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“If only we could all escape from this house of incest, where we only love 

ourselves in the other, if only I could save you all from yourselves, said 

the modern Christ.”  

Anaïs Nin, House of Incest 

 

 

 

“Your children are not your children. 

They are the sons and daughters of Life’s longing for itself. 

They come through you but not from you, 

And though they are with you yet they belong not to you. 

 

You may give them your love but not your thoughts, 

For they have their own thoughts. 

You may house their bodies but not their souls, 

For their souls dwell in the house of to-morrow, which you cannot visit, 

not even in your dreams. 

You may strive to be like them, but seek not to make them like you. 

For life goes not backward nor tarries with yesterday.” 

Kahlil Gibran, The Prophet  



 

Lonelyhearts 2016 

Miss Lonelyhearts Delivers a Proposal . . . 5 

Miss Lonelyhearts and The Beast . . . 21 

Miss Lonelyhearts and the Human Race . . . 33 

Miss Lonelyhearts with Dead Eyes . . . 48 

Miss Lonelyhearts Meets The President . . . 57 

Miss Lonelyhearts and the Wet Stranger . . . 70 

Miss Lonelyhearts and the Blank Screen 

Miss Lonelyhearts and the White Light 

Miss Lonelyhearts Killed the Cat 

Miss Lonelyhearts Along a Riverbank 

Miss Lonelyhearts at The Lakeside 

Miss Lonelyhearts, the Dead and Dying 

Miss Lonelyhearts Has a Spiritual Awakening 

Miss Lonelyhearts Kisses the Bow-Tie 

Miss Lonelyhearts Sees the Future 

  



 

 

 

Miss Lonelyhearts  

Delivers a Proposal 
 

 

 

There was darkness at first; complete darkness. No stage-lights offered 

guidance, no house-lights offered comfort. The doors had just closed, and they 

would remain locked for a full minute afterward. Even the “EXIT” sign had 

been temporarily cloaked, hiding any hope of escape from the darkness. 

The inside of the theater, indeed, looked more like the inside of a closed 

eyelid. But soon, the lights would shine and the eye would open. The darkness 

would never be complete again. 



 

Miss Lonelyhearts did not fear, though; he knew what to expect, having 

written the stage direction himself. Once the sixty seconds of silence ticked 

away, Thrush would take the stage and lead the audience in prayer: the prayer 

that Miss Lonelyhearts wrote; the prayer that would bring them all closer to 

him; the prayer that would introduce his all-consuming miracle Love. 

An echo filled the emptiness; the first trickles of light traveled from stage 

to shadow. This sudden luminosity prompted murmurs of surprise from the 

audience, which quickly quieted as their eyes began to focus on the shapes 

onstage. Situated atop the platform was a bed, supported by such an ornate 

headboard that it seemed to reduce the spacious stage to a small studio 

apartment. 

Strings of pink lights adorned the headboard, creating the image of three 

rosy hearts--the stems of which overlapped at a central point while the arches 

radiated outward; the arches of the largest heart pointed upward, while those 

of the other two hearts pointed downward, one to the left and one to the right. 

Boots clunked on wood as a tall man strode from backstage to where-his-

mark-had-been-set: in front of the bed but not perfectly centered. 

The murmurs resumed but were silenced by the man's powerful hands, 

which he raised and extended in an exaggerated gesture. He looked as if he 

were trying to embrace the audience but could only embrace the idea of the 

audience. 

He indicated the left heart, “The Self, the universe inside of you.” 

He indicated the right heart, “The Real, the universe outside of you.” 

He raised both hands, indicating the top and largest heart, “And Love, 

the truest connection of the two, the only perfect part of both.” 

He clasped his hands above his head, “Three hearts beat as one, and 

loneliness is just illusion.” He lowered his clasped hands in front of his own 

heart. 

“Let us pray: 

Mind of Miss L, perceive me. 

Body of Miss L, pronounce me. 



 

Love of Miss L, preserve me. 

Word of Miss L, progress me. 

Oh Good Miss L, direct my sight, 

so I might love mine enemies, 

and help them shine their light. 

Sed libera nos a malo; love always.” 

“Love always,” returned a handful of voices. 

