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                                 PREFACE 

 

This engaging yet egregious work was discovered in 

the seat pocket of a plane flying from Los Angeles to Las 

Vegas. Tired of looking at watches and cologne in the gift 

catalogue, I searched for more intriguing reading material. 

With some effort, I pulled out a bulky package that some-

one had evidently left behind. At first, I hesitated to open 

it. I inquired of all in my vicinity, but no one ventured the 

slightest claim. As the image of Hemingway’s lost Parisian 

manuscript trained by, I decided to investigate further. I 

gathered its ruffled and coffee-stained pages, which were 

falling out of a rather flimsy and tattered legal folder, and 

perused them later that evening as I sat losing with in-

credible style at the roulette table, betting on 00.  

There is a popular saying: “What happens in Vegas, 

stays in Vegas.” Well, not in this case. After consulting 

with counsel, I have determined that it is worth the gamble 

to publish this manuscript for the public’s enjoyment, 

edification (if only through reductio ad absurdum), and 

potential horrification. The shocking nature of this reverse 

Bildungsroman, or more specifically, reverse Künstlerroman, 

of the rock star Rook Heisenberg (from the infamous band 

The Little Bang) searching for his lost innocence is of such 

explosive revelation that the general audience should be 

forewarned. (Younger, or more sensitive readers may wish 

to skip over certain sections that, however realistic, may be 

deemed offensive.) Nevertheless, this innocent traveler felt, 

torpedoes be damned, that its benefits might outweigh its 

harms and that people might get a kick out of it. This is my 

only hope, as I cannot attest to the work’s truth, credibility, 



 

or literary merit. I leave that task of exegesis to the critics, 

of which I’m sure this book will have its share. 

It is worth noting that along with the dog-eared vel-

lum, some antiquated and experimental recordings of Rook 

and his ensemble were also found––in DAT format. Much 

like many a super-group’s early archives, the sound quality 

is abysmal and bare, although the potential of the music 

itself is stunning, offering a glimpse into the first phases of 

this supernova of a band. The curious reader will soon be 

able to find some of these early experiments on the web as 

MP3s, under the now over-worn double entendre––The 

Little Bang. 

As you scroll through these ramblings, please forgive 

any errors or mistranslations made during redaction. 

Consider the entire document [sic]. The original copy was 

an imbroglio—hard to decipher and written in a paroxys-

mal hand on eleven ill-marshaled yellow pads; there were 

many abbreviations which did not follow standard stenog-

raphy and evidently were privy to only the author himself. 

Certain chapters consisted of several blank pages with 

obscure acronyms, as if the author were planning to amend 

the text at a more opportune time. There are occasional 

usages of Dutch, Russian, Cantonese, and Hindi appar-

ently overheard during the rock star’s travels that beg 

better colloquial transliteration by more adept linguists. 

There also exist gaps: this editor has done his best to 

“connect the dots” so as to present a more coherent narra-

tive. The reader should also note that I made every effort to 

ascertain the original composer of these follies through the 

usual channels of media conglomerates, publishers, the 

local police, FBI, CIA, foreign embassies, lawyers, the 



 

 

airlines, agents, psychics, and even the rock star Rook 

himself. I was consistently rebuffed and met with the old 

chestnut “no comment.” I would be remiss, however, if I 

did not hazard a guess. My suspicions lead me to believe 

that this is a draft of an unauthorized exposé of the reclu-

sive Rook penned by Aitchkiss Killawathy, the recently 

deceased entertainment reporter. However, as I have 

already indicated, no affirmations or denials could be 

obtained from this unfortunate man’s connections. 

Lastly, it would be dishonest if I failed to mention that I 

have been aspiring to write a novel for years. Aspiring, and 

expiring, that is. My first attempt, The Thermostat Is Out of 

Control, was a sophomoric effort at satire, and consigned to 

the flames of youth. My second attempt, That’s All, was 

written as an epistolary, and went the way of many Dear 

Juan letters—to the laughing stocks. This work, as the 

above suggests, was more “found” than written, more 

inspired by the Muse than born of any real labor; I am 

content with the title “editor.”*  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                 
* The title, Rock Star’s Rainbow, was this editor’s contribution, as the work was 
unnamed. This signifier was inspired in part by a copy of the famous Dürer 
print, which was folded and apparently being used as a bookmark, marking 
the unknown author’s progress. It rested on the last page, which seems to end 
in mid-sentence. Technically, the German master engraved a moonbow, but I 
trust the kind audience will understand the liberties taken. 



