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NINETY-NINE POSTS
Introduction
I recall, as if yesterday, my early fascination with words and their power. Armies were raised, love was gained, the Lord created the world—all from the use of words, or more precisely from the word’s unique ability to convey thought. And it was a relationship with this magnificent power, for which I hungered.
The world before computers, Internet and blogs—this is the world I come from. But in the reaches of imagination I conjured fantasies of the day I would write and still further I dreamed of the day that I would write and my words would be read without many of the restrictions, which are inherent to the realm of physicality. I dreamt of the day that my words would travel through the air and be on a screen anywhere, anytime, and possibly in any language. It takes a great deal of ego to think of one’s self as having something worth saying to others. The ego required to describe the aspirations as aforementioned is embarrassing I am the first to admit, but there is such great power and pleasure in telling the truth—I must beg indulgence.
So I wrote a screenplay—then several more. I wrote books, short and long. The blog eluded me for sometime, even though it was the art form I had once contemplated when writing was still done with quill…I am prone to exaggeration. But the truth is not far from this fact, I did write by hand. I can’t say for sure why the art of the blog was lost on me. However, my salvation came in the less than pure form of self-promotion. It was generally acknowledged by all of the young marketing experts that blogging should be part of the marketing efforts for all of my other writing. And so I began to blog.
My first blogs were in the tradition of an online journal entry, with the added twist of my own literary curiosity. The progression can best be described thus: serious, then satirical and Downtown Oliver Brown. Oliver, the serialized semi-fictional account of my alter- ego who has set out to achieve self-destruction and instead finds success at what he has no desire to be successful at, found its way into the hearts of millions and at the same time created the blogger known as I. With the success of Oliver came the need to own a blog—downtownster was born.
The value, other than that of self-promotion, which I will admit now to holding in my heart, was the desire to be the one to historically document the rebirth of a community in downtown Los Angeles—albeit through rather creative means. So strong was my need for validation, I believed that documenting the rise of the core of the largest city, in the largest state, of the most powerful country on Earth would add to the definition of Stan Lerner, a definition wanting in importance, for wanting to matter. What I did not anticipate, in anyway, to be a byproduct of this endeavor was the documenting of my own journey through this snapshot, tantamount to a grain of sand in time. But this too became part of the story.
POST 1
Standard Blog
The rooftop of the Downtown Standard is really not standard at all. In fact as I sat in the middle of the day reading “Slaughter House Five”, a good book by a now dead author, so it goes, I couldn’t help but let my mind wander from the young topless girls frolicking in the water bed pod to electron degeneration. Momentarily I remembered some of the many nights of drinking and the one night I made out with a nineteen-year-old from Uzbekistan on the couches by the fireplace. She was beautiful. She had jet-black hair and black eyes. She had a terrible temper. My memory was interrupted when Ingrid the waitress, who had forgotten that she had met me before, brought me and iced tea. She said that she was studying something of a cosmic nature and I told her that we were all made of stardust—literally. She liked the sound of this. I went on to say that the view was incredible and I took a picture. My mind drifted back to electron degeneration and I explained to Ingrid that when a supernova explodes the dust becomes the elements that planets and in our particular case people are made of. Well this is after supernova actually and really more the result of electron degeneration and ultimately the force of gravity. Yet, regardless of my rambling explanation of the origins of the universe Ingrid seemed satisfied. So, at night when the view is lighted up like this author on New Years Eve and the bodies are pulsating on the dance floor the Standard is a really swell place. But that particular day I just wanted to read a good book by a dead author. Let my mind wander around the universe divide. Enjoy the spectacular view of the skyline and the topless girls. But honestly I wanted to make good use of the passing time. And I wanted it to pass, so I could rise up out of my seat against the force of gravity. I wanted to leave the Standard as great as it was, is, and go dance the night away at Nocturnal Wonderland. Because no matter how hot you are there’s always something hotter and that’s where I wanted to be—burning like a supernova. Trying to get to the heaviest elements of my soul. And not that it really matters but in some small way—I did.
POST 2
Nokia
“Do you still have seats available?”
“Yeah. How many do you need?”
I paused and gave thought to the fact that the Times had mentioned that the grand opening of the Nokia Auditorium was sold out.
The times being wrong—imagine that. The liberally biased Bozo’s actually managed to make the opening of the Nokia sound like a bad thing. Some expert of some kind was quoted as saying that the 2.5 billion dollar development might ruin the neighborhood’s appeal to the homeless. Of course they also gave “Meet The Family” a bad review—assholes.
“I just need one.”
He tilted a seating chart my direction. “I’ve got orchestra.”
“I’ll take it.”
“It’s two hundred and sixty-five dollars.”
I tossed my debit card through the stainless steel depression at the bottom of the window. “It’s a good seat right?” Probably should have asked this before I gave him the card.
“Really good,” he assured.
I noticed that he seemed bothered that the ridiculous price for the ticket didn’t bother me in the least.
He thinks you’re rich. Just toss that plastic right down. Man am I financially irresponsible or what? It’s history in the making! You’re that greatest writer of your generation. Maybe one day, the greatest ever. Besides you can’t take it with you.
“Here you go.” He handed me my ticket and the annoying receipt that looks so much like a ticket you think its actually a ticket and get confused at the door.
“Thanks!”
So I walked away from window 16 of the Staples Center box office with a ticket to see the Dixie Chicks and the Eagles perform the first concert ever to be performed at the Nokia. I stopped at the curb, even though the concert was supposed to start at 8:15, which was twenty or so minutes ahead. I took out my iphone, and snapped a picture.
Damn, I take a good picture. Why did it take an iphone to get me to do this? Funny the talents you discover as life goes on. You’re magical with this thing.
I finished admiring the picture, put the iphone back in the pocket of my black Zegna jacket, and began making my way back across the street, which was not as simple as it sounds because the Lakers or Clippers, I’m not too sure which one, were having a pre-season game. Just what I would have suggested to have going on at the same time that the Nokia was having its grand opening.
I stood in the plaza in front of the entrance doors—towers of lights swirled around and lighted the night sky. Huge screens surrounded the plaza and showed clips of great concerts to come. Wolfgang Puck the famous chef had a tent selling food and libations. It was crowded with nice looking people and I couldn’t help but think the negative writer at the Times had a point…This was no place for homeless people. Frankly, it wasn’t really rapper or gang-banger friendly either. Had the city gone to hell? I thought not and walked toward the orchestra entrance.
You’re disgusting you actually feel better about yourself because you’re sitting in the really expensive seats. All these years and you can’t stop this heinous thought pattern. But it is nice to have a great seat and feel more important than almost everyone.
I was sure to tell the middle-aged African American gentleman at the door that I just lived two blocks away and that I only came down to look around and that I was fortunate enough to get the incredible seat in row L—that made me feel blessed and superior to most everyone else. Well, I didn’t actually mention the last part of course. Instead, I said that I was excited. To which he replied, “So are we!”
I stepped toward the bar, straight ahead. The line was long, but my new friend Gary who assured me that he wasn’t going to cut in front of me was a good conversationalist and this made things go faster. He had flown down with his wife from Seattle just to see the Eagles. And he had paid more for his tickets than I had…
“Jack and Coke please.”
“A drinking palate after my own heart,” said the bartender with the round white face.
Could he pour any less Jack into my glass?
I looked scornfully at the glass, which now contained ice and a splash of Jack. “Make that a double Jack…please.”
“And a liver after my own liver.” The Jack flowed and I felt much better about the bartender.
“Cheers Gary!”
You came all the way here from Seattle and you ordered a beer!
“Enjoy the show, Stan.”
“You too Gary.”
The room was immense yet intimate. A place suited to symphony and rock or rock symphony—I really liked it. And I really liked walking down the long, blue carpet towards my seat way up front. I looked down the row—there was a girl.
I wish my seat was a little more to the center of the stage. She’s cute. I wonder what her story is.
“Hi, I’m Barb.”
“Hi, Barb, I’m Stan. I think I’m sitting next to you.”
“Great seat. When did you get it?”
“About five minutes ago.” Then I told her the same story I had told the African American gentleman that worked at the door. There was something special in the air.
“Only in L.A. would people pay three hundred dollars to come to a concert and show up thirty minutes late.” Laughter.
Did that Dixie Chick really just say that? She really should stick to singing. They’re late because they don’t care about seeing you guys play—they’re coming to see the Eagles. These Dixie Chicks are pretty cute. I’d have sex with any one of them. Especially the one with the fiddle and they really do seem to have talent. Still, shouldn’t insult my hometown.
I sat and watched the Dixie Chicks. They sounded great. Looked great too. Barb and I exchanged sentences between songs. We would lean close to each other and speak so the other could feel the warmth of our breath in and around the ear.
“I’m not ready to make nice…”
They really did deserve the Grammy for that one.
I stood with the whole crowd when the Eagles took the stage. They played a song from their new album. It was okay, but lacked the complex, rich orchestration and layers of Hotel California. A few songs later the lights went out, a red spotlight fell on a single trumpet player who played a solo, some familiar, classical Spanish rift that made you want to close your eyes and float to heaven in your lovers arms. Or in my case Barb’s or one of the Dixie Chicks.
And then they played Hotel California—the concert was on. Joe Walsh gained inspiration from somewhere long ago and his fingers did things to the guitar that seemed to erase the time from the well-worn faces of the band—we were all young again.
“What’s the Hotel California about?” asked Barb. Her hand touched my back.
“You’re living it, sweetie.” Barb had just moved to California.
When the lighting design amazed for the last time it was Don Henley sounding better than ever as he sang “Desperado”. I put my arm around Barb and a chance meeting had turned into an incredible first date. My mind drifted, as it has a tendency to do, back to the last time I had seen the Eagles. I was with a girl that I was not attracted to. She was a friend and she had been nice enough to invite me to see a Don Henley concert that turned into an Eagles’ reunion. But when they ended the concert with “Desperado” I stood there alone, closed my eyes, and drowned in a sea of nothingness amazed that no one had ever really loved me. When the song ended, way back then, I swore I would never feel that way again. Yet, I have, as we all have, so many more times. But not the night of the grand opening of the Nokia because my arm was around Barb’s shoulders and her’s had found its way across my lower back and I’ll be forever thankful that my friend Ed decided to blow off going with me to check things out.
Barb gave me a ride home and kissed me good night.
I think the Times was wrong—not just about my last movie but about what the effect of the Nokia is going to be on downtown. Go see for yourself my friends. Go see for yourself.
POST 3
Hollywood Book Festival
“The Grand Prize Winner of the Hollywood Book Festival is…Stan Lerner’s Criminal. The winner is here with us tonight.” He pointed at me. “Besides being named the writer of the best book in Hollywood for 2008, I have a check for fifteen hundred dollars for you and a one-week writer’s retreat at the Lerimar Estate in St. Croix, Virgin Islands.... Stan, come up and say a few words.”
Yes! You deserved to win and you did. Everyone is really happy. Probably should have prepared something to say.
“Wow! I hate to sound clichéd, but I really didn’t prepare anything to say. This is my first book festival, and to win the first time out is a bit of a surprise. Umm…You know, several years ago when I first contemplated writing Criminal, my friend Johnny, who is sitting right over there”––I pointed at my table of friends and business associates––“told me to write this book truthfully. He said if it came from that place it would be a great book. And then after that, everyone in the industry told me that if I wrote the book I wanted, it would never get published—nobody would read it. So, I wrote the book I wanted and opened my own publishing company. Now, thanks to some great independent bookstores and book festivals like this, Criminal is turning into an amazing story unto itself. You don’t have to follow a formula. You don’t have to write by the numbers, the page-count, the pound, or whatever else the corporate occupiers of cubical space dictate. You don’t have to be mediocre. The public wants better….”
Saturday morning, the valet was not there and there was no one around to help my people set up. There were no signs at the Grove that said anything about the Hollywood Book Festival, and the head of community relations at Barnes & Noble was not even aware that I had won the festival that they were running.
The Grove is such a beautiful place; too bad they didn’t invite every lit agent in Hollywood to enjoy the festival. Ironic that Barnes & Noble sells all of the books that just lost to mine in their store, but doesn’t carry mine. Why wouldn’t they carry the book that actually won the festival they sponsor? Mark Twain was famous and broke—don’t go there.
“I’d like to introduce the Hollywood Book Festival Grand Prize Winner, Stan Lerner. He will be reading from his book, Criminal.”
The book’s title is Stan Lerner’s Criminal, moron. Why did they get this guy to MC?
“Hi everyone. Thanks for being here, thanks for supporting this event.”
There must be thirty people here. You have to do more than run a few ads to get people to come. And some signs saying that the Grand Prize Winner is reading at 12:30 might have been nice.
“The great actor Hawthorne James will be reading with me today. I’d like to thank Hawthorne for coming on such short notice. For those of you who aren’t familiar, we try to bring some theatre to what we do. Hawthorne and myself will be trading off. And at the request of the festival, we’re going to do our best to keep this reading PG—so this one will be a little shorter than usual.”
For not really being into this, you’re reading pretty well. I wonder if that’s just your take on it. Maybe everyone in the audience, all thirty of them, think you suck. Look at these two assholes standing there on the grass having a conversation like there isn’t a reading going on—ignore them, don’t lose your place.
Hawthorne is reading pretty well today also. Go figure. And listen to all that talking over there. Nice, Rick Barone and Joyce DeWitt are holding court during our reading. You sat respectfully and listened to them do their performance about being has-beens and now they’re doing this. Should I say something? This is how you got your reputation; you probably shouldn’t do it. Fuck it!
“Hey we’re trying to do a reading up here; we can’t hear ourselves you’re talking so loud.” Rick Barone was talking to someone involved with the festival and gave me a “What do you want from my life?” shrug. “Could you please shut the fuck up?” I said louder than I should have.
That’s right I am going to come down and kick your fag ass you fucking loser. There you go, keep walking away. I’m going to go back and finish this reading.
“…Judgment day after all…”
“Tom, what are you doing here?” I asked, delighted to see someone I actually hold in high regard.
“I was just picking something up. What are you doing here?”
“I won the Hollywood Book Festival, so I’m here doing a reading and signing. C’mon, I’ll give you a copy of my book.” Thomas A. Mesereau, Jr. perhaps the best trial attorney in America walked along with me to the table, where I was supposed to be signing books. “Here you go, Tom,” I said handing him his very own signed copy.
“Thanks, Stan. Let me pay for this.”
“Stop it. Never going to happen…. Tom, seriously, let me write a book about you. I’ve been wanting to for a long time. The world should know what you’ve done in your life. People should know that there is someone out there who actually cares about and fights for justice.”
He handed me his card. “Let’s talk.”
Look at this. James Levy with Ray Liotta in tow. He looks the best I’ve ever seen him. This day is going to have an interesting scorecard.
“Hi Ray.”
“Hi Stan.”
“Hi James.”
“Hi Stan.”
“…Yeah, this is the book I was working on when we met at L‘Ermitage. You were with…what’s his name? The guy from ER.”
“John Wells…”
I signed a book for him. We traded numbers. He was off to shoot something in Michigan.
Later that night I played some miniature golf—a glamorous celebration of my big win and under-attended reading, under-attended due to lack of promotion, lack of respect, lack of caring. I won and then drove my golf partner back to her Beverly Hills mansion, where I decided to stay and have sex. The next morning, Sunday, I would have a good breakfast, read the paper, and write a press release announcing my having won the Grand Prize at the Hollywood Book Festival, an achievement that everyone in Hollywood should certainly be made aware of.
Michael E. DeBakey died. I didn’t even know he was still alive—Dr. DeBakey. President Kennedy’s doctor, President Johnson’s doctor, President Nixon’s doctor, is dead at 99.
I folded the paper and focused on the article.
He was the son a wealthy pharmacist who invested in farming. He invented the heart lung machine. He pioneered the surgery to repair aortic aneurisms and created the Dacron patch used in the surgery. There had to be a patch because just sewing up the hole left the aorta too small, too constricted. He created the patch on his wife’s sewing machine. He performed the first bypass surgery. He pioneered the surgery that prevents plaque from breaking off, traveling to the brain, and causing a stroke. When he was serving under General Patton he came up with the idea of M.A.S.H. units. He created an endowment that gives Baylor University two million dollars a year. He did…He did…He did… He lived in a modest home five minutes from the hospital where he performed more than sixty thousand surgeries. His work saved millions of lives.
I opened my computer—my fingers caressed the keys. FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE: “STAN LERNER’S CRIMINAL” IS THE HOLLYWOOD BOOK FESTIVAL’S GRAND PRIZE WINNER!”
What if I had been a man like Dr. Michael E. DeBakey? What if every man was a man like that?
POST 4
Ritz Carlton Gone Wrong
“I’m going to throw up.”
I looked over at my friend Richard—amused and concerned. “Let’s take a rest…we’re not in a rush. And if it makes you feel better, I can’t feel my right foot and both my hamstrings are going to rip any second…I’m missing a disk…That’s why I don’t do this kind of stuff anymore. I should have stretched. If Ed had mentioned we were going to go kayaking I would have stretched.”
“Where is he?” Richard asked, with more than a hint of worry in his voice. “How far is it back to his house?”
Ed had rounded the yacht club. I had met Richard on the fire engine at Camp Monticqa—when I was four. When you’ve been friends with someone for thirty-nine years, the term friends actually means something. Ed showed up on the scene when I was eight. It was like Ed to row way in front of us—he’s the competitive type.
“He’s way in front of us, but we should be able to see him when we get around the yacht club.”
“And then how far?”
“I’d say about a mile…It’s three miles around Naples, so I’d say we have about a mile to go…Oh look, that’s nice!” I pointed at the boat full of young girls that passed us like we were standing still. They were really paddling. The fact that I had been a world- class athlete gave the moment a certain feeling that there were no precise words to describe. The girls glowed, tan and beautiful, perfect in every possible way—I was not.
“I’m serious, I feel sick,” Richard reiterated for the seventh or eighth time.
“You know this might be a good start. I’m going to get back into great shape. I mean…I’m not tired or winded, but I have got to lose ten pounds.”
“You look good in kayak…You look like the guy in the Viagra commercial.”
“What!?”
“I mean Levitra…” Richard corrected himself. “You look like the guy in that commercial.”
“Dude, that’s the only part of me that’s still working fine.” I rowed a little harder, to make the point in some obtuse way.
“Do it Stan. Starting today, we take a vow to get back into shape.”
“Done. Tomorrow I’m going to wake up work out and go down to Laguna for a couple of days. It’s business, but I’m going make some time for myself.”
We rounded the yacht club. “Where is he?” Richard’s tone had changed from worried to distressed.
I looked through the sailboat regatta that I had every intention of paddling right through the center of—inconsiderate, but a mile less to Ed’s house. “His house is just to the left of those boats on the peninsula.”
Richard nodded. “I see him…Are you sure it’s okay to cross in front of all these boats?”
“Just follow me!”
The Next Day
I hadn’t stayed at the Ritz Carlton in Laguna in twenty years—a lot of life had transpired. I was a drug dealer in those days. I had great taste. The Ritz Carlton in Laguna was the nicest of them all. I was looking forward to staying there again after so many years.
“What did they do to this place?” I asked my business associate.
“I don’t know.”
The convertible Porsche came to a stop in valet parking. “It looks really plain. Something is missing.”
“Hello welcome to the Ritz Carlton,” said the valet. I was distracted so I don’t recall my response, but I imagine I said, “thanks” or “hello” whatever.
“Checking in?”
What the f**k. There’s purple chairs that look like they belong in a bordello in the lobby. What happened to classy and English? Mirrored tables? Modern chrome banisters? Italian desk? Italian chairs that look like they’re form Ikea? They’ve updated the Ritz—and ruined it.
The bellman opened the door to my room, and although I didn’t think it possible, they had managed to top the horribly decorated lobby and stark hallways with mismatched carpet. Yes, the room now sported little more than a bed, plasma, and a couple of mirrored columns. Gone was the nice warm furniture. Gone was the nice artwork. The only reminder that a nice hotel for the rich and pampered was once called the Ritz, was the marble bathroom.
This is what happens when you try too hard. This is what happens when you forget who you are and what made you successful. This is what happens when incompetent people get into positions of power and start making decisions. Most people just don’t have it. The monkeys are running the zoo. This is what happens.
I stood on the balcony and stared out at the beautiful beach. The beach still had it. The coastline however had changed—every inch now sported a gigantic house or some planned community type of amenity.
The limousine whisked me away to my meeting. We drank on a rooftop in the middle of what is still a very nice little beach town.
“…The trouble is that people just want to do the minimum. They want to get that paycheck and go...They don’t have passion. They don’t want to build a company.” I motioned for the bartender with way too many tattoo’s to come my way. “Another Jack and Diet, please.”
“Stan, you ought to see what I’m dealing with. These kids today with their entitled attitudes…But it sounds like your company is doing well.”
“It is…everything is way too difficult. If you’re honest and work hard in this country you should succeed. If you’re honest, you work hard, and your product is better than everyone else’s—you should be rich…You know the only reason we’re succeeding, and this should be a lesson to you guys, is that we’re honest. I take my case to our customers. I thought my books would sell themselves, but as it turns out people buy my books because of me. And that’s how this whole video thing started. I can’t meet every reader but because of You Tube and video they can meet me. Every product has a story, I tell people ours…That’s what you guys should be doing…GM lost 38 billion dollars that it absolutely didn’t need to…I could have kept that from happening just by telling their story—and they have a good one.”
“You see some of our stories?”
“Yeah. I know you guys are doing well but you need to really get on this. You have some great products with stories to tell. And remember, big cars, big profits.”
“Can you do something about are customer experience? Something interactive for our people.”
I nodded and sipped my drink. “I’ve been thinking about that; a live event that both entertains and teaches people to treat people better—to care about customers. I have some ideas, big ideas.”
More drinks, dinner at Montage, a good nights sleep, a long walk on the beach, and an idea about how to get people to care about their customers again. We’ll see what happens.
POST 5
Michigan
Of course you’re the only one wearing a suit and tie. Nobody dresses to fly anymore. Could they possibly get any more people on this plane? What ever happened to three feet for my two legs? Maybe Obama could add that to his nonexistent list of new ideas, which I wish he actually did have. It was a pretty smooth trip to the airport though. LAX needs a lot of work, like all of LA, islands of greatness surrounded by the landscape of the American dream no longer—perhaps forgotten.
You are actually excited! To go to Michigan? You have a free writer’s retreat for a week on Saint Croix and instead you’re going to Michigan. There is something wrong with you. But it’s this insanity that makes you, you. And by most people’s standards that’s not so bad.
Okay, the seatbelt sign is off. This would be a good time to get out your laptop and work on “Blast”. Wait until people read this one, a horror novel, which you spend, the first two thirds of the book developing the characters. Why did I do that? Why do you do anything? Michigan? Something just feels right about this. Besides the LA Times did a whole spread on Mackinac Island on Sunday. That had to be a sign. You will sit on the porch of the Grand Hotel and write. What should I write?
The short bus ride to the rent a car place was uneventful.
“We have a beautiful brand new Camry for you today Mr. Lerner.”
I stared at the pleasant middle-aged woman for a moment before responding. “I’d like the largest American car you have.”
“The Camry is a very nice car—it’s never been driven.”
“Thank you, but there’s no way I’m driving around Detroit in anything other than an American car.” I began to turn the pages of the catalogue on the counter. “I’ll take the Grand Marquis. Do you have one of those?”
Rattled, she shuffled through her paperwork. “Yes, we do.”
“Good.” I smiled. “Now I can drive around in the day and still be able to sleep at night.”
How funny. The Ritz Carlton in Dearborn actually looks like a Ritz Carlton. They should see what I wrote about the Ritz in Laguna. This place is a little tired but a simple freshen up and…
“Stan. Stan Lerner, the great writer of Los Angeles is in Dearborn Michigan!”
I turned to see the unexpected sight of my thin and very handsome, in an edgy sort of way, friend from LA.
“James, James Levy, I knew this was still a classy place. And I prefer the greatest writer of my generation, if you continue to feel disposed to address me with a surname.”
James considered. “ Okay, I’ll give you that. What are you doing here? Some one told me you were in the South of France.”
“Saint Croix, I should be in the American Virgin Islands. It was part of my prize for winning the Hollywood Book Festival, a beachfront estate and all that. But I decided to come to Michigan instead…I mean first, and then I’ll go to Saint Croix—I’m just not sure when, because I have so much work to do.”
“So why are you here?”
“Well there’s a marketing company I’m supposed to take a meeting with. Their West coast office manager wants to sell my product documentary concept to the auto industry—so she wants me to present it to the powers that be back here—something like that. And since I’ve never been to Michigan it sounded like a good reason to look around.”
“I saw the one you did for Criminal, it’s an awesome concept. Are you excited?”
I almost laughed. “No.”
“This would be great for their industry, you should be excited. You could probably save their asses.”
“They won’t do it. At least these marketing guys won’t do it. They’re part of the problem. They just want to get paid, they don’t care if what they do really accomplishes anything—like selling more cars.”
“So why did you come?”
“I’m searching for sanity. I’m hungry for it. I go out on the road every chance I get, to try and find things that make sense to me. Even if it’s bad news I want to see it for myself and find the sanity in it…If there is any. Oh, and while I’m here I’m going to see if I can get a meeting with Borders. They’re based in Ann Arbor, which is where we do a lot of our printing, so hopefully we can sit down and talk.”
“Are they carrying “Criminal” yet?”
“No.”
“That’s amazing. What do you have to do to get it in their stores?”
“You mean besides the great reviews, awards, and people asking for it all over the country? You mean besides that?”
James laughed. “So you’re here looking for sanity?”
I smiled at the absurdity of the situation. “At some point there has to be a reasonableness, James. If you can do everything you’re supposed to and success is left to nothing but the realm of the random, nobody with real talent will strive to succeed…It’s becoming the ruin of our country…Just out of curiosity, what are you doing here?”
“Meeting with some potential investors.” James looked at me with a sly smile. “Any girls on the agenda?”
“I have a stalker or two in this neck of the woods.”
“You need to settle down.”
“I’m going to…With one of my stalkers…somewhere. I just don’t know which one and where yet?”
James put his hand on my shoulder. “I love you man. It’s inspiring to know that there is someone that’s crazier than me roaming around.”
“Glad to do my part.” I smiled and headed for my room.
POST 6
Michigan Part II
I pulled the Mercury Grand Marquis into the parking lot of the Henry Ford in Dearborn. There had been some slight jest in my insistence on the largest American car that I could possibly rent, but after three days of driving this luxury land-yacht around Detroit and Dearborn, I was convinced that American cars are indeed the best in the world and only the incompetence of the car makers’ marketing departments and the self-loathing / self-destructive nature of much of the American public has led to the industry’s severe financial misfortune.
The Henry Ford in Dearborn is a large campus of everything Ford including the Ford Museum and Greenfield Village. Greenfield Village is particularly unique in that Mr. Ford picked up the homes and businesses of many of the people he admired and moved them—to a place intentionally frozen in time—a good time.
I boarded the bus that was to take me on a tour of The Rouge. The Rouge, in many ways is where the industrial revolution began. It sits on the Rouge River and it makes Fords. It is capable of making 600 Ford F150 trucks every ten hours and it can operate two ten hour shifts a day—1200 trucks a day, 50 million dollars a day, American industrial might.
And although I had my attractive blonde companion with me I did not speak, other than to myself.
This bus is nice enough but you would think they would have something futuristic. And really the bus driver should be dressed in a suit and tie.
The entrance to the plant was unassuming.
I think I would do something grander with this entrance if I was running the company, but there is a subtle message here. The power of this place is not grand buildings or green buildings that the recording on the bus talked about. No, the power here is mass production. No businessman should ever forget that fancy buildings do not create wealth; it’s created by industrial output. You need to think about that, Stan.
First stop, a short movie about the history of Ford, pretty well done.
Second stop, a multimedia experience meant to take you into the world of a truck being produced, not done wall at all.
The third stop, an observation deck that shows off the grass they grow on the roof of the plant.
I can’t believe they make such a big deal about grass on the roof. I’m green, I love trees, but they’ve idled The Rouge, a whole forest being grown on the roof won’t change that—what a disgrace.
I walked onto the catwalk that allows tourists like myself to walk around the giant room where Ford F150’s are supposed to be assembled.
Look at this. Fifty million dollars a day of industrial output sitting idle. They say it’s only for ninety days, but this should never happen—not in America. I wonder what Henry Ford would think? Fords being made in Mexico while The Rouge is idle? And why are some of the TV’s that tell me what goes on here not state of the art plasmas? It’s the little things. If you want to give people a tour meant to impress—impress!
Unbelievable, the light in the bathroom is not motion sensor activated. They have grass on the roof to absorb extra rainwater but no sensor activated lights in the bathroom? Why not, Al Gore’s house burns more electricity than the entire state of Tennessee, when he’s home, not flying around on his private jet that burns more gas than my car will in a hundred years…And I like Al Gore but… I wish I knew Bill Ford. He seems like a good guy. I would love to talk to him.
I stood in the lobby and admired a red F150 extended cab—that was currently not being made by the plant that makes red F150 extended cabs.
I would buy one of these right now, but of course there is no dealership here at the factory to sell Fords to all the people like me who are all inspired by the tour. I’m sure there is some ridiculous reason that you can’t actually buy a Ford at Ford. Wait I can hear it, “Well were not actually dealers, we have dealers, and it wouldn’t be fair to allow one dealer to sell Fords at Ford over the other Ford dealers…”and so on.
And then it struck me that the Ford Dealership in Dearborn was pretty mediocre.
Well that’s what’s wrong. The Ford Dealership in Dearborn should be a tourist attraction. If you can’t get it right in your hometown, how can you get it right anywhere else? There’s no standard being set.
And then it struck me that they don’t assemble Fords in California anymore.
California is the largest car market in the United States. They should make Mustangs in California—loyalty. I bet if Ford made cars in our state they could count on some loyalty. Loyalty? Does anyone even know what it is anymore?
I entered Greenfield Village, it would I expect still make Henry Ford proud. I smiled as real Model T’s drove people around and kids played baseball with the staff by 1869 rules. I stood in the Wright Brothers’ bicycle shop, then I ate lunch in a carriage house, the menu of which hadn’t changed since 1857—I drank a mint julep and ate onion pie with some trout. I walked to the great American poet Robert Frost’s house…and stood and listened to a recording, an old recording, of him reading “The Road Less Traveled”. What a voice.
I will go to the Grand Hotel, sit on the porch, and write a poem, I thought to myself as I listened…
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth
Then took the other as just as fair
And having perhaps the better claim
Because it was grassy and wanted wear
Though as for that, the passing there
Had worn them really about the same
And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet, knowing how way leads onto way
I doubted if I should ever come back
I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence
Two roads diverged in a wood
And I took the one less traveled by
And that has made all the difference
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Michigan Part III
The Ritz Carlton Dearborn had been more than adequate. Greenfield village had been nothing less than inspiring—Robert Frost and “The Road Less Traveled” moved me. The Rouge left me troubled and wanting to talk to Bill Ford. The attractive blonde did not pack quickly. I was used to this, but I wanted to get on the road to Mackinac Island—restless was I. So, I checked my email. I planned on meeting with Border’s when I was done on Mackinac, but a letter of recommendation from Barnes & Noble was a pleasant surprise, as I was sure it would only add to the insanity of the Barnes & Noble / Stan Lerner relationship.
“What are you reading, honey?” asked the blonde.
I read the following out loud to her:
Matt Lohr
Community Relations Manager
189 The Grove Dr., L.A., CA 90036
crm2089@bn.com
323.525.0366
To Whom It May Concern:
Hello, my name is Matt Lohr, and I am the community relations manager for Barnes & Noble at the Grove in Los Angeles, CA. A short while ago, I became acquainted with the works of author Stan Lerner. Mr. Lerner is the author of Criminal, both a pitch-black tale of America’s drug-dealing underworld and an intense glimpse into the psyche of a singular American evil genius. This book was the Grand Prize winner at the 2008 Hollywood Book Festival, a literary event at which our store was the principal bookseller.