“Good evening,” said the man, relaxing into a casual stance. “My name is 

Hermann Thrush, and I’m the owner of this wonderful space.” He paused, 

perhaps expecting applause. “But I know I'm not the reason you came, so let's 

get Miss Lonelyhearts up here!” 

The resulting cheers persisted for almost a half-minute before the 

spectators realized that nobody was entering and nothing was happening. 

“Miss Lone-ly-hearts?” Thrush cooed, before pulling out his cell phone 

and pressing buttons. “Sometimes you can't just wait. Sometimes you need to 

call Miss Lonelyhearts yourself.” 

Thrush barely finished speaking before Miss Lonelyhearts' phone rang 

from a pocket in the crowd, causing almost every head in the audience to 

rotate and scan the shadowed faces. 

Miss Lonelyhearts let it ring. He wanted to prolong their ecstatic curiosity 

for as long as possible. Once he answered the phone and revealed himself for 

the first time, he would no longer be words. He would be eyebrows, he would be 

teeth, and he would be clothes. He would be judged, if only slightly, so he 

wanted his last moments of abstraction to feel more eternal than urgent. As he 

felt the last ring approach, Miss Lonelyhearts grasped the ticking bomb in his 

pocket and detonated it. The ringing stopped, as did its vibration and amplified 

echo. 

“Miss Lonelyhearts?” Thrush cooed again, this time into his phone. 

“This is he,” Miss Lonelyhearts stood. He kept the phone pressed to his 

face for only a few seconds. After he walked into the aisle, he ended the 

rehearsed call and placed the phone back in his pocket. 



 

“Ah, yes, there he is: the lovely and irreplaceable Miss Lonelyhearts, 

ladies and gentlemen! Sometimes late, but always reliable. Let's give ‘im a 

round of applause!” Thrush announced, as if reminding the confused and 

silent crowd to be respectful. 

Controlled clapping filled the auditorium on his command, much more 

considered than the indiscriminate reactions of the crowd thus far. Everyone 

was too preoccupied with absorbing Miss Lonelyhearts' appearance to scream 

or stand, so surprised whispers could be heard above the mechanical 

applause. 

Miss Lonelyhearts swam down the shadowy aisle like a catfish, devouring 

just enough of the audience's reactions to maintain his nerve and stride. 

Confused looks abounded, but the occasional smile shined. “Called it! I told 

you!” someone whispered as Miss Lonelyhearts passed, probably referring to 

his sex. Odd, he thought, and faltered for a moment; a lot more men than I was 

expecting. The swim was short, and the catfish approached the stage. After 

drawing one last clumsy breath, Miss Lonelyhearts ascended. Feet met stage, 

fish became man. 

Miss Lonelyhearts grabbed the silk robe draped across the foot of the 

bed, wrapped it around himself and tied it tightly. The shiny blue fabric 

concealed his outfit, except for the whisper of a white collar still echoing the 

peak of his Adam's-apple. He was haloed in the heart-lights, surrounded by the 

color of blood mixed with shaving foam. Miss Lonelyhearts had chosen this 

color to camouflage his naturally flushed complexion. He turned to face his 

public, and their ocean of applause--along with their handfuls of howls and 

whistles--parted at his words: 

“Thank you for being you, and for being here tonight,” Miss Lonelyhearts 

smiled at them. “I know how difficult it must be, for all of you, to be yourself 

and feel present in this room with me tonight--in a world that so often seems to 

wish you were anything but yourself. That pressure burdens you, a mysterious 

stress that never goes away because you can never quite determine its cause. It 



 

keeps you up at night, and sometimes it makes you say and do horrible things 

you don’t really mean.  

“You know that you should probably just exercise, drink more water; 

read more, eat healthier; and find some other activities you enjoy. But this 

invisible demon keeps haunting and exhausting you, making you want to 

binge-eat, maybe even binge-drink and binge-smoke, while you mindlessly 

binge-watch TV shows and videos that reinforce what you already think about 

the world. And then you get that twitch, the one that starts in your hands and 

instantly travels to your brain: the need to grab your cell phone. You scroll 

through your Facebook, Twitter, email and texts at least a dozen times a day; 

even though you know most of the time you’ll find nothing new.  

