in an old Sky Blue Waters brewery during their punk revival phase, referring to themselves and the other smelly vat dwellers as, “Vat Rats.” Dolphin often went over there for spontaneous jam sessions. Those gigs were truly cacophonous. Dolphin said he liked the chaotic symmetry of their sound. It reminded him of “A rhythm band recital in an autism clinic.” But what the hell, to Dolphin it was recreation and the acoustics gave the ensemble a prescient sound.
If you wanted to meet Dolphin you could occasionally catch him on Friday nights at the Low Bridge, a swank sex club on Straight Street. This place holds the distinction of being closed for sound pollution more often than any dive in town.
Even though he was working as an engineer and programmer down at Rockhead in Valley View, Dolphin found time to volunteer as a teacher at Project Artaud, (R Toad) an odd assortment of loft spaces located in an old foundry in the outer mission near General Hospital.
Just before his motorcycle incident, he turned out ten legendary notebooks (the Hamburger Zen doxology) all the while dropping huge doses of Hypoderm cough syrup mixed with espresso and Romilar. During one of these sessions he wrote a song, dedicated to Miles Davis, titled Miles Nervine.
Overall he was about as eccentric as a “Gong Kicker” could get. He might not have been playing with a full compliment of Mahjong tiles, but he was way ahead of the competition. He claimed he knew how to bring the government down without firing a shot, but nobody believed him.
After the “Assault on Muzix,” the code-name for his raid on Mount Shasta, he returned to San Francisco.
His favorite Optidisk was The Guns of the Nazarene. It was as if he was the reincarnation of Maynard Donnelly, the old nabob who departed this mortal coil while watching Ice Station Donkey repeatedly on top of a pyramid hotel in Texico. I guess he thought he was a pharaoh.
A burnt out blues guitarist named Keith Blumfeldt turned out to be the one friend Dolphin had. To the best of Briklin’s recollection, Keith was a drunken ex rock star with a bad U4iA habit whose father invented the little milk pitchers shaped like cows used for creamers in diners, you know the ones where you pull the cow’s tail and the synthetic half and half, pours out of the cow’s mouth.
Blumfeldt inspired Dolphin to go full blast on the Hamburger Zen journals and one of them is dedicated to Keith. Dolphin could, believe it or not, sleep on speed, so he could drive Keith around. It sounds apocryphal, but Briklin swears it’s a true account. Of course it all took place many years ago. I’m sure everybody in that crowd was alcoholic and drugged to the nines. Their motto was: “Nothing in moderation.”
Dolphin must have imploded when Blumfeldt OD’d. According to the newspaper account Keith’s naked body turned up in a parked Probe Cyclone, with the airbags blown out. He didn’t crash he just took some old car and drove until the Coffin Nail vodka and a designer drug called Papaveer, deposited him on a city street. The story goes that he killed himself after his therapy at the Danforth Sleep Center failed. Again there’s that Danforth connection. It’s a right wing think-tank down in Menalto, a laser development campus, and the venue for a very strange series of mind control studies. I’ll check it out when I get time.
My mom says they used to encourage communists on campus just so they could study them.
The assault on Muzix was the pinnacle of Dolphin’s career. One of his trainees, not in your group I presume, blew up the New Army computer lab in Racine and another built a nuclear device in a Halliburton case. The older members of the raid seem to have inherited a gene for breaking computer codes with the most meager of devices, this in spite of their parents hatred of technology. It’s amazing how they all got away from the police and the rangers on that Mount Shasta caper. I think the almost doing it was almost as good as actually doing it, if you know what I mean? Maybe Dolphin was on to something after all.
Clare Luce Cannon, a journalist with a spelunking background, penetrated the secret room inside Mount Shasta about a month later. She thinks the room served the Eureka Masonic Lodge.
More than one mystery remains. Clare found optical cables of the kind used to connect mainframes to the WorldNet in a small room behind a dormant lava fissure which she code-named “ Rolando.” This room was called the Optic Xiasthma but the computers, if they ever really existed, were gone when she finally breached the inner chamber. All she could find was the mysterious tag:
TAKI 181
In a number of locations.
A second group of journalists tunneled up through the river entrance to discover another anteroom—so maybe they found the same room reported by Clare Cannon. The contents of this chamber remain undisclosed. No mention of the Taki181 tag.
Although Dolphin did not find computers inside of Mount Shasta, the possibility that a cult is trying to brainwash people through the cover of piped music is not invalidated.
The failure to expose Muzix didn’t discourage Dolphin. If anything the Mount Shasta caper made Dolphin a populist hero. Even the radicals in the Native American movement applauded his actions. Within twelve months everyone in the underground from the Emerald City to old Amsterdam knew about the caper.