I have also gotten to know Stan Lerner himself, and I can honestly say that few authors I have worked with can match his enthusiasm and versatility. In addition to Criminal, he has written humorous fiction, self-help satire, and even children’s books (all available through his imprint, Lerner Wordsmith Press). What’s more, Mr. Lerner is an energetic individual who exudes good humor and chutzpah, and his innovative marketing ideas have led to successful readings and signing events throughout southern California.
I can personally vouch for Stan Lerner as someone whose work it is worth your while to consider for a featured event at your venue, and his books would make a welcome addition to your store’s inventory. If you have any further questions for me, don’t hesitate to contact me via the information listed above.
Take care,
Matt Lohr
Community Relations Manager
“Wow, that’s so great…Why don’t you seem happier?”
I looked at the nice email—and just wanted to leave. “Are you ready yet?” I asked.
The five-plus-hour drive from Dearborn to Mackinac Island was a relaxing drive by Los Angeles standards. Lots of green not too many cars—the Grand Marquis floated along flawlessly.
“So, why aren’t you happier about the letter of recommendation you got?”
I sighed, and wondered what I was doing with a blonde that had a brain and tenacity—so much for stereotypes. “Do you really want to know?”
“Well, yeah. It seems like a great thing for your books to be in Barnes & Noble.”
I laughed. “Why do you think my books are going to be in Barnes & Noble? I mean other than at The Grove store—which, giving credit where credit is due is, their premier store on the West Coast. But why do you think that they are going to put my book into their stores?”
“Well, you have great reviews, you have a fanatical following, you won the contest they run, you’re in their best store, and now you have a letter of recommendation that says that you should be in every store—not just Barnes & Noble…And sweetie everyone knows you’re a great writer—your book is important.”
“And you think that the women in the Small Press Department at Barnes & Noble care about any of those things?” I laughed again.
“Don’t be so negative…you’ve done everything…and more. You’ll see.”
It was my first trip to Mackinac Island. I was looking forward to writing a poem. And maybe there was still some small place in my heart that wanted to believe that more than one lone community relations manager was capable of doing the right thing. I thought about my Tuesday meeting with Border’s in Anne Arbor. I wondered if I would find some sanity there.
I looked over at the blonde. “Do you know that they make and sale ten thousand pounds of fudge every day on Mackinac Island?”
“I’m the one that told you about Mackinac fudge.”
“Maybe I would have been better off making fudge, or chocolate, or something instead of becoming a writer?”
“You didn’t become a writer, you were born a writer...You’re the best writer in America—”
My mind began to truly ponder a life without a calling as we passed through the farmland of Northern Michigan.
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GRAND AGAIN
A Poem By Stan Lerner
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about the air, not on the island but out there.
Too often polluted by despair.
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about the Rouge Plant asleep, a betrayed soul which was all of ours to keep.
Once a symbol of might, now a symbol of darkness like the night.
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about hearing the old tired voice of Robert Frost speak of the road less traveled—an endeavor in which I have also dabbled.
There was indeed a fork in the road, a part of life which we have all been told.
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about click, click, klop, click, klop, a horse passed by.
A sound from another time.
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I asked myself, “Better off now or better off then? Will civilization need to begin again?”
I talked to myself about this a lot, click, klop, click, klop…
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about dress too casual, the few with vision, the abundance without, the profanity spoken by teenagers, how base we’ve become, and the beauty of an island surrounded by blue water that tolerates it all.
The Grand does make one feel small.
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about what might become of the rest of my years.
A bird flew near, then off toward a lighthouse no longer in use.
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about what might become of the rest of my years.
All of the hopes and a few of the fears.
On the porch of the Grand I sat and rocked.
And to myself I talked.
I talked to myself about taking time to love and time to think—a slight breeze blew from a direction I did not expect.
I watched as the flags moved by the wind and hoped we could all be Grand again.
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HBO The Russians Invade And Sam Noah
“What do you mean HBO passed on turning “Stan Lerner’s Criminal” into a series? You said this was a fucking no-brainer.”
“They said that they’re moving in a more family oriented direction.”
I wasn’t thrilled by my manager’s news to say the least. “The people that brought us Six Feet Under, Sopranos, and Deadwood are looking for something more family oriented, than my award winning novel that I’m back in Michigan to meet with Borders about national distribution on? This is a joke, right?”
“We should talk in person,” suggested Lisa.
“I’m in Michigan for a week.”
“I’ve taken it to Showtime, hopefully things will go better there…What do you want to do about the reading at the Hollywood Library?”
“Cancel it, I’m not interested in doing a room that only holds forty people. I told you I want to do the Downtown LA Library….And Showtime has ten great shows…HBO, has nothing…This is just fucking crazy!”
“The Downtown LA Library said they can’t book an event. It’s done through an organization…”
“Lisa, I’m the best writer in America, I live Downtown, and they have authors that lose festivals to me from the Westside there all the time…just send me the info of whoever handles the events there and I’ll take care of it.”
I hung up the phone and looked at the beautiful blonde waiting for me in bed.
“Is everything okay?” she inquired.
I shrugged. “Yeah, why do you ask?”
“Well it just sounded…”
“Oh, that. It’s nothing.” Her arms wrapped around my waste and she kissed my stomach. I stood there naked and happy running my hands through her hair. I was anxious to make lover to her, but the fact that something that should just be done wasn’t bothered me…There’s a lot of trouble out there. I thought to myself.
I had been back in LA for a week—finally a moment to call HBO.
“Sue Naegle’s office this is Steve.”
“Hi Steve, it’s Stan Lerner calling for Sue.”
“Stan Lerner?”
“I’m the author of “Stan Lerner’s Criminal” if you don’t know who I am. And I don’t mean that in a Hollywood jerk-off kind of way…”
“Sorry Stan, Sue is on vacation.”
“Listen, my manager submitted my novel to you guys, and then told me HBO passed on it because it was not family oriented enough…”
“I’m on Amazon looking at it right now.” Steve sounded sufficiently impressed.
“Just so you know when she told me this I almost dropped the phone. Seriously, I need to hear this from you guys. It just sounds like such bullshit to me. I’m ready to fire my people if this isn’t absolutely true.”
“Stan, HBO doesn’t accept unsolicited material…”
“What are you talking about? You’ve already read it and passed.”
“I know, I’m just supposed to say that…You really need to talk to Mike Garcia’s office.”
“If I can’t get a straight answer from Mike’s office I’m going to need to talk to Sue.”
“I’m sure they will be able to tell you what happened.”
“Thanks Steve.”
“Hello, Mike Garcia’s office, Susan speaking.”
“It’s Stan Lerner calling for Mike.”
“Hi Stan, Mike’s in a meeting is there something I can help you with?”
“Do you know who I am?”
“Actually, I do.”
“Well let me tell you why I’m calling. I wanted to turn my novel “Stan Lerner’s Criminal” into a motion picture. But my people all got together to convince me that it should be an HBO series. Everybody on my side seemed to think that this was an easy deal to get done. And then last week they tell me you guys are taking a pass because you’re looking for more family oriented material. Not that I’m mad at HBO, but my characters make the Sopranos look like a bunch of pussies, it has the reviews, the awards, and the readers, so I just need to confirm that what I’ve been told is accurate.”
“I understand,” she said in the tone of a witness to what’s going wrong. “Someone will get back to you.”
“Thanks.”
An hour later my phone rang. “Hi Stan this is Jerry from Francheska Orsi’s office at HBO. I just wanted to tell you that Francheska is the one who reviewed the book and passed.”
“And what exactly does Francheska do at HBO?” I asked, thinking that someone in janitorial might have made such a decision…not literally but someone not really qualified.
“She’s the head of development. She works under Mike and Gina.”
“And she passed on my book because you guys are looking for family shows?”
“Well, more family oriented programming.”
“HBO original programming is built on sex and violence…You know I’m from LA, so I’m used to hearing some crazy bullshit…I thought my people were lying, I was going to fire them, but now that I’ve heard it myself…Anyway, thanks for getting back to me…” I vented for a few minutes more and then went back to my ever-growing stack of work.
I left the house early the next morning—off to Starbucks with my computer. I had only walked to the end of the block when—
I can’t believe we didn’t make a deal at HBO…Life is just a never ending chain of surprises these days…A black Rolls Royce Phantom with heavy armor plating—there’s only one person who would have something like that.
The black Rolls blocked the crosswalk I had intended to use. The rear door opened, in the opposite direction of most cars—a suicide door. I did not need to be instructed—silently I slid into the back seat.
“Hello Stan. Long time no see.”
“Hello Sam,” I said to Sam Noah—sitting next to me.
“So you’re a famous writer now.”
“I don’t know about famous,” I responded, wondering if I had much longer to live—literally.
“Well, you’re certainly getting there. You know the word that comes to my mind? Preposterous. It is preposterous to imagine that you have gone from who you were—to this.” He turned his head to the left and looked out the window. “You wrote a book about me…You’re really out of your fucking mind.”
“It’s been out for two months, Sam. If you wanted to do something about it?”
“Oh, I’m not going to kill you if that’s what you mean…” His right hand waved off the idea. “I’ve had eighteen years to do that…” he said referring to the time since I had last met with him and my former friends.
“So, why are you here?”
“It’s a great book by the way,” said Sam ignoring my question. Sam often ignores what’s being said to him, he hears, but ignores. “What a mind you have,” he continued. “Ever since we were little kids—it’s like you can just do anything. You’re the only one who has ever retired—the only one…I let you…You said you would live a quiet life, becoming a famous writer wasn’t part of the deal.”
“You know what I meant when I said I would live a quiet life.”
He turned his face back toward me. His eyes always penetrate through one’s soul. “You’re playing a fucking game Stan and I don’t know if I like it…And if I decide I don’t like it you’re going to stop. Do you understand?”
“Yes.”
“And don’t ever fucking act like you don’t know what I’m talking about. All these fucking idiots that don’t get it…Amazing…You put up a billboard.” He shook his head, and then composed himself. “Eighteen years you’ve lived this shit life of yours…I mean we all keep wondering how much longer.”
“It’s a challenge Sam but…”
“Its embarrassing Stan. It’s hard to watch—and we watch—everything.”
“Sam…”
He held up his hand cutting me off. “Please spare me you’re delusional bullshit about how good you feel being part of all this—because you’re not. You will never be accepted into this nonsense. Do you enjoy putting your fate in the hands of a bunch of nothings...You’re one of us, not one of them, never forget that…At least you look halfway decent still.”
“Thanks.”
“Come back.”
I looked out the window. The street played in front of me. “No. I like what I’m doing right now—I made the right decision.”
“I can make you come back.”
“No Sam, you can kill me—I’m sure any time you want. But you can’t make me come back.”
“You’re that lonely, Stan?”
There are no words that one can say to Sam Noah that he does not see the deeper meaning of. “I’m alone Sam, I think we both know that.”
“I could make everything you want to happen, happen. Nobody will say no. Anything you want will be yours again…and then things can get back to normal.”
I shook my head. “I’m going to endure this…”
“Because you are above it all,” Sam laughed. “You don’t care about what we care about…” Sam looked at me with genuine disgust. “The Russians have invaded Georgia, what do you think about that?”
“I don’t want to be involved Sam. I don’t want to think about it.”
“Stan, what do you think about the Russians invading Georgia?”
“Is this a one time deal?” I asked.
“No…”
Two words that Sam Noah says should make anyone who hears them have cause for trepidation, the first is yes and the second is no. This, no, meant that Sam would be back in my life.
“Sam, our allies the Georgians invaded a breakaway republic during the opening ceremonies of the Olympics while our President sat next to Putin…The Russians kicked the shit out of them because their weapons aren’t much better than slingshots and they’re a bunch of whiney pussies who don’t want to die for their country—our allies.”
Sam smiled. “Go on.”
“Well if they’re our allies, which they shouldn’t be…the Russians can’t be allowed to occupy them. And while I personally have nothing against the Russians—if they don’t split we should get involved.”
“How involved?”
I sighed. “They’re all…”
“How involved would the old Stan say?” Sam insisted.
“If the Russians want to fight, fight. The old Stan would say let’s see what they’ve got…I’m guessing they’re not all that.”
The Rolls pulled up to the Starbucks I had planned on walking to. “I believe this is the Starbucks you like.” Sam reached over and opened the door. “It’s been way too long brother—way too long…We’ll be talking again soon.”
I stood and watched as the car pulled away. I should have felt something but I didn’t. I thought about HBO, compared to Sam—inconsequential. I thought about the Russians, and the Georgians our allies that didn’t have the brains to arm themselves to the teeth against the Russians—consequential. Finally, I thought about Sam, better looking, and no doubt more powerful than ever being back in my life—
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Vegas Whiskey Pete And Sam Noah
Nick’s black SLR ate up Interstate 15 as we cruised at 110 mph to Sin City. There was business at hand and possibly some sin.
“Hi this is Stan,” I said into my Iphone.
“Hi Stan it’s Debbie in Michael Starr’s office. I spoke to Michael and he said you should stop by.”
“We just left Barstow, I probably won’t be there until five,” I replied not happy to be running late.
“Not a problem Stan, Michael will be here. Just call when you’re downstairs.”
“Thanks Debbie.” Debbie was always friendly. I turned to Nick. “You don’t mind if we stop at State Line. I need to talk to Mike and see if we can get a deal done on Whiskey Pete’s or not.”
Nick shrugged. “Not a problem at all.”
I looked at my phone for a moment—it was unusual for Mike to have the time or the desire to meet. I looked back to Nick. “At least you’ll get to see the executive offices at Buffalo Bill’s.”
“I thought you were doing a deal at Whiskey Pete’s?”
“The executive office for all three hotels at State Line is hidden away at Buffalo Bill’s. It’s actually kind of cool—I think you’ll like it.”
I’m sure Nick’s SLR was the nicest car to pull into the valet at Buffalo Bill’s in a while, well maybe with the exception of the Herbst boys. Their father, Terrible Herbst, had bought Primm Nevada from MGM who had actually bought Primm from old man Primm.
Mike sent someone down to let us in and walk us up to his office.
“Hey Stan!” Mike said in a genial tone standing in the doorway to his office.
“Hi Mike,” I nodded toward Nick, “this is my friend Nick.”
“Nice to meet you.”
“Nice to meet you too.”
“C’mon in and sit down guys.”
We sat down in Mike’s large, plush office, which looked like something out of Bonanza. The place was quiet—like Buffalo Bill, business at State Line was dead. The Indian casinos, high cost of gas, MGM running the place into the ground, or management that hadn’t been able to make a deal on a showroom for three months with me—hard to tell why the place was dead, but it was.
“So where are we with things?” he asked.
“Mike, you asked me to put more risk on my side of the deal, so I did. You tell me where we’re at, do the numbers work for you?”
He turned to his computer and started searching through his email in an attempt to find the proposal that he had, had for weeks. “Here it is.” He printed it out.
“I put all the equipment costs on my side of the deal and cut your advertising commitment in half…”
We talked for an hour and we seemed to be on the same page—finally.
“Okay, I’ll have an answer for you by Tuesday,” said Mike as he shook my hand. Mike and his subordinate Dave had to that point not kept their word to me once, so I left feeling, well, actions speak louder than words.
The private hotel at the Venetian, called the Venezia Tower is nicer than the Venetian, but like the Venetian it lacks the integrity of a great hotel—it has flash but no substance. If the Venezia was a politician it could run for President—and maybe win.
I stayed at the Venezia as Nick’s guest—his suite was, as always, comped…but more importantly it was in his name so I could stay in Vegas and enjoy some anonymity—not from the public but from…”
“Where the fuck is our luggage?” Nick looked at his watch. “We’re late for dinner.”
“I looked at my watch. It’s only been a half hour—this is the Venetian.” Nick looked at me but I continued, “I’ll call down.”
“Oh, I see the VIP desk never called to tell you to bring up our luggage? That’s a drag because we’re a half hour late for dinner now.”
“It will be right up!” the voice on the phone assured. “Five minutes.”
I chuckled as I sat back down in the living room. “If you didn’t catch it, we’ve been sitting and waiting for luggage that isn’t coming.”
Nick shook his head. “Why does the service here always suck?”
I shrugged. I thought about pontificating as to where the buck should stop, but once a long time ago I had spoken to Rob Goldstein the President of the Venetian on the phone and he had been nice enough. “They said our stuff will be here in five minutes.”
“Great. Dave is going to have to start eating without us…he has a plane to catch.”
Twenty minutes later our luggage arrived and we left for Joe’s Stone Crab for a dinner that was as good as the service at the Venetian is bad.
Saturday night, Christian Audigier, the new club at TI, was going off as a club should on Saturday night. No real big boys there, other than Nick and myself, but a bottle table on the balcony was sufficient for a few drinks—and to say I had seen the new club. Carlos, my great VIP host, used to help out with the “Night Tribe” show that I used to produce at the Rio. I wondered where all the good-looking girls came from. Oh to be young and handsome like Carlos, again.
Look at all these girls. It’s a little late to take one back to the room. You have to get to your table early and get them drunk if you want to do that. Funny, I don’t even want to. I’m in Vegas and I don’t feel like having a woman tonight…
“Are you ready to get the fuck out of here?” asked Nick interrupting my thought.
“Yes,” I answered, rising to my feet—buzzed. I can drink, and Nick can drink more. I said goodbye to my friend Andy who is usually around when I am in Vegas, and made my way through the crowd of pulsating bodies. I thought back to the first incarnation of the club, when it had been called Tangerine. I met a girl from Texas there that night. She was wife material…and so it goes.
The blonde that crossed the street with us was very well dressed. She had short very nicely cut hair and the athletic body of a professional skier. I guessed her to be in her early twenties.
“So did you guys have fun tonight?” she asked.
I remember the last time a girl asked me that in almost this very same spot New Years Eve 2005. Great sex ensued shortly-thereafter.
“We had a good time, “ I answered politely. “He’s going to play. I’m calling it a night.”
“So early?” she was genuinely surprised.
I smiled. “I’ve been here before. And I have some writing to do tomorrow.”
“I don’t know…You’re in Vegas, you should be having fun all night.”
“Would you like to join me for something to eat,” I asked. “I’ll order some room service.”
She smiled back at me. “I’m not hungry, but I’ll keep you company.”
“You look like you need a friend.” I meant this—it wasn’t a line.
She nodded. “Actually I do.”
Up in the suite I didn’t hesitate to begin running a bath and taking off my clothes. She stood in the living room and stared at a copy of “Stan Lerner’s Criminal”, which she had taken from the living room table. I always travel with a copy…
“I thought you looked familiar. I’ve been wanting to read this.”
“I’m going to take a bath…Make yourself comfortable…Enjoy the book, I hear it’s really good.”
The bath water was just right. At least the hot water works in this hotel, I thought to myself. And then laughed at hearing the sounds of my neighbors through the paper-thin walls.
Monica walked into the bathroom completely naked. I couldn’t help but to admire her body, there is no skin, like young skin, but it really was her face that I liked. She had a nice smile—the smile of a good person.
“Are you really a bad man?” she asked as she squatted down into the water. “Wow, this is hot.”
“Yes, I am.” Our legs intertwined.
“But you seem really nice…And you knew that I needed a friend…And now I’m in your bathtub…How did you know I needed a friend?”
“I know people. You’re a prostitute of some kind. Judging by your looks a high- priced one…And it always catches up with people…Selling one’s self, I mean. Most people do it, one way or the other, that’s why so many people are alone and unhappy today. We live in a world of high-priced whores.”
“I’ve been doing it a year…I’ve made a lot of money…But I’m retiring…I knew the moment I saw you that you weren’t a client…It’s the way you stand…I was thinking to myself, this guy is way to comfortable with himself—he’s accomplished some big things.”
I leaned forward and we kissed innocently on the lips. I was thinking I might change my mind about wanting a woman and make love to her…The thought dissipated as I heard the sound of the door opening. I’m sure Monica stayed calm mostly because I did not bother to move as Sam Noah, and the man known as the other Stan walked into the bathroom. Sam pulled up the small bench from the makeup mirror while the other Stan stood in the doorway.
“Hello Stan…and friend,” said Sam, in a tone that was, and has always been, the tone of a dangerous man.
I looked at Monica. “I’m a bad man…These are really bad men, so don’t think I’m being discourteous by not introducing you…And don’t speak.”
I turned back to Sam Noah, the world’s most powerful criminal, and the other Stan, a man that had done things to other human beings that even my book had to sanitize. “Hi Sam.” I nodded toward the other Stan. “Hi Stan, longtime no see.”
Sam leaned forward. “Okay, as last we spoke I told you how not thrilled I was about your book…I reminded you that you were allowed to retire because you made a deal to keep—” he was straining to keep calm, “a low profile. I asked you for an opinion about the Russians invading Georgia. No big deal. Not anywhere near the violation of our agreement that you pulled with that fucking book. And you wrote a blog about it…Do you know what that cost me?”
The Russians stopped the attack and overthrow the day I posted—pussies.
“You cost me half a billion dollars! And don’t tell me that you didn’t know that they read your blog.”
“Can I speak, Sam?”
“You better, Stan. You better explain what the fuck you’re doing. And why the fuck are you trying to make a deal at State Line? Because I know you don’t really give a shit about doing a show at some piece of shit casino in the middle of the desert.”
“Sam, I wrote a book that did you no harm. But you used that as a pretext to park your Rolls Royce Phantom back in my life—after eighteen years. I’ve taken a bullet for you twice and I’ve gone to jail for you…I told you I’m a writer. Your interest, don’t interest me. If you insist on asking my opinions about things, I’m going to write about them. And if it makes you feel better the Russians are still occupying plenty of Georgia—dug in now like sitting ducks.”
“Stan, you’ve got to stop this craziness.” Sam lowered his voice his tone reflected his true concern for me, “I told you, you should come back.”
“Writing’s not crazy, Sam. And I’ve already taken a pass on your offer.”
“There’s not going to be a deal at State Line…Barnes & Noble is not going to carry your book nationally.”
I stared at him—feeling some feelings I didn’t care for.
He put his hand over his chest and shook his head. “No, not because of me. I would never do that. Stan, no matter how smart you are, and there is nobody smarter, no matter how good you are, they won’t let it happen. You’re one of us, not one of them. And they know it. They will always be afraid of you.”
I was used to my phones being tapped and my mail being read but the bathtub interruption was getting old. “What do you really want, Sam? Why are you and the other Stan in my bathroom, in a suite that isn’t registered to me, in this overrated hotel in Las Vegas?”
“Have you seen Felix the Cat?” he asked, referring to the drug lord not the cartoon character.
“I have no interest in Mexico, Sam,” I stated plainly.
“You’re sure? Because there is a lot of trouble down there, the kind of trouble you used to like.”
“Nothing to do with it.”
Sam looked back at the other Stan, silently they concurred that I was telling the truth. “Do you have an opinion about Mexico that won’t cost me money?”
“There’s going to be a lot more trouble down there, Sam. Nothing anyone can even imagine right now.”
Sam stood and walked to the door then turned back to face me. “November 06 you had lunch with Prime Minister Netenyahu in a private room at a restaurant in New York called Solo. What did you two talk about, Stan?”
“Can’t tell you that, Sam.”
He nodded. “I’m pretty sure I know…And be careful with this blogging thing.”
“You’ll still make fifty to a hundred million over there, Sam.”
“Which isn’t five hundred million, brother…Enjoy your stay at this shit-hole of a hotel. The old you would never stay in a place like this. And I am sorry for the bad news you are about to get…”
I waited for the sound of the door closing. Monica leaned forward and kissed me innocently on the lips. I looked at my fingers. “I’m kind of water logged.” She kissed me again. “I told you I’m bad…And my friends are really bad.”
“Do you mind if I stay with you tonight?” she asked.
I smiled. “Not a bit.”
POST 11
Bad News From Barnes & Noble
I exited Nick’s black SLR and headed for the rear entrance to my building’s lobby. The pleasant sound of water emanated from the fountain, as usual, and struck a chord of familiarity. But my stroll through the impressive marble lobby was not warm or comfortable as a return to one’s home should be.
I opened my mailbox and took the stack of envelopes with me up to my place—best described as a pad. Sam Noah had said there would be bad news—no doubt there would be. The envelope from Barnes & Noble was of course the obvious choice. My novel “Stan Lerner’s Criminal” would become an instant Best Seller if they carried it nationally—it had won the Hollywood Book Festival, which they sponsored—their own Director of Community Relations Matt Lour had recommended it to all retailers—bad news. I wondered how Sam and friends intercepted and read my mail. The envelope’s seal was pristine. But really how hard is it to just print up a new envelope?
Dear Mr. Lerner,
Thank you for resubmitting “Stan Lerner’s Criminal”.
One of our challenges as a book retailer is to pick the best assortments of titles for our stores based on sales trends in categories, and the purchasing habits of customers (i.e. what does our history tell us they are more likely to buy in stores, versus what they buy online at barnesandnoble.com).
Our experience with other titles similar to yours tells us that the customer is more likely to expect to purchase this title online rather than in a general trade retail bookstore. As a result, we have decided not to add this title to our store assortment.
We do want to make it available to our customers through the Barnes & Noble website, barnesandnoble.com, www.bn.com. In order to make your title available to any of our customers who want it, we will be stocking your title in our distribution network, through our relationship with Baker & Taylor. As long as this title remains in stock at Baker & Taylor, we will have a ready supply, and the title will be available for 24-hour delivery to our customers who shop for it online at our website, www.bn.com and in 5 to 8 business days for customers requesting it in the stores. In the next two weeks a purchase order of two copies will be sent to Baker & Taylor.
Sincerely,
Evelyn Velazquez
Small Press Department, Barnes & Noble, Inc.
I let the letter fall from my hand to the desk.
This is not the American Dream. Work hard, be honest, make a better product than everyone else—and then have some mediocre woman in a cubicle send you one of these. What to do, what to do? Call the boss. Call Steve Riggio the chairman of Barnes & Noble and ask him to intervene. He won’t. They’ll think you’re crazy for calling. But you’ll know you did everything there was to do. Better call first thing in the morning then go to The Novel Café and finish “Blast” since it might be the last thing you ever write.
“Good morning Steve Riggio’s office.”
“This is Stan Lerner, whom I speaking to?”
“This is Maki, I’m Steve’ assistant.”
“Hi Maki, I’m having some craziness with your small press department that maybe you or Steve can help me with.”
“Well Steve’s on vacation, why don’t you tell me what’s going on? Maybe I can help.”
“I’ve submitted a novel to small press called “Stan Lerner’s Criminal” that’s now been rejected twice. I’m sure they reject a lot of books but it makes no sense to reject this book. It’s the most highly reviewed book of the year. It just won the Hollywood Book Festival, which Barnes & Noble sponsors. And your own Director of Communications has given it a written recommendation to all stores…Oh, and small press has a video that clearly shows the crowds and excitement that the book readings and signings generate—usually 100 to 200 people an event. So, all that being said there’s just something wrong with this decision.”
“Stan, I will definitely find out what’s going on.”
“Maki, not to sound dramatic, but business in this country is in real trouble because of this kind of stupidity. You can’t ask a publisher to do everything they’re supposed to do, then not come through with a reliable distribution channel. Because if a decision like this one stands, it really means that business is just a ridiculous gamble. People who actually make things would really be better off just going to Vegas and throwing the dice—it can’t all just come down to the whim of some wheel in the cog.”
“I understand Stan.”
The Novel Café is arguably LA’s best writer’s writer place to write. Located on the borderline of Santa Monica Beach and Venice Beach it’s artsy, bohemian and intellectual all rolled into one—tourist actually stop by on occasion to see the writers writing. It was my third day in a row sitting for six-hour stretches at the tables where much of Criminal came in to existence.
The air felt good as I stepped outside. The end of summer ocean breeze held a final embrace, before leaving. The sight of Frank sitting outside smoking a cigarette was a logical continuation of the Sam Noah and friends reunion that was apparently underway since the release of Criminal. I couldn’t help but wonder if Sam had been right about it being me who had broken our agreement—I had written a book.
Frank looked up at me and said nothing—his look was sardonic. Like Sam and the other Stan he was still in great shape, but of course it’s incumbent on killers like Sam, the other Stan, and Frank to stay in shape—their craft demands it.
“What the fuck Frank? Why are you here?”
“Nice to see you too, Stan.”
“I’m not in the mood. I can’t even take a bath…”
Frank stood up, let his cigarette drop to the sidewalk, then ground it out with his foot. “You know I’m not in management. Sam said keep an eye on you—so here I am bored out of my fucking mind.”
I looked back through the window at my computer on the table. “I had to write the book, Frank.”
“Stan, I don’t want to know anything. Sam said to make sure nothing happens to you…”
“I can take care of myself.”
Frank looked at me face to face. “Your old friends are hacking off people’s heads down South. The price of white has almost doubled…And there are a lot of people who think you’ve actually lost your mind and maybe have something to do with all this craziness—so, again, here I am bored out of my mind.”
I sighed. “I’m going back inside.”
As I sat at my table I thought back to the night Frank had held Hector Ochoa’s mouth open while Sam cut out his tongue. The thought was thankfully interrupted by the old school ring of my iphone. I looked down at the 212 area code and hoped that Barnes & Noble had come to a new conclusion.
“Hi this is Stan.”
“Hi Stan this is Marcela Smith from Barnes & Noble. I’m the head of small press.”
“Hi Marcella, I’m the writer causing all of the trouble.”
Her voice was surprisingly pleasant. “Well, you’re trying to get your book out there—I understand. And you’ve definitely spent a lot of money to make it happen. But Stan you really need to get more involved with reading groups and other writers. You need more word of mouth.”
“Marcella, you’ve seen the video. You know that people line up by the hundreds to get a signed copy of my book. I have the fastest growing blog on the Internet. I have word of mouth…”
“Stan, we’re happy to sell your book online. Putting it in stores is too much risk.”
“What risk? You have ninety days to return it if it doesn’t sell. The risk is all mine. And besides you are selling it at your number one store on the West Coast—right now.”
“That’s one store.”
“Did it sell?”
“We sold five copies.”
“So, why not put five copies in every store? You know they’ll sell—they just did. And in a store where we didn’t even do an event or advertise. You could just do this Marcela and it’s a best seller.”
Her tone became serious. She had decided to stop lying. “Stan, don’t you think if we wanted to do that, we would have done that already?”
The word “wanted” rang in my head. They just didn’t “want” to put the book on the shelf. “Thanks Marcela, at least now I understand.”
“It doesn’t mean we won’t ever…”
I hung up and looked at Frank who had joined me at the table—uninvited. “Think about what you say right now, Frank. I’m not in such a great mood.”
“It’s good to see that look in your eye, Stan. I was pretty sure you hadn’t become the peace loving pussy they said you had.” He chuckled. “Although I can’t believe you were pleading with some dumb bitch to buy your book…You should let me talk to her.”
I folded my computer top down and put it in its case. “I’m leaving now. Don’t follow me.” Frank smiled. “I’m serious Frank, don’t.”
“That’s what I’m talking about,” Frank said, as I walked away.
POST 12
John McCain’s Convention Speech
By Stan Lerner
My friends and fellow citizens I am profoundly honored and humbled to accept your nomination for the Presidency of the United States of America.
In 1789, our nation elected its first President—George Washington. A man called the purest figure in history. An extraordinary man that made it possible for ordinary men to rule. Ordinary men, meaning: all of us, a government elected by the people for the people, that follows the will of the majority, but does not betray it’s responsibility to the minority, to the poor, to the old, to the sick, to the weak, and to the immigrant.