 

 

So let us embark. I think you will enjoy this adventure. 

However, it is perfectly understandable if you are put off 

by such celebrity scandal. Keep it or toss it, it really doesn’t 

matter, as perhaps is evidenced by its original author’s 

apparent abandonment. The reader will be the judge of 

whether I should have left the crumpled pages discarded 

on the plane or not. Happy travels! 

 

 

 

 

        KG, Editor 

        Los Angeles, California 

        September 4, 2009 
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Don Quixote now felt it right to quit a life of such idle-

ness as he was leading in the castle; for he imagined that  

he was making himself sorely missed by suffering himself 

to remain shut up and inactive amid the countless luxuries 

and enjoyments his hosts lavished upon him as a knight, 

and he felt too that he would have to render a strict ac-

count to heaven of that indolence and seclusion . . . . 

 

               ––Cervantes* 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                 
* This quote from the quintessential picaresque novel was blazoned across the 
outside of the nameless folder upon a “My Name Is” sticker. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

1  

 

A  H O L L Y W O O D  H O M E C O M I N G  

 

 

“ W hat are you waiting for?” Ted Southhampton asked 

Rook Heisenberg. 

Rook, staring at nothing in particular, took a towel 

from an eager female fan and wiped the sweat from his 

ruddy face, half-expecting to see his image transferred 

there.  

“The perfect moment . . . .” said Rook, and as if he were 

performing a magic trick, handed the damp cloth back to 

the young lady. 

“Yoicks!” she gasped, clutching the calico to her chest 

and jumping up and down. “I can’t believe it!” Rook, with 

the detachment of a plastic surgeon, observed her bosom 

bouncing within her skimpy I’m a Rock Star! T-shirt. 

“Well believe this, young lady––we’re very busy here!” 

barked Southhampton. “We don’t need your help.” Then 

turning to Rook, he lowered his periwinkle glasses and 

said in earnest: “You’ve gotta go out again. Don’t keep ‘em 

waiting much longer.” 

“Avrakehdabra,” replied Rook, chuckling at his man-

ager’s tornado of a personality and corresponding hair-

style. Rook listened to the chants from the crowd at the 

Hollywood Bowl. What am I doing here? What on earth am I 
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doing here? He continued to peer numbly into some vague 

memory, some blunted purpose. 

Southhampton slapped his precious client across the 

face. “What’s your problem? Will you stop your mumbling 

and wake up! You can’t leave ‘em without playing that last 

encore.” 

“Yeah!” echoed rock star girl, clenching her fists––

holding her excitement tight lest she explode. Rook winked 

at her. 

“I know,” said Rook, turning his attention to the black 

velvet curtain that hung in front of him.  

The band’s first hit, “Los Angeles,” had also become 

somewhat of an albatross for Rook; he had been playing it 

as their finale for some twelve years now. Is not my life more 

than the same old song? But he shrugged, kissed the sur-

prised devotee on her lips, and hopped on his motorsickle, 

nicknamed Roxy. 

“I can’t believe it!” screamed the girl as Rook roared the 

engine to life. 

“Neither can I,” said Southhampton. And he placed his 

callused hand on the girl’s bare knee. 

The sound of the crowd rose as a roadie held a mike to 

the bike. Its purr flowed through the Bowl. The fog ma-

chine was going; Rook put on his aviator glasses, reared 

the throttle, and nodded at another roadie; the curtains 

parted, the mechanical universe (an elaborate stage set) 

exploded with fireworks, and he cruised onto the stage 

with reckless abandon, almost crashing. Goddamn glasses! 

Hazily looking out at the thousands, he procured a smile. 

A flash mob began, swaying to the backbeat. Rook jumped 

off the bike and grabbed the microphone and guitar. 
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He didn’t say anything for a while. He teased them. He 

let their anticipation reach the breaking point, then: “Some 

of you older people might remember this one.” He took a 

deep breath (which was left on the CD when many women 

said that that was their favorite part of the song) and sang: 

“Los Angeles, city of the an—gels. Give me a kiss––you 

pretty little an––gel . . . .” 