While interviewing people for this research I heard references to a super weapon, “The Abyss.” Is this a paranoid fantasy? Please advise. I suggest we co-author a journal article, as this case is a real ripsnorter.
Canyon
My last letter to Helena went unanswered so I sent her another envelope two weeks later, this one contained a copy of the first letter plus a fresh letter designed to probe this weird Dumb Dolphin case more fully. My curiosity was tweaked, but Helena wasn’t tweaking on the same frequency. I thought she might be in physical danger. I sent her a fax, followed by a get-well card. Still no reply. I was forced to resort to that lowest of techniques, a phone call, you know the little hand held device that allows people who can’t write, to communicate over vast distances. The call was brief. I would write yet another letter and make it gossipy as she was no longer serious about the world and was leaving her practice altogether.
From the Desk of
Canyon Collins
No date
Dear Helena:
Sorry I got you out of the shower. I almost hung up when a man answered. Anyway, and for what it’s worth, here is more about Dolphin and the Muzix nose caper.
Dolphin did not drive over a cliff; he just drove into a sand dune at around sixty miles per hour. I guess he chose the Pacific Coast Highway because it’s considered the beatnik’s burial ground. This highway runs anywhere from Coos Bay Oregon to San Simoom or even L.A. Some hippies claim it extends from Juno to Los Cabos, or even from the Bearing Straits to Terra del Fuego. It’s a Pacific Rim kinda thing.
Anyway, the emergency clinic in Flash Moon Bay pronounced him DOA at 18:00 hours on Saturday the 14th of February (Valentines Day) and claimed his neck broke at the fifth cervical vertebrae on impact. The accident took place at Arroyo de las Frijoles, translated as Bean Hollow, which is down the road from Pescadero, but the Bean Hollow road does not go back to civilization, it winds up into the coastal range and gets lost in the canyons, where only a Samurai motorcycle freak could find peace at seventy miles per hour.
The accident stopped traffic on old Alta highway for two hours. A civilian spectator, a local woman whose name was given as Tilly Frutio, eager to get her two bits in, said Dolphin did it on purpose, like the dunes were ten pins and he was the bowling ball. At least nobody else was hurt.
One of the cops on the scene turned out to be the ambulance driver’s brother. They assumed the nut who ploughed his Fat Bob into the dune was the same guy on the driver’s license, but they never really compared the ID with the face on the stiff. As usual the emergency crews were taking care of first things last. The blood on the road and the crowds of picnic people and two gay guys trying to get to the nude beach stood in the way. According to one pretzel vendor it was the most festive scene since the Earthquake of 2010.
Sounds like Dolphin was either killed or faking a suicide. When his friends came to claim the body they found one of those thick notebooks in his pack. They sent all of his effects to his parents in Sonoma.
Curious eh? Bob Briklin claims the series of notebooks, titled Hamburger Zen, Vols. I thru X, contain Dolphin’s overall philosophy, a brief course on explosives, a number of hand-sketched road maps and other stuff, all-relating to alchemy and the Gothic cathedrals.
According to Briklin, Hamburger Zen (in toto) is a dangerous series and could never be published in its undiluted form. I suspect they went unpublished for more than one reason i.e., Speed freaks can’t write for diddily squat. Still, it may prove invaluable in trying to piece together, not so dumb, Dolphin’s personality.
Write soon or call me, maybe we can conclude this underground history by simply forgetting about it.
Love always
Collins
A number of similar events came to public attention the winter after the ballpark guy spontaneously combusted in New Yankee Stadium. Some people were calling The Abyss Elfin Lightning, like it came from the Fairy Folk. The late Allen Cohen at the San Francisco Oracle called it “St. Elmo’s Firepower.” I knew that wasn’t right, The Abyss was not a natural phenomenon. The Abyss did not have the impact of a presidential assassination, a lost war, or a major earthquake. It did not rise to public awareness like a tornado slapping into a suburb. The Abyss had a more subtle impact. Like most major disasters, it hunkered down in the media, bubbling up to the surface only when the news mavens saw a fresh twist to the story. Nevertheless the story wouldn’t go away. The bloggers and radio people tried to treat it like a flying saucer hoax, but the sprawled debris and the puddle of mustard, mixed with the ooze of the hot dog vendor, stood out vividly on national television.
Eventually everybody had their favorite image of the destruction reeked by The Abyss. I choose the ballpark venue because it presented the photo editor in me with the goriest picture possible. :If it Bleeds it Leads.” There were many photographs to choose from since thirty thousand major league fans toting 200Mega vidcams saw the whole ugly process. The Washington Post reported that various government agencies were working on the problem at a command center in Alamogordo, New Mexico. At least somebody in the government had a sense of irony since Alamogordo was one of the first Atom bomb firing ranges. Maybe the government had an inside track on The Abyss. Maybe somebody already knew that The Abyss would have a larger impact on the human race than the Atom bomb.