Our fist leader’s pre-eminent service to our great country has a place in history that will never be equaled, but should always be studied and emulated. A man educated at home. A planter who loved the land. A leader of men into battle. The wealthiest man of a nation struggling to be born that heard the call of its people and answered it literally riding in front of his troops on a white horse—encamping with them during the freezing winters in Valley Forge.
There were many great men of this generation, one can only be humbled by hearing their names, John Adams, Thomas Jefferson, James Madison, Alexander Hamilton, Benjamin Franklyn and many more. They came together to elect a President not based on royal lineage. And not based on rhetoric or hyperbole. The people of the United States and the founding fathers came together to elect a leader that was not only qualified, but the most qualified to lead a nation at its first crossroads. A nation by its democratic nature that will always be at a crossroads—because we are free.
In our free nation, that so many have sacrificed for, for more than two hundred and thirty-two years, we are free to think as we like and we are free to speak our thoughts. Incredible freedoms that should never be taken for granted…But with these freedoms comes an incredible individual responsibility. A free mind must be responsible to itself. It must find happiness in its own internal framework—Americans, since the founding fathers, have not only embraced this responsibility they have cherished it.
So, let us not talk politics tonight, but rather speak the truth, let’s talk straight…because the foundation of our freedom is, and has always been, based on our own individual intellectual honesty.
Today the United States of America stands alone as the wealthiest and most productive country in the history of mankind. Today, the United States of America stands alone as the greatest military power the world has ever known. Today, our old alliances with England, Germany, and France are not weak, they are strong…And our support of democracy around the globe has created new allies out of countries once ruled by an evil empire. Today, the Unites States of America has the strongest government on earth. This is the undeniable truth of our great country. But we can do better—
With greatness comes the challenge of greatness. Americans never settle for the status quo. Americans never say that things are good enough. Americans reach for the stars and even when we fall short—we try again.
It is however, incumbent on us to discuss the times when we fall short. These are the times when we question ourselves. These are the times that we rightfully question those who have been entrusted with the public welfare. This is how we make our country better. We should always remember that history has shown us that when we have fallen short it is not because we have failed to move forward, but rather we have drifted from the principles of our founding fathers, the very foundation of our greatness.
Today our country, as successful as it is, is falling short in some areas. But make no mistake about it, the solutions to our problems will not come from drifting further away from the core values that have brought us to such lofty heights. The solutions will not come from more government and less freedom. America’s challenges will be met when the government gets out of the way of the people and let’s Americans do what they do best—succeed.
For Americans to do what they do best, our country must be safe. The safety of the public is, first and foremost, the responsibility of the Commander and Chief—the President. My fellow Americans, I have personally faced the enemies of freedom…and if you see fit to elect me as your President you can be assured that the resolve to never let our enemies prevail in their quest to destroy our way of life permeates my body and my soul.
In the 1990’s those entrusted with the safety of America failed to recognize and act against the gathering threat of Islamic Fundamentalism. On September 11th, 2001 the greatest attack in the history of our country took place. Many of those responsible have been brought to justice…and many have not. The blood of our brothers and sisters stains the hands of these men. They once lived and made their plans openly. Now they cower in caves and under rocks, but they still plan—their thirst for more blood unquenched. Let me say this plainly. As President, there will be no place far enough, no cave deep enough, no rock large enough, for these men to hide from the long arm of justice. These mass murderers will answer for their crimes.
Our country leads the world in creative thought and in science. But the same education system that produces the brightest minds in the world is failing many others. It is expedient to say that this problem is due to a lack of resources, but this is simply not the case. The Federal Government is spending 500 billion dollars a year on education. Can we build new schools? Yes. Can we pay those who educate our children more? Yes. But no matter how grand the buildings or how good the teachers, we will not fulfill our responsibility to educate students properly until we provide a standardized curriculum to our schools that has been created by the best minds of today for the better minds of tomorrow. As President I will do this.
With a curriculum developed that guarantees that a student in Detroit is getting the same opportunity to learn as the student in Beverly Hills I will make it the government’s priority to put a laptop computer in the hands of each and every student so that they may have equal access to their lessons. Every school classroom will be networked and today’s teachers will be able to work with their students, not to achieve passing grades, but true mastery of subject matter. And from this mastery of subject matter will come the next generation of creative thought, math, and science.
I support a parents’ right to choose the appropriate school for their child. So, we must give parents school vouchers. This will not be the ruin of public education; it will be the catalyst for a golden age of public education. Because where there is competition there is innovation.
My friends, I believe in testing, but testing is not learning. And learning how to take a test is not education. And an education system that forces teachers to teach test taking is not an education system—it is a factory. Let us come together, to once again create a culture that values education. Let us come together to instill the students of this generation with the same thirst for knowledge that generations before them have had. And let’s ask our schools to be accountable, but not at the expense of the learning experience.
The wealth of America is immense; though it has never been and never will be evenly distributed. The poor strive to be rich and the rich strive for more wealth if they so choose—this is the American way. It is not the government’s role to distribute or redistribute wealth. Rather, the government should be frugal with the people’s money and work diligently to ensure that all who seek to better their standard of living in this country have the opportunity to do so. To this end, as President, I will work to cut the top federal income tax rate to 20%. I will ask Congress to permanently eliminate both the death tax and capital gains. With more money in the hands of people and not the government, our economy will grow. And we will pay off our national debt.
If the tax and spending cuts I will ask Congress to approve are not enough to stimulate growth, balance our budget and pay off our debt, I will ask for a temporary national sales tax of 2.5%. It is time that the government meets its fiscal responsibilities with the same integrity that it asks its citizens to. We must balance the budget and pay off our debt. As President I will do this.
In the last eight years personal home ownership achieved an all-time high…More Americans own homes today than ever before. Homeownership is indeed one of the most important factors in the creation of personal wealth, however many homes were bought by people who could not truly afford them. This is a personal tragedy for many Americans and a great burden to our economy. The government and the American people must not allow legitimate markets to become corrupted by moneychangers and speculators. We must resolve ourselves to the fact that real wealth is not created by speculation with other people’s money, but through the production of quality goods and services. As President I will seek to limit regulations on business, but I will aggressively seek to regulate out of existence the practices that allow the corruption of our markets.
America consumes a great deal of energy. To this end we must explore and drill for oil responsibly, wherever possible. Increased oil production today is a necessity but it is only a temporary measure to meet our needs while we bring the full resources of private enterprise and the government together to develop the alternative energy resources that will completely replace our dependency on oil in the next twenty years. As President I will ask Congress to approve an energy bill that includes 500 billion dollars of new spending on alternative energies. When a consensus has been reached as to whether the cars of the future will run on natural gas, electricity, hydrogen, or a fuel type not yet even conceived, the government will be prepared to support the implementation of how this energy is to be distributed—quickly and in mass.
In the period of transition we are now entering, from fossil fuel to renewable energy sources, we must all come together to double our conservation efforts. As President I will ask Congress to raise mileage standards on all new vehicles and to make energy efficient light bulbs the law. And we will rebuild the nations power grid so that it is more efficient and more reliable. With the federal government taking the lead I will ask governors to double the efforts of their states. States in the sunbelt should build new homes with solar roofs and states where there is wind must mandate wind power. As President I will not approach alternative energy and energy conservation as a business opportunity, but as a matter of national security.
As part of our energy and conservation plan we must also undertake an entirely new approach to the nations water supply. Make no mistake; America’s water supply is every bit as important as our other natural resources. As President I will ask the Army Corps of Engineers to design, and we will build a national water grid. Working together, the country that put a man on the moon, will put an end to droughts and flooding.
For the safety of our country, the education of our children, a responsible and comprehensive energy program, the stewardship of our economy to still higher levels of prosperity, intelligent management of our natural resources, and real solutions for fixing social security and a health care system that offers the best care in the world, but at too high of a price. You may hold me accountable.
With much to do, I am fortunate to be joined by the next Vice President of America, Sarah Palin. Sarah is a successful wife, mother of five, and Governor of the Great State of Alaska. Sarah is a fiscal conservative and a proven reformer with an approval rating among the people of her state in excess of 80%…A well-spoken young man recently said, “Change doesn’t come from Washington, it comes to Washington.” Well, I agree—and I actually did something about it. Sarah Palin is coming to Washington…Sarah is young, but trust me when I tell you she has the strength of Golda Meir and the good sense and dignity of Margaret Thatcher—she has what it takes to lead America into the twenty-first century.
Soon we will leave this room and begin the final leg of a long campaign. This will not be easy. My opponent, Barack Obama, is a skilled orator. His charisma attracts crowds and his words intoxicate many listeners…But they are empty words.
Barack Obama speaks of change yet offers no real change. What he does offer in the most eloquent way, are the old failed ideas of socialism. If the automobile industry suffers because it is not making the cars that the public wants, he proposes that the government will somehow come in and show them how to make fuel-efficient vehicles. Healthcare costs too high? Barack Obama says that the government is somehow going to automate the industry. Taxes? Barack Obama wants to take the money from companies that he decides are making too much and redistribute it. More taxes? Barack Obama wants to take the money from individual Americans that he decides are making too much and redistribute it. Let me be perfectly clear, the change that Barack Obama is advocating is not real change, but a change back to a way of thinking that did not work in the Soviet Union, Cuba, or Communist China.
Barack Obama and his surrogates spent most of their convention trying to redefine, me. They did this because they cannot define their own candidate. And let me give you an example as to why:
Barack Obama, stood in front of 80,000 people and said that because Franklyn Delano Roosevelt and John F, Kennedy were democrats that the Democratic Party could be trusted to keep the people of this country safe…But the Democratic Party is not entrusted with the safety of the American public—the President is. Barack Obama equates himself, because he is a democrat, to Presidents Roosevelt and Kennedy? Friends, President Roosevelt prior to becoming the Commander and Chief had been the Assistant Secretary of the Navy. President Kennedy had received the Navy and Marine Corps Medal for his display of courage during World War II…Barack Obama is no Roosevelt and he is no Kennedy. And any attempt at comparison is not the audacity of hope but just audacity.
Tonight, America is, as it often is, at a crossroads. We are a great country, but there is much work to do. Work that I have had a lifetime of experience to prepare me for. I have had the honor of leading brave men into battle and I have suffered at the hands of our enemies. The people of the great state of Arizona sent me to Congress and I did the job I was sent to Washington to do—and because I had a job to do, I never hesitated to reach across the aisle to get the job done.
Tonight, and for the next two months I am going to ask all Americans to put aside their partisan differences. I am going to ask Republicans and Democrats alike to not vote based on party, race, gender, or likeability—there is too much at stake. Our economy is strong but it is not yet the economy it needs to be for success in the twenty-first century. We are a country at war, with enemies intent on the taking of as many innocent American lives as possible—and committed to the end our way of life. So, I ask every American to ask themselves honestly, “who is the most qualified to be President?” My fellow Americans I’m asking for your vote.
Thank you! Good night and God Bless the United States of America!
POST 13
True Blood Truly Sucks
So this is HBO’s new show…A bunch of vampires now live in a small southern town—you’ve got to be kidding me. Wow, the main character is a mind reader. Wow is the acting bad. Wow is the writing bad—this is high school level crap. Oh no, don’t tell me the place has a gay black cook—that’s actually less believable than the bullshit vampire premise—and a sassy black bartender girl who is supposed to be the Jackie Brown version of Flow on Alice. This must be the WB—no it’s HBO, the channel that once brought me Six Feet Under, Deadwood, Sopranos, and Rome is charging me for this embarrassingly bad excuse for a show. Anne Rice is probably rolling in her grave…Wait she’s not dead—she just looks dead. Okay, here comes the gratuitous sex scene—am I just biased because they didn’t replace Sopranos with a show based on my award winning book? No. This show is a piece of shit. Yes. This show is a piece of shit—and it’s even more upsetting because your book would actually be a great show. Maybe I should cancel HBO...Take a walk.
POST 14
The Case For Torture
There’s Frank, this is fucking too much, I can’t even take a walk in peace. Maybe Sam is right I should find a nice cave to live in—wouldn’t be the first time.
Frank walked along beside me. “Nice night for a walk, Stan.”
“The weathers been great all summer…I don’t really need an escort, unless you know something I don’t. I think I’ll live to see another day.”
“Sam wants to see you. He said to have you come with at first sighting—that’d be now.”
“Can’t you forget about the impromptu walk? And we’ll all visit in the morning, when you interrupt my walk to Starbucks.”
Frank shook his head. “Sorry, Stan. He said the moment you came out of that high rise bunker to have you come with…My car is couple of blocks down.”
Doug, large by even large black man standards, walked up along my other side. “Hey Stan, good to see you, bro.” He held out his hand. “Better give me your cell phone—you don’t want a gps imprint.”
I looked over at Frank.
“Doug and your phone we’ll stay in the neighborhood.” He nodded toward Doug—meaning hand over the phone.
“This is different,” I commented, handing Doug the iphone.
Frank lighted a cigarette. “I’m not going to bullshit you—it’s serious…Sam wants to see you.”
I got into the nondescript Dodge Durango.
“So why were you out taking a walk, more trouble with that bitch you were talking to the other day—that won’t put your books in Barnes & Noble?”
“No, I was watching True Blood on HBO—it was so bad it put me into a funk.”
Frank tossed what was left of his cigarette out the window. “You’ve gotten kind of sensitive, don’t you think?”
“No, there’s more to it than that.”
“Well we’re going to be driving for a while.”
“My manager pitched Criminal to HBO…”
“And they turned it down,” Frank said, finishing my sentence then laughed. “Stan, try and put yourself in their shoes—they just want to keep getting a paycheck. ‘Yes’ gets people fired, ‘No’ doesn’t.”
He had used my line but I had a response. “This country was built on people saying, ‘Yes’, Frank. It’s all going to come down if things don’t change.”
“So, what’s wrong with that?” Frank glanced from the road to me. “Seriously, you would love it if it all came down.”
“I try not to think like that anymore.”
Frank’s brow lifted slightly. “The key word being ‘try’. Normal people don’t have to try—they like things structured for them. But you—you want to see it burn—you want to see the people that say ‘no’ burn, I know you do… So, how come you never got married and had a family?”
I had wondered this myself. “Maybe because I’m unstable…or maybe it’s just not in the plan for me.”
Frank chuckled. “You went off plan a long time ago…I’m not going to give you shit like I’m sure Sam does, but seriously has it been worth it?”
I had also thought about this a great deal. “I think so, Frank. I’ve accomplished some things. Not as much as I would have liked to, but I’ve done some good work and I’ve made a difference in a few lives…I think…You know I actually ran into a burning house and saved a little girl.”
“Are you trying to make up for the things you’ve done?”
“No. I don’t think it works like that.”
“Really?”
“I think every moment is a choice. And I think God helps you down whatever path you choose. But every moment it’s up to us to make the right choice.”
“And do you, Stan?” asked Frank.
I shook my head—a bit sad at the fact. “No. Unless you’re totally dedicated, heart, mind, and soul—and possessions, doing the right thing is hard. You know a lot of times I really think I’m doing the right thing but then it doesn’t turn out.”
Frank looked at me quizzically. “You are really fucked up.” I looked out the window—he continued, “I’m being serious…you’re a fucking tiger…people used to cower when they heard your name…you’re a fucking animal, Stan. What the fuck’s the matter with you?”
“I took God into my heart, Frank…Even a moment of true goodness, just a moment—you can feel heaven.”
“So this good shit is making you miserable.” Frank shrugged. “Sounds great.”
The warehouse was nondescript. The naked man chained to the metal chair had obviously been tortured for several days. Sam and the other Stan sat on a table next to the tortured man. The table was covered with several bloody instruments—Sam Noah doesn’t believe in water-boarding. No, Sam believes in the kind of pain that makes one beg for death. I glanced down at the car battery and the wires that disappeared into the man’s crotch.
“Hi Stan,” Sam shouted gleefully. “I didn’t think we would catch you until morning but I’m glad you could make it.” He pointed at the man in the chair. “He’s told us everything we need to know…You do recognize him don’t you?”
“Yes.” Mohamed Jmael was a bomb maker. His specialty was suicide vests.
“He made the bomb that blew up your friend Dianna. And now he’s here in the States…”
I was supposed to have lunch with Dianna on Ben Yehuda Street that day in Israel. Instead I left early for New York and sent one of my people to tell her I had to go. The boy wearing the vest didn’t realize that it wasn’t me sitting there eating lunch—he sat down next to the young man, that he thought was me, and Dianna, then blew himself up. My associate was avulsed into a never accurately determined number of pieces—Dianna had 185 surgeries and was never the same, and several other innocent people died.
I stared at Mohamed…Sam’s voice was somewhere off in the distance. “I’m sure you’re wondering how this piece of shit wound up getting the benefit of our hospitality.” The other Stan had moved behind the chair—something that looked like an ice pick in his hand, there was a scream through the fog. Sam’s tone was serious as he looked down at the wrenching body in the chair. “He used one of our supply routes to bring in a load of RDX, which makes me think he was about to whip up a batch of C-4 for U.S. consumption. But you see my brother I don’t give a shit about what sand nigger here wants to blow up. I need to know where your old friend Felix the Cat is hanging these days and that’s who put him on our road…He confirmed it and confirmed it and confirmed it. So, I promised this guy if he told me what I wanted to know that I wouldn’t kill him and you know I never break a promise. I could just dump him somewhere—someone will call the cops they’ll take him to a hospital—they’ll fix him up and of course they’ll have no idea who he really is. And when they release him under whatever bullshit identity he’s using he’ll walk out of the hospital and make up that C-4…” Sam extended a gun to me. “.45 your favorite, Stan.”
A gun or a knife in certain hands offers a unique feeling—of completion.
Sam’s voice continued somewhere, “What are the chances? Maybe he was here to finish you off—probably not though. He brought in enough to finish off a lot of people. Imagine how Dianna feels when she looks into a mirror. What do you think she would want you to do? All the relatives of the people he’s killed? You know if I were in a different line of work I would give this piece of shit to the cops. There would be a big expensive trial—and jail time. But no, if he leaves here he’s free. How much goodness are you feeling right now, brother? You kill this motherfucker or he’s free.…”
I sat in the Durango thinking that it was a pretty nice vehicle. All the fancy shit I liked had led me down a path…which might have been different, if it wasn’t for the lust for things. I looked over at Frank, there had been no further discussion, everyone likes to see the animals at the zoo—it’s a different feeling when they get out of their cage. “Take me to the beach, Frank.”
“It’s four in the morning.”
“Frank, drop me off at the beach…Tell Doug to leave my cell phone at the front desk.”
“What the fuck are you going to do at the beach?”
“I’m going to watch the sunrise…there’s a moment when you can tell the difference between the blue in the sky and the ocean—it’s a special moment.”
POST 15
The Blind Girl
So I sat on the beach…Because night had not yet turned into day the sand was cool to the touch. I picked up a handful and let it run through my fingers—a sensation I had enjoyed since childhood. I thought about time passing like the countless grains of sand through my hand turned deconstructed hourglass. Where had it gone? Where had the time gone? And even as I wished that time would give me a chance to catch my breath and actually live for a moment the earth turned and I could begin to perceive the difference between sea and sky. This is an important moment—this is the moment that one can begin a new prayer and in a sense begin-a-new.
I pondered how to pray for my soul, a willful sinner that wanted to be righteous and failed—due to a lack of fortitude. I thought about Sam Noah, the other Stan, and Frank. They didn’t see themselves as sinners. And in a world where someone is willing to kill, maybe they weren’t. Is killing a killer a sin? Sam would laugh at such a question. But I could hear God ask, “You cried over the death of a tree that gave you some shade, but care not for a city of people which I created?”
“Excuse me, do you mind if I join you?”
I stared up at the improbable sight of a beautiful young girl—she was blind. “I don’t mind. But may I ask what you’re doing on the beach right here, right now?”
She sat down next to me her shoulder against mine. “I sit in this exact spot every morning at exactly this time. I like to feel the first rays of light when they arrive.”
“Are you an angel?” I asked, thinking the Lord might have really had enough of me.
She laughed a sweet laugh. “I’m from Kansas…Can I touch your face? You have a great voice but I’m not seeing you.”
“You may not want to…” Her hands brushed over my skin.
“I see,” she said. Her left hand came down covering my right hand. “People who have potential for greatness also have the equal potential to do great harm.”
“I want to be good…but I just can’t seem to ever really…”
“Don’t do that to yourself. You’d protect me with your life wouldn’t you?”
“Yes.”
“Because I’m blind and I can’t protect myself.”
“Yes.”
“Then you’re not like the people that you deal with. What’s your name?”
“Stan.”
“Stan, there are a lot of people who prey on the weak. I don’t just mean like me, I mean the weak of heart and mind. The only thing between the weak and the jackals are the type of people who come to the moment when heaven and earth separate one from the other.”
“What do you do blind girl?”
“I make incense…I sell them to the guys who sell them on the boardwalk.”
“I wondered where they got it from…Do you have a name?”
“Eve. My name is Eve.”
“Of course. I feel good sitting next to you, Eve.”
“How would you feel about holding my hand and taking a walk, Stan?”
“I’m not worthy of that much kindness, Eve. But I will.”
So we stood, Eve slipped her hand into mine, and there was that feeling of completion—as we walked.
Maybe an hour had passed, I don’t know. “Why don’t you come over and I’ll make us some breakfast?” she asked.
I looked her up and down. She wore a simple white blouse over some jeans—she was so beautiful. “Eve, I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.”
She laughed. “It’s a great idea…I’m blind, but because of it, I can actually see good.”
I asked the doorman at Shutters on the Beach to summon a cab for me. I had spent two days with Eve—it was hard to go back home and face my reality. Doug had left my iphone as requested at the security desk. The text message was unwelcome but not unexpected.
“Let’s meet for coffee.”
I sat upstairs in back at Groudwork on Traction. Traction is an odd street just off Alemeda—it is the heart of the art district in resurgent downtown Los Angeles. Groundwork is a real coffee house that begs the question, “Why isn’t this company more successful?” The art on the brick walls told the story of a culture divided between the talented and the living dead a few block away—not on Skid Row, but in their glass towers, pushing digital files and scheming.
Felix the Cat sat across from me. “Thank you for coming,” he said politely, with a heavy Mexican accent.
“People think we’re in touch anyway, why not be?”
“I hear Sam Noah and you speak, again.”
I nodded my head. “I don’t know why, but Sam thinks I should stop writing.”
Felix laughed. “Well, this talent of yours is impressive, but odd given your background…I also hear Sam Noah has some very good people working on your writing.”
I shrugged. Sam hadn’t mentioned it but it was no surprise.
“If they break the codes…”
“Felix, if I wrote in code…trust me…they’ll never be broken.”
Felix smiled. “I’m not the one doing the killing. It’s Sam Noah. He told you it was me, yes?”
“He told me it was you Felix and asked if I was involved.”
“He’s a serpent, Stan. He’s killing everyone,” he bunched his hand into a fist, “he cut my brother’s head off and left it on a pile of shit. He wants control of the routes—all of them.”
I looked at Felix, my expression cool due to a lack of sympathy for his situation. “You brought too much white into the country. You didn’t protect the market. Now Sam is going to take control of every road—and he’s going to kill you and your family.”
“You can talk to him. He will always listen to you.”
“If I were to do that old friend, I would be considered back in the business and that’s not a consideration.”
“Stan, I swear I’ll protect the market. Not a gram more than Sam Noah wants will move.”
“Felix, I came here at risk to my own well being because I have known you for so long and genuinely like you, but you’re a dead man we both know that.”
Felix looked around the room. My words seemed to have brought him some peace. “It was just too much money. Isn’t that ironic. I got into the business because I was so poor and now I will die because I became too rich.” He laughed. “Why does Sam Noah care? Can you tell me that?”
“I can’t say for sure.”
“But you can say.”
“Mexico, is going to run out of oil very soon. The United States is bankrupt and lives now on borrowed money—Sam wants control of major commodities. Coke has doubled in price the last few months. Ask yourself Felix, who does that benefit the most?”
He looked down at the table. “The man who owns the coke.”
I stood up from the hard, wood chair. “They watch me almost all of the time…I’m sorry for you Felix.”
He winked. “Maybe, I still have a few tricks.”
“That’s why they call you Felix the Cat.” I gave him a pat on the shoulder and walked away. Sam would murder Felix the moment he no longer needed to blame him for the killings. I was sure of that. Sam’s hand was tightening on the throat of Mexico.
POST 16
The Godfather
The screen went black and the lonely horn played the haunting melody. Though The Godfather had first been exhibited in theaters thirty-six years earlier—it had sold out the Cinerama Dome, Hollywood’s second most famous movie venue. I sat willing to be completely absorbed into the story that I knew so well. What I wasn’t prepared for was an audience that wasn’t.
The rich shot over the Don’s shoulder as he sits behind his desk reveals a nervous undertaker dressed in a formal tuxedo.
“These animals tried to rape my daughter. But she would not give up her virtue. So they beat her. When I went to the hospital she could not talk—her jaw was wired shut. I couldn’t recognize my own child….The judge gave the boys that did this a suspended sentence. They smiled at me. The bastards stood in the courtroom and smiled at me. So I said to myself for justice you must go to Don Corleone.”
The shot cuts to the Don who kindly pets the cat that sits on his lap. “What have I done to deserve such disrespect? In all the years we’ve known each other you’ve never invited me to your house even once for coffee. Let us be honest, you didn’t want my friendship.”
The undertaker’s tone is strained. “I didn’t want to get into trouble.”
“You came to a new country and it’s been good to you and your family. You believed in its laws. You believed that they would protect you. But if you had come to me in friendship the boys that hurt your daughter would already be suffering.”
“Be my friend Godfather.”
The uncomfortable laughter was spread equally throughout the audience.
Why are people laughing? This is one of the greatest scenes in the history of motion pictures. They can’t deal with it. When this movie was made the paradigm was just beginning to shift. There was still a sense of honor thirty-six year ago. There was loyalty. And friends weren’t just friends when they need something from you. The Don is pointing out to the undertaker the error of his acceptance of the dishonorable life of friendship based on need rather than respect.
“…I will not murder these boys as you ask me to, this is not justice—your daughter is still alive…”
Today people are fickle. Their hearts are filled with deceit and treachery. To what end? An empty sense of accomplishment. Look at the woman over there. Liberal bitch on her Blackberry reading a text message. And over there. And over there. All of these people that can’t even turn of their phones in a movie theater because they are so empty that even true art can’t fill them up.
“Tom, can you get me off the hook…for old time sake?” asked Tessio the traitor, his part in Don Barzinni’s scheme long foretold to Michael by his father.
“Sorry, Sal.”
“Tell Michael it was just business. I always liked him.”
And the men escorted Tessio away to his well-deserved execution.
Nobody’s laughing now. It took three hours but true art has prevailed. All these schemers have had a look in the mirror. It was an uncomfortable laugh at first—then self- realization. I wonder if any of them will change. Or will they just walk out of this dome and go back to their user world.
The horn cried out the lonely melody and the screen went to black.
I said goodbye to a young couple that I knew from Downtown. I missed Sam Noah and my old friends. And as often happens when you think of someone I turned to see Sam approaching.
“C’mon take a walk with me,” he said in that commanding voice I had for many years convinced myself that I did not want to here.
“I take it you just didn’t happen to be in the movie.”
Sam shook his head. “No, but I remember when we used to watch it as kids.”
“It stands the test of time. I had never seen it on the big screen—I don’t think.” I noticed lots of Sam’s very bad people following us on both sides of the street.
“How’s the blind girl?”
I shrugged. “I haven’t seen her for a while.”
“How are you, Stan?”
“I don’t know, Sam. And you showing back up hasn’t helped.”
“I’m not going to bust your balls today.”
“Good, but you want something.”
“No. That’s the world you live in. I just wanted to make sure you’re okay. I mean you did just take a whole day off from you obsessive writing schedule to watch movies…not like you.”
I laughed. “I needed a break. Not that I had a plan but things just aren’t what I thought they would be.”
“I know you saw Felix the Cat,” Sam said looking down at the dirty sidewalk of Sunset Blvd.
I nodded. “He wanted me to try and work something out with you,” Sam looked at me, “I told him I wouldn’t get involved and that you would kill him probably sooner than later.”
Sam pointed across the street. “Let’s walk up to Hollywood Blvd. I’ll buy you a drink…You know twelve of Felix’s own people came to me to tell me that he had spoken with you.”
I sighed. “As Bob Dylan would say, ‘times they are a changing’.”
Sam smiled. “I cut out all of their tongues and dumped them in a lot across from a school…”
“Or not…You know Sam, the scene that moved me in the Godfather tonight more than anything else?”
“No.”
“When Michael shows up at the hospital and there is nobody there protecting the Don. Those old hallways, they’re so cold and lonely. I remember that feeling from when I was a kid. I remember those old hallways. Those old heaters the way they smelled. Those old light fixtures…”
“You know Border’s is going to pass on your book, right?” Sam’s expression was unusually sympathetic.
“Well, I figured as much. I met with them face to face and it still didn’t make a difference.”
“People don’t want to get involved with this, Stan.”
“Well, I’ll just have to rely on the people that are willing to buy online.”
Sam put his arm around my shoulders. “You know I’m proud of you. I don’t agree with you but you’re really something.”
“I wish I was more successful, Sam.”
“You’re successful. Maybe not in some of the ways you’d like to be but you are.” Sam pointed at the entrance to some dive bar the name of which was not evident. “Stan, you need to start getting rid of the users in your life and start remembering how real friends behave…That young man that comes to the hospital to visit the Don when Michael discovers that the bodyguards have all been sent home. ‘No, if there is going to be trouble I stay.’ That’s what he said. Better to be friends with the assistant to a baker that has honor than a Fortune Five Hundred CEO that doesn’t.”
I looked at Sam through the darkness in the bar. “Times they are a changing, Sam. Times they are a changing.”
We drank whiskey and talked for more than an hour but the cold feeling of those hallways refused to leave.
POST 17
Erin Brockovich’s Daughter
Eve, the blind girl, kneeled down on the futon she called a bed in her very simple, Venice Beach, studio apartment. I pulled her sweatshirt up over her head and almost in the same motion brought my lips to her beautiful breasts. I would have been content to have this part of Eve’s body in my mouth for a considerable amount of time, but her weight came down on my abdomen and chest with the intention of a much more horizontal encounter.
On top of me Eve felt like few girls, so pure was her passion. I swear a smile crossed my face when I felt her hand tug at the button meant to keep my jeans on. Again, I could have been content to just feel her skin against my own. But her tongue’s deep probing into my mouth caused me to push her off to my left side and roll over on top of her—some strange autonomic response to Eve’s tongue. Making love to Eve is never a primitive, lust filled, experience. She’s too beautiful to get one’s thoughts involved in conquest or degradation. No, the joy of Eve is not that she is dirty or crass like most young girls today; the joy of Eve is that she is clean and pure.
Eve’s hands slid down my lower back and under the beltline of my pants. It’s strange to imagine that a delicate creature like Eve can with a simple grasp of her hands and an upward motion bring me into her in the most intimate way, but she does. Being inside of Eve is a soft experience in an otherwise very hard world. On every forward motion of my body into hers my only thought was that I could not penetrate far enough—cosmically speaking. In the final moments I wished I could have crushed our bodies together into one being—I can feel and smell her hair against my face as I write these words.
“When will I, not, see you again,” Eve asked, with a laugh as she walked me to the door.
I pulled her close to me. “I don’t know… I’m so wrong for you, Eve.”
She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me gently on the lips. “Let me worry about what’s right and wrong for me. Besides, you make a good project.”
“I do?”
“Go do the right thing out there. And then come back and make love to me again.”
I don’t know why I pulled into the parking lot of the Coffee Bean on Sunset, because my intention was to go to the Four Seasons and do some writing. But there was space and in a city like LA a parking space is a sign that you should stop—so I did. I didn’t bother to take my computer out of the trunk; rather I walked to the entrance—scoping things. Ramsees the most unusual of hair stylists was sitting next to the door with an attractive young blonde sporting some of the whitest skin that I had ever seen.