He pushed his voice as far as he could; when he 

couldn’t sustain it any longer, he ran his fingers nimbly up 

and down the scalloped fret board of his white Strato-

caster, shaking out every last shade of tremolo. The band 

picked up speed, and the audience started to mosh. They 

bounced off each other with tremendous ferocity, like 

particles in the primordial soup. A red brassiere and ultra-

ribbed condom landed on stage. The clean-cut security 

crew, in their smashing blue and yellow uniforms, at-

tempted to maintain order, but the chaos overwhelmed 

them. A few people made it up onto the stage and ran 

around like they were on fire. One young man actually was 

(due to a mishap from the fireworks); he was extinguished 

and escorted backstage for some pampering by the band’s 

private doctor. 

Rook, meanwhile, oblivious to everything except his 

own enjoyment, ripped off his Anarchy! T-shirt and threw 

it haphazardly into the air. He jumped up and down––

frolicking. Then he took off his spectacles, and just sat and 

stared out at the mass of humanity. He panned from face to 

face, catching his breath. He let the moment sink in. I could 

do anything. Anything . . . thoughts of sex, nudity, money, 

drugs, and death trailed through his mind like the adverts 

for some failed blockbuster. How tedious. 
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The Little Bang kept playing. Rook kept looking at the 

crowd. All these people—looking for something. What? To 

relieve boredom. To escape the monotony. Suddenly, Rook got 

up and dove into the pit—something he only did rarely. 

The fans caught him—he surfed about, and began to sing 

again. He held the mike out; people swore in several 

languages. They seemed to get more manic––punching, 

flashing, tossing turf out on the lawn—reaching a fever 

pitch. Finally, Rook rode a wave back to the stage. The 

band wound down then finished the song with a leaping 

crescendo and the obligatory smashing of drums, guitars, 

and amps. 

“Hey all,” Rook said, lighting up a smoke. “It’s been 

quite the party. I love a party! And you’re all invited to our 

next one! Good night!” 

They bounded offstage, in the throes of celebration and 

sadness. It was the last night of their yearlong world tour, 

and they were back in their hometown of Los Angeles. 

Everyone had come to see them: other rockers, movie stars, 

industry people, politicians, sports greats, and of course 

the media. As they made their way through the sea of 

VIPs, Southhampton held out his arms and shook his head, 

smiling. 

“Boys,” he said, “great show, great show. But let’s get 

out of this and into the meet and greet.” He draped his 

arms around them as if they were valuable luggage, and 

herded them towards the private room where they could 

mingle with some semblance of order. 

“I’m gonna stay out here a little while,” said Billy Ra-

zor, the bassist (who got his stage name when the band 

was in its early stages—he would always be late to practice 
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because of stopping at 7-11 to buy razor blades for his 

cocaine habit). He took a chug of a Heineken. “You always 

want to keep us moving . . . the tour’s over now—there’s 

nowhere to go except there,” he said, eyeing a porn-star in 

tight, bright orange leather with matching lipstick. 

Southhampton raised a wandering eyebrow towards 

the young lady. And as the memory of one of her scenes 

involving ice cubes went through his mind, he said: 

“Lovely, but we have some interviews to do.” 

“Interviews, splinterviews,” said Chop Shop, the 

drummer (and a car freak), gazing at a tall drink of water 

in a bebe mesh tube top inadequate to restrain her top. 

“Will you look at her—I’m gonna interview her!” And 

Chop slithered towards her. 