Months went by with no explanations from the government, press or independent observers. It was as if the whole thing was a fluke. But there were leaks. I managed to get a mind-boggling download called the Dollenger Report through a closed hatband computer network.
Life would no longer be the same for me in my plush brocade chair. The report contained bits of information that didn’t appear anywhere else, devastating bits of data that seemed to kick a gong in my head. According to the reports the zappings were starting to form a pattern. The inference was that The Abyss wasn’t operating at random. It further hinted that the mosaic of stickpins in the world map, created by The Abyss’s hits, and had the characteristics of an earth controlled ion beam gun. That’s all they said. I figured they were about right. It was the first rational comment that mentioned a particle beam under human control.
My palms started to sweat. There was something creepy coming over my modem. As I scanned the screen a bolt shot through my neck. Not only did the report mention that the zappings might be coming from a satellite, it mentioned the name of the damn thing. The Dollenger Report was calling it “The Abyss.” Imagine my surprise when I saw that name on the screen? This was the very same name given to the long distance electron gun the mysterious David Dolphin was yelling about years ago. Was it the same thing?
My psychologist’s mind urged me to find out more about Dolphin. The The Abyss thing was a bestseller for sure, every journalist’s dream come true, like getting world rights to the life story of the first black woman president. Now, I wasn’t a journalist, but I knew a good story when I saw it.
I spent hours each day on Dolphin and his cult. I thought a few notes would be in order, but it got bigger than that, more intense. I finally saw a direct connection between the papers I was plowing over, the notebooks from Helena and the real thingee in the sky. I started by compiling a basic inventory of reports sent to me by Helena. I turned it into a database containing about two hundred records, each with about fifty fields. Some of these fields could go about fifteen pages or more. I finally ran the whole thing on a network called: “Not Well,” an online conference for freaks with computers and head problems. I thought maybe I’d get feedback. I spent months looking for other networks that could lead me to a direct connection between Dolphin and The Abyss, but I hit ten dry wells in a row.
Another year went by. I was still doing my counseling work and daydreaming about the archaeology gig to Ireland, but this The Abyss riddle was becoming an obsession. When the ‘Not Well’ grapevine dried us, as networks inevitably do, I thought it best to contact an official agency. First I tried the F.B.I, which everybody knows is an anagram for FIB. They were courteous, but gave me the well-practiced run around denying any knowledge of The Abyss or its zappings. I thought this strange since by now there were reports of more mysterious combustions and the satellite theory was an open secret mentioned on optivision on Sunday talk shows.
Where the FBI was diffident the Department Of Defense (DOD) was plain scary. Two weeks of dealing with its demonic bureaucracy convinced me that DOD stood for Doctors of Deception. I tried to get through to somebody in charge only to discover there probably wasn’t anybody in charge.
Each call passed me through a gauntlet of well trained inquisitors with voices of the mid-south type, probably recently out of Vanderbilt, indicating that I was speaking, by way of a trunk line, to a team of desk jockettes in Knoxville. No male voices were present. The most common question, phrased in various ways, was, “Why do you want to know?” Or “What can you tell us?” On one or two occasions the voice du jour would drop her Oleander composure long enough to make a slip of the tongue. Instead of saying, “Let me ask you a question,” she would say, “Let me ax you a question.” The really dumb ones would say “Let me ass you a quession?” All I could deduce from this vocal masking was that the DOD was damned paranoid about The Abyss and spent a great deal of time training daddy’s little girl to field questions.
Now, any normal researcher might assume the DOD was behind The Abyss, but this front-end defense by an army of amazons hinted strongly that the DOD didn’t know shit. They just didn’t want anybody to know what they did or didn’t know—ever. This gave them the freedom to be stupid, and we all know what a luxury that is.
I plodded on. Each agency drained my time equally. Nobody knew much and everybody was afraid to speculate.
My invigorated hunt for the secret behind dark star made a mockery of my already diminished social life. I spent most of my spare time looking through declassified reports available online. My freaky clients became my only link with other human beings. The poor bastards kept dropping in without an appointment or referrals and I couldn’t turn them out.
Whore Haulin’ Red was the most fun. I got paid for him because his probation officer sent him to me. He was a red haired conk and process hi-yella man with freckles. When he came to see me he wore a railroad engineers cap and overalls, but I spotted him South-of-Market one night sporting a Smithsonian classic zoot suit with a snap-brim hat and an embroidered silk shirt.