“How are you my friend?” he asked motioning for me to sit with them.
“I’m good,” I said sitting down. “I was on my way to the Four Seasons but I had the strangest feeling that I should stop here…”
“Stan, this is Katie.” I nodded. “Katie this is Stan.” She smiled.
Soon Katie was talking and I understood why Ramsees had wanted me to join them. Fifteen minutes or so into her monologue a friend of his walked up, and with a pat on my shoulder Ramsees departed for a game backgammon—it was just Katie and I. Now I realize this may sound like the least ideal of circumstances, but I did like something about Katie. I thought to myself this kid has some unusual genes in her pool.
“I’m Erin Brockovich’s daughter,” she told me two hours or so into our conversation.
Well that explains it. And I did like the movie. If I sleep with this girl it will calm her way down. But maybe I should just try and be her friend. Which one is the good deed? What’s the right thing to do? I don’t know. Can’t call Eve and ask her.
“I’m starving. Do you want join me for dinner?” I asked.
Katie’s eyes lighted up. “Yeah sure!”
POST 18
Kelsey In The House
It was late for the home phone to be ringing. The cell phone ringing at 3:30 in the morning—just another night, but the home phone at 10:00 p.m., very interesting.
“Hi Mr. Lerner, this is Fred at the front desk. I have a young lady named Kelsey who says she’s here to see you.”
“Who?”
“I’m going to put her on the phone.”
I hate when people just show up.
“Hi Stan ‘the worlds greatest writer’ it’s Kelsey from myspace I decided to come to LA and hang out for a while…and you’re the only person I know.”
“Kelsey, from Oregon, that used to hate me but now likes me on myspace? That Kelsey?”
“In your lobby,” she said, completely self-assured as only a member of the entitlement generation could be.
“Give the phone back to Fred.”
“Sir?”
“Send her up.”
I walked back into my extra bedroom turned office and saved the first Downtown Oliver Brown adventure for blogdowntown.com. Two girls in bed at the same time, that has to be good for Downtown, I thought to myself. I thought about Kelsey on myspace. She had checked out my profile and sent me a message saying that I seemed like a cocky asshole. I of course wrote back suggesting that someone so judgmental should look in the mirror if they were truly interested in stamping out the cocky assholes of the world. And I made a crack about her parent’s being proud of her and her nice language. She responded. I demanded an apology. She apologized. And our strange myspace love affair began. No. Nothing dirty going on—tragic.
The doorbell rang. Upon opening the door Kelsey thrust two suitcases into each of my hands and gave me a rousing kiss on the cheek. “Nice place you got here Mr. World’s Greatest Writer.” She looked around zooming in on my prized Picasso. “You’re better looking in person. You don’t mind if I stay for a while to see if I like it here?”
I left her suitcases by the door where she handed them to me and joined her in front of the Picasso. “What about school? What about your apartment? What about your father that I think might actually be younger than me?”
“Don’t go crazy handsome, I just need a place to stay, we don’t have to have kids or anything.”
“Kids?”
“I mean I’m not going to have sex with you,” she said, plopping down on my couch.
“Everyone has sex with me,” I responded truly distressed at the thought of not having sex even though I didn’t want to if that makes any sense. “I only have one bed.”
“Just don’t give me the ‘I sleep naked line’.”
I shrugged. “I haven’t used that one in years. Does that still work in Oregon?” She nodded. “You know I’ve been thinking about moving…But seriously we’re not going to have sex?”
She contemplated. “Maybe. Let’s see how thing go. I’m hungry do you have anything to eat?”
“I live a block from the Pantry.”
“The what?”
“You just have to eat there to understand, but it’s never closed and I mean never.” We sat at the counter of the Pantry eating pancakes as so many people had done for more than eighty years.
“So like you were here at the Grand Opening or what?”
I choked, then took a swig of maple syrup because I was out of water. “Oh, that didn’t help. No, I wasn’t here for the opening. That would make me old enough to be your grandfather instead of your father.”
“Too bad, because I’ve been having a fantasy about having a passionate romance with a man sixty years older than myself.”
“You do realize that you could get yourself in trouble flirting around with me like this.”
She reached her hand around my neck, pulled me forward, and planted a real kiss on me with her mouth still filled with a fresh bight of pancake—which I have to admit I found a new and erotic experience. “You mean like that kind of trouble?”
I wiped the syrup she had purposely smeared all over my face on a napkin. “That’s pretty much what I’m talking about.”
Jose the old waiter who, has, been working at the counter since the Grand Opening walked up. “Senior Stan, 15 will get you twenty—I know.”
“Thanks Jose, she’s eighteen.”
“Nineteen,” Kelsey corrected.
“Well that takes away some of the thrill.” It sounded sarcastic but I meant it.
“Pay the bill, daddy.”
I walked up to the cashier’s booth completely turned on that she called me daddy, which of course makes me hate myself—kind of.
We held hands as we walked back to my place.
“You know I’m a feminist?”
“Yes, you’ve told me several times.”
“You think it’s just some silly thing.”
“Not if you’re a lesbian—then it makes sense.”
“I’m not a lesbian….Stan I think I want to transfer to USC can you pull some strings and get me in?”
“I went to UCLA.”
She smiled that cute little smile of hers, hardly a feminist thing to do. “I know. But I want to go to USC.”
I sighed. “I’ll get you in.”
Later That Night
“You’re not really wearing that to bed?” I asked, stunned by the audacity of this young, cute girl.
She ignored me. “Want to see my famous handstand?”
Before I could answer she was standing on her hands at the side of my bed. The formerly offensive USC football jersey slipped all the way up to her lower chest revealing the superb body of a gymnast. “Where did you get USC panties from?”
She contorted back to a normal standing position and pulled down the awful red jersey.
“You were staring at my panties? Your such a dirty old man.” She climbed on the bed and straddled me. “Thanks for feeding me and letting me stay…And getting me into USC tomorrow. You’re okay for a lech.” She dismounted and lied flat with a thud. “I’m so tired. Talk to you in the morning.”
I turned off the light genuinely intent on going to sleep.
“Are you asleep,” she asked.
“No. It usually takes me at least thirty seconds until I hit REM,” I answered.
She turned on her side to face me. “You’re not actually going to be gentleman and behave are you?”
“Of course not. I just wanted to gain your trust,” I answered.
“Will you write a blog about me?”
“Sure.”
“Not your usual sex and gangster stuff…Something funny that makes me laugh.”
“You mean like us being involved in an unlikely romance that could never possibly work out.”
She laughed. “Yes, that would be perfect and hilarious.” She wrapped her arm around my waist and pulled me close. “I mean seriously…you and me together.” She laughed again then whispered in my ear. “Don’t write about this part.”
POST 19
Kelsey Still In My House
I woke up with the now familiar feeling of Kelsey lying on top of me. Not on the side of me. Not with her head on my shoulder. But flat, horizontal, on top. I should mention here that this nocturnal state is always reached after exactly one hour of passionate lovemaking. Not fifty-nine minutes. Not sixty-one minutes—an hour. This apparently has something to do with her years of gymnastics and the fact that some routines have time limits. So, I looked at the rather cute eighteen-year-old stretched across me as if I were a Tempur-Pedic mattress and hoped she would wake up soon—I had some writing to do.
Two hours later Kelsey woke up and without saying a word inserted my body back into her own. Not as rigorous as the night she moved on top of me with a slow, relaxing motion that caused me to just stare at her face and then into her eyes. Strange to have a connection like this with someone so young and from the completely wrong end of the political spectrum, I thought to myself. We just stared at each other as she moved and made us both feel incredible.
“You have to move out,” I finally said to her.
She kept moving. “I like it here.”
“Kelsey, I got you into USC and I got you an apartment. That was the deal. You’re not supposed to actually like your sugar daddy.”
She kept moving. “Can’t help it.”
“I’m serious.”
She kept moving. “I don’t even have a car.” She kept moving but started doing something a little different that felt even more incredible. “I can’t live in LA by myself without a car.”
Most people think they have a problem, when in actuality they really just have an expense. “I’ll get you a car but you have to drive the car to your place and stay there—a lot.”
She lowered her face to mine and started kissing me with the same rhythm that she was moving her hips to. “All right I’ll stay there sometimes.”
Soon After
“Martin Scorsese, is waiting. Leo, is waiting. Everyone is waiting.”
I pressed my iphone to my ear. “Lisa, tell everyone that I’m killing myself to get this script done. And remind them it was me who told you to call them in the first place. Do you know how much work goes into adapting a six hundred and twenty-two page novel into a script—it’s probably going to have to be two movies not one. That means I need another eighty million dollars from Brian. Listen, I can’t do this now. I’ll call you back.”
I turned to the car salesman. “I’ll take that one.”
With Kelsey’s new wheels safely delivered to my place I snuck over to Starbucks to do some much needed writing. It was always the plan to turn “Criminal” into a movie, but Brian’s offer to put up the money was unexpected. I had just stopped by his new fifty million dollar, three-house compound in Beverly Hills to welcome him to the neighborhood. We were sitting in the kitchen having some home cooked pasta…
“So Stan when are you going to turn the book into a movie?”
“I was going to start writing the script next year.”
“Why not do it now?”
“The financial markets are such a mess I don’t think I can raise the money.”
“How much do you need?”
“I can make the movie for a hundred and twenty-five million.”
“I’ll give you the money to make it—standard deal. But find a part for my wife in it. She’s really been wanting to do some acting.”
“No problem.”
“How long will it take you to get a script done?”
“Well, now that I have funding I’ll get right on it. I should have something ready by mid November.”
With over a hundred pages of script done I dragged Kelsey off of the couch, down to the front of the building I call home. Because she was completely naked and waiting for me to come home and make love to her, I insisted that she get dressed first.
“What do you think of your new car?” I asked, proud of my choice.
“You bought me a Porsche?”
“A convertible 911. Every young girl’s dream car.” I noticed that she did not seem overjoyed with me. “What’s wrong?”
“Stan, it was every girl’s dream car in the 1980’s. I want a VW—an old vintage one.”
“Like Herbie?”
“Exactly,” she gave me a big hug and then planted a crazy kiss on my lips.
“Kelsey, you can’t be doing that in public. I’ve told everyone that you’re my long lost daughter.”
“You are my daddy,” she said trying to kiss me again.
I turned my head in time. “No. Promise me that you’ll lie for me. Or no more USC, apartment, and Herbie The Love Bug.”
She relented.
The phone rang as I got dressed for gay David’s fortieth birthday party.
“Okay, I’ll be down on the 22nd,” said Joe, my former business associate that I was miraculously reunited with recently through his girlfriend Kevin.
“Good. I really need some help with this whole blogging, publishing, movie business.”
“Hey, what type of car is cool these days down there?” asked Joe.
Joe’s from Sun Valley Idaho. “Don’t worry about a car I have an extra Porsche you can drive.”
“Why do you have an extra Porsche?”
“My daughter didn’t want it.”
“You don’t have a daughter.”
“I know, but it doesn’t matter that’s what I tell everyone or I’ll appear to be an old guy that likes hot, young girls.”
“You are.”
“Do you want the fucking Porsche or not?”
“Touchy—I’ll take it.”
“I’ve got to go. I’ll see you in a couple of weeks.”
So Kelsey and I headed back down to the front of my building to go to gay David’s fortieth birthday party.
“What, you can’t be serious?” she gasped staring at the second car I had bought for her in the last six hours.
“You said you wanted Herbie the Love Bug,” I pointed proudly at the car in front of the building I call home, “that’s it, the real one from the movie. You better like it—it cost more than the Porsche, which I am now giving to Joe to drive because of you.”
Kelsey through her arms around me and before I knew it she was on top of me again—this time on the hood of Herbie The Love Bug.
“Kelsey, you’ve got to stop. This car is from a family movie. And my neighbors…”
She bit my ear. “Wait until we get back from gay David’s party.”
Gay David’s party was the usual affair. He lives in 1100 Wilshire and has a great view. Brett Easton Ellis would have a fabulous time there. Why I let Kelsey talk me into making out in gay David’s walk-in-closet I’ll never know.
“Oh I love you so much,” she said sliding down my body taking my expensive Gucci Jeans with her to the floor.
Not to worry I won’t be writing an oral sex scene.
“And this is our closet,” gay David said, as he opened the door to show several of his guests, my neighbors, his closet, that would be the one he was out of, but Kelsey and myself were not. And then with a grand gesture of his hand he said, “My suits, my shoes, and Stan who is apparently making up for all that time he spent away from his daughter.”
“I can explain,” I said, as Kelsey laughed and wrapped her arms around my waist.
David turned to the gathering crowd. “They’re from the South.” He shot me a parting glare as he closed the door and the closet was dark again.
I rested my hands on Kelsey’s head. “Stop laughing this isn’t funny.”
“Oh come on who cares what they think? Besides what do you need friends for when you’ve got a daughter like me?”
“Great, now everyone thinks I’m from the South.”
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Kelsey Out Of My House
I suspected that there might be something wrong—Kelsey knew better than to leave my front door unlocked. My mind drifted to Sam Noah and friends. Not like them to be in my house, I thought to myself. The last couple of weeks had been light and fun. No drug wars. No terrorist; just a very sexually active eighteen-year-old that I had met on myspace that had shown up on my doorstep unannounced—pretty tame for my life. And frankly playing the role of adored sugar daddy suits me well.
I heard Kelsey speaking to an older male voice in my living room. So, I walked in to see what new twist my precocious teenager had brought to my life.
Kelsey ran to me and through her arms around my neck. A squeeze and the usual passionate kiss. She pulled me to the center of the room by my hand. “Stan, this is my Grandpa. Gramps this is Stan, the love of my life.”
“How old are you?” asked the well-dressed older man, in an authoritative tone.
“Forty-three.”
“You’re the same age as my granddaughter’s father.”
“She said I was younger,” I responded in my own defense. I looked at Kelsey.
“Well he is a couple of months older than you. And besides you’re my sugar daddy, you’re supposed to be old.”
I looked at Kelsey’s grandfather then back at Kelsey. “Sweetheart, since apparently your grandfather is Warren Buffet, the richest man in America, why exactly do you need a sugar daddy?”
She shrugged. “I thought it would be fun. The whole trust fund thing is boring. And I like that everyone hates that we’re together. This whole taboo sex with an older guy—is like the best thing ever.”
And that’s when Katie walked in with a suitcase of her own. Of course I forgot to lock the door and my two fulltime security guards just let her in without calling up from downstairs.
Katie let out that really loud laugh of hers. I mean the kind of laugh that can get every head in a loud restaurant to turn. “I can’t stay with my aunt anymore and my mom won’t even let me in the house. It’s okay if I stay here, right?”
Warren Buffet looked at Katie. “You’re Erin Brockovich’s kid.”
Katie laughed. “I’m out on my ass.”
Warren Buffet turned and stared at me for a moment. “What the hell type of operation are you running here, a sugar daddy home for wayward little rich girls?”
“I had no idea Kelsey was rich. I bought her a Porsche.”
“My granddaughter would never drive a Porsche.”
“I wish I had know that before I bought it.” I glared at her. “And I bought her Herbie The Love Bug—the real one from the movie.”
Now it was Warren Buffets turn to be shocked. “That must have cost a fortune!”
I sighed. “More than the Porsche that the dealer wouldn’t take back, so I gave it to my friend Joe.”
“So can I stay or what?” asked Katie, who rarely grasps the bigger picture, that would be the one beyond her own self.
“Three days, you can stay for the weekend and then figure it out.” Kelsey looked at me seemingly upset. “What? I’m not going to have sex with her.”
Kelsey hugged me—happy again.
“Of course you’re not going to have sex with her,” grumbled Warren Buffet, “She must be twenty-four-years-old…Practically a senior citizen by your standards.”
Katie was horrified. “I’m twenty-three. I only look older right now because I can’t afford my facial scrub.”
Warren Buffet turned to Kelsey—his granddaughter. “I’ve had enough of this nonsense, this, whatever it is, is over right now.” Kelsey hesitated. “Or you’re out of my will forever! Now let’s go.”
Kelsey paused as they walked out of the room. “I couldn’t have asked for a better sugar daddy—I’ll send you a check for Herbie.”
I waved my hand. “No, it was a gift—even though I had no idea you were rich.”
“Kelsey!” yelled Warren Buffet.
She mouthed the words, “I’ll call you later,” and winked.
I watched as they left and felt a sense of sadness. Things would never be the same. There had been something so delightfully co-dependant about our relationship.
I looked at Katie who was now out on my balcony smoking a cigarette. So cute, but not a chance of any romantic adventure, drama—yes, adventure—no.
Then I thought about the intrigue of dating an heiress. Since that night with Princess Stephanie I had sworn them off, for the most part, but Kelsey and the fact I had originally thought her to be poor now seemed to hold a new promise—like those box inside a box things we play with as kids.
My phone rang. “Stan, it’s Victor Kubachek.”
“Hey Vic, how’s it going?”
“Great…How’s that script coming?”
Kelsey had been a bit of a distraction, which was something I surely wasn’t going to mention to the guy who introduced me to Brian who was putting up a hundred and twenty million dollars for me to turn “Stan Lerner’s Criminal” into a movie.
“Funny you should ask, I was just about to get back to work on it…”
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Post Election
I sat in the back of Sam Noah’s Rolls Royce Phantom, a now familiar ritual.
“So you’ve turned your blog into a romantic comedy these days?”
I smiled. “My friend Kelsey on myspace wanted her own story, so I wrote one.”
“For a drug dealing killer you’re very funny.” He laughed. “I don’t know what’s funnier, what you write, or the fact that you write it and nobody cares.”
“I’m retired; you’re the only drug dealing killer in the back of this Rolls Royce, but thanks for the compliment—I think.”
“So what’s your opinion of the election?” Sam asked, almost back to his serious-self.
“‘Yes we can!’” I shouted with reserved enthusiasm.
Sam’s eyes flickered with amusement. “Be serious, would you.”
“I’m an anarchist, how can I be serious about an election.”
Sam sighed. “I could insist but you’ve been so amicable lately I’d hate to see our relationship take a step backwards.”
“I don’t do politics for a reason. But in general we no longer live in the same country.”
“Do you see that effecting my business?”
“I think it will be a new golden age of drug dealing,” I answered honestly.
Sam smiled. I wasn’t telling him anything he didn’t already know. “Why do you say that?”
“Well, the three most powerful elected officials in the country are now radical liberals. Every policy in their DNA is good for you. The only problem for you will be if they step over the line and push legalization through.”
“How do you think they’ll do on the economy in general?”
“What do you care? The worse the economy, the more drugs you’ll sell.”
“I have major interests in legitimate business, so elaborate.”
“Well we’ve seen the end of liberal democracy for a while. The forces of entitlement have taken over this country. They’ll make government bigger with the people’s mandate and they’ll raise taxes or print money to pay for it. Higher taxes will cause rich people to lose their motivation to produce and make money. Printing money will cause inflation. And we’ll most likely see the end of the Reagan era of prosperity.”
Sam offered me a cigar, which I took and he lighted before lighting his own. He took a long drag then asked. “How do you think we got to this point, Stan?”
“When you infect a democracy with emotion and ignorance it gets sick and it dies.”
“They have no clue what they’re doing, do they?” asked Sam, almost giddy at the prospect.
I shook my head. “None. Have you seen the big change so far? It’s the 1990’s meets 1976. But even back then nobody would have ever gone for a 700 billion dollar bailout that was really a purchase of the American banking system. Not one mortgage backed security was purchased as promised—just stock in the banks.”
“Do you think they’ll move on the car companies next?”
“If they can. I mean if you were taking over a country wouldn’t you go for manufacturing as soon as you had banking in hand?”
“Of course I would…”
I watched Sam for a moment. He was profoundly satisfied with himself, which lead me to ask, “So how much did you spend to make this all happened?”
He exhaled a large plume of smoke. “A pittance compared to what I’ll make…As long as some crazy anarchist doesn’t come along and fuck things up, Stan. If you know what I mean.”
I let the smoke from the cigar sit in my mouth for an extra few moments. “That’s the problem with anarchists, Sam. You just never know when they’re going to come along and fuck things up—because they don’t know themselves.”
We both laughed…
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Blog Fleming’s Is Now Open (As it appeared on blogdonwntown.)
December 10th 2008
Phase two of the LA Live rollout continues to roll with the Grand Opening of Fleming’s Prime Steakhouse & Wine Bar today. The seven thousand foot restaurant at the South / West corner of Olympic and Figueroa has seating for 300 guests in its richly appointed dining room and room for another fifty on the outdoor patio that stretches along Olympic. The restaurant also features four private dining rooms one of which can be seen from the street as a glass enclosed wine cellar.
A national chain of 61 restaurants, Fleming’s is best known for steaks. Having attended the pre-opening tasting this writer can attest to being at a table of happy filet mignon eaters. I can personally vouch for the Cesar and the Potato’s Fleming. It should be pointed out that Fleming’s steaks are wet aged and cut on premise giving them a freshness that most prime steakhouses cannot equal.
Operating partner, Jennifer Adams, is a native Angelino and in this spirit has said, “We’ll be doing some events just for the community.” This writer couldn’t get the cost of construction out of management, but inside sources have put the number at more than six million dollars. Having personally seen the space and tasted the food—it seems to be money well spent. Downtown can feel good about celebrating this addition to the neighborhood.
Stan Lerner
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Downtown Oliver Brown
Good thing I put on a jacket, it’s got to be only ninety degrees out, wouldn’t want to catch a cold. What is with this weather? Hmm Joe looks the same.
Joe pulled his SUV of some kind into the driveway of my building Downtown—I hadn’t seen him in twenty years. “I’m going to have you park this in one of my spaces and I’ll drive…Hope you don’t mind but I have a meeting to do before we hang out.”
“Not a problem,” Joe answered, sounding the same as he had all those years ago.
I drove the black Mercedes loan-a-car to Groundwork on 2nd and Main. Groundwork is probably the best coffee in LA but the owner, Richard, well let’s just say I offered to write a business plan for him and he passed. And now I have to describe Groundwork whenever I mention it because it’s not exactly a household name—if I have to explain the lesson…
We walked up the stairs. “Hi Eric.”
“Hi Stan.”
“This is my friend Joe.” They shook hands. “I’ve known Joe since college, but we haven’t seen each other in twenty years, so he’s visiting today.”
Eric nodded. “Cool…Ed isn’t hear yet but he’s on his way.”
Eric and Ed started the blogdowntown website for which I wanted to create an adventure-at-night-kind-of-blog for.
“What did you think of The Standard blog?” I asked, since it was about the The Standard downtown.
“I liked it, but for this blog it would be good if there were more specifics.”
I handed him a copy of my novella “In Development”. “The descriptive narrative I used in this is what I have in mind for the new Downtown blog. I wouldn’t make it as irreverent but certainly as descriptive. And I would throw in a touch of the whimsical feel in The Standard.”
Ed walked up the stairs and we went through the whole introduction process again.
“So when do you start?” asked Ed.
“I’d like to be writing for you guys by Halloween, but I have some questions I wanted to throw out to you guys about the creative direction before I start.” I nodded toward Eric. “I’ve already discussed with Eric that I need to include an informative element, which I’ll make sure to do…sometimes in excess. The major question I have is do we want this to be in the first person or a third person narrative?”
Eric did not hesitate. “I think first person for sure. I mean that’s why people like reading blogs—they like that personal connection to the information.”
“I agree. What do we call this? Ed and I had discussed blog café, but I was thinking about calling it Adventures At Night. Or how about something like Downtown Oliver Brown? I want to create a factitious character that hangs out in the Downtown scene with a group of other local characters.”
“I like Downtown Oliver Brown, but I think we should call it The Adventures At Night Of Downtown Oliver Brown,” suggested Ed. “It’s kind of funny if the name is too long.”
“I think the character’s story will be something like this:
“Oliver Brown is a talented writer who’s had some success writing screenplays and books in Hollywood. Sound familiar? Anyway, he’s burnt out on the scene—and he’s chronically short on money. But, see downtown is loaded with people that have money who like to have a successful writer around—and they constantly foot the bill for Oliver and friends.”
Ed held up his hand. “A little close to home.” He laughed.
I nodded. “Tell me about it. So you see by having Oliver and company always looking for a good free time I can move him around Downtown and blog from his perspective—and it works with the idea of blog sponsors…in a way that makes fun of sponsorship while acknowledging it all at the same time.”
“I like it, Stan,” said Eric.
“Good…I think that one of the things that would be hilarious about the character is if he lives in a cool hotel, which of course he can’t ever come up with the money to pay for.”
“Maybe The Standard,” suggested Ed.
I thought about it. “The Standard could work easily, but how about the Orchid? There’s nothing going on there, so if this works the place will be hopping and it can show off what Downtown Oliver Brown can do for business.”
Eric nodded. “The Orchid would be perfect. They’re getting a liquor permit for their basement—they could use something that brings people in.”
I was getting into it. “I think I’m going to make one of Oliver’s friends a great DJ that roles with him and plays at random places. Remember that U2 video where they just start playing on top of a roof?”
Ed pointed. “You know that was shot just a couple blocks form here.”
“I didn’t know that…I love that video.”
Ed smiled—he had an idea. “You know the hotel could be factitious and then you could make the stories as crazy as you want.”
It was my turn to smile. “Yeah, well that would be a blast. I can picture all these people coming Downtown looking for a place that doesn’t exist.” I laughed. “No, better not do that unless we have to.”
“Let’s try and use a real hotel,” said Eric weighing in.
The meeting went on and a new blog was born.
As I walked back to the car with Joe I felt really good about bringing The Adventures At Night Of Downtown Oliver Brown to the blogdowntown.com.
“You haven’t changed a bit,” said Joe.
“That’s not what I was thinking this morning when I looked into the mirror.”
“I mean the way your mind works—putting a bunch of different elements together so that everyone benefits.”
“It doesn’t go right all of the time, but I’ve made a lot of people rich.”
“Speaking of?”
“I hadn’t spoken to Sam in years, but he thinks the book nullifies our agreement.” Joe looked at me askance. “I swear I’m not working with him.”
We got into the lone-a-car.
“You put me in the book didn’t you?” asked Joe.
I nodded. “Don’t get mad about the scene with your girlfriend.”
“Oh, Stan…”
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Introducing Downtown Oliver Brown
“I just dropped Kevin off at the airport, so I can come hang out,” Joe’s voice rang out through my iPhone. “Where are you?”
“I’m at Starbucks on 11th and Grand—come pick me up,” I answered back, wondering how I was going to get my hair cut at Salon Eleven and meet Joe in the same one hour time frame—oh well.
Some background: Joe, like most of my friends, has become rich over the years. And yes he’s good looking too—whatever. So, now that he’s sold his luxury mansion rental business in Sun Valley for zillions he’s decided to come back to LA, specifically Downtown to get serious about business.
Who better to call than Oliver Brown? I’ve lived Downtown for fourteen years—that would be before it was cool and the Lakers were still playing in Minnesota or Inglewood or somewhere. Anyway, when my rich friends decide it’s time to get richer or cooler Downtown they usually call.
How did I come to live Downtown? I left the mansion I could no longer afford in Doheny Estates and moved Downtown. Somehow my failure to make enough money as a writer to live in twenty times more space than I needed has made me an artistic / business visionary. If I could have thought that one up and sold it to NBC I probably wouldn’t have moved.
Starbucks on 11th and Grand is as good a neighborhood hangout as one can ask for. I spend most of the day writing there. And when not writing I chat with my friends who, like me, now all seem to not go to an office. Don’t let this fool you, unlike our Downtown brothers and sisters ten blocks east the only drug we’re hooked on is caffeine, which thankfully I don’t have to pay for very often….I sent Howard Schultz a signed copy of one of my books and his office sent me a Starbucks card with a couple grand on it. And on occasion a suit friend of mine will come through and buy me a round of the black magic.
As I sat and chatted with Kaitlin, so cute and so young that I forgot about my haircut and Joe, I suggested an evening of drinks and my corrupting influence, perhaps at The Standard.
“You’ve never been to the rooftop bar at The Standard,” I asked, trying to sound incredulous.
“No. I’ve heard about it but I haven’t been. I’ve only been here three weeks.”
This is turning into a great day, I thought to myself. My phone rang.
“Oliver, Jessica’s ready for you.”
I looked at my watch, a Piaget that I bought when Hollywood actually paid for talent. “Damn, I’m just next door at Starbucks, I’ll be right there.” It might have been a little on the forward side but I gave Kaitlin a hug and a kiss and walked off.
Joe managed to find me as Jessica snipped and pulled and measured—she’s very precise. I don’t have much hair, but what I do have she makes look better than most can. And Salon Eleven in general is nicer than most and I’m not just saying that because they have parties with free drinks, which makes me feel better that I actually pay to get my hair cut there.
“Did I mention that they throw a good party here?” I said to Joe as he sat next to me. “In fact they’re having one Saturday night. We’ll have to stop by after we stop at Lucky’s get together at Hard 8 Lounge.”
“What ever you want to do, Oliver. I’m just here to see what’s going on.”
“Are you hungry?”
Joe put his hand on his stomach. “I could eat.”
“We’re going to the Nickel for lunch.”
“The what?”
“The Nickel. Trust me you’re going to love this place. If I had the money I would buy it…”
“I’ve heard that it’s really good,” chimed in Jessica putting the finishing touches on my hairdo.
Lunch at the Nickel had convinced Joe to move Downtown, as I was sure that it would, and it made me feel better about dragging him to the Writer’s Guild on Fairfax—about eight miles too far west for my comfort. However, there was no point of going all the way to the WGA and not going across the street to The Grove to have a drink, it was after all around five on a Friday.
“Listen, if Marty will direct, Leo will come on board, but get the book to Leo and tell him I’m working on the script just in case.” I hit end on my iphone.
“Does your manager actually do anything?” asked Joe.
“If she did, would you be buying drinks?”
He laughed. “So why don’t you get a new one?”
“And risk success…” I noticed a couple of eavesdropping girls at the bar. “How are you guys doing today?” I asked.
The thin blonde turned to face me. “We’re in financial services…”
I held up my glass. “Sorry to hear that. But as the great Ronald Reagan once said, ‘markets go up and markets go down’.” She looked at me with some curiosity. Her friend was clearly intrigued. So we kept on talking.
“So many people in this town are full of it. What would happen if I Cha Cha’d you?”
“Is it painful? Because I’m not into that.”
“No, Cha Cha—you send a text message question about anything and they send you an answer.” She Cha Cha’d me. “Wow, it says you’re a really good writer that left Hollywood to explore new artistic endeavors.”
I knocked back drink number three. “I left Hollywood because the system can’t stand me. I moved to Downtown a long time ago because it was cheap and void of people, with lots of dive bars.”
She smiled. “Things don’t really work out for you do they?”
“Only when I don’t want them to,” a reference to the million people who read the blogs, which I don’t get paid to write.
“Do you boys want to have dinner with us?”
She mentioned some place on Melrose that I was sure would be overpriced and I definitely did not have an in at.
“No. We’re going to Plum Tree.”
“Where?” she asked.
“Plum Tree on Broadway, it’s some of the best Chinese food Downtown. Come with us if you want.”
“We can’t. We’re meeting a friend. But we’re going to The Standard later.”
“In Hollywood or Downtown?” I asked, assuming they would be going to Hollywood.
“Downtown,” she said, in a tone that made it clear she understood the difference between the two. That would be that The Standard Downtown is on a completely different level—literally.
“I’ll call you when we’re done with dinner,” I said as Joe and myself parted for the drive back to the shiny city where all the congested freeways meet—I took Olympic.