Southhampton pulled his windswept hair and grabbed 

the two remaining band members—Shitfaced, the key-

board player (almost always plastered), and Rook (the only 

band member to keep his original name—though he 

dropped the surname of Heisenberg—“It’s too uncertain 

for a rock star,” he would joke, although there was no 

relation to the famous physicist). Rook meanwhile was 

being pulled in three directions—by Southhampton 

towards the TV cameras—by rock star girl towards per-

haps another towel, and by Anatoli Anti, the Russian-born, 

now famous Hollywood director who was trying to 

convince Rook to write the soundtrack and also star in his 

next U.S. film tentatively titled Jail-Order Bride (American 

marries girl from the Ukraine that he met on the internet 

and falls victim to extortion by the Russian Mafiya). Rook 

coughed and coughed and grabbed onto his manager for 

support; the rocker really just wanted to go home and sleep 
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in his own bed for a change. Despite his love of parties, 

and although he couldn’t articulate it, he felt overwhelmed 

with something, and if he could find the word, perhaps 

that word would be melancholy, or better yet––

Weltschmerz. With a twist, he extricated himself and 

ducked into a private bathroom, putting his hands to his 

head. He splashed some cold water on his dolled up face 

and stared into the mirror at his beautiful brown eyes, 

professionally whitened smile, and high-maintenance hair. 

“Who am I?” he asked. “Who am I really?”   

For a second, he thought he saw a Spaniard dressed in 

Renaissance clothing upon a draft horse—glimpses of a past 

life? 

“Come on!” shouted Southhampton, pounding on the 

door. “You’re gonna start having acid flashbacks.” 

When is he ever gonna let me have some time to myself? 

When is everyone just gonna leave and let me have some peace? 

It’s like a party where the guests never go home. Goddamn 

marketing machine. I need to slow down—I’m goin’ too damn 

fast! I don’t even know where, or who I am anymore. All I know 

is that I’m movin’ a million miles an hour . . . . 

Rook had wanted to give tonight’s performance his all; 

he didn’t know when the Little Bang would ever play 

again. He needed some time to recharge, refocus, and 

remake himself. He had also wanted to give Los Angeles 

an extra-special homecoming show. And he had, but they 

still wanted more. 

He tousled his bleached blonde locks, popped a pill, 

and threw open the door. “Double-H,” (Double-H was 

Southhampton’s sobriquet for always clarifying the or-

thography of his name) “I love you, but I need some room 



A Hollywood Homecoming 

 

7 

to breathe,” said Rook. Everyone suddenly became quiet 

and tried not to gawk.  

“No problem!” said Southhampton, overly animated. 

“Just a word to the cameras, and perhaps to the wise, then 

I’ll get you out of here!” He ushered the non-church goer 

over to the crew from Channel 11 as the flock resumed its 

chattering. 

“Rook!” shouted Mindy Mountain, a pretty blonde re-

porter in a black business suit with no trace of dandruff. 

“How’s it feel to be back home?” 

Rook rubbed his ears. “Pardon me, my hearing’s not 

what it used to be.” 

She leaned closer and Rook caught a whiff of her per-

fume—Shalimar Baccarat. “How’s it feel to be back home?” 

she repeated, shyly smiling. 

“Great, Mindy, great,” said Rook, looking at her name 

on her press pass. “It’s always nice to be back in L.A. We 

really appreciate the welcoming we’ve received. But if you 

don’t mind, I’d like to go home now. I haven’t been home 

in a year—I’m sure you understand. I’d like to see if it’s 

still there.” She laughed. Rook then whispered into her ear, 

to avoid the mike picking it up (it did anyway): “The hint 

of vanilla and musk in your perfume is driving me crazy. 

Come home with me.”  

Mindy stepped back a little and looked as if she were 

about to throw up. “I don’t think my husband would like 

that,” she said, fidgeting, but maintaining her smile for the 

cameras. 

“I admire your commitment,” said Rook, putting out 

his hand. She didn’t take it––just looked at it and the 

absence of any sort of commitment. Rook smoothly slid it 
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tight into his jeans pocket, and staring at her sparkly ring 

said: “Keep wearing that perfume—it’ll drive Buster wild. 

A real bucking bronco I bet he is.” 

She turned and confronted him head-on, and with a 

look of direness, slapped him hard across his chiseled face. 

“Why does everyone keep hitting me?” asked Rook, 

massaging the sting. 

“Cuz you’re an asshole,” she said. “Let me ask you: 

how many women have you slept with this past month?” 

“Don’t answer that,” said Southhampton, suddenly 

stepping in and trying to block the camera, which was still 

rolling. 

Rook turned his eyes towards the ceiling, recollecting. 