During our sessions Red cracked jokes and reminisced about the whores he pimped for. He would always talk about them as One Lady or Best Girl and Trick Girl, like they were horses. To him these women were chattel, like goats to a cheese salesman. Buy, sell, swap or occasionally, when duty required, slaughter. You see, like all pimps, Red was a sociopath, born in a brothel in the shadow of a space base near Galveston, Tejas—like his father before him. The judges and social workers and prison wardens who called him a criminal were themselves drunks, peepshow creepers and weekend junkies… you know the Valium commandos. Red could get arrested for his crimes, but his customers generally couldn’t, and according to Red—who claims to be a “straight sex man”—the customers were mostly kinky.
Red’s girls confirmed that they serviced men who, on any given night, might be caught bribing their way into Big Brothers of America to catch a glimpse of a little boy’s ass. Red’s customers, like mine, were the horny husbands of the frigid wives who used their children as collectables. Red didn’t own any property except his whores, because he knew he’d be losing it someday, but his customers believed in the illusion that owning a mortgage on a windy old Cape Cod saltbox becomes a privilege of race. To Red that house in Truro is the same as his string. He was fond of saying, “Hey man we’s all ho’s now and again.”
Now, however class distinctions weren’t so obvious. Rich hippies and black surgeons moved into the neighborhoods and the square folks moved out, because after the downfall of capitalism in the West, I guess that’s when I was in high school, the only people that could cut it were the rich hippies and the hip minorities. The white folk just moved down a rung. My Mom and Dad went through that change a long time ago. We were kinda poor when I started high school, but by the time I finished graduate school my dad was worth two million. This isn’t uncommon. The lines were blurring between the classes and races long before The Abyss went up. The Abyss simply put an end to all the bullshit and affect. No longer could the average middleclass nitwit dream of becoming a land baron or a slave master or even a pimp. No longer could the lumpen liberals, the people my folks called Yuppies, reconnoiter their quarter acre like medieval lords.
The Abyss also helped me understand people like Red. I found more honesty, real honesty is always brash, with people like him than with the nouveau riche country gentlemen married to grand dames with inherited money, or with the pseudo hippies and technocrats, who drop synthetic U4iA on weekends and, after a foray to Bali, declare themselves enlightened. These are the ones who dabbled in Tarot cards and used to be the life of the party until they got to be about forty. That’s when their kids turned on ‘em. The third generation mega punks like the ones who followed Dumb Dolphin to the ends of the earth. Once their kids reminded them of their mortality they started to get way fidgety. Before the mega punk craze, an absolute fascist reality, the forty-year old mom and dad took death with sober and resolute determination, the fear was always there but it remained screwed under the breastplate where it belonged.
Now, a new situation arises. The Abyss pops into the sky and the world staggers. The infant, christened in the high church not fifteen years earlier, surfs off on a skateboard and drops mescaline like holy wafers. The Bar mitzvah boy takes off with the Hateful Djed and disappears. The once faceless hangman now has eyes and a chin, a nose and eyebrows, flesh tones and animation. Observe closely, the hangman is yuse guys. That’s when mom and pop realize they never lived because they took no risks. They missed that British motorcycle rally in Racine. They skipped over the hang glider meet and shied away from jumping into the Royal Gorge suspended from nothing more than a surgical hose. They never yearned to lather a Percheron mare at twilight over the fields and famine walls of Mayo. Red didn’t have those problems. His whole life was a risk. To paraphrase Red, “Jus gettin’ outta bed in de morning is a death defyin’ feat.”
An unexpected letter arrived the day after Red’s last session.
From the Desk of:
Helena Merkell, Ph.D.
University of Minnesota
Department of Psychology
Minneapolis, Minnesota
January 21
Dear Canyon:
I hate to cop out on you but I can’t collaborate. I met a hunk. A wonderful guy, a bricklayer named Harold. No jokes please. I am not a brick. This wouldn’t be odd but Harold insists I drop all this stuff about coo coos, he calls my clients coo coos, isn’t that sweet?
Anyway Harold gets blind jealous and, although he can’t read or write a single word, I know he loves me. The possibility of a book collaboration with any colleague could pose problems for Harold. He can’t read and detests any one who can. His rustic side appeals to me, plus his ignorance gives me control over the situation. He’s such a refreshing change from the urbane isomorphs I’ve been dating in Dinky Town. I therefore leave the whole thing in your lap. You can develop it or chuck it, and you can bill the granting agency in New Haven for the expenses. I’ll understand whatever you decide.
There is very little to report concerning the raid on Musix. Of the original seven in the group, three are still hanging in with other therapists and one woman underwent a spontaneous remission. She went right out and got a job. In the last session I conducted I
Heard about a homicidal maniac from the fringe of the Dolphin crowd, someone they call on to do the “wet” work. He answers to the name, Maximum, although his real name is Howzit Hangin. His parents must have been very cruel. Rumors have it that he has no external sex organs, which by all calculations makes him real mean. Maximum prefers the masculine gender form of address at all times. Most of his friends call him “Sir.” Two years ago he impaled a fellow student with a javelin simply for referring to him as “it.” His favorite movie is Nightmare Alley with Tyrone Power.