The girls were waiting in line to pay twenty dollars to get the coveted wristband needed to go to the roof. I walked to the front, motioning for them to follow.
“Why do you look familiar?” the blond guy asked.
“Tee’s friend the writer,” I answered plainly.
He nodded. “That’s right. How’s it going man, does Tee know that you’re coming?”
I shrugged. “No.”
He started putting the bands on the girls and Joe. Tee walked up. We’re about the same age, but he stays in shape. “What’s up daddy?”
Tee gave me a half-hug. “Downtown Oliver Brown, good to see you too daddy. You going up?”
“Yeah, the gang here hasn’t been, I promised them a goodtime.”
“Tell the bar to put it on my tab,” Tee whispered in my ear.
I walked through the hotel lobby, which had its own DJ spinning. Joe and the girls looked around wide-eyed at the crazy magenta couches. Up the escalator I went with them in tow and into the service elevator to the rooftop. The service elevator really is the service elevator and is covered with some hip red padding.
The doors opened, thankfully, revealing a view of Downtown that must be seen because words do not do it justice. Joe gave the plant shaped like a unicorn a second look as we walked straight to the dance floor.
“Hi Oliver,” Ingrid my favorite waitress said, stopping to give me a hug.
I really like Ingrid. “Hi love. How you doing?”
“I’m good. What are you writing these days, Oliver?”
“Bad checks,” I answered.
She laughed. “Go sit in my section when you guys are done dancing.”
The dance floor takes up the northeast corner of the rooftop. The DJ was playing a good techno remix of Back in Black and I was thinking that the thin blonde, Michelle, and myself were going to be more than friends. For some reason my mind drifted to Kaitlin whom I had been planning to ask out. Kaitlin has such a great smile. Anyway, they started to play some Snoop Dog, my cue to leave the dance floor—because I hate rap, hip hop, nonsense to drum machine music.
“C’mon I’ll show you guys the infinity pool.” They followed me up a few stairs to the pool area. I pointed out the red, waterbed pods, but Michelle was having nothing of it—we settled in the couch area looking out over the pool and the videos projected on the Pegasus apartments across the street.
“This is such a great building. What was it before they turned it into a hotel?” asked Michelle’s friend April.
“Originally, it was the headquarters for Superior Oil. That’s why the door handles are S shaped. They’re original to the building.” I have no idea why I know these things.
“Where do you live?” asked Michelle.
“Right now I’m staying at a friends place who’s out of town. But usually I just stay in one of the hotels around here, including this one.”
“Where’s your friend’s place?”
“The Skyline, on 9th and Flower—it’s really nice and his place is off the hook. I’m going to miss it.”
“How long have you been staying there?”
“A few months. It has a great gym and a huge pool if you guys are up for a swim—clothing optional?” Michelle nuzzled me with delight.
Four rounds on Tee’s tab later, they pour a strong drink at The Standard, we were on our way. The girls were going to get into a cab and go home, but instead they walked back to my place, well my friend’s place who is not there, for a nightcap.
“Well this is cute,” said Joe, clearly referring to the three of us in bed.
I looked up at Joe. “Is it morning?”
“Yes. The sun being out should be your first tip.”
I turned on my side and put my arm out over Michelle whose body felt very good against my own. April put her arm over my side from the back and there we were, one big happy sandwich. “When the girls wake up we’ll go downstairs and have breakfast at Panini…Hey, how do you like Downtown so far?”
Joe smiled. “I can see moving here.”
I watched Joe walk out of the room. I had been planning to date the too young for me Kaitlin, but in a few short hours Michelle had made a serious impression. I dozed for a while. When I woke Michelle was resting her head on my shoulder.
“I have a boyfriend,” she said, instead of the customary, “Good morning.”
“You failed to mention that last night.”
“Yeah, I know. He’s married. I don’t know what I’m doing.”
I noticed April was no longer in bed. “There’s a word for what you’re doing, but who am I to judge.”
“You don’t have a wife or a girlfriend somewhere?”
“No. Call me old fashioned but I try not to sleep with people other than the person I’m actually in a relationship with.”
“Do you hate me?”
I pulled her close to me. “No. I don’t hate you. Besides it’ll make a great blog. My mind drifted back to Kaitlin. And then I felt hungry for an egg white omelet with cheese and avocado.
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Downtown Oliver Brown – Hanging With Stretch
“Hey Oliver, slow down a second.”
I stopped half a block short of 7th on Flower so my homeless buddy Stretch could put a torch lighter to the pipe in his hand. I call him Stretch because he’s almost seven- feet-tall and looks like he weighs one-sixty or less. “Stretch, you know I don’t approve of you smoking crack.”
“Oliver, I’m a homeless black man with HIV—give me a break. Smoking crack is the least of my problems.”
“Well maybe you wouldn’t be homeless if you didn’t spend all the money you panhandle on drugs.”
Stretch laughed. “Oliver, you spend more money on coffee than I do on crack.”
“Not anymore, Howard Schultz sent me a Starbucks’ card with a couple of grand on it, for a signed copy of my last book.”
“Does that mean you’re going to pay me back the money you owe me?” asked Stretch.
It was my turn to laugh. “I knew there was a reason I hadn’t told you about my Starbucks’ card.” I stopped at the corner and stared up at the Wokcano sign.”
Stretch looked at the sign as well, although thinking a completely different thought than my own. “I did some good business here when this was Burger King—it’s all about foot traffic for me,” said Stretch.
I had a plan. “You really shouldn’t smoke crack on an empty stomach…Wait here I’m going to get you some sushi.”
I walked into the restaurant. “Hi Oliver, hi Oliver, hi Oliver…” I had said hello to something like five people until I found Marcus. “Marcus!”
“Oliver! How are you?”
Marcus and his older brother Michael own Wokcano, it’s an All-American-Success-Story that I’ll tell you about later, but for now suffice it to say I needed to speak with Marcus.
“I’m great Marcus, but I need your help.”
“Sure Oliver what you need?”
“I need some sushi for my homeless buddy Stretch and I’m short on cash.”
“Oliver, since you wrote that blog “No Virgins In This Wokcano” business has doubled…you can have anything you want. You want I put you on salary.”
Marcus has a pretty heavy Chinese accent so the last time he offered to put me on salary I thought he said celery, so I declined thinking it was some kind of new diet. Anyway, I couldn’t really take money from a friend for writing unless it was a lot of money.
“No salary just sushi.”
“I have them make special Downtown Oliver Brown roll for your friend.”
“Good idea he’ll like that.”
A few minutes later I walked out of the restaurant and handed Stretch a to go from Wokcano.
“Three Downtown Oliver Brown Rolls, how am I going to eat all of this?” Stretch said happy at the sight of such good food. And believe me Wokcano makes some good food.
“Eat what you can.”
Stretch took a bite of the delicious roll named after me. “Oh, that’s good. You know Oliver you’re all right for a Reagan Republican...Forget about the twenty you owe me.”
“What twenty?” I said, thinking about the interesting role I had just played in trickle down economics.
Stretch smiled. “Thanks for not judging me Oliver, you’re a good friend.”
“Man’s got to eat. And besides I’m not exactly in a position to be judgmental.”
“You know Oliver, you’d make some girl a nice husband. Whatever happened to that girl Mona?”
“She married the guy after me.”
“I liked that one.”
Mona was a Victoria Secret Model that could cook. “I liked her too Stretch. Listen, I have to run or I’m going to be late to David’s party.”
“Take care of yourself, Oliver.”
“You too Stretch.”
Sometimes non-downtowners have trouble understanding my relationship with the less fortunate in the neighborhood, but they’re my neighbors same as my friends in shiny glass towers and I make it work. Am I an enabler? I don’t think so.
Soon I would be at 1100 Wilshire celebrating David Kean’s fortieth birthday party. A corner unit with a nice view and plenty of food—David’s a good cook. David was a big time decorator that became a realtor extraordinaire. It’s attending this type of swanky Downtown party that some people say makes me not gritty enough, but hey in the morning I have the same hangover as everyone else…And I take some comfort in that.
POST 26
Downtown Oliver Brown – An Intersection Of Locals
1100 Wilshire had been an office building with no tenants before the most recent housing boom came along and made it a place that people who enjoy a sky-pool call home. Frankly, the pool at the Skyline, where I am currently borrowing a rich friend’s place, is probably the nicest in Downtown—I’ve used it once. Anyway, it was David Kean’s fortieth birthday so there I was.
“Happy birthday, old boy,” I said handing David a bottle of wine that I had just picked up from Mike Berger at Ralph’s.
About a year ago I signed a copy of my last book for a very nice woman who approached me at the Water Grill while I was having dinner. It turned out that her husband is the CEO of Kroger and much like Starbucks I got one of those plastic cards in the mail—I haven’t had a grocery bill in a year.
“Forty, welcome to my world,” I said to Dave.
“I know. I woke up feeling older,” David mourned.
“Not to worry old boy, it only gets worse.” I laughed. “Is that an olive spread?” I asked gesturing toward the red, lacquer, Chinioserie tea table.
“It is, help yourself,” said David, happy to not have to listen to anymore of my getting old jokes.
I plopped down on the modern, tan, mohair sofa next to Eric Everhard the porn star. I don’t think Everhard is his real last name, but if it is, I hear that it suits him.
“Hi Eric.”
“Hey Oliver!”
I reached for a cracker and some olive spread. “So what’s up…I mean working hard…I mean how’s life treating you?”
Eric smiled; he’s a very cool guy. “Oliver I’m a porn star, how bad can life be? Other than my back is just killing me—job hazard.”
I had never thought of the strain that his particular line of work puts on the back and hips, but suddenly it made sense. “Sorry to hear about your back. You know if you want to come over I can show you some exercises that will really help you feel better.”
“You guys have a gym in your building?”
“We have a great gym. Seriously, the gym is so nice I actually feel guilty that I don’t work out. Come by tomorrow, I’ll show you how to use the back ball and we’ll grab lunch.”
“You’re the best Oliver, I’ll bring you my new three DVD set.”
I was about to say, “that’s not necessary” but a piece of olive from the olive spread got caught in my throat, I coughed, and that’s when Stan Peters walked in.
“Stan, Stan, Stan…” all through the room. Eric put his hand on my shoulder. “I think that’s Stan Peters.”
“It is,” I assured. “That’s the great Stan Peters in the flesh…Not like when you’re in the flesh, but you know what I mean.”
Eric was excited just to be in the room with Hollywood’s biggest producer. “Do you know him?”
“Downtown Oliver Brown! The best writer to not make it in Hollywood come here and give me a hug!” yelled Stan, thinking that he had just given me a compliment.
I turned to Eric. “I know him.” I stood and got the life squeezed out of me. Stan works out two hours a day.
“Hi Stan, this is my friend Eric…”
Stan shook Eric’s hand. “The porn guy. I’ve seen your work. You have a pretty decent package. Nothing close to mine, but then again who has anything like mine?” The three unbelievably hot girls that had rolled in with Stan all giggled.
I had for the fist time noticed that David’s place did not have a balcony for me to jump off of.”
“Oliver, what are you working on these days? I had heard you moved Downtown…I told everybody that Oliver’s not a loser, he’s a visionary. I’ve decided to buy every available Penthouse I can get my hands on down here because of you. Downtown is the next big thing. What’d you say you were working on?”
“I’m working on a script about a writer that moves Downtown to get away from the pretentious idiots in Hollywood…”
“I like it.”
“He starts blogging and drinking himself to death.”
“Very leaving Las Vegas. I made a lot of money on that one. In fact Nick Cage is renting one of the places I just bought down here.”
My phone rang. “Hey Oliver it’s Josh, I’m at the Hard Eight Lounge with Lucky and the gang we’re heading over to the grand opening of Versus you have to come with us.”
“You’re a lifesaver Josh Johnson, I’m on my way.” I put my iphone back in my pocket. “Sorry Stan, something’s come up I have to roll.”
“What about this script, I’m into it?” He lowered his voice. “I’ve got an extra girl or two if you want one—stick around.”
“I’d love to Stan, but seriously I have to run. I’ll call you when I have something that’s worth your greatness.”
He put his arm around my shoulder and walked me down the hallway, “Oliver I want to show you something,” he said, stopping in front of a Salvador Dali.
“Great painting,” I said, thinking just ten more steps to the door.
“It’s the painting of a pained soul, Oliver.” He squeezed me a little tighter. “I know you don’t like what I stand for, but trust me you don’t want to become that.” He nodded toward the painting. “I make sure everyone knows that I’m on top because the moment I don’t someone gets the idea that they can take my place…and that’s only going to happen on the day I take my last breath. I like you. So, cool it with the booze and the girls and write something I can produce. Okay?”
I stared out the glass elevator as it descended to the lobby. “The next phase of LA Live is almost done,” I thought to myself. I wondered why I hadn’t written something Stan Peters could make. Then it occurred to me that every career is about getting a break or two. Maybe I had just gotten one.
Soon I would be at Versus. I had been at the Grand Opening of the Stock Exchange in the 1980’s, which would be the former incarnation of the building where Versus was opening. I had a good feeling about the rest of the night. Oliver Brown loves a good Grand Opening.
POST 27
The Genie Is Finally Out Of The Bottle Rock
I’ve been sitting for five hours straight—unbelievable.
I looked at the screen of my laptop and contemplated just how much work adapting “Stan Lerner’s Criminal” into a movie was turning out to be. My new blog The Adventures Of Downtown Oliver Brown, which I post on blogdowntown.com had turned out to be a pleasant distraction, but a distraction none-the-less. I’m addicted to writing, so something else to write for me is like giving a coke addict some heroin to try out.
I looked down at my iphone. The text from Eric the founding editor of blogdowntown read “Any chance you want to deviate from Oliver Brown and attend a wine bar preview for me at 2? It’s Bottle Rock, at 11th /Hope.
I thought about it. Wine, cheese, and maybe some food?
I texted back, “Sure!”
The following blog is what happens when you send a fiction writer to cover a wine bar preview that’s being run by a very attractive blond publicist name Sarah and the food is provided by a top chef that is nothing less than a smoldering, brunette beauty. And an accommodating general manager that at a glance surmised that I was not the average journalist, but rather the author some of the most explicit sex scenes ever written.
The highly anticipated Bottle Rock wine bar is finally close to opening at 11th and Hope at the base of the Met Lofts Building. Today, press was given a tour by the Bottle Rock team, which included a very nice sampling of what promises to be great things to come in late January 2009.
Concept Chef Sherie Farah, graduate of the prestigious Johnson and Wales University Culinary Arts Program, fed the intimate gathering an assortment of finger sandwiches and artisan cheeses that were more than worth skipping lunch for. General Manager George Skorka, formerly of the Hotel Bel-Air, was sure to make sure no glass was dry. The sparkling wine from New Mexico was a pleasant surprise and the red from Malibu was still better.
Bottle Rock Downtown is a larger version of the first Bottle Rock, which opened in Culver City in 2006. Like it’s Culver City predecessor Bottle Rock Downtown will offer more than 700 wines by both the bottle and glass. Founder Fred Hakim, has spent the last thirty years succeeding in the wine business and seems to be just two months away from adding what he calls, “an egalitarian approach to wine” to his admirable list of accomplishments.
Now of course wine, food, and pretty girls will always get a good write up from this reporter, who’s not really a reporter, but I just wish I could have added a real touch of Stan to this blog. That would have involved inviting Sarah and Sherie back to my place and completely compromising my journalistic integrity. Well, back to fiction for me. I mean seriously me a journalist?
After I filed my blog I dealt with my creative conflict at Wokcano’s Happy Hour. Luckily I ran into Lee, Marcus, and Michael. Marcus and Michael are the brothers that own Wokcano and Lee is the managing partner of the Out Back in Burbank.
“Stan, you’re coming to the Kings’ game with us!” said Lee a few drinks ahead of me.
“Yes I am!” I answered, never one to turn down hanging with my friends.
“I’ve got all thirteen King Girls lined up for later…” Lee said, his arm now tugging at my neck.
I smiled. I felt like a fiction writer again.
POST 28
Downtown Oliver Brown – A Day Full Of Writing
There is a part of me that misses those days in the hills above Sunset…
This is as far as my script about an author who moves Downtown to escape the pretentious idiots in Hollywood had progressed. See, I write at Starbucks and most of my friends don’t understand that a writer’s office is pretty much wherever he opens his laptop—in this case 11th and Grand.
“Hey Oliver,” said my buddy Rick, who’s been overseeing the remodel over at the AT&T building for the last year and a half.
“Hey Rick.” I would have invited him to sit, but he sat before I could get the words out.
“What’s new?”
“Well, since yesterday…I’ve started on the script for Stan Peters.”
“How’s it going?”
“I should be done by this afternoon.”
“That fast? I thought they take longer to write.”
“I was being facetious.”
“Oh. Hey, what do you think about this whole auto industry bailout thing?”
I closed my computer to save battery life. “I think its socialism. I’d hate to see any of the car companies go under, but I think there is a much bigger issue to consider.”
Rick looked at me thoughtfully. “Like tax payer dollars? Why should we bail them out?”
“No, bigger than that. An argument can be made about taxpayer dollars and getting paid back with interest, and job loss, and broader impact, and on, and on. The bigger issue is a society that doesn’t want to accept that there’s such a thing as consequences for our actions. This country was built on failure and adversity. I’m worried that removing these as part of the equation will not lead to success.”
We talked about this for another half hour.
Rick looked at his watch. “Damn, I have to get back to work. I’ll catch you tomorrow.”
I opened my computer. “Maybe this economic downturn will cause business to rethink the notion of relying on formula,” I thought to myself. “Maybe the mediocre people who run the show will be in the unemployment line where they belong.”
I would have typed something but…
“Hey Downtown Oliver Brown,” Kenta said, sitting down with coffee in hand.
“Hey Kenta.”
“How’s the writing going?”
“Great, the new script is practically writing itself,” I said with a sigh.
“Oliver, you know the idea I told you about, Wild Moguls, I need your advice.”
I closed my computer. “Shoot…”
“Well I talked to a guy that financed Google and he said that he was doing something along the same lines. I wanted to hit him up for financing but now I’m not too sure what to do. I’m supposed to talk to him again tomorrow, what should I say?”
“Ask him for a job. He’s not going to finance a company that’s going to compete with his own but you’re young and on the same page as he is—he’ll give you job.”
“A job…”
“Kenta, that’s the problem with your generation. You can’t just go from nothing to CEO. Learning the business from someone who actually knows what they’re doing may go against your entitlement DNA, but trust me you’ll be better off.”
“My entitlement DNA!” He laughed and held out his fist so we could do the high-five replacement. “Oliver, you’re so right. Why does my whole generation feel so entitled?”
We talked about this for thirty minutes.
Kenta jumped up. “Oh, the ticket guy…Gotta jump. Thanks Oliver.”
Three more people stopped by my table before I could get my computer open. Then there was a moment, which of course is when the attractive blonde at the table in front of my own stood up, walked three feet over to where I sat and sat down.
She put a nickel on the table. “Can I ask your advice about something?”
I looked down at the nickel. “It’s probably not worth that much.”
She smiled. “It is to me.”
“You have to tell me your name first.”
She extended her hand. “My name is Misha.”
“Nice to meet you Misha, I’m Downtown Oliver Brown but my friends call me Downtown Oliver Brown. What type of advice do you need?”
“I usually sit in the back corner.”
“I know. I’ve noticed you, but you don’t usually look like you want to talk to anybody.”
“Because I don’t. Or I didn’t. Why does everyone talk to you? I want to feel like I’m part of something the way you are.”
“People talk to me because they can tell that I like them…And that I’ve failed so badly in life that there’s no chance of my being judgmental.”
She laughed. “I bet I’ve messed up more than you have Downtown Oliver Brown.”
“How old are you?” I asked.
“I’m nineteen.”
“Trust me, at nineteen you just haven’t had enough time to make it to my level of debauchery. Besides how much trouble can you get into at FIDM?”
“How do you know I go to FIDM?”
“A cute, blonde, nineteen-year-old that does homework at Starbucks on 11th and Grand?”
“That’s true,” she conceded, “but I’m not the typical FIDM girl. I don’t hang with any of them.”
“I figured that.”
“Really, how?”
I looked down at her feet. “You don’t wear Ugg’s when it’s eighty degrees out. That wasn’t even cool in 2003.”
“So you can tell I’m a misfit because I don’t wear Ugg’s?”
“Something like that.”
“Can you tell I just got out of rehab a few months ago?”
“It doesn’t surprise me.” I was really starting to like this girl. “What were you in for?”
“Coke,” she said, clearly wanting to test my nonjudgmental limits. She wasn’t even close.
“I did a lot of coke in the eighties.” I tried to look serious but I actually have fond memories of those days, so I smiled.
“You’re smiling,” she said, more amused than shocked. “You are a bad boy…” She thought for a moment. “You know they put me in a psychiatric facility for two weeks before rehab.”
“Do you want to have dinner with me tomorrow night?” I asked.
“Of course I do. Why do you think I came over and sat at your table? Did I mention my last boyfriend was a rock star?”
“Can’t scare me away, Misha.”
She bit her lower lip, as cute girls will do. “Good.” She stood up. “I want to stay, but I have to go to class.” She picked my iphone up and dialed her number. “Call me tomorrow around 6:30…give me a hug.”
I stood with my arms around Misha for a second. They feel so small when they’re in your arms. There’s something strange about dating a girl young enough to be your daughter. But like so many things these days, aging just isn’t what it used to be.
I opened my computer and my phone rang it was Todd from GrooveTickets. “Hey, I thought you were writing a blog about the Grand Opening of Versus? I can’t find it anywhere.”
“I haven’t written it yet, but I’m going to.”
“Well, how was it?”
“The place has potential.”
“But?”
“I think they envisioned a Hollywood style club Downtown.”
“I see.”
“I’m going to talk to them.”
“When?”
“After I’m done writing this script.”
“What script?”
“Todd!!!”
“Okay, call me later if you want to meet up for dinner.”
I looked at the first line of the script and decided to change it to: My days living above the Sunset Strip seem like a lifetime ago.
POST 29
Downtown Oliver Brown Gets Lucky—Striked
I was just minding my business dancing away at three in the afternoon inside of the always cool, on a Saturday, Hard Eight Lounge.
“Downtown Oliver Brown,” said the beautiful DJ Eden, dancing up to me.
“Eden, you’re so beautiful it hurts my soul.”
She twisted and turned around me. “So, what did you think of Lucky Strike?”
“It doesn’t open until Monday,” I answered, not all that concerned with a concept that, at least in my mind, bordered on Hollywood meets corporate America—my least favorite things next to ingesting broken glass.
“I heard they had a party last night,” her hair whipped across my face as she said this.
I stopped dancing and inserted my now very dirty feet into my flip-flops. “No one told me they were having a party.” I began text-messaging Eric. “Is there something going on at Lucky Strike?”
“I don’t know.” Appeared back on my iphone.
“Where are you going Oliver? C’mon stay and dance…”
I walked directly over to LA Live and proceeded up the escalator to Lucky Strike.
“Hi,” said the cute hostess.
“Is the manager here?” I demanded more than asked.
“Yeah…”
“Could you tell him that Oliver Brown from Blogdowntown is here and would like to speak with him.”
I looked around. The entrance / club area rivaled any Vegas ultra lounge. I walked down the length of the beautiful bar into the VIP lounge area. The white was a perfect contrast to the dark entrance. The red pool tables were the perfect accent. Now I’ve been called pretentious for my appreciation of the finer things in life, but seriously Downtown Oliver Brown felt right at home in this place. Feeling much happier than I had just minutes before I took in the space-age looking lanes. I couldn’t help but think back to the good-old-days when I used to go bowling with my father.
“Hi I’m Joe. I’m one of the managers.”
Joe was a nice looking young guy. In fact the whole staff was very attractive. “Hi Joe, I’m Downtown Oliver Brown. I heard you had a party last night.”
“Yeah, it was a private event, but we’re having the official Grand Opening on Monday.”
I glared at him. “But you had party and didn’t invite me and the locals.”
“It was our marketing company…”
“They’re not from Downtown are they?”
He shook his head. “I mean we want you guys to come…Monday?”
My glare turned to a pout. “So I can hang out with the guys at the LA Times that think LA Live has unfairly displaced the homeless. I’m a blogger mate I need a scoop.”
“Well we were going to do some trials tonight.”
I smiled. “I’ll be here around eight with some friends.” I gave Joe a pat on the shoulder. “I think this place looks amazing, by the way.”
I’m not too sure why I went to Ralph’s for a wine tasting when I was going bowling / drinking an hour later, it might have had something to do with the fact that Mike was serving up four incredible bottles of Champagne.
Alec was there and literally no one else. “It’s just us tonight?” I asked.
Mike nodded. “And I have to throw out whatever is left over. It’s a crime.”
Alec and I exchanged the knowing glance of men who hate this very type of crime. “Mike, I would never allow such a tragedy, start pouring we have to be at Lucky Strike in an hour.” Mike and Alec looked at me inquisitively. “We’re going bowling, so cancel your plans.”
Mike shrugged knowing that there was no hope of talking me out of this adventure.
Four bottles of Champagne and an hour later myself and a couple hundred of my Downtownster friends were having the time of our lives.
“I can’t bowl to hip hop,” I said to the DJ. “I need some house music.”
“No problem Oliver.” And the set turned into something that would have made Tiesto proud.
Gino got us set up on the VIP lanes. Not because I’m a VIP, but for the safety of the other bowlers who were not bowling by Downtown Oliver Brown rules. What are Downtown Oliver Brown Rules? One drink must be consumed before every frame. The winner isn’t the bowler with the highest score, but rather the bowler that can bowl the most frames—I’ve never lost at my own game.
I looked across the cool, lounge table at my four buddies, out of two hundred, that I was actually able to talk into this. “We need one more real man to balance out the rotation. I can’t believe nobody else wants to play…I should have left them all home.”
“Downtown Oliver Brown! I’m here to save the day!”
I looked up in disbelief at Stan Peters. “No disrespect Stan, but its Saturday night shouldn’t you be at whatever Sam Nazarian’s new hot spot of the week is?”
Stan sat down next to me and started to put on his bowling shoes. “I’m burnt on that scene, bunch of wanna be’s. I mean if I’m going to hang with the peasants I might as well hang with the cool ones.” Stan looked from Mike, to Alec, to Neal, to Chris, to me. “No offense guys.”
I sighed. “Well your majesty would you like to go before the peasants or after?”
Stan shrugged. “It doesn’t matter you’ll all be passed out by the time I get a buzz going.”
I downed my Jack and Diet. “We’ll see about that.”
By the twentieth frame both Joe and the General Manager John had joined us. Erica our waitress was family.
John put his arm around me. “You know Oliver you’re not exactly what I pictured a writer to be like.” Stan rolled a strike and we high-fived. Twenty drinks, great music, hot waitresses, and bowling had bridged a gap between us.
I turned to John as I stood to take my turn. “Hemmingway was a drinker.”
Alec succumbed and lay on the couch. “And look how that turned out,” he commented adroitly.
I laughed and rolled a strike. Then danced on the table. John volunteered to get the next round, but Neal and Chris were long gone, Alec was down for the count, and Mike had to be at work early the next morning.
“How about it, Stan?”
Stan shook his head. “I should have known the only person that can drink more than a scummy Hollywood producer is a crazy writer… How’s that script you’re writing for me coming along?”
I laughed and walked with John to the bar to get my story and twenty-first Jack and Diet of the night.
“So how long have you been with the company?”
“Only about six months.”
I quickly came to the conclusion that John was going to make a good Downtownster and forgot about getting my story. He showed me a very funny baby picture of his son with his own face superimposed. This is something that proud Italian fathers have a tendency to do.
“I have to take care of something Oliver, I’ll be right back.”
I was just standing there enjoying the vibe when the attractive blonde that had been bowling in the lanes next to us walked up. She was a friend of a friend of a friend who worked on the design of the building.
“Oliver, you’re so adorable, you need to settle down.”
“Okay let’s do it.”
“Not with me, Oliver. But I have some great friends.”
“Every one says that…”
“It’s not that I don’t want you, I could totally rock your world. I totally want to rock your world…But you’ll cheat on me I know it.”
“I won’t. I promise. I just want to get married and have kids. If you really want me I’m yours right now.”
The next thing I know we were making out on the sidewalk in front of LA Live. I don’t remember this girl’s name but I was thinking she might be the one as our bodies came together so perfectly. That’s when the silver Rolls Royce Phantom pulled up and Stan Peter’s got out of the back.
“Oliver, get in the car.” He pointed at Mrs. Right. “You, your fiancé is looking all over for you.”
“Fiance?” I had noticed that she was with a guy, but for some reason hadn’t put it all together.
“Yeah, but I want you Oliver.”
“So let’s go.” I pulled on her hand and we began our walk to a new life together.
Stan pulled our hands apart. “Listen love birds, better to make this decision a few days from now when we’re all sober.”
So there I sat in the back of Stan’s Rolls Royce. “I like her Stan.”
“I thought you were dating a nineteen-year-old named Misha?”
“Her AA sponsor told her that I was a substitute for her drug addiction or something, so we aren’t hanging anymore.”
“You know what I love about you Oliver?”
“What?”
“You’re actually more screwed up than me.”
“Yeah, you’ve kind of grown on me too.” I laughed out loud as I got out of the car. I had actually found the perfect place to strike out.
POST 30
Downtown Oliver Brown Thanksgiving Story
“Hi, Oliver Brown speaking,” I said into my iphone.
“Oliver, Stan wants to see you in his office with something on paper,” said Iren Shmeklestein, the powerful and scummy producer, Stan Peter’s longtime sidekick.
“Iren, it’s not that I’m avoiding Stan. And I am truly grateful that he kept me from running off with someone else’s bride-to-be at Lucky Strike the other night, but I don’t have a car.”
“You better be writing, Oliver…”
“Iren, I promise I’ll get down to business on the script…As soon as I get done with the project I’m working on right now.”
“Don’t be a shmuck…”
I hung up the phone and savored the feeling of Misha wrapping herself around me. “Did you just call me a project?”
I kissed the soft skin of her cheek. “I’m glad you decided to ignore your sponsor’s advice and hang out with me again.”
“Me too, but if my dad finds out he’s going to cut me out of his will.”
“So I guess we won’t be doing the family thing for Thanksgiving?”
She whispered in my ear. “I was thinking we could do the Oliver Brown and Misha family thing right now.”
I pulled the covers up over us…
The next morning I was at my Starbucks 11th and Grand office working away on an essay that I planned on forwarding on to the President Elect’s new economic team. The premise being that the 21st century economy is completely reliant on social network monetization, when the old phone ringtone of my iphone interrupted my thought.
“Hi Oliver, it’s Rahm Emanuel, Ari’s brother.”
“Hi Rahm, I was just writing something for you guys right now.”
“The President Elect would like to chat with you if you have a moment.”
That’s when I looked up and noticed Iren Shmeklestein staring down at me.
“Hi Oliver,” said the deep voice now on the line.
“Hi…”
“What type of script is this?” cried Iren looking at my computer screen.
“This isn’t a good time,” I said, to Iren.
“I’m sorry,” said the President Elect, thinking that I was speaking to him.
“No, not a bad time for you, I was talking to someone else,” I said feeling that this was not a good start.
“Oliver, we as a people and a country are facing challenging times…”
“I don’t even know the name of this project,” said Iren, loudly.
I mouthed the words, “I’m talking to the President Elect.”
“I thought you were writing something about a writer who hates the pretentious idiots in Hollywood? But I like this idea, very timely.”
“You see Oliver we need new ideas,” the President went on, “and do to political expedience I’ve had to bring on the same old retreads to pay off my political debts…”
“Do you really not own a car?” asked Iren.
“No!” I said to Iren, irritated that he thought I would lie about something other than getting my work done.