“And while you’re being mindless and feeling depressed, you come across 

a news-story or commercial, and it reminds you that depression and inactivity 

are downright practical. Because you live in a world where everything seems to 

give you cancer, so why exercise? And why drink more water, when you know 

that some local governments secretly provide citizens with poisoned water, just 

because it’s a little bit cheaper? And it’s expensive, even inaccessible for some, 

to eat healthfully . . . so why try so hard yourself? And the air around us is 

already so polluted by humanity that the damage from our selfishness can 

never be repaired. Stephen Hawking, one of the most brilliant minds on this 

planet, recently said that humanity has less than ten generations to colonize 

other planets; otherwise, we have no future. So . . . how can you even think of 

having children someday?  

“At least, that’s how I used to feel. All the time, every day of my life. Then, 

one morning, the first thing I did was reach for my phone--which is also my 

alarm-clock. Without thinking, I scrolled through the trending topics on my 

social-media1 apps. I saw a picture of a group of boys, all dressed in flannel, 

                                                           
1 “Social-media” refers to a collection of technological platforms one can use to connect with other people, 

by sharing their thoughts and pictures and responding to others’. Shortly after the turn of the millennium, 
these platforms (like MySpace, Facebook, and Twitter) were invented as “social networking” tools for 
personal computers. Less than a decade later, these platforms would become much more common for 



 

alongside a headline about students who’d staged an ‘Anti-Gay Day’ at their 

high-school; a little below that, there was a headline announcing that a mother 

and daughter were having dinner in the city when they were savagely beaten by 

a group of drunken men who thought they were lesbians on a date. Then I saw 

a headline about ‘another’ in a series of women who’d been burned-to-death 

from the inside after overdosing on weight-loss pills. Then I saw the most 

popular story of the morning: it was about the Republican nominee for 

President of the United States of America, who’d just said that he’d force all 

Muslims living in the U.S. to wear special ID badges, and he would ban any 

Muslims from entering the country in the future.2 I saw the countless hateful-

supportive comments on this story, and my head started to spin and ache. 

Tears rushed to my eyes and bile rushed up my throat. I ran to the bathroom 

and cried as I vomited the poison, because it was like the 2nd World War, with 

all its Hellish death- and internment-camps, had never happened. Why does 

Hell keep happening? 

“That morning, I decided to end my unhealthy addiction. I deleted all 

unnecessary apps from my phone, so I would only check my social-media when 

near a computer. I also decided that I would do something positive--like eat 

breakfast, shower, meditate, walk or jog, read or write, listen to or watch 

something I love, or talk to somebody I love--before exposing myself to news of 

all the hatred and evil in the world. Of course, I fell back into old habits from 

time to time; but I learned to forgive myself and keep working at it, because I 

knew I was rebuilding a long-lost muscle. I sat down to stretch this miraculous 

                                                           
mobile devices, like tablets and smartphones--devices that people had only recently begun using as 
clocks, calendars, notebooks, computers, telephones, mirrors, and so much more. 
2 The nominee actually just called for the banning of Muslims from entering the United States; but rumors 

and propaganda circulated the story that he was also advocating for Muslim Americans to wear 
compulsory I.D. badges. This introduction refers to the fake-news story, because it reflects the reality that 
he also supported the creation of a registry to record the names of Muslims in America, which is 
functionally the same sort of Fascist, anti-religious policy enacted against the Jews in Nazi Germany, a 
World-War-Two regime that slaughtered approximately a dozen-million people, in order to purge the 
country--and eventually the world--of people who were believed to be born fundamentally evil or inferior. 
To justify the nominee’s words, his advocates later pointed to the United States’ own shameful World-
War-Two internment of Japanese-Americans as precedent for a Muslim ban and registry. 



 

muscle one afternoon, a few weeks into this detox, and I started writing a diary 

entry that I eventually decided was a poem.” 

Miss Lonelyhearts pulled a scrap of paper from his robe-pocket and 

began to read: “But it’s not your fault. How can you sleep, when you don’t even 

know who you are anymore? We live in a world where advertisements offer 

guidance, and industries exist to define us by what we don’t have. If we fear 

people with guns, we’re encouraged to become people with more guns. You 

start to wonder if hatreds and genocides are, in fact, manufactured and sold 

just like everything else. But please: don’t become what you fear; become what 

you love. Don’t become those fearful words you see and hear, glowing on 

screens in the middle of the night; perhaps the only things glowing in that 

room, your life. Screens aren’t necessary to shine; you need nothing but your 

mind. I’m begging you to unplug and allow yourself peaceful dreams again.” 