This geek is dangerous and bears a grudge. He or she said he or she was going out to the West Coast to “fix Dolphin’s wagon,” whatever that means? You may want to interview ’it’ if ’it’ catches up to you. Maximum is six foot eight, with ginger hair, wears motorcycle boots and fondles a titanium rosary. The tattoo of a flying eyeball on his forehead is a dead giveaway. Charlotte claims Maximum is a polymorphic androgyn who dresses in trisexual attire most of the time.
I won’t be at this address after next month as Harold and I are going to Canada. Harold got hired to build houses in the tar sands. Besides, I think I’m pregnant. All I want now is Harold and bliss.
I’ll have the university forward my disks in audio only format, all the notes I collected, plus Dolphin’s letters and diaries are in a big fiber box.
Please wish Harold and me good luck.
As always
Helena
The Dumb Dolphin case was bugging me. I was still no closer to figuring out why or even when the launch took place so I busied myself with Helena’s grant applications and transfer papers. I left final instructions on the database still hoping to hear from somebody on the information highway who might give me a lead-connecting Dolphin with The Abyss. The only clue I got was a bulletin board response from a laser scientist who felt the name The Abyss came originally from a device based on a copper Excimer laser used to clean up deep space photographs. Beyond this I accomplished almost nothing except a significant reduction in my caseload. I felt ripe for a break.
The world’s economy was much like a pinball machine on tilt with no replay. People were freaking beyond any cure and yet there was a layer of survival underneath it all. In spite of the hardships most people believed that the depression that took place at the turn of the millennium could never happen again. They were wrong. The book business, to use only one example, was choking to death because the distributors had a monopoly on what gets read. This wouldn’t be so bad if the distributors could read and write, but most of them were really ignorant. Psionics and other cults controlled one third of the distribution network.
Comfort in air transport was dicey at best. Rich travelers were forced to sit next to the peasants ever since the International Flight Council mandated single class service. One old joker called it “Thirst Class.”
Evolution was taking place right before my eyes and it wasn’t pretty. A spate of uncontrollable forest fires broke out on a global scale. It seemed like The Abyss was targeting crucial survival locations. In Brazil an entire mahogany forest burned for more than a year. In that time frame The Abyss blasted the Transvaal veldt so often it remained perpetually on fire, wiping out hundreds of already endangered species. This benefited the Afrikaners, but not the Africans. Dust and cinders from the fires got into the atmosphere and carried around the equator blocking the sun and the natural ventilation process in the upper atmosphere. Krakatau and Pompeii did the same on a limited scale, but this appeared to be the end of the globe.
One biologist suggested this might be the second coming of the Watson-Crick model in full scale. New forms of DNA might be developing in the soupy seas. Sargasso’s were forming in normally temperate zones. In one spot, near the Panama Canal, so many ships bogged down in seaweed that salvage was impossible. Two whole container ships full of electric Hondas rusted solid at sea. Piracy was commonplace.
It was hard to blame all of this on The Abyss since major atmospheric changes took place in 1994 and earlier. Furthermore The Abyss seemed to be blasting at random, but with variable intensity. Because oceans it would most often strike at sea, although no one has ever, predominantly cover the Earth actually seen it strike at sea. Dry spells were also attributed to it. You couldn’t get coffee in Brazil or butter in Holland anymore. Mortgages were collapsing on a global scale. The banks didn’t have the personnel to process the foreclosures so everybody became a squatter of one sort or another. Most homeowners were essentially squatting in their own property. Each country’s economy was deteriorating at its own speed. Those countries accustomed to suffering began to thrive while spoiled economies, the lard eaters, went belly up. Strangely, most post offices became immediately more efficient. The junk mail stopped.
It became the trend to order everything by delivery. Cafe society shifted to a company called Federal Espresso. Every time I got hold of his or her wiriest stuff, called ‘Bolt Upright,’ I wrote a letter to somebody on my almost rusty Macintosh PC ProQuinta running the obsolete Uniplex operating system, but still running. My best efforts were epistles to Gerard van den Putten a translator in Amsterdam, Izzy Mansoo, an old Canadian compatriot of many travels and Sean O’Bannon the archaeological con man in Dublin.