“Yes, unfortunately that’s the way it is,” said the President Elect, thinking I was shocked that he’d hired the Clinton administration with a Bush Secretary of Defense as a cherry on top of the great banana split of change.
So, that’s when Iren grabbed the iphone out of my hand. “Listen, I need to talk to Oliver without you distracting him, so chill out for a minute.” Iren pointed out the window at a brand new Mercedes Benz SL 500. “It’s yours,” he said handing me the key. “Stan wants you to have wheels and to be indebted to him.”
“Can you please hand me my phone back?”
He held it away like a kid in grade school. “You’ll be at the studio tomorrow?”
“Okay, but don’t expect too much.” He handed me back the iphone, walked out of Starbucks and hopped in the back of one of Stan’s Rolls Royces.
“Hello…”
“Sorry Olver, I know you’re a busy guy, but I want you to fly back and meet with me and the team. I’m going to create a department of blogging and I think you can play an important role.”
“You’ve gotta be kidding.”
“No Oliver I’m not kidding, your piece on feeding homeless, crack heads food from Wokcano has really opened a lot of eyes back here. And the way you redefine the rules of bowling in your piece on Lucky Strike quite frankly should be taken into consideration by the BCS, as an impetus of change. Well, what do you say should I send Air Force Two for you?”
I looked out the window at my new Mercedes. “Is it okay if I drive?”
“Good idea. Get a look at the country before we sit down and hash things out. Imagine if the numbskulls at the big three automakers had just driven, it’d be a lot easier for me to give them all the money they need. When do you plan on hitting the road?”
“Soon.”
“Good, I’ll have Rahm coordinate with you. Have a great Thanksgiving Oliver.”
“You too…”
“The Department of Blogging?” I said out loud. “I just want to be a screen writer.”
But there was no time to blog or write a screenplay because my sister was calling on the iphone.
“Oliver, did you get the turkey yet?” she asked.
“Yeah, its in the guest bathroom. And it’s making a terrible racket—the neighbors are complaining.”
“Well why didn’t you buy a dead one like a normal person?”
“Dead ones cost money I got this one for free.”
“Oliver I have people coming over you better not screw this up.”
“I just have to wait until Misha’s not around to get dinner ready tomorrow if you know what I mean? She’s an animal lover.”
“I’m an Oliver lover—also,” said Misha, sitting down at my table.
“I have to go sis.” I hung up. “Are you ditching class again?”
She leaned across the table and kissed me on the lips. “I’m tired. I feel like taking a nap at your place.”
I looked at the unfinished essay and the just started screenplay on my computer screen and suddenly felt very sleepy.
POST 31
Blog Misha’s Mom
I spotted Tim Leiweke, the president of AEG, out of the corner of my eye. I had just sat down at Starbucks 11th and Grand to finally focus on the script about a writer who moves Downtown to get away from the pretentious idiots in Hollywood. The irony of course being that I’m writing the script for Stan Peters, the subject of the cult classic book “In Development”, the story of Hollywood’s most powerful and scummiest producer. If you haven’t read “In Development” go over to Metropolis Books on Main Street and get a copy. Anyway, there’s Tim putting some sweetener in his coffee. Sensing an opportunity for a blog I shut down the laptop and approached.
“Hey Tim.”
“Hey Oliver, starting early today…”
“Oh it’s just a little script thing I’m behind on.”
“Actually, Stan Peters mentioned that you were writing a script for him…”
“He did?”
“Yeah, when he dropped off the check for one of the Penthouses at the new Ritz Carlton.” My head swooned at the news that Stan would be living so close to Lucky Strike, he’d definitely want to join the league I’ve been working on. “Apparently there’s no recession in the movie business,” Tim continued. But I was having a hard time concentrating. “What if he winds up on my team?” I thought to myself—bowling with the guys would never be the same.
“Tim, not to change the subject, but I really think that there’s a unique opportunity to cover LA Live. I know everyone is going to write about the architecture and the money and on and on. I want to write about the humanity, the impact on the community from the perspective of a writer who actually lives here…I want to hang with you during opening week.”
Tim tried his best not to laugh. “Oliver after that incident at Lucky Strike…”
“I swear I didn’t know she was engaged.”
“Not that incident…”
“Oh, well how could I know that, that was there entire allotment of Cristal for the year. And Stan was paying so I didn’t really think anything of it when I ordered all those bottles.”
“Not that incident either…”
At this point of the story I should explain what exactly Tim was referring to. I do so with considerable consternation that Tim was aware of such and unfortunate incident. No doubt Stan Peter’s had something to do with it.
It all started at the Hard Eight Lounge, where so many of my misadventures begin. I was dancing with Eden (see previous blog for description of hot she is) when the legendary Lucky Luke walked up.
“Oliver you’re going to the Conga Room with us tonight—it’ll be a good adventure.”
“The Conga Room closed in 06, daddy. Went broke or something.”
“No, the new one Oliver.”
“There’s a new Conga Room? Why?”
“C’mon Oliver it’ll be fun.”
“Same CELEBRITY OWNERS?”
“Oliver you’re writing a script for the most powerful and scummiest producer in Hollywood, what’s wrong with some celebs owning a club.”
“First of all I haven’t actually written that script yet although I did accept an SL 500 so now I feel partially obligated. But I just don’t want to see Downtown turn into Hollywood. With celebrities comes the Hollywood attitude. And I just don’t think Downtownsters like yours truly want that around.”
“Listen, come with us tonight and give them a chance—for me.”
I agreed, but only because Eden finally said, “I’ll go home with you afterwards and teach you the meaning of pleasurable transcendence.”
Later that night I meant to go to the Conga Room, but I ran into John the General Manager of Lucky Strike.
“You’ve got time to roll a couple of lines.”
So the next thing I know it’s two in the morning and John (the GM) has joined Joe, Stan, David and myself for our final game—winner take all.
Now mind you I had a couple of dozen drinks at this point so I can’t really be blamed for accidentally taking John’s turn in the tenth frame…”
“No, Oliver it’s not your turn,” shouted Stan in a panic.
“I don’t believe it,” was all Joe could say.
I didn’t understand all the commotion over my tenth frame seven ten split. But then looking at the scoreboard it hit me like a giant Conga drum. I turned to John who was, well, shocked.
“I think I just messed up your perfect three hundred game,” I offered with considerable remorse.
John held up his hand, “I’ll just do a reset. It’ll be okay.”
Relieved I sat down on what I thought to be a couch, but turned out to be the control panel, which erased all of our scores and caused the main computer to crash. John was a sport about me ruining his perfect three-hundred-game, but I have to admit I walked out feeling a little down. Fortunately, Eden was walking out of the Conga Room at the same time.
“Oliver, I’ve been looking for you all night.”
“Am I late?” I asked.
“Yes,” she said scornfully.
“I could use some pleasurable transcendence…I ruined John’s perfect game.”
“Oh Oliver,” her arms were around me and her breath was hot in my ear, “I’m sorry. I’ll make you feel better.”
Hopefully it all makes more sense now.
I sighed trying to think of something to say to Tim before his coffee got cold. “Well if you’re talking about the whole three-hundred-game thing and breaking the computer and all—I can only promise that nothing like that will happen again. And, I’m friend’s with Steve Jobs so I can hook them up with some new computers if they need them.”
Tim’s a nice guy, so while it was clear he probably wouldn’t go bowling with me anytime soon he did hand me his card. “Oliver, send me a proposal and I’ll make sure Lisa gets it. Lisa’s in charge of LA Live so it’s really her you should be hanging out with…And Oliver no more shenanigans, if anything goes wrong at the tree lighting because of you…
“I promise Tim. I’ve turned over a new leaf…”
“Murderer!” shouted Misha, my nineteen-year-old off and on again girlfriend.
I turned from Tim to Misha.
“Where’s Mr. Gobbles?” she demanded to know. “You said he was a rescue.” (read Oliver Brown’s Thanksgiving story for more info on the turkey Misha is referring to)
“He was. I rescued him from the freeway next to the arboretum,” I said turning back to Tim. “I promised my sister I would cook something and I couldn’t keep the thing in the extra bathroom any longer, my neighbors were complaining about the noise.”
Tim shook his head. “You just better not do anything to mess up our tree lighting.” And with that Tim walked away leaving me to face Misha alone.
“Oliver after what you did to Mr. Gobbles how can I trust you to keep an eye on my mom?”
“What mom?”
“My mom’s boyfriend broke up with her last night and with the whole manic depression thing she’s got I can’t leave her at my grandparents they’re too old to deal with it.”
“I don’t know…” And then she was hugging and kissing me. She has the softest lips. “Okay, I’ll keep an eye on her for a few days.”
She kissed me on the cheek. “Then I forgive you for Mr. Gobbles…I’m going to go get her.”
I sat down and began writing a proposal for Tim to give to Lisa, rather than the script I was supposed to be writing for Stan Peters about a writer who moves Downtown to get away from all of the pretentious idiots in Hollywood.
POST 32
Downtown Oliver Brown LA Live And The Stupid Architectural Critic
I stopped by Starbuck 11th and Grand with every intention of walking over to the new Starbucks at LA Live. But as a member of the Downtown community I did feel obligated to at least say hi to my all my friends—wouldn’t want my absence to be a cause for concern. Well, I’m sitting with David Kean, the realtor, and Victor the owner of Hard Eight clothing, sharing a paper.
“Oh look the literary giants at the LA Times managed to find something bad to say about LA Live.” I looked in disgust at an article that questioned how LA Live would do, given that it was opening in a bad economy.
“Oh the Times can always find something bad to say,” said David. “You look a little tired today Oliver…”
“I was up late talking to Misha’s mom, she’s staying with me.”
FLASH BACK
Misha and her mom stood at my door.
“Oliver this is my mom. Mom this is my boyfriend, Oliver.”
Misha’s mom gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Come in,” I managed to utter. Then lowering my voice to a whisper I said to Misha, “You never mentioned that your mom is Paulina Portzakova the former super model?”
“Yeah she’s hot isn’t she? And don’t get any ideas…she’s very vulnerable right now. And she’s my mom.”
“Thank you so much for letting me stay,” said the hot mom of my hot girlfriend.
“Mi casa su casa…” I replied.
END OF FLASH BACK
“What’s she like?” asked Victor.
I chose my words carefully. “I want her. I’ve been fantasizing about her since high school…” But my thought was interrupted by something I noticed in the Times. “Why does the Times seem to not get that people seek out entertainment in tough economic times? And how have they missed the point that the greatest entertainment facility ever built has just been built in Downtown LA—home to forty thousand people and five hundred and fifty thousand workers, all looking for something to do. Oh, and did I leave out that LA Live is at the center of a county with fourteen million people who like to be entertained. How did these geniuses manage to put a question mark on that?”
David handed me the section he was looking at. “You’re really going to like this article, Oliver,” he said dryly.
The architectural review said something to the effect that…
“You’ve got to be kidding me. How can you review a project phase by phase? A kindergartner would know to at least wait until the whole project is done.” I read a little more. “Doesn’t integrate into the community? Cretans! It’s a shining light in the middle of the city. And the outdoor plaza is like a room outside? Yeah maybe they should have put the plaza on the corner of Olympic and Fig, so all the free community events could have completely stopped traffic, been exposed to endless security issues, and been impossible to hear anything in because of the bus stop. I’d like to meet the moron who wrote this oxymoron.”
“I’m sitting right next to you.”
I turned to face somebody I had actually never seen in the neighborhood before. “You wrote this, garbage?”
“Yes, I did.”
“They fired hundred and fifty good writers and kept you?” I asked.
“I’m sure you’re more qualified than I am to…”
“I’ve lived here for fourteen years Bozo, of course I’m more qualified than you are. I’m sure you’ve never taken the time to read “The Fountain Head”, but if you had you would have taken into account the functionality of the building. See, that’s what the community cares about.”
He was not smiling at this point. “Not at the exclusion of the project’s weave into the fabric of the overall environment,” he snorted.
“Dude, I know that sounded good in the free classes you got with that box of Cracker Jacks, but…” Dave burst out laughing. “this is Los Angeles the fabric is a serape. You know all different colors and cultures. But I guess if it were up to you they would have tried to capture a little more of the car wash theme across the street with a touch of the non descript Holiday Inn on the opposite corner.”
And in the tradition of the great writer Norman Mailer I found myself in a brawl in the middle of Starbucks. Unfortunately for the architecture critic, who took the first swing I might add, he had about the same knowledge of amateur boxing as he did of architecture—that would be none. Because apparently he missed the three Golden Gloves’ titles I had won as a youth, here in the city I was born and raised in. However, unfortunately for me there were four LAPD officers sitting ten feet away.
“Oliver, what’s gotten into you?” asked Dean, as they pulled me off the pummeled critic. “You could be arrested for this.”
“Me arrested?” I protested incredulously. “You should arrest him for impersonating an architecture critic.”
“The architecture critic impersonator did take the first swing,” said David.
“He insulted me…And if anyone should be arrested it should be him for all of those great movies he’s written that have lost money…I’ve seen them all.”
I would have punched him again for this crack, but Dean and the other cops dragged me out to the sidewalk and told me I should get on with my plan to check out the new Starbucks at LA Live.
A few minutes later I approached what looked to be the nicest Starbucks ever. Lisa who I was planning on following around happened to be outside.
“Hi Lisa,” I said, putting my hands in the pocket of my Zegna pee coat to hide the teeth marks.
“Hi Oliver. Are you behaving yourself, like you promised Tim?”
I nodded. “Absolutely. I’m really looking forward to hanging out with you. I’ll just be a fly on the wall. No trouble at all…I’m completely mellow these days. I hardly have an opinion about anything. I mean if I were an animal, it’s like I’d be a sheep or something. I mean that calm…”
“Okay, you can come to the Grammy pre-concert tonight and the after party.” She handed me the highly coveted tickets.
Happy that the day seemed to be going better I leaned over to give her a quick hug…
“Downtown Oliver Brown!” It was Kyle, the LAPD officer, who happened to be Dean’s cousin.
“Hey Kyle, this is Lisa…”
“Nice to meet you,” he said before I could say the words “who is in charge of LA Live,” which hopefully would have played on his LAPD predilection for discretion in matters where charges weren’t actually filed. He continued, “Dean gave me a 411 on the radio that you worked over that reporter pretty good. The boys said your right hook still packs some power.”
Lisa looked at me justifiable skeptical about my new pacifist attitude. “Oliver tell me you didn’t…”
“He started it. And its not like we broke any furniture or anything…Listen I should probably get home and check on my girlfriend’s mom…”
“Check on your girlfriend’s mom?”
“See you guys,” I said, walking off before I could be questioned about my unusual houseguest.
As I walked through LA Live I couldn’t help, but feel satisfied that I had done the right thing. Free speech is good, it’s a fundamental of our democracy, but stupid speech should be challenged. And saying that LA Live is just another island in a city full of islands is stupid. We build islands in LA because LA culture is a culture of individual identity. Angelino’s live to discover; sometimes block to block.
POST 33
Downtown Oliver Brown The Tree Lighting Ceremony
When you’re Downtown Oliver Brown, not much fazes you. But waking up with my hot nineteen-year-old girlfriend’s MOTHER naked in my bed did actually give me what felt like a flutter in my chest followed by considerable shortness of breath. I would have been completely distraught but for the fact that my girlfriend Misha’s mother is the former Super Model Paullina Portzakova, who I have already admitted to fantasizing about in my previous blog entry. I knew somewhere in my consciousness that I shouldn’t have accepted the pill she offered me as an Aspirin substitute. However, like so many thoughts of this nature it struck me after the little white pill was already down the hatch with a pretty hefty escort of Johnny Walker Blue Label.
“I didn’t!”
She nuzzled my neck. “You did, and you did, and you did…”
“Ahhhh,” I moaned, as I covered my forehead with the palm of my hand. “You said it was Aspirin.”
“No I told you it would make you feel better.”
“Well I don’t feel better right now. And it takes a lot for me to be disgusted with myself.”
She got on top of me and kissed me on the lips. “Too bad because I like making love in the morning.”
“Really?” I asked, just before the indescribable began to happen again.
I know I shouldn’t have, but I figured Misha was already going to be upset especially given this was only a few days after I cooked up Mr. Gobbles for Thanksgiving dinner. I realize at this point the reader might be thinking that there’s no way I could talk my way out of such a colossal lack of judgment. But remember this was all Misha’s idea in the first place. Some of the blame is on her and I had already resolved to get her to see this more balanced point of view.
Later that day: I was writing my previous blog about punching out the Times’ architecture critic at the new and nicest Starbucks ever at LA Live when Lisa sat down at the twenty foot long community table I have now renamed the boardroom.
“Everyone at AEG is very proud of you – not one incident last night, Oliver.”
I sighed. “That you know about.”
“Oliver?”
“No, don’t worry nothing to do with LA Live, just a little problem with my girlfriend’s mom.”
Lisa’s tone was sympathetic. “It can be hard to get along with our significant other’s parents.”
“Yep,” I answered, thinking that getting along too well with them was actually worse.
“So what did you think of the event last night?”
“It was really fun. I think the Nokia is the best concert venue I’ve ever been in. You know when the Foo Fighters did that cover of “You’re So Vain” it showed what the acoustics in that room can really do. And I think the whole pre-concert idea is good for the Grammy’s in general.” I lowered my voice. “John Mayer playing with BB King is kind of like me doing math with Albert Einstein—not the same league if you know what I mean. And I like John Mayer.”
“And how did you like Club Nokia?” Lisa asked, totally cheery and upbeat, because she completely had no idea of the giant cross I was bearing from what happened after the after party at Club Nokia.
“Great! It has a similar vibe to the room in Vegas that housed my last live show.”
“Have you ever thought about doing live entertainment again?”
I shrugged. “I don’t know. I made a lot of money doing live entertainment, but it was so easy for me…”
“You know Oliver, it’s okay to be successful.”
At this point I should probably point out that Lisa started her career as a receptionist for a modeling school in Denver and living the American Dream – now runs LA Live.
“It’s been so long I’ve kind of gotten used to the way thing go for me.”
Lisa smiled. “After Grand Opening week, I want to talk to you. Maybe it’s time to bring back Downtown Oliver Brown Presents.”
The thought cheered me a bit. “Hey, a little money to go along with all my talent might be nice.”
“We’ll talk.” She stood up from the boardroom table in the middle of Starbucks. “And we have a seat for you at the tree lighting. So be on time.”
Now had someone mentioned to me that Brittney Spears would be flicking the switch designed to look like a candy cane that turned on the fifty-six foot all LED tree I wouldn’t have shown up at all. Not because I don’t like Brittney but…
I was sitting in front of the red carpet minding my own business. There was a buzz of excitement in the air. Not so much because of anything that was going on, no the buzz was simply due to a feeling of community being gathered to watch something happen. Misha sat next to me—not holding my hand but allowing me to put my arm around her.
“I still can’t believe you slept with my mother.”
“I told you I don’t even remember the first three times.”
“I’m so mad at you right now. And don’t try to say it’s my fault because I was dumb enough to trust you.”
Funny because that was going to be my argument. “You said you wanted us to get along.”
“Oliver.”
“Well at least she’s over the boyfriend that dumped her. You have to at least acknowledge that I helped out in that department.”
Tim, the mayor, and a bunch of other important people walked by. Tim mouthed the words, “Behave yourself, Oliver.” Adam Corolla started to do his hosting, which frankly lowered the bar to a point that I thought even I couldn’t make things worse.
“You!” said Brittney stunned at the sight of me sitting in the front row—worse yet with my arm around Misha.
This caused Tim to miss pronounce the mayor’s last name.
Downtown Oliver Brown doesn’t get involved in politics accept for giving a little advice to world leaders every now and then, and there is the whole Barack Obama appointment pending, but otherwise I’m not political. However, even a casual observer will notice that the mayor of Los Angeles has a bit of an ego, so getting his name wrong will probably be forgotten by him sometime around the beginning of the next Ice Age.
“You ruined my life,” Brittney continued.
“Really, did he sleep with your mother too,” said Misha, adding fuel to the fire.
Adam managed to chime in something about Brittney’s comeback being as unexpected as Downtown’s.
“You better be in my limo when I leave—in about five minutes from now. I have some things I want to say to you, Downtown Oliver Brown.”
I grabbed Misha by the hand thinking it was time to leave before I caused an incident.
“Oh no, you bring her too. She has to hear this story.”
She gave a big disingenuous smile to the fans, distracted and not capable of answering Adam’s question about her new album.
“Well Britney just flip the candy cane switch here,” said Adam, in that suave Pavarotti voice of his.
Now why they plugged the switch into the planter box that I was trying to climb through with Misha in tow, I have no idea, so again it wasn’t completely my fault that the tree didn’t light up when Brittney through the switch.
“Oliver, you stepped on the chord.” Misha pointed at the unplugged plug.
“This is bad,” I said to her quickly reaching down to try and plug the tree back in. Thankfully it worked, the tree lit up and only a few thousand people and the live audience watching KTLA noticed the little glitch.
The getaway ended when Brittney’s limo cut us off at Olympic and Flower. The back door opened and Brittney, who was looking pretty hot by the way, got out.
“No you don’t. You two, in the back.” She pointed at the luxurious back seat and I noticed what appeared to be a well stocked bar.
I decided to get in pulling Misha along with me. I mean the circumstances weren’t ideal, but I had the sense that once all the yelling was done it might turn into an interesting night. A limo with alcohol, two girls fresh out of rehab, and Downtown Oliver Brown—very interesting indeed.
POST 34
Downtown Oliver Brown And The Final Beam
“Oliver, the NSA tells me that you’re not writing at your usual Starbucks. Is everything okay?” asked President Elect Obama.
“I’m fine. I’ve just been writing a lot about LA Live so I’ve been working out of the Starbucks over there. I like to totally immerse myself in my subject matter.”
“Yeah, I thought that might be the case. The piece about the architecture critic was brilliant. Your understanding of the juxtaposition of the current micro and macro economic situation is unique. Oliver, you are still going to be the head of our new Blogging Communications Agency?”
“I said I would come back and help out. I don’t think I have the time to head a government agency. To be honest I think I might bring back “Downtown Oliver Brown Presents” to LA Live, it’s an incredible opportunity. It’s one big party down here.”
“Wait until you see the parties we’re going to be throwing at The White House. Don’t let my public image fool you…I know how to have a good time.”
“Well I haven’t signed a deal yet. I promise I’ll come back for the inauguration and hear you out.”
“Good…What do you think of this whole Auto Industry mess?”
“Don’t appoint an Auto Czar. But definitely talk to Lee Iacocca, he’s the only guy who’s done anything like this before.”
“You’re right I should give Lee a call. What about the money? Is it the right thing to do?”
“In principle—no. But now that money has been given to the financial institutions, it’s a little late to start worrying about principle. Now it’s just a matter of what’s going to cost the taxpayers less. Which, seems to be giving them the money.”
“Do you think they can be viable?”
“Absolutely, if they’re willing to learn how to communicate in the 21st century. Any company without a blog and social network monetization strategy is pretty much doomed to failure in the new economy. Not to say that communication is the end all, but if you have a great product you’re not selling it using 20th century marketing concepts. Let’s be frank, what I’m talking about embracing is what got you elected.”
“Why do you think they stumbled over this? You and I get it.”
“Fat, rich, lazy, and worst of all, arrogant. And I’m not just talking about CEO’s, I’m talking about a lot of people. Too many mediocre people have been promoted over the last twenty years to positions of power and now we’re all paying the price. You know how many people have been promoted based on seniority rather than merit? Just give the companies that are failing a close look and start counting. We need to get back to the Sam Walton School of management. Leading a business has to be about building a company first and foremost. And it has to be done with a sense of responsibility to the community—that isn’t mandated by the government, but by civic conscience…Are you there Mr. President Elect?”
“Sorry Oliver, you just get me thinking about so many things.”
“Oops, I’m late. I have to get over to the Ritz Carlton topping off ceremony.”
“I hear that’s quite a project. I have to hand it to you folks in downtown LA, good economy or bad economy you just keep on going. I’ll look forward to reading the blog…”
I stood on the event deck and listened to several union officials and construction executives thank the thousand workers seated in the audience for their exemplary safety record—one incident during the entire project. Although this had no direct effect on my wellbeing I felt a sense of pride that our workers here in LA had achieved such an accomplishment. We’ve all heard about the terrible accidents that have happened at City Center in Las Vegas. And again, I had no plan to join the barbeque that was being given for the construction workers yet it struck me as an exceptional gesture by ownership.
Laura Diaz, who hosted the event, went over big with the construction workers. I like the fact that she actually lives Downtown. Tim, Jan, the mayor, and Jimmy Smits all spoke to the crowd, and while all four are very used to public speaking there was something special in the slightly warm breeze that was blowing, which gave all of their words something a little extra.
“Five, four, three, two, one,” Jimmy counted down. The music began to play and the last beam needed to complete the Marriott / Ritz Carlton Hotel and Residence was hoisted by crane into the air for all to see. The American flag hung from this last beam and it flapped proudly in the wind as it ascended to where it truly belongs—above all of us as a reminder of what a great country this is and the levels of greatness that we can achieve when we all work together.
I stood for a moment, looking at the flag, surrounded by the men and women who built the incredible structure with their hands, the men and women who conceived the incredible structure with their minds, and even a couple of the people who were willing to write the checks. I stood there and then left without saying a word. The accomplishment in front of me was too big even for Downtown Oliver Brown to turn into a story.
POST 35
Downtown Oliver Brown And A Whiskey Bar
I don’t really vibe with Seven Grand, too many people, too many guys, and a college hipster feel around the pool tables that I didn’t even like in my college years. Those would be the three years at UCLA before I dropped out for no reason.
I sat in the front booth, the only spot that frankly doesn’t feel like a sausage factory to me, drinking a triple Blue Label. Now, let me make it perfectly clear, when it comes to Whiskey Seven Grand knows what it’s doing. So while I’m not into the crowd, it doesn’t really matter because I was there to hang out with my old friend Johnny Walker and possibly his cousin Jack Daniels.
“I thought I might find you here,” said Stan Peters sitting down at my table. Stan is Hollywood’s most powerful and scummiest producer. He is also the subject of the novella “In Development”. I mention this often out of concern for new readers who may not know this very relevant information.
“Why would you think that? I came here on purpose because I never come here.”
Stan waved at the waitress. “Whatever he’s having—two rounds.” He turned to me. “I figured you’d be somewhere where you didn’t want to run into anyone you know.” Stan looked around the room. “And I know you don’t know anyone in this place.”
I downed my drink in anticipation of the next two rounds that were on the way. “What do you want Stan? I gave Iren the first thirty pages of the script.”
The waitress put four triple Johnny Walker Blue Labels on the table. Stan handed her his AMEX black titanium card. “Keep it open, love.” We clacked our glasses together. And I have to give it to Stan he can chug with the best of us. Our empty glasses hit the table at the same exact moment. “So, what’s bothering you?”
“Besides you being here?” I responded to the invasion of my self-loathing. “Nothing, I’m great.”
“No you’re not. When Iren told me you actually gave him thirty pages of the script you’re supposed to be writing for me—I knew something was wrong.”
“I can stop writing it if you want...”
Stan almost spit out the swig he had just taken. “No, don’t do that. Although I hate to say it, the first thirty pages are some of the best writing I’ve ever seen. I almost forgot how talented you are when you do your thing. If the rest of the script is on the same level—you’ll get nominated for an Academy Award for sure.”
I shrugged. “Great, now that swag is taxable.”
“I’m guessing that since you’ve been doing the work I gave you an SL 500 as an incentive to do, something has got you down. Everything okay with your nineteen-year-old?”
It dawned on me that I hadn’t talked to Misha in almost a week—and that I had leant her the SL 500 that Stan had given me. I figured it was the least I could do given what a great boyfriend I am.
“I love her.”
“So, you haven’t talked to her in weeks?” Stan asked insightfully.
“A week. But I do love her. I just wish I wasn’t so old.” I took a gulp of my drink. “She won’t get it until it’s too late—they never do. I could be a better man for her, but I’m sure it would just end in disappointment, when she cheats on me with some valet guy who parks my car somewhere.”
Stan sighed. “You know just when I was feeling zero holiday spirit, you’ve helped me reach a whole new low.”
“Sorry, Merry f*ck’n Christmas. Feel good enough to finish your drink and go now?”
“Oliver, you know what I’ve always admired about you?”
“Please don’t tell me, Stan. I don’t really care.”
“That’s what I admire about you. You don’t care. You can chitchat with the President, have dinner with a billionaire, sleep with your girlfriend’s mother, write a movie better than anyone in Hollywood and still be totally disconnected. I get so tired of all the kiss asses that want something from me. Or pretend to like me because I can do something for them. I’m a schemer and you hate me for it. You are your own man Oliver. Why can’t you be happy with that?”
“I didn’t get the insider’s look at LA Live that I wanted. Two weeks I hung out and got nothing but some satire.” I held up my glass. “Cheers.” And down the hatch went another hundred and fifty dollars worth of Whiskey.
Stan waved at the waitress who was on the ball enough to already have two more rounds on the tray as she walked over. She set the drinks down. “Can we just get a bottle?” asked Stan sensing that I wasn’t going to be easily consoled.
“Sorry we’re not allowed to do that.”
I shook my head. “You know I have problems with authority in general, but I think I speak for all of mankind when I say that…”
Stan cut me off. “Just pour a bottle into four highballs and bring them to the table. We’ll take it from there.” He turned to me. “You didn’t really think they would make you part of the family?”
“I hoped…It was a historical event. I was the guy to write it—the real story, that’s what people wanted. You know when I see potential that isn’t realized it hurts me. I mean it’s like a knife in my heart.”
Stan nodded. “That’s why you’re so good at what you do—when you do it. But you’re too sensitive, Oliver. You can’t let yourself care about things so much. They’re not even your things.”
I drank and l laughed. “You realize you just contradicted yourself?”
“No, that’s the irony. You don’t care about you, you care about the world.”
“I’m not asking the world to change, Stan.” My mind drifted to the Coca Cola parade that ended at LA Live, a terrible high school band, a double-decker bus with screaming kids, and a Coca Cola truck—I drained the glass in my hand to make the vision go away. “I just want to be able to use my talent. Otherwise it’s all a waste, I don’t play golf, I don’t ski, I don’t even have a desire to collect action figures or baseball cards or whatever normal people do to keep busy. I just want to write. But I don’t want to write the same old formula crap that the people running the show seem to think the American public wants—until their Fortune Five Hundred Company goes bankrupt due to their incompetence.”
“Well, at least you have a script for me to write.”
“Now who’s bringing the holiday spirit to a new low? Why don’t you just tell me that GM is bankrupt and state taxes are going up?”
We laughed and clinked our glasses. “I can have my private jet take us anywhere in the world right now.” Stan nodded toward the exit.
“Why go anywhere in the world when we could go to Vegas?” My mind drifted to a number of vices. “After we finish our drinks.”
Ten minutes later Johnny Walker had left the building and so had we. I really couldn’t think of a more depressing thought than spending the holiday with Stan, given he stands for everything I don’t believe in, but I suppose if I wanted to have a happy holiday I would have made myself a better man when I had the chance all those years ago.
POST 36
No Encore For Oliver
“Whooooo Shiiiiiiit!!! Look what the cat done dragged into Vegas!!!!” screamed the large, handsome, cowboy looking fellow that had come to greet us at the airport.
I staggered off of Stan Peters’ Gulfstream V and watched as the cowboy fellow lifted Stan off of the floor in a hug that would have crushed a hearty grizzly, no doubt. Hopefully you’ve read the last blog where the drinking binge that resulted in the flight to Las Vegas with Stan on his private jet began. Because Stan’s Gulfsream is well stocked with fine Scotch the drinking had continued unabated until the moment where our story continues:
“James Whiskey Peet the third, I’d like you to meet the best and possibly most dysfunctional writer in Hollywood, Downtown Oliver Brown.”