Miss Lonelyhearts looked up into the audience and read the last line through 

an erecting smile: “Get to know yourself, my friend, so I might know you 

better.” 

“I call that poem ‘The Hopes and Fears of All the Years are Here With Us 

Tonight.’ Which, admittedly, is a line from a Kurt Vonnegut novel, and he 

borrowed it from a hymn.” Most of the audience appeared confused, but at 

least that meant they were interested; and confused interest was all Miss 

Lonelyhearts could realistically hope for at present. He flashed a thoughtful 

grin.  

“I know what you’re thinking . . . this whole evening started with a 

prayer, and now I’m talking about hymns. But I assure you: I’m not trying to 

start a cult or religion or anything. It’s not that I’m anti-religion; I’m just anti-

hate, and religion--like any powerful platform--is easily exploited by the hateful 

and selfish among us. I just want to express myself; and, in doing so, I hope to 

expand your worldview, and make it wide enough to let some light in to this 

darkening world we inhabit. 

“I, myself, have enjoyed an interesting journey with religion. I grew up in 

a small town, full of supposedly devout Christians, many of whom owned guns. 



 

A lot of people in my town used religion to justify their own hatreds; and they 

didn’t seem to feel much love, if any, in their hearts. At first, I considered these 

people the definition of religion, but I eventually learned that they were 

ACTUALLY the exception. After I started meeting people from different places, I 

realized that many Christians had been taught properly and responsibly, and 

so they knew the Truth: one is not capable of both hatred and spiritual Love. 

These good Christians also understood that religious thought is only valid if it’s 

nonviolent; and: hating anyone; saying your god hates them; thinking that 

you’re inherently ‘better’ than them; condemning them to eternal damnation . . 

. these are all very violent things, not to mention blasphemous. And so, I 

learned to accept religion as a viable path toward enlightenment, one that’s 

inspired inner peace in many people throughout history, peace that they abide 

to improve the world.  

“Even though I now respect religion, I choose to foster my own inner 

peace in a different way: through spirituality. I consider myself spiritual-but-

not-religious, a group that has become more numerous than atheists in 

America. I place my faith in science and logic, but I also have faith in things I 

can’t see directly, or things I only see reflections of, like the capacity for 

goodness in all people, the fact that forgiveness is healthy, and that actions 

have consequences, even though the actor isn’t always the one who feels the 

consequence. You can call it ‘karma’ or ‘the law of attraction,’ but I just choose 

to call it ‘sensible,’ the fact that acting compassionately is in everyone’s best 

interests, and that selfishness lingers in the air like cigarette smoke: likely to 

be breathed by somebody, even if they’re not a smoker. For example: many 

unhappy people employ religion and politics as shields, from behind which they 

mentally, verbally, and physically attack people who are different from them; 

their unhealthy thoughts, words, and actions cause their unhappiness to 

reproduce in the minds of others, which only inspires suicide, crime, and 

warfare. This dream-like violence threatens EVERYONE, even the loved-ones of 

those who caused it by condemning those who are different from them, for no 

other reason than their insane fear of difference. 



 

“You see: difference isn’t violence; FEAR OF DIFFERENCE is violence. 

People do not cause us harm by being different from us; it’s the people who 

teach us to fear those differences who cause most of the violence in the world. 

People have tried to turn humans against each other throughout history, but 

their arguments always sound the same. Because hatred is generic and always 

born from fear. Whereas Love is transformational, and it can be seen 

anywhere--especially in the self; but these fear-mongering hatemongers have 

blinded themselves to it, and hope they can make you do the same.  

“They’re the ones who spoke directly and only to the majority in 20th-

century America, and told them that black people were animals who would 

rape ‘their’ women and kill their children, that black-blood was somehow 

different from their own blood, and that GOD HATES when different bloods 

mix. And people believed-without-question, as if the Holocaust never 

happened. Then, as the majority feared blacks less, these hatemongers 

preached that gays would somehow destroy families, that they would recruit 

and rape children, and that GOD HATES LOVE if it’s felt by a gay person. And 

then the Hispanics and Muslims were supposedly coming into OUR country to 

steal it for themselves, by causing all its violence, destroying its economy, and 

corrupting its children.  