“So far, seven, I think.” For years, Rook had methodically 

kept to a rigorous schedule of spending quality time with a 

different woman every other day. Although there were 

occasional anomalies, primarily due to overindulgence in 

medicinals prescribed by the band’s private physician––

Doctor Vilhelm. 

Southhampton put his hands to his hurricane hair. “I’m 

gonna have to call legal,” he mumbled to himself. 

“I rest my case,” said Mindy. “Grow up. How long do 

you think you can keep doing this for?” 

“As long as horny broads like you are around.” 

At this point one of her camera crew, a 350-pound 

bouncer holding a Panasonic and a place in his heart for 

Mindy, set his gear down and started towards Rook. 

Rook’s bodyguards, who weren’t quite as large but dead-

lier, started towards 350 with 357s. Southhampton stormed 

in between everybody, holding up both hands feverishly. 



A Hollywood Homecoming 

 

9 

“Okay, this interview is over. Enough. Elvis has left the 

building. Let’s go, let’s go! God, why do I bother with 

you?” Southhampton asked Rook, pulling his investment 

away. 

“For the money.” 

“Why’d you do that? What were you thinking?” 

“Just having some fun. You should try it sometime.” 

“Fun at your own expense. Can you imagine the story 

she’s going to run?” 

“Well, it’ll probably help me sell more.” 

Southhampton, now that they were far enough away 

from trouble, stopped Rook. “You may be right. But she 

had a point. She had a definite point. You can’t keep doing 

this forever—this bad boy rock star act. You’ll become a 

parody of yourself.” 

I already am, thought Rook. 

“Just shape up,” continued his manager. “Listen, take 

some time off, then we’ll have a pow-wow session about 

what’s next. Okay? Now let me get your limo,” he said, 

with an air of self-importance that could inflate a mattress. 

Southhampton and the 357s pushed people aside, and the 

caravanserai made for the exit door, as the well-groomed, 

blue and yellow jacketed security hovered over the mad-

ness, trying to keep a lid on all the celebs, making sure they 

didn’t destroy the place. 

Maybe she’s right, thought Rook, watching his feet move 

and feeling like they were someone else’s—like he was in a 

movie. Maybe I’m getting’ too old for this; Christ––it’s my 

birthday tomorrow! This sudden remembrance sobered him 

up and he looked around, adrenaline-charged, seeing all 

the faces in high resolution. Tomorrow, June 16, 2009, 
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would be his thirty-third birthday. Normally, Southhamp-

ton or some spectacular hottie would jog his memory. This 

year, no one had. I want a party! I want a huge ass party! 

Southhampton and one of the bodyguards, an Irish 

bloke named Gary, pushed Rook into the car, protecting 

him from the surging throng. 

“Remember,” said Southhampton, “relax. You deserve 

it. But think about things. Really! And I’ll see you in a 

couple weeks.” He tapped the top of the limo goodbye and 

it attempted to speed off. Before it did, rock star girl held 

out her hand desperately, getting it caught as the window 

rolled up. Rook grabbed it, and let her in. 

“What’s your name again?” he asked her as she sat on 

his lap. 

She was about to speak, when Rook put his hand over 

her pouty mouth. 

“Hey, Rich,” Rook said to the back of the driver’s bald-

ing head. "Whattya got back here? You got that stuff that I 

always like that I can’t remember?” 

Rich laughed. “You’ll find it stocked as usual, sir. Don’t 

worry,” he said, although navigating a limo through the 

mob was indeed a challenge. “Home, sir?” 

“Home,” said Rook, gazing out at the people pounding 

on the bulletproof glass. They reminded him of the mon-

keys at a safari park his family had driven through when 

he was a child. He wondered if it would be safe to feed 

them. He took a drink and then another, then lit up a 

smoke and then another smoke. He exhaled into his date’s 

lungs. 

Rich maneuvered the long white leviathan slowly 

through the swarm, onto Highland, and towards the 
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Sunset Strip, as Rook made out with Girl #8 and looked 

out periodically at the scenery. All those lights. All those palm 

trees. The perfect weather. It’s good to be back in California. As 

Rich pulled up Doheny, and neared Greystone Park, Rook 

wondered about all the rich people sequestered in these 

strange Beverly Hills hideaways. He wondered if they 

were all as strange as he was. He wondered what the 

people thought when they drove by with their Star Maps. 