I especially enjoyed writing to Jack Roberts in West Cork. Jack was a sorcerer of sorts and always wrote back. His letters described his archaeological quests for proofs of ancient astronomy in Cork and Sligo and he convinced me that there is something in the air and water in West Cork that makes it different from the rest of Ireland. He also drew my attention to some interesting statistics. For example, there are more readers per capita in Cork City than in any other place on the planet. Good old Eire only slid back one notch while the rest of the world slid back four or five—Yanks included. So in spite of its lack of indoor plumbing, Ireland—like New Zealand—was becoming a neat place to live. There would be no culture shock in Ireland because Ireland refused to urbanize. If the Irish Electric Service Board turned off all power on the island most people wouldn’t bat an eye.
Writing about Ireland also sharpened my writing skills, which were awful in spite of the money dribbling in from The Electronic Battlefield and online interactive magazine articles. This goes to show how easy it is to fake your way through life. At this stage I didn’t care where the money came from. I registered my seat by online service. I wasn’t sure how much longer paper money was going to mean anything. Every indication hinted that fresh tires and dried beans were more valuable than money so, as part of the preparations for my slithering exit, and to make sure the money went to the correct bank, I informed the National Health Board in Bethesda that I would continue my research in Europe and that my bonus travel award should be transferred to the Bank of Ireland, Parnell Street, Dublin. On May Day I’d be splitting… my first time on the old sod.
The recycled fiber box from Helena—marked on all sides with the logo of the University of Minnesota and shipped with edible popcorn insulation—contained tapes and notes collected from her group sessions. A glance at the bill of lading told me there were many oddments in the box, including some optidisks, some weird jewelry and some interesting student snapshots taken by Helena, none of which were of Dolphin.
The first hard item out of the box was a copy of the letter I sent back to Helena. Then I pulled out a letter from Dumb Dolphin to Polly Peptide. It contained no address or date only the scribbled musings of a speed freak on a coffee rush. I looked at five more letters before I drew the conclusion that Dolphin’s mental state was complex. His ideas were scary, even profound, but definitely not the incoherent rumblings of a lunatic:
A perfect computer can never be superior to a perfect human since there is no such thing as a perfect human. Only the star nursery knows the true nature of perfection. What we see as superiority or inferiority is nothing more than a gradient of greater or lesser imperfections.
Helena’s bank transferred her grant money to my account within the month. Obviously Helena was too busy being bucolic in the Alberta Tar Sands to manage a small matter of thirty thousand old American dollars—worth their weight in platinum in any offshore context. She told me it was going to be ten thousand or so. Now I find out I have thirty thousand credits. That’s more than almost anybody I know.
In spite of the windfall I remained anxious about my upcoming trip to Ireland. Now you may ask why this embarrassment of riches didn’t refresh my sagging psyche. How many new pairs of socks can one guy buy? I was stone depressed, and if you stay that way too long it can do more damage than persistent diarrhea. High-speed night rides on the newly repaired Black Widow motorcycle pumped no new endorphins. I wanted out. Out of the sagging gutless nights of the once glittering city, out of the bohemian rat race. Grits! I would have, at that moment, settled for a horse ranch on the Sacramento River—anything but midnight traffic jams and metallic music.
Ireland seemed like a peaceful place. I received correspondence from Jack Roberts in Cork swearing he stumbled onto an important dig site in West Cork near Clonakilty. Coincidentally, that happened to be the exact point of origin of my great great grandmother on my father’s side, so Ireland it was—an adventure to be sure.
That was the good side. On the really shitty side I thought it was rude of Helena to draw me into this dementia then just dump the whole case in my lap. She must have sensed I was a sucker for alienated folk heroes. Maybe she thought I could help the Dolphinites. Nice thought, but I couldn’t help anybody anymore. I could barely help myself. My star gazing dream was growing dim and the paler it became the freakier I got. Normally a good rest works wonders with me, like the time I took the seashore cure with the Kitchell sisters in Truro. I’ll never forget watching the moonrise at sunset in the Cranberry bogs. The light changes from gold to silver and so does your head, its alchemical, but no amount of R&R was going to charge the old battery this time. I felt like I needed a brand new solar cell.
The brass knuckles in the pit of my stomach were urging me to get out of town. I was in split and get ready mode and I didn’t really want to dig into the big box. It was just too big. Besides my closets were already crammed with file cabinets and the file cabinets were crammed with case histories and income tax stuff and contracts, the accumulated detritus of a wasted life.
I managed to skim everything in the box in a few day’s time, making a list as I went. I then checked this list against Helena’s partial inventory and the shipping manifest. Unfortunately, the empty box was still in the middle of the living room and its contents began walking all over the bedroom. There was only one thing to do… take the box over to Rodney’s palatial stucco mausoleum in the Sunset district. I knew the box would be safe there because Rodney never threw anything away.