“And now, today’s hatemongers want you to believe that transgender 

people are abominations against god, and that they--like generations of 

minorities before them--also want to rape your children. Meanwhile: hate 

crimes AGAINST, including murders of, transgender people have reached 

epidemic peaks, and nearly half of all trans people attempt suicide at least once 

in their lives. Trans people-of-color are especially vulnerable to these alarming 

trends, because they must struggle every day against centuries of hatred: 

hatreds that were passed down to children from well-meaning but misinformed 

parents who became the very corruption they so pathologically feared. 

“These fearful words have always trickled-down from powerful men, men 

who would rather distract us with hatred than work with us and allow us to 

work peacefully with each other. Because, if we all worked together, we would 



 

sing together in one powerful voice, and that voice would ask them questions 

they’ve spent fortunes to avoid answering. Questions like: ‘Why do you waste 

billions of dollars every year to destroy this planet and everyone on it? To allow 

businesses the ‘rights’ to pollute and pay slave-wages? To make sure there’s at 

least one gun and a cigarette in the hands of every American? To objectify 

women, minorities, and the poor? Why do you fund all of this evil, when you 

MUST realize that the same money, spent differently, would buy world-peace? 

Instead of manufacturing disease, weaponry, and vice, you could help to 

provide medicine, food, and education for all the suffering children in the 

world--the unhappy children who turn to violence because of your selfishness 

and your selfishness alone.’ 

“But we mustn’t hate these people, the people who hate and the powerful 

men who’ve taught them to hate; because they are also victims. They, too, are 

vessels of love, but they have been emptied by cracks in their foundations. 

They can be repaired, though, and filled with love as they are meant to be. They 

have merely allowed themselves to crack under the pressure and temptation of 

the demon that has whispered evil into the hearts of humanity since the dawn 

of consciousness: the demon of selfish thought, who whispers the myth that we 

must compete to survive. This demon tricks you into believing that competition 

is the only way; but really, its deranged thinking would compel a parent to let 

his own child starve if there wasn’t enough food for both.  

“That’s why I consider anyone a genius if they realize the Truth that it’s 

more logical to cooperate than it is to compete; that competition is sometimes 

healthy, but only when it exists as a recreational or secondary aspect of a 

worldview based on cooperation. 

“But these Angels of Cooperation must increase our ranks, with 

unceasing examples of patience and love, for the gravest challenge we’ve ever 

faced is fast approaching; the immortal demon of selfish thought is happier 

than he’s ever been, because his greatest evil is at hand, and his work is 

almost complete: the birth of the Antichrist.  



 

“Three years ago, financial experts determined that--if current trends 

continue--within two generations, we will witness the emergence of the world’s 

first trillionaire. A trillionaire is a mythological creature from a dystopian 

future, a person whose wealth is a million times greater than that of a 

millionaire. This person will exist, undoubtedly, in a world plagued with 

rampant poverty, disease, and bloodshed, and he cannot be trusted to spend 

his unknowable fortune responsibly. That is why we, ALL of us, must join 

hands. Because we can only prevent this coming atrocity by working together, 

to fix the atrocious systems that nurture the possibility of its arrival.     

“Indeed, we live in a broken country in a shattered world. But the 

amazing news is this: the human population of today possesses more 

knowledge than any known generation before us. And together, we can figure 

all this out, how all these pieces fit together--because they certainly do fit 

together; but it will require a psycho-spiritual effort from all of us. We must 

cultivate enough faith in ourselves to grow our faith in everyone, for they who 

lack faith in humanity lack faith in themselves; we must take risks--

thoughtful, healthy risks--to improve our personal and collective life; we must 

be honest with ourselves, more honest than we’ve ever dared to be; and finally, 

we must teach ourselves to feel happiness--instead of jealousy--for those who 

already effect wonderful change, and for those who already seem to realize Love 

more intimately than we do . . . because that, my friends, is the first step to 

realizing the Love in yourself. And loving yourself is only vanity if it doesn’t 

eventually lead to the loving of all others.” 