One of these days, Rook was going to drive by “normal 

people’s” homes and stare in their windows.  

“What are ya thinkin’ ‘bout?” asked Girl #8, trying to 

catch her breath. Her real name was Monique, and she had 

traveled all the way from the heart of Texas to become a 

star. Unfortunately, it wasn’t working out in the acting 

business, so she decided to do the next best thing—meet 

real stars. She knew a friend of a friend, and somehow got 

backstage, and now she was wondering how she could get 

this Rook to marry her. 

“I’m thinking about marrying you,” said Rook, smiling. 

He said this to all the girls, because this is what most of 

them wanted to hear. Monique became even more starry-

eyed, her face all sparkly, and imagined she was indeed 

Rook’s wife and kissed him accordingly with her collagen 

lips. Before they could come up for air, Rich had pulled 

into the drive of the gothic estate and entered the secret 

code, which was a Fibonacci sequence. 

“Which rich bastard lives here?” asked Rook, pushing 

himself away from Monique. “Oh, I do.” And he laughed 

and laughed and then began coughing again. He pictured 

himself as a knight returning to his castle after a successful 

battle. This battle, however, was fought with a guitar, and 
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songs he had penned on whatever paper he had handy—

business cards, magazines, napkins. But what victory did I 

win?  

Before he could formulate a thought, and it is doubtful 

that he would have considering the increasing inebriation, 

Girl #8 was pulling him hurriedly out of the car. 

“Good night, Rich,” laughed Rook, tossing him a $1000. 

“A higher conquest calls!” And Girl #8 continued doing all 

she could to become Wife #1. 

“Thank you, sir,” said Rich, tucking the bill in his crisp, 

starched and ironed shirt pocket. That will go to Becca’s 

tuition, thought Rich, of his daughter in her first year at 

Brown. 

Rook and Monique and Gary scrambled to enter the 

house and Gary turned off the alarm system, which had 

been upgraded to account for the celebrity’s ever-

increasing popularity and concomitant risk. Bags were 

stacked and labeled in the foyer. Tomorrow, thought Rook. 

“Anything else, Rook?” asked Gary, as the rock star 

and the groupie fell into a kind of childlike pyramid near 

the stairs. 

“Yeah, bring up a few bottles and make us some green 

fairies.” And suddenly the couple dropped their glasses 

and their smokes and a small fire started as the Everclear 

went up in flames. 

“I’ll take care of that,” said Gary, quickly moving to 

douse the wildfire with (literally) the shirt off his back. As 

he cleaned up, his muscles naturally flexing (he was a 

former bodybuilder), Gary paused, looking at a bamboo 

plant that had been growing on the kitchen windowsill for 

some seven years. He had actually given it to Rook—
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although he was sure that the party-tripping rocker had 

forgotten. “I’m moving tomorrow,” said Gary, emptying 

the broken glass into the designer garbage can. 

“What?” asked Rook, nibbling on Monique’s ear; it 

tasted like clams. 

“I hate to tell you, but now’s a good a time as any. I’m 

moving.” 

“Why?” Gary had been Rook’s closest and most-trusted 

bodyguard for seven years now. His favorite before—

Salmon––was sent up the river for embezzling funds from 

the band. As Rook got richer and richer, he found it hard to 

trust anyone. Now he was going to have to open up his 

house and life to yet another stranger. 

“Well, we’re about to have another kid,” said Gary. 

“And Megan, well, she wants to raise them somewhere 

safer––her hometown of Omaha.” 

“Omaha? Won’t you be bored out of your mind there? 

Come on! Buddy!” But Rook was too tipsy to plea. 

“I don’t know. It might be nice to have a slower pace.” 

Gary stared at the bamboo plant. Seven years—just like 

that, he thought. 

“But it’s going to be so hard to find someone to replace 

you. Someone I trust,” said Rook, belching. 

“What can I do? My family needs me around.” 

“I need you around! When are you leaving?” 

“Early morning.” And Gary thought of his parents who 

were now both in a nursing home in Pacific Palisades and 

how difficult it would be to move them to Nebraska. 