Rodney, my old school chum, lost his wife to cancer years earlier and was raising his kids alone, looking for a new wife and building guitars. The guitar shop took space in his basement, which was partitioned into areas of decreasing usefulness. I knew I could store the box in the back somewhere because he let me store my Black Widow Hardly in there. The clutch was fine now, but the rain put a damper on any wild rides to Skylonda.
The electro cab arrived in about an hour, but it took ten minutes to wedge the box and me into the back just beneath the sun sensors.
Rodney wasn’t home, but one of his kids recognized me as the guy with the black and red motorcycle and let me in. I wedged the heavy graphite box into a dry corner just beyond the seat of an old Aleph Romano. Rodney would never move the Aleph because he hides his dope and his cash directly under the transmission
I left a hundred amerunits on the kitchen table and made my apologies to his daughter who was trying to fix the sonic dishwasher as I left. I walked home through Saint Francis Woods. The fountain was turning green as it did every Saint Patrick’s Day.
Helena transferred all remaining grant moneys to me and I immediately began packing the stuff I would need for my expedition.
Over the next month or so my loft became a staging area… clothing in one room, survival medicine in another, cameras and books and disks and computers on the guest room bed and miscellaneous stuff in a pile in the living room, just beneath the oil of Pan and the Satyrs by Joffra, a Dutch surrealist.
I suspected this Dolphin caper would get trickier and I was right.
Everybody on Earth knows about The Abyss now, but nobody knew much about it when I made my travel plans for Ireland. Apparently The Abyss spread wild fires from Manitoba to North Dakota, although at the time everyone attributed the fires to the drought. The world market in soybean protein and ethanol collapsed when the prairie fires went critical in Kansas. Pork bellies were nonexistent on the Chicago exchange. People began moving their pigs indoors more and more, not to eat them, but to keep them safe from others who might eat them. Vegetarianism was very chic indeed. Fights sprang up over its bitsy backyard gardens and bat guano sold at premium prices.
On the morning of my departure I yawned fifty times, a confirmation signal. I was doing the right thing. The small Sarouk runner was soft under my bare feet. I would miss it. At dawn I walked the boards of my almost secret second story loft looking at the trappings of my collected life, but I needed to run. My parents must have felt this torturous mood on those mornings when they bundled me out to the big blue bus, on our way to the next college or beach or forest.
Journal Entry
May Day...May Day
05:00 Hours PST
Time to bail out. Time to boil that final oatmeal, wash the bowl and dry the utensils. If all goes well I’ll be would be back in eight lunar months and maybe collect everything and ship it over for good. Time to split for Ireland.
The Airport Jitney service will arrive in ten minutes. I arranged to have the mail forwarded to the Dublin GPO by adjusting my online account this morning. A big sigh of relief accompanied my last look around. I will take the leather bag stuffed with unnecessary items and a few blank A/V camdisks. On my final trip to the medicine cabinet I threw in four months supply of FalconD, a sure-fire panacea, placebo and headache remedy. I’m traveling light headed today.
The steel door snapped shut behind me as I hefted the Ostrich skin portmanteau. The bag was from Ecuador, and, if you trace out the chain far enough its manufacture probably caused the tearing down of five old stand mahogany trees, but I couldn’t do anything about that now. The corridor skylights cast an eerie glow as I twisted the card key in the slot lock for the final time. A grotesque vision of the cobwebs that would soon spread over my loft came to me as I descended alone, in the hydro lift. I saw my chairs and tables and paintings and rugs covered in dust perfectly preserved in a half rotten state like the wedding banquet in Great Expectations. Besides the aforementioned Joffra there must have been fifty thousand clams worth of art on the walls, including a Sierra Miwok basket collection and a huge Miro encaustic. Although I longed for a Pit Bull I owned no pets, so the usual cat and canary scenario didn’t apply. I hoped the camphor coated muslin sheets would keep the mites and mealy bugs to a minimum.
I would not pine for any particular woman either. I was down to the three F’s: fingers, flybys and fag hags. I met an occasional burnt lady executive, an ex-gun-moll, a cute and racy stewardess, a defrocked nun, an occasional candy striper, a female and heterosexual drag race driver, who had gone over 376 MPH in her heyday, and some social butterflies. None of these relationships were even remotely serious so no goodbyes were necessary. Liberated or not, age and an army of bull dykes were against me, even the airline hostess was bisexual.
The chartreuse electro van cut a small glowing hole in the dark early morning. The Bright Blue Cab Company must have merged with the Banana Yellow Company to get this thing. I could afford a limo, but I didn’t want to draw attention to myself, Hashberry Street is no place to announce that you’re going to leave your loft unattended, so I wound up in this slime green dowagers hump with the inertial engine. The chauffeur (none dare call them cabbies anymore) was one of those shark like dudes with a mysterious background—maybe an ex-con. His inbred face gave off the pallor one gets only in Folsom or Attica, but he sang well, Madam Butterfly, I think.