Thrush emerged from the shadows, holding a martini glass and shaker. 

He set the empty glass on the bedside table, alongside the small notebook and 

the framed picture of the Earth--as seen from space--that were already there. 

The echo tinkled as he poured the contents of the shaker into the glass, which 

misted at the sudden icy fullness. Miss Lonelyhearts thanked him with a slight 

flourish and bowed head. He turned to face the audience as he took his first 

sip. It was ice-water, but he puckered his lips and twitched his face into an 

intimately far-off look of pleasure, then let a flirty moan escape his throat. He 



 

wanted the audience to be hypnotized by the imaginary taste of gin, vodka, or 

vermouth, or whatever they thought was in the glass that was so affecting. He 

focused his eyes on the audience again, as if he were watching the quenching 

orgasm ebb away, into them. 

“I know what your next question will be. ‘Sure, all this peace-and-love 

stuff looks good on paper, but what are you DOING to make the world a better 

place?’ The answer, my friends, is right in front of you,” Miss Lonelyhearts said, 

punctuating his last statement by raising his glass in a makeshift toast to the 

audience. “You see, Mr. Thrush has been so incredibly wonderful to me. He 

took a chance on my wild idea to host a grand re-opening of his theater 

tonight, which will now serve as a nonprofit! And it will only serve organic and 

eco-friendly liquor; and all those liquor brands are listed in the pamphlets in 

the lobby, which I HIGHLY recommend grabbing on your way out tonight, 

because organic liquors cause less of a hangover.” Miss Lonelyhearts winked 

and nodded at the whispers of excited approval.  

“In the pamphlets, you’ll also find information on all the wonderful 

people and businesses who donated money and things to help make this night 

a success, including this luxurious bed!” Miss Lonelyhearts sprawled onto the 

bed seductively. “And, just between you and me, this bed serves the most 

important purpose of all tonight. You see, after my performance, I have a very 

special proposal to make. A marriage proposal, in fact; to a marvelous man in 

the room with us right. now. And after he accepts, this bed will serve as our 

marriage bed, where our days will pass like weddings; and our nights, like 

honeymoons.” A lewd whistle echoed, eliciting a wave of hushed, crass laughter 

that Miss Lonelyhearts ignored as he continued:  

“Several bands and filmmakers from around the country have already 

expressed interest in holding shows here for free, or for discounted rates, and 

we’ll be passing those savings along to you, the community! Normally, most of 

the theater’s profits will go toward revitalizing areas downtown, but tonight--

and tonight only--I’m holding a fundraiser for a project that I just started, a 



 

labor of Love: my very own political party!” The lack of reaction shook Miss 

Lonelyhearts, but only on the inside; he continued passionately: 

“This party will appeal to ALL people who are dissatisfied with the old 

political and religious systems that’ve caused ALL the world’s problems. One of 

its main platforms will be the strict limiting of the money allowed in politics--

the money it takes to get elected, which creates a billion-dollar industry of 

corruption. My dream is an America with a level playing-field, so there can be 

more than just TWO political parties; and so our children will grow up with a 

more meaningful social vocabulary than just ‘us’ and ‘them.’” 

A few passionate people clapped and cheered. “It’s called the Social 

Capitalist Party, and its main aim is the attainment of world-peace by the 

global spread of social capitalism--an economic philosophy of my own creation, 

which basically says this: everyone is born with a responsibility to improve this 

world and the quality-of-life for all who inhabit it; and this responsibility grows 

and shrinks in direct proportion to the amount of the world’s wealth you 

control.” A few more passionate people applauded. “Also, I believe in the spread 

of world-peace through cosmopolitan democracy . . . ‘cosmopolitan,’ as in: 

‘comfortable in any culture’--which is a concept I borrowed from other 

philosophers; it’s basically ABSOLUTE democracy, a vote for EVERY person in 

the world!”  

Almost everyone clapped at that.  

“You can learn more about this from the pamphlets outside. I hope you’ll 

decide to join me once you learn more. I’ve even come up with an ingenious 

plan to bring-on-board the world’s most powerful advertising executives. It’s a 

longshot, but miracles do happen. 