James Whiskey Peet the third, crushed my hand with a vice like grip. “Well any friend of Stan Peters the scummiest and most powerful producer in Hollywood is a friend of mine.”
I pried my hand loose. “Are those real six shooters you’ve got strapped on there, James Whiskey Peet the third?”
He pulled the pearl handled, diamond studded, beautiful instruments of death with the skill of true shootest and fired off a couple shots each into the air. “Damn right they’re real—writer boy. And call me Whiskey Peet! Now enough of this shiiiiiit hop in the car and let’s go play some cards!” Then wrapping his arm around my shoulder. “Bet you don’t have any cars like this in that faggot, liberal city you just flew in from.”
I took in Whiskey Peet’s Rolls Royce Phantom stretch limousine. It actually made Stan’s normal Rolls Royce Phantom look small. My eyes had some trouble focusing but eventually made their way down to the front of the car where they came to rest on an enormous set of what appeared to be solid silver steer horns.
“This is a fine automobile Whiskey Peet. I take it that it’s equipped with a bar?”
He slapped me on the back. “My boy! My boy! Get your ass in there and see for yourself.”
Whiskey Peet shoved Stan and myself through the back door where we were greeted by a bunch of girls wearing nothing but chaps and cowgirl vests…And a guy named Dave.
“Girls these are my boys from the coast!” The girls all said, “hi” on cue and made various comments about how cute we were. “And boys that’s my buddy Dave The Jew!”
We shook hands with Dave The Jew and the car whisked us off to Seamless, which is apparently Dave The Jew’s favorite strip club. Now while I do not profess to be an expert on Vegas strip clubs I would usually have gone to Treasure for this type of harmless by Vegas standards fun. Seamless however, proved to be quite nice. I’m not exactly sure why with a car full of almost completely naked girls we went to a strip club, but then again I wasn’t exactly sure why I had agreed to fly to Vegas with Stan Peters only to find myself with a wild gun toting cowboy named Whiskey Peet.
“I’m April. Who are you?” asked the beautiful girl that cuddled up to me at the bar at Seamless. It took a minute for me to realize that she didn’t have chaps on and thus wasn’t one of our posse.
“I’m Downtown Oliver Brown, failed writer extraordinaire.”
“I’ve read your blogs, they made me want to go to LA. Are you really Downtown Oliver Brown?”
“It’s really me. I’m sure people come in here all of the time pretending to be a broke, single, childless, critically acclaimed writer, but this time I’m here in the flesh.”
She pressed her body into mine. “I’m here in the flesh too and I love guys with brains. Do you mind if I join you for a drink?”
I rested my right hand on her derrière, which was nothing less than spectacular; I was particularly struck by the softness of her skin. “If you want to lap dance me you don’t have to go through the whole having a drink thing, I’m totally into you. I’ll give you all the money I can possibly borrow off of Stan The Scummy Producer and Whiskey Peet.”
She kissed me on the cheek. “I want to have a drink with you…And you don’t have to pay me for dances…I’ve got money I’ll pay you.”
“How much?” I asked.
“Well I get twenty a dance, so I’ll pay you what everyone else pays me…It’s only fair.”
As I sat there drinking with April I found myself not feeling so upset about not getting the inside look at LA Live that I had wanted. By the time she was pulling me back to the couches for the dancing part of the evening I couldn’t even remember why I lived in LA. Because this story is not written for an adult website I’ll skip the description of the dance April laid on me, but suffice it to say I was convinced by its conclusion that I could be happy the rest of my life with her.
“No I can’t accept that,” I said pushing back the money April tried to hand me as I followed the Whiskey Peet express out the front doors into the giant Rolls Royce with silver steer horns.
“A deals, a deal,” she said continuing to extend several hundred dollars in twenties my way.
“My boy! My boy! A girl that wants to give you money is a keeper.” Then picking up April, who was still only dressed in a g-string and tiny bra, Whiskey Peet carried her off to the car. I’m guessing nobody bothered to question this unusual behavior because he still had his six shooters strapped to his thighs.
Whiskey Peet’s house, all 50,000 feet of it, could best be described as western opulent. On the walls hung the handy work of three generations of Peet’s who had apparently never come across an animal that they didn’t want to shoot.
“I call this Whiskey Peet’s at Whiskey Peet’s,” said Whiskey Peet to April and myself. I stared at the nicest casino I’d ever seen—that just happened to be in a private home that was larger than most hotels.
“Very impressive,” I said to Whiskey Peet.
“Let’s find a bedroom,” whispered April into my ear.
“I don’t always feel like going to the strip, too many foreigners and last time they complained about my guns—liberal fagoooots! I said I play a million dollars a hand boy and you don’t want me to have my guns…I’ll play in my own damn casino. I ain’t no public company, asset leveraged, new fangled casino owner. I own gold mines, silver mines, the largest cattle ranch in the country, and a million acres of land. I’m keeping my guns…Let’s play some poker boys!”
I cleared my throat. “I think a million dollar a hand poker sounds a little rich for my blood, Whiskey Peet.”
“Don’t give me that horse shiiiiiiit!!! I’ll stake you, my boy.”
“I also kind of wanted to a…” I nodded toward April.
“You can break that Equus caballus in later my boy…Hell I’ll stake her too…You know how to play poker little girl?”
April, having taken four years of Latin in college, was not thrilled about being referred to as a horse, and apparently had done pretty well in the World Series of Poker. “Well, I’ll give it a try Haus,” she said with a smile to Whiskey Peet.
Four hours later, the sun rising, Dave The Jew and I were bust, which meant I owed Whiskey Peet, Stan Peters, and April the stripper ten million dollars each. April on the other hand seemed to be up my ten million and another five.
I decided a trip to the spa would be a good idea, and after a great deal of convincing, Dave The Jew agreed to come with.
I called the Wynn, which is my spa of preference when I’m in Vegas.
“Hi this is the Spa at Encore. How can I help you?”
“Well I’ve been up all night drinking and gambling, I’m down thirty million that I don’t have and it looks like sex with April is out, at least until she’s done taking Whiskey Peet and Stan Peters to the cleaners. So, I was thinking a spa treatment might be called for…Oh, and I’m trying to call the Wynn.”
“Well Encore, is the new hotel at the Wynn and I highly recommend our new spa.”
“I usually go to the Wynn, but hey I’m always up to try something new. You’re sure it’s nice.”
“You’re going to love it…I’m sorry I didn’t ask your name?”
“Well there goes one of your diamond ratings,” I teased.
“Oh no, I’m so sorry, please don’t take away one of our diamonds—I’ll lose my job.”
“I was just kidding—relax. Besides my few million readers, no one cares what I think. Anyway, my name is Oliver Brown, but my friends all call me Downtown Oliver Brown.”
“Will you be coming by yourself Mr. Brown?”
“No, I talked Dave The Jew into coming with me. Make it a reservation for two.”
Where Dave The Jew got his hands on peyote, Lophophora williamsii if April is reading this, I don’t know, but I assure you it is much stronger than the shrooms I used to take in college, before I got kicked out.
The next thing I know I was being waved over by security at Encore. I was thinking that driving Whiskey Peets’ Palomino painted, convertible Lamborghini wasn’t such a good idea—as it attracted too much attention.
“Can I help you?” asked the Asian security guard in a decently fitted gray suit.
“We’re here for the spa,” I answered, ignoring the giant, fire breathing dragon that had appeared from nowhere in the driveway blowing flames out of its’ nostrils just missing the Lambo by a few feet.
“Do you have your employee I.D. with you?”
“No, but that’s because we’re not employees. I’m a writer—” And then there was a whole family of bunny rabbits frolicking on the hood of the car, which along with the fire breathing dragon I ignored. “And Dave here is a Jew—like your boss.”
“Well, Encore doesn’t open until Monday.” Twenty cars drove past us into the valet. “It’s just friends, family, and employees today.”
“Well, then why did the spa tell us to come on down?”
“You have an appointment?”
“Of course we do.”
“Can I see your license?” I gave him my license and he started dialing someone on his cell phone.
I turned to Dave. “Can you believe this guy? No wonder Whiskey Peet built his own casino.”
The Asian security guy came back. “Sorry, you don’t have an appointment.”
I called the spa. “Hi Marie, it’s Downtown Oliver Brown, they won’t let us in. The guy here is saying that we don’t have an appointment.” I hit the speaker phone button.
“You have an appointment Mr. Brown. And I cleared it with my supervisor.”
To which security responded. “I don’t know who that is. You could have called anybody.”
“Have him call extension 4008.”
The security guard dialed on his cell phone and walked away. As I feared might happen the dragon began to snatch the bunny rabbits off of the hood of the car, and one by one he tossed them in the air, roasted them with fire, and ate them. What seemed like and eternity later the security guy came back.
“I’m sorry Mr. Brown, but the supervisor at the spa did not have proper authorization to give you two an appointment and even with a license we cannot verify who you are right now.”
“Do you know who Kevyn Wynn is?” I asked.
“Yes, I know who Mr. Wynn’s daughter is.”
“Well, she knows me.”
“There’s no way to get a hold of Kevyn.”
“I’ll call her.” I hit Kevyn’s number on my iphone. “Hi Kevyn.”
“Hi Oliver dear.”
“What are you up to?” I asked forgetting I was about to be arrested by security for a moment.
“I’m skiing with Joey. And in a little bit we’re going over some friend’s of his for dinner. What are you up to?”
The Asian security guard glared at me. “Hey Kevyn, I was on my way to the spa at Encore…”
“Oliver, don’t call me about problems at the hotel. I don’t work there. I’ve had three calls already from friends…”
“But…”
“Dude, I’m on vacation with my boyfriend. I’m trying to relax. Do you understand? Don’t bother me for favors, Oliver!”
“Whatever Kevyn,” I said hanging up, thinking about the ten days her boyfriend Joey had just spent on my couch…funny how favors go.
The Asian security guard seemed pretty satisfied that I had just been told off by the owner of the hotel’s daughter. “Why don’t you come back on Monday Mr. Brown…The doors open at 8:00 p.m.”
“I think I’ll have to miss that. But I’ll figure out something to say about you guys.”
“Sorry you feel that way, Mr. Brown.”
I drove off. The dragon roared, upset that the last bunny rabbit was escaping on the hood of Whiskey Peets’ Lamborghini.
“That sucked,” I said to Dave The Jew.
“Yeah, I was enjoying the unicorn chasing the elf’s. But you know they shouldn’t have made an appointment if the place wasn’t open.”
“What about Kevyn going off on me like that? I just wanted to write something nice about her dad’s hotel.”
“Rich people can be sensitive about being asked for favors. She probably gets hit up by people all the time.”
I turned to Dave The Jew. “With great wealth comes, great responsibility, Dave. That’s the moral of the story. We all have to help each other. It doesn’t matter, rich or poor. We all have to be there for each other, otherwise the world it’ll just keep going the way it’s going.”
POST 37
Finally An Encore For Oliver
After being turned away at Encore by an Asian security guard, even though we had a perfectly legitimate appointment at the spa, (and because I was hallucinating as was Dave The Jew I must insist you read my previous blog “No Encore For Oliver” as even now it is too painful to delve back into that part of my seriously damaged gray matter) at Dave The Jew’s urging we went for an Oriental Foot Massage. This forty-dollar experience, which in fact was a full body massage, put every high priced spa I’ve ever been to, to shame. With knots, I did not even know that I had, purged from my body we headed back to Whiskey Peet’s fifty thousand square foot mansion.
“Well shiiiiiiiit! You guys back already?” asked the rich, handsome, crazy, gun toting cowboy named Whiskey Peet I had come to know through Stan Peters—Hollywood’s scummiest and most powerful producer. “C’mon and play some poker I’ll stake you some more money if you need it.”
“They wouldn’t let us in,” I said plainly, still hallucinating from the peyote Dave The Jew had talked me into taking. Whiskey Peet’s cowboy hat had stretched all the way to the top of the ceiling. I should add that the ceiling height of Whiskey Peet’s at Whiskey Peet’s as the private casino in Whiskey Peet’s home is called is about thirty feet high. “I really just want to take April upstairs and have sex in an attempt to get over the disgust and rejection I am feeling with respect to the events of earlier this morning.”
“My boy, my boy! Your little philly is still up six million dollars. I think she’s played before. But if it’s okay with Stan it’s okay with me.”
I turned to Stan. “Do you want me to finish that script?”
He sighed. “It’s mostly yours’ and Dave’s money…so if it’ll help get that script done go fornicate away.”
“Well boys it’s been a pleasure.” She stood looking hotter than ever in the same g-string and tiny bra she had been wearing when Whiskey Peet carried her out of the strip club Seamless for me. “I have to go take care of my man now.”
The soft horsehair of the bedspread wasn’t even close to the tender skin of April’s inner thighs, which pressed against my oblique muscles in a manner that caused my loins to fill with all but the last pint of blood in my body. My head swooned with this awakening of my manhood. But as great as the sensation of her skin on my body or my being inside of her may have been, it was the smoldering look on her face that has been burnt indelibly into my oh so corrupt soul. Did I just say smoldering look? I’m a disgrace of a writer to use such a banal description. Tolstoy would take the time to describe every inch, every movement, and every nuance of her expression that was indeed the power that so completely penetrated my blood cells one by one until they reached the unbearable boiling point of ecstasy that I am trying to describe. Finally, a tremor of immeasurable magnitude rolled through my body into hers and then there was an embrace of each other so violent and so desperate that not one single molecule of the material world seemed relevant to our state.
Three days later our bodies finally separated and we spoke our first words in all of those days.
“I don’t want you ever to leave Las Vegas, Downtown Oliver Brown.”
“Where am I?” I asked, feeling like I was awakening from the greatest dream ever.
And then her body and that look and the dream continued.
A day later we spoke again. “Promise me you won’t ever leave Las Vegas, Downtown Oliver Brown.”
“Are you hungry?” I asked.
Amazingly Whiskey Peet, Stan Peters, and Dave The Jew were all still playing poker in the same exact way that we had left them. They, unlike us, had been having food delivered, but agreed that it was a good idea to go out and have a bite to eat. Whiskey Peet was very impressed that April trusted him enough to leave her six million in winnings in his safe until we got back. He was so happy he gave her an extra full-length sable he had laying around.
The driver of Whiskey Peet’s Rolls Royce Phantom stretch limousine with the sterling silver steer horns pulled into the side entrance of the new Encore hotel without incident. Our posse strolled into Encore and pretty much simultaneously arrived at the same conclusion—Encore was a really nice hotel. Now given my earlier experience I was inclined to want to find fault, but not being one to let my dysfunctional character interfere with my sense of integrity and honor I gave credit where credit was do.
“I like it. Steve Wynn really knows how to build a hotel,” I proclaimed.
“Shiiiiiit, it’s no Whiskey Peet’s but it ain’t half bad.”
I turned to Stan. “What do you think?”
“I like the way they used all the red glass.” He looked around for a moment. “And let me tell you there isn’t a girl working here that I wouldn’t bang. Whoever is running HR for this joint should be working for me.”
I looked at April but didn’t need to ask. She whispered in my ear, “Why don’t you take the boys over there to the Eastside Lounge and I’ll get us a room.”
Her lips crossed mine oh so lightly. “Okay, just text me the room number.”
Seated in the Eastside Lounge I decided that I had found my favorite spot to sit in Las Vegas. The fact that Steve had the courage to build a lounge that looked out over the pool, meaning that you can actually see the outdoors from the casino, says it all. We sat and drank and smoked really good cigars. Then a huge windstorm came and began to blow the pool furniture into the pool. I wondered why the furniture hadn’t been secured.
“Would you look at that,” said Dave The Jew.
A crowd had begun to gather. The possibility of something blowing through the windows added a real thrill to our afternoon.
Whiskey Peet pointed his cigar at the spectacle. “You see my boys! We can all build fancy buildings. But the trick is how you run them. The devil is always in the details.”
Stan Peters gestured my way. “Drives you crazy, doesn’t it Oliver?”
“What’s that, Stan?”
“That people don’t care enough to do their jobs to absolute perfection.”
I thought about it for a minute. “Yeah, but let’s face it Stan nobody is laying awake at night worried about what I think.”
Stan laughed. “Oh Oliver, for being so smart you’re so stupid. Trust me plenty of people worry about what you think.”
POST 38
Downtown Oliver Brown The First Reading Of The Year
When April first suggested the blindfold I simply thought she had something kinky in mind, but little did I know that she really meant that she had a surprise for me.
At this sooner point of our story I should clarify that my spontaneous trip to Sin City on Stan Peters’ Gulfstream V private jet was totaling fourteen days. Stan and myself remained captives of James Whiskey Peet III the handsome, wild, gun-toting cowboy who is apparently one of the richest men on the face of the earth. Dave The Jew, Whiskey Peet’s best friend, seemed to be suffering the same fate, at one point confiding in me that he hadn’t been to his own home in almost a year. Now considering Whiskey Peet’s domicile totals more than fifty thousand square feet we were hardly cramped for space but April the stripper that I had met at Seamless (our very first stop in Vegas) was after all a woman, all-be-it an incredibly sensual g-string clad creature that had stirred my libido to a boiling point which the surface of the sun itself could not equal, but a woman.
“Surprise!” said my April, pulling off my blindfold with her teeth, and then licking my face with her long, soft tongue from chin to forehead.
And there I stood in the living room of a very large and elegant home, by any standard other than Whiskey Peet’s. At the end of the living room were three twenty-foot panes of glass—floor to ceiling just on the other side of which was a waterfall that cascaded gently from the lip of an infinity pool. I turned to the right and saw Stan Peters, Dave The Jew, and Whiskey Peet staring at me. I wondered if the PCP laced joint Dave The Jew had convinced me to smoke with him earlier hadn’t worn off yet. “Why are they all smiling like jack o’ lanterns?” I asked myself. “And why is a jack o’ lantern symbolized by a pumpkin when sinful Jack carved a turnip into a lantern to be filled with an ember from hell—anyway?”
“What do you think?” April actually bounced on her toes like a young nymphet when she asked this.
“Nice,” I said thinking that any moment it would all become clear.
“I bought it for us with the money I won playing poker at Whiskey Peet’s!” she exclaimed continuing to bounce up and down as I envisioned her in one of those little plaid skirts that I find so enthralling to this day. “You promised to stay in Las Vegas with me—so I bought us a place!”
“Well shiiiiiit!!! Aren’t you glad I lassoed that little calf for you now? I told you she was a good one.” If any of my beloved readers needs a refresher, Whiskey Peet carried the g-stringed clad April out of Seamless under his arm like a hog into his Rolls Royce Phantom stretch limousine with sterling silver steer horns for me when she offered to pay for the lap dances I had been the extremely grateful recipient of.
Stan, never missing an opportunity to upset me when sober added, “And it has a great study—so you can get away from the kids and keep writing scripts for me.”
Lucky for this writer April had jumped into my arms just as I fainted so nobody even noticed that I was unconscious as we hit the ground, and she disrobed me on the living room floor not able to control her tsunami of lust for my most lucky appendage. A few moments later I came to with April on top of me and the strange backdrop of Stan, Whiskey Peet, and Dave The Jew looking on.
“Dang gone it, this is better than the rodeo coming to town!” shouted Whiskey Peet apparently mistaking me for a very different kind of stallion.
“Just like that,” said Stan taking a picture with his iphone.
“So how much did you say you paid for this place?” asked Dave The Jew.
And like always, April’s dripping with sweat, that tastes like sweet honey, body collapsed into me…her breath and heartbeat in perfect synchronicity with my own.
“What’s the date today?” I asked, winded.
“Why?” panted the smoldering hot creature that had just bought us a multi-million- dollar house on my promise in the throws of ecstasy to never leave Las Vegas.
“Because if it’s the 8th of January I’m supposed to be doing a reading at Metropolis Books on Main Street—in Downtown Los Angeles. I’m kicking off the first Art Walk of the year!”
“Shiiiiiiiiit, we better gidiup on out of here.” Then smacking Stan with his cowboy hat. “Would you stop taking pictures of them like some kind of big city fagooooot and have your boys fire up the jet, we’re going to Los Angeleeees.”
“You promised!” sobbed April.
Putting on my clothes as quickly as possible. “I will be back—you have to believe me. Stay here and decorate the house. You still have some money left over, right?”
“Yeah. But why can’t I just come with you?” she asked causing me to for the first time in two weeks remember that I had a nineteen-year-old girlfriend named Misha who had once been kind enough to forgive me for sleeping with her supermodel mother. “I’m just going to tell you this straight out. As soon as I’m done with my reading I have to break up with my girlfriend and I just think it would be better if you weren’t there.”
“My boy, my boy! No wonder you suck at poker! You can’t be honest like that with a girl that just rode you like a brahma bull in front of all your friends.”
“I’m single,” quipped Dave The Jew.
“I met you, I forgot all about her, it was going nowhere, that’s probably why I was getting hammered at 7 Grand with Stan in the first place…”
“Okay! But you promise to give her the news and come back,” stated April not as a question.
“Absolutely,” I assured, looking at her pouty face that made me want to hit the living room floor and put on a late show for the guys.
Back in Los Angeles with Stan, Whiskey Peet, and Dave The Jew in tow I arrived just in time to the nice little bookstore on Main Street and the friendly crowd of bibliophiles that awaited a dramatic reading from my award-winning novel “Criminal”. At this point I should probably mention that Whiskey Peet was absolutely disgusted with the size, or lack there of, of Stan’s Rolls Royce Phantom. “What type of little fagooooot car is this? I shiiiiiiiit bigger than this!” And then there were his thoughts about the people attending Art Walk. “Would you look at all these freaks and fagooooots! And Negro’s everywhere!” Then there was the roach coach selling Korean Barbeque. “Hell, they’re not really going to eat that craaaaap! Shiiiiiiit, for good grilled dog you got shoot um fresh on the range.” And then the strangest thing happened. One of the “Negro’s” turned to Whiskey Peet and offered to share his food. “Yo Tex, try a stick of this.” The next thing you know they gave each other a half hug and we were all passing Whiskey Peet’s flask of the good stuff around. An artist chick took a liking to the six shooters. “Dude, the blood diamonds imbedded into the ivory handles of those instruments of death—that’s so deep. Man you really move me. You’ve definitely made the biggest statement of the Walk.” I of course was worried he might fire them off into the air as he is inclined to do. Finally, I was most impressed by the LAPD who paid no attention to Whiskey Peet being armed in a throng of twenty thousand people at all. That’s the kind of change we need.
“Hi everybody,” I said facing my audience. “Sorry I’m a little late, but I got into something in Vegas that took more time and energy than I thought it would.”
“What was her name?” someone in the crowd yelled out. “Probably Bert Green,” I thought to myself before it dawned on me that he was busy with a show at his own gallery.
“Clearly the room is filled with people that know my work.” Laughter. “Shall we begin?”
And with that I read:
“So begins the story of one man’s evil journey through life. A journey that gave birth to a crime organization that has never been truly understood by anyone until now. Some is fact. Some is fiction. It will be up to you to decide which is which—but even in lies there is truth.
“Sam Noah is not famous like Al Capone, John Gotti or Pablo Escobar. But for reasons known only to Sam Noah and his closest associates, the government of the United States of America gave him the only sentence of its kind in the history of the American judicial system. Convinced he was no longer a menace to society, the judge presiding over his case ordered Sam Noah and law enforcement to part ways for good. And so it has been ever since. Or so it seems.
“Sam Noah’s influence and ideas are everywhere. He lives a quiet and peaceful life now, his past seemingly forgotten by most. Yet the events of today are the result of his deeds long ago. Perhaps he feels some regret and sadness for what he has brought to the world. But isn’t evil just the opposite side of good? Sam Noah tossed the coin of fate, and let the world decide on which side it would land. Indeed, without the choice between good and evil, the world as we know it would not exist. It is important to understand that Sam Noah is not simply a criminal, but rather an artist. He creates within the realm of thought, seeing the potential in every moment and manipulating it in his own unique way.
“There is great pain in the perpetration of evil, pain that is not felt until the time of reflection. In every life comes a time to reflect, a time to face the truth about one’s self. Make no mistake about it, Sam Noah knows of right and wrong, but when he looks into people’s hearts, he sees darkness. And darkness is indeed evil’s magnet. In the darkness is where you’ll find him.”
Applause, a slight bow, and a walk down to the Nickel Diner, which I am happy to say, Whiskey Peet thought quite highly of because they served meat and he had been under the impression that, as he put it, “I thought liberal fagoooots only ate grass and leaves and shiiiiit!”
POST 39
Downtown Oliver Brown Rivera Versus Yard House
Life seemed momentarily back to normal as I sat at Starbucks surrounded by Gay David, not to be confused with Dave The Jew from Vegas, Eric Everhard, my friend the porn star, Eric the blogger, whom to the best of my knowledge doesn’t even watch porn, and Andy The Printer, otherwise known as Andy from Colombia—one of my favorite countries due to its agricultural output if you know what I mean.
Whiskey Peet, Dave The Jew, and Stan Peters had all left that very morning for the Sundance Film Festival, which is not actually at the Sundance Resort, but rather in Park City almost an hour away. Not satisfied with Stan’s fifty million dollar Gulfstream Whiskey Peet had his private 747 pick them up for a flight I’m sure the FAA would not approve of. Whiskey Peet had grown on me and before he left I agreed to become his personal blogger—to work off my poker debt, which by the time of the boys departure had reached nine million dollars. Ugh!
“Well what do you know,” said the familiar voice.
I looked up to see DP, substitute for a name I do not feel disposed to mention. “Wow, it’s good to see you.” I stood and gave the girl, whom I had not seen for more than year a hug. “I thought you were in Europe studying to be a chef?”
“No that’s my sister. I’ve been here, but just lying low.”
I invited her to sit at my table. I accepted her offer to fetch me a coffee. My thoughts drifted to the night I talked her into letting me give her a backrub on my couch. My couch, if only it could talk, what stories it would tell. We chatted. There had been much drama in her life. Fight with her sister, run over by a car, and a year off school.
“I was just thinking about you the other day.” I did not go into the detail that I was thinking about the aforementioned night. But apparently the memory was ricocheting around her cortex as well.
“I was thinking about you too,” she responded lowering her voice.
“Really, what were you thinking about?” I asked wondering why she had come back into my orbit after more than a year.
“I was thinking you might be up for a three way with me and my boyfriend. I mean he wants to and I was trying to think of someone that might be up for it and thought, ‘Oliver would probably do it.’”
“Sure,” I said, not feeling my usual elation over such an offer. Things with Misha and April were already complicated.
Later that night, after my first non-impaired day of writing in weeks, I strolled down to the Grand Opening of Rivera. I was feeling relaxed, optimistic; the warm air of So Cal winter was gently caressing my body. And then my blood ran cold. Mr. Lee my accountant was on the phone.
“Oliver, we have to talk.”
I gulped like a nervous twelve-year-old moving in on his first hot teacher. “About what?”
“Do you want the good news or bad news first?”
I did not hesitate to ask for the good news first, given the fact I have AT&T and the bad news might be mercifully prevented from reaching the hairs of my cochlea.
“The good news is that your book and movie royalties this year were almost three hundred and fifty thousand dollars.”
“Please drop my call. Please drop my call,” I prayed.
“The bad new is that your expenses this year are six hundred and fifty-seven-thousand dollars and five cents. You continue to spend more than you make.”
I didn’t have the heart to tell him about the millions I had lost playing poker the last two weeks.
“Any suggestions, Charles?”
“Sure Oliver. Spend less and work more. Stop buying things you don’t need….”
Charles went on for a while. I would have just shot myself but Rivera looked like a nice restaurant and my friends were waiting.
I spoke to the manager for a few moments. The restaurant was designed to incorporate four different environments offering a range of dining experiences. I sat with my friends all of whom were very happy with their food. I could write a whole blog on Rivera, but my intention for now is just to draw a contrast between two nice additions to the neighborhood. Rivera has a private Tequila club and special ice cubes that don’t melt in your drink. The lounge has custom designed Tequila lounge chairs, made here in Los Angeles, that cost about eleven thousand each—the equivalent of flying first class back when you could still light up on a plane.
Billy The Trainer and Drew the FIDM Student suggested I walk with them over to Yard House—and leaving a perfectly nice group of girls we headed for still greener pastures. I should mention here that Billy had been trying to get me to train with him for months, but I was sure from the beginning that it would be my lifestyle that would prevail. We were at three drinks when we left Rivera. Tequila infused with vanilla from Madagascar mixed especially for us is what I think did the trick.
At Yard House we ran into Andy The Printer From Colombia and his ex-girlfriend. An attractive young lady that caused me to remind myself every two minutes that she was with my friend and that I had two girlfriends, which were already more than I could handle. And my friend DP wanted to involve me in her venture into polyamory. Andy secured a large corner booth for our rapidly growing party. Billy wrangled five very attractive young ladies, three from FIDM and two that were visiting the three—they had just arrived from Austin.
The food at Yard House is fine and about ninety percent less than Rivera, although no special ice cubes. However, it’s the vibe at Yard House that makes it worth going to. Yard House is the only venue at LA Live that has struck a chord with locals thus far. Good music and two happy hours. The happy hour from ten to midnight is all about locals—thank you Yard House for getting it. The cute blonde from FIDM that so clearly had a crush on Drew warmed me.
Usually, I would have been seducing one or more of these girls, not this night. Maybe my rapidly approaching birthday, meaning my advancing years, gave me pause. Everyone wound up back at my place where my glory as a writer finally bubbled up into the flow of conversation. We all sat on the couch. Drew commented as I already have about the what if furniture could speak. I broke out the Chivas and the Patron, the house music blared and I introduced the youngsters to life Downtown Oliver Brown style.
But I digress. The point was, I met up with friends at Rivera and then made new friends at Yard House, which is the kind of neighborhood place, you can make new friends at—and have over and drink to the point nobody can manage to walk for and hour or two. If I may indulge for a moment I would like to add that around three in the morning the population of Downtown Oliver Brown’s Bar and Grill demanded a reading of “Criminal”, since all had missed my presentation at Art Walk the week prior. I felt like Capote, all be it a heterosexual version with a far more imposing physical stature. I donned my reading glasses and began. Having done some two hundred readings the last year, I have to say this was the best.
I smiled when I woke up. The ax seemingly buried in my skull a nice memento of the night before. It was strange to be alone. I thought about all of those cute young girls that had been floating around my place like so many precious butterflies. And my net harmlessly left in the closet of time past. I mused that one would have been nice to keep, not for my sake, for her sake, so as to be protected from the world I know all too much about. Too late. I decided to go with Ed The Energy Management Guy to visit his elderly parents down in Long Beach. They’ve known me since I was seven and for some reason, which I cannot fathom, like when I come to visit.
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DOWNTOWN OLIVER BROWN – SOUTH PARK STORY
I strolled to Starbucks at 11th and Grand contemplating for some reason how much the world had changed since my youth, which this day, two days subsequent to my forty-fourth birthday seemed like a lifetime ago. My phone rang just as I eyed the girls sitting around the park next to FIDM. So young—
“Oliver, it’s Lee.” That would be Mr. Lee my accountant who, if you recall in my last blog, had called to inform me that I was managing to spend twice what I was earning. I then proceeded to enjoy my Friday night at not one, but two restaurants, Rivera and Yard House, then had a pack of friends over and drank and did readings til sunrise.
“Hi Mr. Lee,” I responded cheerfully. I’m always cheerful on my way to do some writing.
“Oliver, I just got a bill for fifty thousand dollars to repair the damage your SL 500 apparently did when it landed in a swimming pool at a very expensive home in Malibu.”
Misha (age 19) hadn’t taken the news about me thinking she was too young for me well. And my offer to let her keep the car that Stan Peter’s, Hollywood’s scummiest and most powerful producer, had given me for the script about a writer who moves Downtown to get away from all of the pretentious idiots in Hollywood did not appease her what-so-ever. I didn’t even bother to bring up my relationship with April The Stripper in Vegas.