I sighed a bit and settled in for the ride. My beloved San Francisco and its erratic skyline receded into the fog. A billboard sign for a new synthetic booze called WEIRD flew by. It featured Sully Jesus Rap Like Hell interviewing bird headed dwarfs. The slogan read:
Ya gotta be WEIRD in Fog City!
Well, I guess I just wasn’t weird enough. The population of the old city used to flush in and flush out like the tides in the Amsterdam canals, but after the depression people just stayed and lived on top of each other in an a bad imitation of Kowloon. Suddenly there were more kiss-asses than Asses to kiss and I hated the vibes given off by all those nouveau designer drugs in all of those nouveau designer clubs. Sutra’s Baths (closed down as a notorious knocking shop) was nothing compared to the new place called the Glory Hole.
In the old days San Francisco sparkled like a mizzen deck on the Bounty. The glass paved streets, once lined with hope and gold, were now merely blood red bricks mortared with bloodied glue. The hills and gutters and alleys became both angular and curved simultaneously. The sky scape shifted to vertical with the influx of Hong Kong money. The peace of the old city drained out about twenty years ago. Wrong geometry and negative space, bland facades and antiVitruvian values replaced the traditional scale of the city. The shadow play and chiaroscuro of the place, something that stays the same in Paris or Rome year in and year out, faded to black. My beloved hometown was now a finicky, garish place. Yes, the Victorian houses survived, but even they couldn’t stand up to the scale of the new city.
Last year the permanent population went over four million for the first time in history. The sheer biomass of this seething tub of humanity weighed down the native population until they too oozed into the quaking sand. The last time I took a walk downtown I saw gangs of plastic over coated hospital sailors stooping to find cigar butts in the shadows—Jake Leg crystal freaks and freebase winos looking for a tit like pipe to suck, each unique in his or her last stage dereliction. The City hasn’t been the same since the sex tourists took over. Permanent resident perverts replaced the old dears that once held forth on every street corner. The groppo boys on Lake Street don’t play chess in the pavilion anymore and the Zen master doesn’t laugh at the Bocce Ball players at Aquatic Park. Laughter exists no more in San Francisco, a city once dependent on laughter.
Living in the ruins of this once great town was like living in modern Pompeii or an excavation of the Greek amphitheater at Eleusis. There were no dateable layers, just walls and empty rooms to remind you of a former glory.
My thoughts turned to Dolphin as the cab locked on to the main magnet cable. Forty miles per hour, slow but sure. The driver said, “Hey buddy, mind if I take a snooze.”
I shed one last tear for the city as it smallified in the rear view screen. “Sure why not?” What else could I say? That’s when my thoughts turned to Dolphin. He left town two years ago in a big black Ziploc bag. At least I was alive. But maybe Dolphin wasn’t dead after all. I remember seeing an unsigned letter, now safely tucked away in the big box at Rodney’s, to the effect that Dolphins grave was unmarked. Even stranger, his parents, when I talked to them on the cable link, could not give me the location of his final resting place.
Strange disappearances interested me long before I heard of Dolphin. I couldn’t buy the story that Mozart wound up in a pauper’s grave. One theorist thought he went on to greater heights disguised as Eric Satti and yet another argued that Virginia Wolfe based Orlando on Mozart’s secret life. As a teenager I repeatedly read Phillip Wiley’s The Disappearance. In this novel all the women just evaporate one day.
Usually you share a jitney ride to the airport with at least four other refugees, but today, as the tidal wash turned to freeway, I sat alone. In my solitude I considered Baudelaire’s melt down into opium and hashish and the bizarre resurrection of Emiliano Zapata as a white horse. About two months before I left I compared various resurrection cases to the flaming deaths of Jacques De Molay, Joan of Arc, the witches burned at the stake in Salem by the Puritan, Cotton Mather, and the Monks in Vietnam.
I even went so far as to order the discs of Eddy and the Cruisers and the two sequels. I kept track of Elvis too. On last sighting he was managing a stock exchange in Portland. I don’t think Dolphin wanted to be a martyr or a ghost or even an immortal. I think maybe Dolphin was more like Edward Jarre—the French pataphysician—who, on his deathbed, after a life of complete debauchery and ether intoxication, said, “Fetch me a toothpick.”
I found it strange that so many people have tried this ploy. Its like you don’t know if the person is scamming or sincere. Did they fall to foul play or are they just getting out of a bad marriage. You never can tell. Is the Christian resurrection just another example of the myth of the disappearing angel? Where do the archangels Michael and Gabriel fit in?
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/5604 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!