“I know what you might be thinking: ‘Why politics? Politics is filthy and 

useless, especially these days.’ But politics, like religion, just gets a bad rap. 

Sure, a lot people flock to politics, just like they flock to religion, to assert their 

superiority over those who disagree with them, and to secure power and 

privilege only for those who do agree with them. But many people also view 

politics and religion as powerful platforms that can promote unity and 



 

happiness among all people. I’m one of those people: the second group, the 

larger group. To quote Tony Kushner’s Angels in America: ‘The world is faster 

than the mind. That’s what politics is. The world moving ahead. And only in 

politics does the miraculous occur.’ Only through politics can every person in 

the world secure their basic human rights: protection, education, healthcare, 

expression, and dignity.  

“And yet, in many American elections, less than half of the voting 

population actually votes. When people think their voices don’t matter, and 

that their voices can’t change anything . . . THAT’S when evil things happen; 

THAT’S when dignity is taken away. So, my friends: you MUST MUST MUST 

keep hope in your voice--which seems impossible at times, I KNOW! But it’s 

really just the simple act of believing the Truth: there is always the possibility 

of improvement.  

“You must also remember to USE your voice, to speak the most powerful, 

hopeful truths into action. By voting in elections, yes; but also by making the 

most out of the vote you’re given every single day: how you choose to spend 

your time. 

“It might be exhausting, looking at everything so positively, yet also so 

critically. But once we all join forces, it’ll get a lot easier. For me, it started with 

little things: like saying the word ‘hate’ less. I used to say it all the time: ‘I hate 

my life,’ ‘I hate the world,’ ‘I hate everyone.’ But once I made a conscious effort 

to stop saying ‘hate,’ I heard it less; and therefore, thought it less. And loved 

myself more; and soon, loved the world more.  

“You can do this, too, and encourage your friends and family to follow 

your example. Become adamant and unapologetic about your need to surround 

yourself only with people who speak constructively--or, at the VERY least, 

people who TRY to speak constructively. You can start changing the world by 

trying to change the way people speak about it; this will help you acquaint 

yourself with that voice inside. 

“It’s this inner-voice that I hoped to replicate by starting my performance 

with that moment-of-silence earlier, in complete darkness with the doors 



 

locked. I wanted you to become comfortable while sitting alone, with your 

glorious, miraculous thoughts. So many people in the world are terrified of 

being alone. It used to be my greatest fear. This fear made me miserable, 

caused me to do miserable things and make miserable compromises. But, as I 

loved myself more, I realized: loneliness is the place where we build ourselves, 

the self that we share with the world. And if we’re going to stop the coming of 

the Antichrist--the Lawless One; the Ultimate Evil; the thing that will use the 

holocaustic flames of our own selfishness to burn all the goodness, beauty, and 

love in the world--we MUST stop fearing this loneliness; we must embrace it 

and study it. Because it’s within this loneliness that we’ll find the path toward 

our best and most genuine self. And once we all find that path in ourselves and 

begin exploring it--then and only then--we will truly feel ‘together.’ 

“Of course, NOW, the doors are open,” Miss Lonelyhearts laughed. 

“You’re no longer prisoners; so feel free to use the restroom, or grab a delicious 

healthy drink from our volunteer bartender. This place will mainly operate with 

volunteers now, so please sign up in the lobby if you’re interested--it’ll mean 

getting to see the shows for free! Also, feel free to take out your cell phones if 

you’d like to photograph or videotape any of the performance; or if you’d like to 

text any quotes to some friends.” Miss Lonelyhearts took out his own cell 

phone, grabbed the notebook from the nightstand, and set the phone down in 

its place. When the time came, Miss Lonelyhearts would turn his phone’s 

camera on, and he would film a close-up of the most romantic moment of his 

life. 

“But please, don’t let your phone distract you from the performance. 

Trust me, you’ll want to pay attention to this story.” He brandished the 

notebook like a preacher holding a bible, then hugged it lovingly to his 

chest.  “It’s a tale of romance, violence, and death. It’s the story of my life so 

far--the most important parts, anyway. It’s the story of how I came to be this 

man, sitting on a bed onstage in front of you, about to ask a man to marry me. 