“Sorry Lee, I meant to call you and give you a heads up on that one. I let Misha borrow the car and the news of our break incited her to let it roll off of the cliff where her dad’s house is situated—she was so mad at me that she forgot all about the neighbors house below. Women…”
“Oliver, I had a meeting with Lisa.” Lisa would be my manager that pitched Showtime a series about me, a dysfunctional forty-something-year-old writer, with no concept that it might just be redundant given that they already have a show called Californication about a dysfunctional forty-something-year-old writer. Lee continued, “She has an offer for you to write a cookbook, and before you say no I want to stress the dire circumstances.”
“Lee, I’ll get a job making coffee before I write a cookbook.”
“Because, of your popularity with young adults they’ll pay you five hundred thousand dollars. That will wipe out your deficit for the year, Oliver.”
“Lee, tell Lisa to tell them I won’t do it for five million—I’m not writing a cookbook…I’ll think of something I promise, just stall everyone for now.”
“Maybe I should give everyone IOU’s,” quipped Lee, being unusually witty for a Korean accountant.
“Hey, if it’s good enough for the state of California it’s good for me.”
As I neared Starbucks front door—another call, “Oliver you missed the inauguration. My inauguration.”
“Sorry Mr. President.” Some mornings get off to this type of start. A hangover usually helps to relegate them to a dull fog—I had done zero drinking the night before.
“Oliver, these are dire times, I need the bright people of this country to support what I’m trying to do. So spare me the story about whatever mess you got yourself into and tell me why you really aren’t onboard.”
“Well Mr. President, I couldn’t go to a hundred and fifty million dollar inauguration…But I did catch some of the bright people who are onboard on tv. I particularly liked the interview with Jessica Alba ‘Why can’t you be like Sweden?’ she asked the Fox News’ crew, forgetting that it’s Switzerland that’s famous for its neutrality. And that classy little rap JZ and Little Jizzy got caught doing on video—nice, very inclusive. If you had canceled the parade and parties to start work after the swearing in and lunch in the East Room I assure you I would have been there.”
“I’m going to change things Oliver and I needed to get people inspired. There needed to be a clear demarcation between me and Bush.”
“Well I’d say out spending him four to one left a pretty clear mark. With all due respect Mr. President, there needed be an example.”
“Will you write about my executive orders at least?”
“You mean like the one you slipped in on Friday late afternoon to start funding abortion in other countries, again. I mean with all the extra money we have lying around and given everyone in America is so pro choice—I’d feel great writing about that one.”
“I meant GITMO.”
“What are you going to do with all those guys?”
“I was hoping that you would write about the benefit to our image around the world.”
“Mr. President, I have readers all around the world, not one has ever posted a comment suggesting that we send the terrorist to their hometown. Sixty-six released terrorist have already wound up back on the battlefield.”
“We can agree to disagree, Oliver.”
“Fine.”
“What do I do about this banking situation?”
“When the whole thing started the government could have bought every foreclosure in America for four hundred billion dollars. You guys spent three hundred and fifty billion on nothing, except for financing the mergers that are now ruining B of A and Wells Fargo.” I became very distracted by the girl who sat across from me. She had short hair, beautiful skin, and coal black eyes. “Um, what was I saying?”
“Mortgages.”
“Oh, yeah. Well form a government entity to buy the foreclosures—all of them. Forget about the derivatives let the investors take the pain and be done with it. Do away with capital gains tax completely for three years. Pump a hundred billion, at a minimum, into SBA loans. Create a special SBA starter loan that’s unsecured for ten to twenty thousand dollars. Make the credit requirement reasonable, something around 620, so all of the people losing their jobs at big companies have the option of going into business for themselves.” I couldn’t stand it any longer. “Mr. President, I have to go I’ll call you back….”
I turned to the girl. “What does your shirt say?”
She smiled. What a smile. “It says you’re too old for me.”
“Excuse me?” I asked thinking I might have not heard her correctly.
“It says, ‘go to sleep so you can wake up and be reborn.’”
“What’s your name?”
“Nichole. And you are?”
“I’m Downtown Oliver Brown.”
“Well Downtown Oliver Brown, do you talk to the President often?”
I shook my head. “Just every now and then. I mean I suppose I could if I wanted to. I get some calls from other world leaders too, but they never listen to me. I think it just makes them feel better to know what the right thing to do is before they do the opposite.”
She laughed, “Who are you?” But this was no longer at Starbucks, that had been days before. We had gone to lunch at Urth Café and hadn’t spent almost any time apart since. We sat in her loft, which was tastefully decorated in an eclectic manner that reflected the contrast of her dark eyes and light skin. We came from two different worlds and two different times and yet yearned to be together.
“I don’t know I’ve been so many different things I don’t know anymore.”
“Why do you want to be with me? I’m half your age, you’ve had a thousand girls?...I don’t want you to go…I’m just trying to get my head around this…This is the mark from where they used to put the chemo in. It makes you so sick. Do you like my idea of draping a curtain on that wall and putting a painting in the middle? I made you some CD’s. The whole movie is about these guys trying to score some beer and go to a dance and meet girls. Fact: I love lingerie—for the fashion…” And so getting to know Nichole went. “What are you thinking, Oliver?”
“You know Downtown is a new community—it’s just being born now.” The view from her window was Staple’s Center, however it didn’t seem like we were in LA. “And since I had everyone over last week after the Yard House I’ve been at Eric’s, (Eric The Porn Star, not the blogger) to watch the fight, and now your place. There’s something different going on down here now. It used to be we all met at Starbucks or a bar or restaurant, but now we’re in each other’s places.” I pulled her towards me because I wanted her head to rest against my shoulder. “One of the reasons I’ve stayed here so long is that I wanted to write about this—a birth of a community.” She sat straight up. “Do I make you nervous?” I asked, sensing this to be so.
“Yeah you do. I know you hate lies so I’m being honest—you make me a little nervous, Oliver.”
I wanted to lean over and kiss her but for some higher reason I didn’t.
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Downtown Oliver Brown Does Dishes At Fleming’s
Starbucks, Starbucks, Starbucks, just let me get to Starbucks and have a coffee before…ring ring ring. Before you ring I said to my iphone, not out loud, as it ringed the old school ring I had it set to.
“Oliver, it’s Lee.” Meaning Mr. Lee my Korean accountant who takes my permanent state of financial crisis far more seriously than I myself am capable of—because there is no longer such a thing as debtor’s prison.
“Hey Mr. Lee,” I answered, hoping that he was not expecting me to have figured out how to pay for the damage Misha did by driving my SL500 into that swimming pool, because I told her I was too old for her.
“Oliver is it true you haven’t called Amoeba Records in over a year?”
This question was even more discouraging than the SL 500 bill. You see way back when I was a Hollywood insider I produced a DVD titled “Mike Fenton’s Actors Workshop”. Mike Fenton being the preeminent casting director of all time and the DVD being the definitive five and half-hour course on how to get a job in Hollywood. A good seller for years, I just stopped—
“Has it really been over a year?” I asked Lee.
“Close to two years, Oliver. And you haven’t called Samuel French either…I suspect I will be hearing this from every other store that buys the things that you’ve produced. In my profession Oliver we call these intellectual properties passive income sources. Do I need to explain what that means?”
“No. But Lee why do you even care? I haven’t paid you in years.”
“Because I’m Asian…I live for this. Now the buyer at Amoeba, her name is Jackie, told Lisa, your manager, that she wants five hundred copies, but she thinks you’re hot, so you must deliver these yourself.”
“No way, Lee.”
“They will pay you cash on delivery. And Oliver while you’re on Sunset take a hundred copies for Samuel French…”
I will not bore my beloved readers with the degrading details of this errand. And I do not mean to say that ordinary work is degrading, but I’ve always loathed artists that grub for money. I’m the last of a generation, that would be X, to believe that being the best at what you do should bring an adequate sustenance. And to this end I must digress. Has the idea ever floated through any economist head that speaks his piece on Fox, CNN, or MSNBC that maybe the problem with the economy is that people have just become so stupid and lazy that no company can survive with them running it? Does it bother anyone that my lifetime GPA is higher than either of the men that ran for leader of the free world? In fact one’s GPA was so low that he would not release his transcripts. And I’m not talking about the Naval Academy. Fake it, til you make it baby!!!
So of course, Amoeba only took half the number of DVD’s that they ordered giving me the exercise I so needed, shleping the extra’s back to the car I had to borrow from Stan Peters, Hollywood’s scummiest and most powerful producer, whom to his credit thought the SL 500 incident was hilarious. And if you recall Stan gave me the car for writing a script I have yet to finish. My point being that even dropping off an order of the simplest item to the very person that’s ordered it—most likely will turn into a less than quality experience. However, for Mr. Lee’s sake don’t hold this against Amoeba. If you want to make it in Hollywood go buy Mike Fenton’s Actors Workshop there or at Samuel French for that matter. And being benevolent for a moment, if you have no idea what I’m talking about, Amoeba is the best record / DVD store in America and Samuel French is certainly one of the coolest bookstores on the planet.
So, by Thursday I had some cash in my pocket again, which turned out to be a good thing for Eric Everhard my friend the porn star. You see he got arrested for shooting a scene without a permit somewhere in the valley.
“Oliver, she was just running through the park with a BB gun. It wasn’t like a sex scene or anything. Just a girl with big tits in an orange jump suit running with a BB gun. And twenty cop cars showed up.”
“And you thought this was a good idea why?” I asked. Anyway, the only reason this tribulation is of any relevance is that I spent all of the money I had so painfully extracted out of Amoeba, getting Eric out of the clink.
Now when my lifelong friend Ed, who is a multi-millionaire, invited me to dinner at Fleming’s I had for some reason not anticipated a need for cash and because I had just had a fair amount in my pocket the day before it somehow had alluded me that I was without a cent and eating a very expensive meal.
“I’m so stressed. I can’t watch the news anymore,” Ed lamented.
“Listen, my friend. Look at the bright side….” Now I’m a gifted writer with an incredible imagination but I was stumped for several moments in my quest for a light at the end of the tunnel that was not the freight train that the people doing the people’s business are trying so hard to put on the tracks. “If things get any worse, and it’s looking like they will, Las Vegas will be forced to legalize prostitution. Can you imagine, legal right on the strip.”
Ed told the waitress, “bring me a drink every time you see that my glass is empty until the moment I leave,” before she could even ask us what we would be dining on. “Oliver, I need legalized prostitution in Vegas right now, like a moose needs a hat rack…But do you really think that might happen?”
Fleming’s was unusually busy for a non-Laker night at LA Live. Dine LA had really brought the people out. This is extremely important to consider—more people more dishes.
Jennifer, the hot managing partner stopped by our table to chat right about the time that my prediction that Westside real estate prices, where Ed has a very large home in the hills, were down at least thirty percent with another thirty to go—at least. Ed turned colors and excused himself—abruptly. I feeling profoundly bad for not cheering up my friend turned to Jennifer and began chatting about this and that until the bill came.
“Oh…I don’t really know how to put this, but…” And then I explained the whole bail thing.
“Oliver that’s terrible. Don’t worry about it. You can pay tomorrow.”
“No Jennifer, I have to change my ways. I will do the dishes. Send Jose home, I’m ready to work off my debt.”
“The dish washers name is Tim, and our dish washing system is pretty complicated.”
Taking off my Zegna coat to make the point that I would not be denied I said, “I’m serious. I can’t take another debt, even if it’s only a two hundred and eighty dollar dinner.”
So, like I had done in reform school all those years ago, I cleaned off the plates and washed, rinsed, and dried. The time was flying by because JJ, Gay David, and Jeanine The Graphic Designer had been in the bar drinking and noticed my disappearance into the bowls of the kitchen. Thinking they might catch Jennifer and I up to some shenanigans they came to spy.
“Oliver, does that girl Nichole you’ve been hanging out with lately live in my building?”
“Yeah she does, why?”
“Well a girl that looks just like her knocked on my door right before I left—looking for the guy that lives next door to me. And this guy’s a player—she’s not the first.”
“Great,” I said finishing the last of one thousand three hundred and twenty dishes.
As I walked home, enjoying the beautiful night, I text messaged Nichole as I had promised to do when I was finished with dinner. To absolutely no surprise she did not return my text or answer her phone. And yes, I thought about taking any number of girls home that were in the bar at Fleming’s, but my hands were sore and chapped from washing all of those dishes—and I had been wanting some quiet time to sit and read the East of Eden.
The East of Eden by John Steinbeck, like my books Criminal and In Development, is on the Harvard list of books that one must read to be considered truly educated. If you haven’t read it, go down to Metropolis Books on Main Street and buy a copy, so far it’s pure genius. Anyway, it was the next morning and I had just gotten to the chapter where the treacherous character Cathy is introduced into the story. Nichole’s text said something about her having fallen asleep unusually early. “Can you come to Starbucks I miss you.”
And we sat on the bench outside. “You look so sick,” the crazy homeless man said to her of all people. “My mouse looks healthier than you.” She began to cry, which along with my murderous look sent the guy scampering along to ask some non-English-speakers a few feet away if they could spare some money that was needed to put gas in his Lamborghini. Nichole put her arms around my neck and I held her as she cried for a while longer.
I decided that I would take her to a particular spot on the beach in Malibu that I like to sit. There the bad news from her doctors that she had to come in for another scan would drift off in the breeze. I knew that it would be a beautiful day—probably our last.
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Downtown Oliver Brown And The Money Tree
I sat and stared out at the cold driving rain from my window table at Starbucks 11th and Grand. Eric Everhard the porn star crossed the street with his smoking hot girlfriend Kim. I was sad to see them leave—although pleased that Eric had returned the bail money I had lent him. Nichole’s words, “I can’t do this,” were still fresh in my head. Why can’t I just get a nice girl like Eric has?” I was thinking when the phone rang.
“You promised to come to my press conference, Oliver.”
“Sorry Mr. President. Oh, and sorry about the crack about having a hire GPA than you—even though it’s true.”
“Oliver, maybe if you weren’t so smart you’d be more successful.”
“Food for thought Mr. President. I’ll try to dumb it down and be more responsible so as to improve my income potential.”
“Good. So what did you think?”
“Mr. President, you know how you said at your news conference that Japan didn’t spend enough during its recession of the 90’s, so it lead to what they now call the lost decade because there was no growth?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, that’s absolutely not true. They spent so much money that they quadrupled their national debt. And it had no effect. In fact it made things worse.”
“I’ll talk to my speech writers on that one. They’re not as sharp as they were during the campaign.”
“And you know the part of your press conference where you mentioned that there are now people out there that think that FDR’s New Deal didn’t work…and the argument over this was settled long ago?”
“Yeah?”
“Well usually during 6th grade all American children are taught about FDR and The New Deal…um…IT DIDN’T WORK. In fact every textbook ever written is pretty clear that only World War II pulled the country out of The Great Depression. The best The New Deal did was lower the unemployment rate from 25% to 15% after six years.”
“I didn’t go to school in America in 6th grade Oliver, you know that. Could you please stop showing off your mastery of the facts, I won, the people have spoken. Now what should I do?”
“Hold on, I’m getting another call.” I hit the swap button on my iPhone. “Hello.”
“I finally get this whole blogging thing,” said Ed, my millionaire buddy who had just barely recovered from our dinner at Fleming’s. “But if you were going to write about our dinner at Fleming’s, why didn’t you describe the food? That Ahi Tuna was fantastic.”
“I’m a storyteller, not a restaurant reviewer. Besides, it’s not like the meal was comped, I did dishes.”
“Hey sorry about that. I didn’t realize you didn’t have any money on you. Do you need me to loan you some cash?”
“No, I’ve found the answer to my cash crunch.”
“Really, what is it? I need to get some money coming in.”
“Hey, I’ll get back to you, I left the President on hold.” I clicked over. “Mr. President?”
“One of your girlfriends?”
“No.”
“How did it wind up with Nichole, anyway?”
“Well it turned out that she wasn’t going to see the guy that lives next door to my friend Jeanine to have sex—she was just borrowing a corkscrew. Ironic.”
The President laughed. “And you think I’m gullible for trusting Geithner.”
“No. I think it makes perfect sense to put a guy who didn’t pay his taxes, ran the New York Federal Bank, which helped to cause this crisis, and who doesn’t even own a home in charge of the Treasury. Did I mention that he doesn’t even have a net worth above a million dollars? Now that’s a financial whiz if ever there was one.”
“The girl.”
“It lasted another week. But my overactive sex drive has apparently ruined the relationship…something about fornicators going to hell…Besides she was too old for me.”
“I thought you mentioned that she was twenty-one?”
“Yeah, I should have known better…Nineteen is really the best age for someone with my libido…and of course you never have to take them anywhere that serves alcohol, which saves a bundle.”
“Well sorry to hear that it didn’t work out.”
“Listen, suspend gas and payroll taxes for a year. Also, lower the capital gains tax rate to zero for three years and cap personal and corporate tax rates at twenty-five percent. If you do this the economy will start to roar overnight…hold on I’ve got another call.”
“You bastard! You’re dating a cancer patient??? I bought us a house!!!” It was April The Stripper calling from Vegas.
“It was a two week thing…She doesn’t even like having sex with me, which is strange because I’m incredible in bed…I’m going to come back…”
“She doesn’t like having sex with you? That bitch, nobody rejects my man. Give me her number.”
“I miss you too. I’ll call you back. I can’t keep putting the President on hold.”
“Where was I?”
“Tax cuts,” reminded the President.
“If you want to stimulate the economy tax cuts are the best way to do it. I know you like to spend money, but when you spend money that we don’t have it causes inflation and bubbles and what not. It’s time to let the country get to its economic equilibrium.”
“I don’t get the last part.”
“Real wealth is only created by making products or providing services at a price that the marketplace is willing to pay. And people can only afford what they can afford from this type of income. Passive income is great if you can get it, but it doesn’t create real wealth—only products and services do that. And finally, people have to make enough to live. You can’t legislate that. And you can’t use credit and inflated prices to get around the fact that people make way less now than they did in 1972, inflation adjusted. Since wages haven’t gone up, no matter what you do it’s inevitable that prices will come back down to what people can truly afford.”
“Oliver, I can’t stand by and watch people suffer—I have to spend a few trillion and see what happens…”
“Nice chatting with you Mr. President.”
No sooner had I hung up than, “Oliver it’s Lee.” That would be my very dedicated Korean accountant on the iPhone. “How did you do it?”
“Do what?”
“Make a deposit for two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. You wiped out almost half your deficit in one week.”
“Lee, you’re not going to believe this but remember my buddy Josh Johnson?”
“Good looking young guy that you met at Hard 8 Lounge.” The Hard 8 Lounge where I often go dancing and listen to music is a clothing store for those of you who are not acquainted with this fact. They’re open to the public on Saturdays, if you feel like a little trip down to 12th between Hope and Grand.
“That’s the guy. Well he’s the one who set the whole thing up…it’s like having a money tree on my balcony.”
“Is it legal…”
“One hundred percent, Lee.”
“Well what is it?”
“Damn.” Looking at my watch. “I’m late for a wind tasting at Ralph’s…”
“Wait Oliver…”
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Downtown Oliver Brown Gets Crocker Clubbed
“There’s a lot of people out for Art Walk tonight,” I thought to myself as I pitched Monica at the Nickel Diner on letting me cook for the dinner shift three nights a week. No. I wasn’t thinking of this as a financial rescue plan, but as a community service. They were supposed to be open for dinner. I like thousands of others in the neighborhood had suffered the disappointment of getting to the door and seeing that hand written sign apologizing for the false start. Luckily I hadn’t fed the voracious appetite of the new three-dollar an hour meter at which I was illegally parked. I wonder how many people have three dollars worth of change in their pocket anyway?
“We’ll think about it Oliver,” said Monica, the woman responsible for the food that put the Nickel on Los Angeles Magazine’s best new restaurant list (#3). “Where are you off to?”
“I’m on my way up to 5th and Spring to check out the new Crocker Club.”
As I descended the steps into the former bank vault turned club I could not help but to be reminded of The Edison. I worried that a cheap knock-off would hurt Downtown’s great new reputation for nightlife. But the moment I took in the bar and the quality of the crowd I knew that I had found the perfect place to kick off many a future Art Walk from.
And that’s when Josh Johnson called and told me that he would be there shortly—I pulled up a chair at the bar and settled in.
I had a feeling that the attractive girls that had passed me on the stairway were meant to cross my path. So it made sense that one turned out to be Josh’s girlfriend and the other the girlfriend’s friend who had a boyfriend, but I sensed might be looking, like a smart monkey, for her next vine to swing from. Now, I’ll spare you the conversation at the Crocker Club and just give you the one sentence that set the tone for the rest of the night. Oh, first let me include this: they didn’t want to hang out at this perfectly great bar and have a drink.
“Let’s find some free drinks,” said Josh’s girlfriend as we stepped onto the sidewalk outside of the spot I was perfectly content to spend the rest of the evening at.
And so I knew I was in for an evening of fine art and wandering around looking for free, cheap wine—always at the end of a long line of people. Oh, I know it sounds dreadful, and because I’m Downtown Oliver Brown a Playmate or Super Model should fall into my clutches and save the night, but strangely that’s not what happened.
Rather, I found myself driving over to a gallery / loft on Alemeda. The party, as my friend Ali had described it, was being sponsored by Citizen LA. My iPhone rang and I felt around for the Bluetooth that is wisely required in the golden state.
“Hey Oliver, it’s Josh are you here yet?”
“No, I’ll be there in a couple of minutes.”
“Did you know that there’s a five dollar cover to get in?”
“No, but I wouldn’t really say that five dollars is a cover—it’s more like a contribution.”
“Well we’ll just wait for you at the door.”
And yes, by the time I got there Josh and the girls had decided to keep on rolling to the next place—I’m guessing that would be the one that had no cover and free booz.
Inside that crowd was cool, the bands were good, and at long last Downtown Oliver Brown and George Stiehl the publisher of Citizen LA sat down and talked. Oh I know, because I’m Downtown Oliver Brown the conversation between the two symbols of counter culture should be coming down to this page like fire and brimstone from heaven, but no—not today. It was a hell of a conversation though.
POST 44
Downtownster Launch Story
Downtownster.com, like most great ventures, was born from an array of circumstances so organic that our business seems almost accidental—even to me. So, let me share with you this: I myself did not intend to get into the business of blogging and until a couple of years ago hardly knew what a blog actually was or why they were becoming so popular. That being said, as an author of books and a writer of movies, I knew that the future success of my marketing efforts would involve blogging—and so it will be for all businesses large and small.
What are blogs? Yes, I know you’re reading one, but the question is not that simple minded. This particular type of blog actually came from somewhere. Blogs were originally online personal journals that evolved into bloggers (people) writing on topics of personal interest, which eventually led to blog sites that aggregated content from these sources. Then came the inevitable incorporation of hard news and media into blogging and blog websites, and like all other business owners I found myself in the middle of a communications revolution—and we are in the middle of a revolution. Well, where there is trouble…
I needed to sale books, so I started blogging. First as myself, journal style, to tell anybody that would listen what I was up to. And then, in the story or novelistic format that some would say that I pioneered on the Internet. The reason that my novelistic style exploded onto the scene and has had such a great impact with respect to promoting people, places, and businesses can be best summarized in one word: EXPERIENTIAL. When a blogger tells a story, rather than a dry, journalistic, recitation of facts, the reader becomes far more involved and much like the power of word of mouth is moved to act. In my case that can involve some pretty crazy comments and an occasional marriage proposal.
Then came Downtown Oliver Brown (now featured here on downtownster.com). Being a writer I decided that the story telling I was doing should not just be from my point of view, so I began to invent characters—the first of which was the dysfunctional, yet talented and loveable Oliver Brown—a million plus readers later this syndicated blog proved that serialized fiction could thrive again as it once had in the golden days of print media.
Finally, with an ever-growing readership, impact on people and business, and so many writers wanting to be part of the blogging world Downtown Oliver Brown had somehow put me at the center of—I created downtownster.com. Over the last few days readers have been previewing phase one of the site, which was populated with blogs I had written for syndication over the last few months, and have had an incredible amount of nice things to say. Perhaps the most common is that the site is clean and easy to read. Believe it or not, this was actually intentional. I’ve also had several comments that our categories are particularly well suited to Downtown. Good. And I assure you that we will continue to add categories that the readers of downtownster want. Starting today there will be daily posts. And although I never intended to be a blogger, let alone running one, let me just say, this has turned out to be one of those great, unexpected things in life. So, log on, read on, and blog on. We’re all in this together now.
POST 45
Downtownster Switch Unpublished Draft
Encore, the 2.7 billion dollar addition to Wynn Las Vegas, got it right when they decided to name the hotels restaurant that changes looks every twenty minutes SWITCH—but unfortunately not because a couple of walls slide around. No, SWITCH is what you should do if you have a reservation at this overpriced mediocre dining establishment. Let me repeat, switch to another restaurant and do it fast. And let me tell you why.
Like most great dinner plans ours started with a call for a reservation. After ten minutes on hold—literally. We were told that our request for a 7:30 reservation was not possible and that we should come at 8:30, a minute of protest later and we were on the schedule for 7:30…Upon arrival we waited to get into the 80% empty restaurant for fifteen minutes—literally. And because this is downtownster.com let me throw in that I didn’t like her smug little attitude.
Dave, whom the character Dave The Jew in Downtown Oliver Brown is based on, and myself followed her to our table for four by the service door. More remarkable than having the worst seat in the empty restaurant was that it was missing a chair and place setting—can’t make this stuff up.
Unfinished…
POST 46
Fleming’s LA Live Delivers
Okay, it’s a play on words. I didn’t mean by the title that Fleming’s will deliver their food, but rather that the food delivers one hell of a dining experience.
What would a Stan Lerner blog be without a disclosure? Given my past appearances on the pages of the LA Times, Los Angles Downtown News, some gigantic billboards, the cover of a novel, and just living Downtown for fourteen years the idea that I’m going to walk into a restaurant and do some kind of anonymous review is ludicrous. In fact Fleming’s LA Live has graced more than one of my Downtown Oliver Brown adventures and I even wrote a piece for blogdowntown announcing its opening. So, the facts being what they are when I walked in with my assistant Drew to do a serious review I expected some serious service and food. And I got both and then some.
Fleming’s LA Live starts with what one might consider the best location in the development—it’s located facing out on the corner of Olympic and Figueroa. The obvious advantage is the exposure to both pedestrian and vehicle traffic. The less obvious advantage, but perhaps far more significant is, that the noise and smells generated by the ventilation systems within the complex, which can be deafening and offensive in places like the side entrance to the ESPN Zone, do not seem to plague Fleming’s at all.
When you walk into Fleming’s you will most probably be greeted by management, which this particular night happened to be Scott Wise. And while I’m much more familiar with Jennifer (managing partner), who puts up with me for reasons that I cannot fathom, Scott stepped in and made me feel like I was at my cousin’s place. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate dining in a restaurant where I feel at home, but still receive the highest level of service. To this end, the transition from Scott to Nessa our waitress was seamless. Nessa brings to mind a character that might be found in the Ayn Rand classic Atlas Shrugged. A waitress? Not really. More of a service professional so good at what she does – I would let myself fall in love with her, but for my girlfriend who does not share my enthusiasm for “Big Love”.
If you’re not already familiar with Fleming’s ambiance it’s an upscale combination of burgundy and cherry wood, lots of cherry wood. Fleming’s LA Live is not a particularly large restaurant -- the seven-thousand-foot restaurant has seating for 300 guests in its richly appointed dining room and room for another fifty on the outdoor patio that stretches along Olympic. The restaurant also features four private dining rooms one of which can be seen from the street as a glass enclosed wine cellar. You can see the kitchen from the dining room, it looks tight back there, but minimal space doesn’t seem to bother the chef and that leads me to the best part of writing this review, the food.
After snacking on a starter of rosemary bread, Champagne infused Brie, and sun dried tomato herb butter, all of which were outstanding, I put every salad on the menu to the test. The Fleming’s Salad while not much in the way of presentation is a standout. The lemon vinaigrette dressing mingles with the candied walnuts and dried cranberries in a dazzling juxtaposition of taste. The Wedge also stands out, simply because the blue cheese dressing is perfect. And the Cesar is competent, it actually packs a nice little kick, but it has tough competition.
Entrée’s, Drew ordered the bone in filet (special) and I the Chilean Sea Bass (special). The bone in filet as Nessa explained is for someone who wants a little more flavor versus the filet without the bone. The extra flavor comes from a layer of fat that surrounds the bone, some would say that this makes the bone in not as tender, but Drew could detect no noticeable difference and gave this wet aged steak his highest mark. I should mention that this is a substantial piece of meat, so a large appetite is necessary to do it justice. The Chilean Sea Bass ( Patagonian toothfish) could not have been better. A thick piece of fish, miso glazed sitting on top of a bed of Asian slaw. I know it’s hard to blow it with this particularly great fish, but either under or over cooked and it’s not good. So, hats off to a steakhouse that gets it right.
For sides, I took the same approach as I did the salads. Fleming’s Potatoes like the Fleming’s Salad is a standout. Now I can’t help but wonder whether I could have written a much shorter piece that just said, “If it starts with Fleming’s order it,” but until downtownster hires a few more writers I have to stretch things out. The Fleming’s Potatoes are mixed with cream, jalapenos and cheddar cheese. It’s the jalapenos and cheddar that bring these spuds to life. The Garlic-Mashed Potatoes are a nice backup plan and again the use of blue cheese does something special to this dish.
To make my doctor happy I ordered a vegetable—Creamed Spinach. This is a dish that The Palm has ruled for a long time, but not any longer. Fleming’s Creamed Spinach is at least a tie and on this particular night the winner. Perhaps my toughest test for any restaurant comes down to…yes onion rings.
Fleming’s offers a half half of onion rings and double cut shoestring fries that I can’t recommend enough. If the portions weren’t so big Drew and I could have wound up going fist to cuffs over who got the last ring. Let me say this plainly—these were the best onion rings I’ve ever had in my life. I would have to think back to the great days of Hamburger Henry’s in Belmont Shores (Long Beach) to even think of a ring that was in the same league and even Henry’s could not touch these.
Made fresh on the spot with a sweet white onion and buttermilk batter, Panko breadcrumbs and light seasoning I can’t fathom how they reached this level of perfection. It might be that they remove the onion’s outer membrane before dipping in batter, this not only eliminates the chewy sliding onion from the crust issue, I think it greatly cuts down on the amount of oil retained in the ring (in this case peanut oil). I could still eat the onion rings at The Nickel Diner in a pinch, but the Yard House tower of rings—well they need to take a walk down the block and learn how the big boys do it.
Of course I was drinking, albeit not as much as I would have been if this were a Downtown Oliver Brown adventure, but that’s why I can actually remember what I had for dinner. I started the night off with a Sparkling Peach Martini—a concoction of Belvedere Vodka, DeKuyper Peachtree Schnapps, cranberry juice all topped off with Champagne and fresh squeezed lime…I recommend this drink if you want to start off easy. Fleming’s has over a hundred wines by the glass and another ninety or so (reserve) by the bottle. With the Chilean Sea Bass Nessa recommended the Conundrum 2007 and I’m passing this recommendation along. This glass of wine, the blend of which is unknown thus the name Conundrum, is a Wow glass of wine.
If you find this revue effusive—it is. There are a lot of mediocre people and companies out there who are apprehensive when they here I want to write about them, because they know I’ll call it the way I see it. But when someone says, “Bring it on Stan,” and delivers greatness —I call it the way I see it with some passion. Fleming’s is a chain and I can’t vouch for all sixty-one restaurants, but Fleming’s at LA Live is an excellent restaurant.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/9380 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!