“Sounds like a song,” said Rook, and he got up and 

gave Gary a bear hug. “I’m really gonna miss you, buddy. 
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Thanks for all your help.” And he noticed for the first time 

Gary’s freckles. 

“No problem,” said Gary, pausing. “I’ll leave the stuff 

at your door.” Gary then started heading towards his 

room. Rich, stinking bastard, thought Gary. Do I really need to 

put out my hand? Hell, these people just don’t live in the real 

world! I should ask him for the money. I really should. 

But instead he kept walking towards his room—at the 

back of the house, next to the maid’s quarters with whom 

he had had an affair with for two months. He set down his 

gun and wondered if his wife would ever find out about 

his extracurriculars, as he put on an ill-colored tie-dye. 

“Well, well,” said Rook, talking to the plant in the 

kitchen as he splashed more cold water on his dimpled 

cheeks. “Where did this come from?” He threw the foliage 

in the limited edition gold leaf trash can on top of the 

broken liquor and smelly cigarettes. 

Rook then bounded upstairs—towards the master 

suite—pulling Monique along with him as she hung on his 

leg. They made their way to the largest of the 8.5 bedrooms 

on the second floor. He ran his hand along the cool, gray 

marble railing, pausing at the smooth little obelisk at the 

end. Black Dog, his black lab, ran from down the hallway 

to greet him. 

“Oh, hello baby . . . .” he managed, as Black licked him. 

“I've missed you!” Black ran around and around––she just 

couldn't believe her master was home. “Oh, you're a good 

girl. You don't care if I'm famous, you don't care about the 

next record, or the money––you just love me for me, don't 

you?” Black jumped up on him and practically knocked 

him over. “Oh, you sillywilly! Now tomorrow I need you 
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to go out and make some money. Don't come home till you 

have $1000 in your pockets. What? You don't have any 

pockets? Oh, we’ll have to do something about that!” 

“You talk to your dog nicer than you do to me,” said 

Monique. 

“Well, dogs are loyal.” 

Rook brushed his hand along the cold walls as they 

shuffled down the long corridor of furnished yet empty 

bedrooms (occasionally they would be very full—

whenever there were out of town guests or big parties). 

Black Dog followed them, sniffing their jeans, picking up 

the recent scent of Shalimar and a potpourri of fragrances 

and wagging her tail. Rook and Monique kerplopped on 

the edge of the Edwardian sleigh bed in the 2500 s.f. master 

and proceeded to trip the light fantastic. At some point, 

they both fell asleep, limbs entangled and akimbo. Rook 

awoke with a start; as if suddenly remembering something, 

he got up and grabbed the absinthe that Gary left outside 

the door with the silver antique fountain and everything. 

He downed his and Monique’s lickety-split, lit up another 

cigarette, and then stretched out in an exquisite mahogany 

veneer coffin he had placed by the window under doctor’s 

orders for “rehab” purposes. He left the lid open, but 

neither Monique nor his dog cared to join him. He listened 

to the two of them snoring from different parts of the 

room. 

 Birthday. Deathday. It’s all the same. You come into the 

world alone, and you leave it alone. He thought of buying 

himself a nice birthday present, but what do you buy for 

someone who has everything? Rook stared at the patterns 

in the ceiling. He followed the traces of the stucco along 
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until he remembered swimming in a pool as a child doing 

the backstroke––floating with his ears underwater so he 

couldn't hear; it was subdued and he floated effortlessly as 

if the universes were supporting him and the bright lights 

overhead were heaven calling. The bubbling of the foun-

tain from the master bathroom enhanced this effect. In this 

manner, he allowed further recapitulations to come. How 

had he ended up here in Hollywood in the first place? 

Faces swam by, and fast-forwarded right up to the girl in 

the rock star T-shirt who was now dreaming away. I really 

am a rock star! He laughed loudly; it echoed strangely in the 

lonely mansion. He thought of pinching himself to see if it 

were all real, but then laughed at this as well. At some 

point, he hauled his weight to his king-sized bed and fell 

into the little sleep next to a girl whose name he did not 

know. Outside, the stars shone brightly, but could not be 

seen clearly through the smog. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