It’s written a little strangely, but that’s only because I consider the world a 

strange place. A strange, heavenly, hellish place. And, like the creator of any 



 

content, I hope you recognize yourself in this piece of my journey, so it 

becomes a small but worthwhile piece of your own journey.” Miss Lonelyhearts 

nodded to Thrush, who was situated in the lighting-booth, from where he’d film 

the entire performance. Thrush focused a spotlight onto the center of the bed.  

As Miss Lonelyhearts approached the spotlight, he let the anticipation 

cleanse him into newness, dispelling all shadows of his past cynicism. In a few 

hours, he would have a fiancé, and people would start sharing his messages 

and videos with their friends, maybe even with their racist relatives. Soon, 

people would know the absolute emptiness of judging personalities by physical 

qualities; soon, people would start having children only after learning to love 

THEMSELVES unconditionally; soon, the world would know peace. Miss 

Lonelyhearts sat upright in the spotlight and was reborn. 

Bathed in the newest light, Miss Lonelyhearts opened his story and 

started from the beginning: “I grew up in a small town,” he read, “in the middle 

of nowhere. . .  



 

 

 

Miss Lonelyhearts 

and The Beast 
 

“ 

I only had two friends there, and I didn’t really know what a friend was back 

then. My one friend drove me around a lot, because I got my license late--even 

though I was the oldest kid in my grade--and I had no money for a car anyway. 

But she got her driver’s license the day she turned 16. Her parents bought her 

a car the very next day. After that, her family had three cars and one daughter, 

but they’d once had two cars and two daughters.  



 

A lot of people blamed her dad for the death, but a lot of people blamed 

her mom. No one ever really called the death an accident, and I rarely brought 

it up at all. 

I heard what happened at school, from eavesdropping on gossip while 

reading. Her father’s ophthalmology practice started booming after the only 

other ophthalmologist left town. Because of all the new business, her father 

bought a big new truck and the family was moving into a big new house. On 

moving day, her parents asked the girls to play outside while they unpacked 

and arranged the breakables. Her father stormed out in a rage--presumably 

about an expensive vase that his wife had purchased without consulting him, 

which he thought was ugly--then he jumped into his truck and frenziedly 

backed out of the driveway, supposedly on his way to pick up another load.  

Maybe it was because he assumed the girls would be playing in the 

backyard, as he’d instructed them; or maybe it was because he wasn’t 

accustomed to having a side-yard; but it didn’t matter. There was a ladder 

protruding askew from the truck-bed, and it connected with his daughter’s face 

at raging speed. Some people said the ladder took her head ‘clean-off,’ but 

others said it just shattered her face. It had been a closed-casket funeral, so no 

one ever really knew for sure, which naturally caused most people in the town 

to become desperately interested in the whole thing, some for many years 

afterward. 

Her family never sought therapy to deal with the loss. They received a lot 

of grief counseling from the deacon at their church, but it never seemed to 

make them happier. I once suggested that she try reading Catcher in the Rye, 

which I didn’t really like, but I thought its theme of grief might resonate with 

her. She said I was crazy if I thought she could get the comfort she needed 

from ‘a book like that’ instead of the bible. We never talked about her sister 

again.  

I started to forget why we ever became friends in the first place. I decided 

that it was because we often used to discuss books in middle-school. She 

always had the most insightful things to say about the material; and I think 



 

she and I were the only kids who read the assigned books, let alone read other 

books just for fun. I remember those discussions as the happiest I’d ever seen 

her. Myself, too. 

She only really annoyed me when she talked about god, and she talked 

about god a lot more after her sister died. It annoyed me because nothing she 

ever said about it felt new or meaningful-to-her; it felt like she was just 

repeating what her parents said, and her parents were just quoting a book that 

was written more than two-thousand years ago. She first started talking to me 

about god right around the time that I stopped being allowed to play at her 

house. She eventually told me that it was because her mom ‘thought it was 

weird’ that I didn’t have any guy friends, and that ‘boys should want to play 

with other boys.’ I could tell some part of her knew deep-down that her mom 

was being ridiculous, but she never said so. 

After she got her license, I suggested that she take the opportunity to 

broaden her horizons a bit. Her version of broadening her horizons meant 

venturing to a different Catholic church a few towns over, which I supposed 

was a step in the right direction. She started attending a bible-study session 

there every Wednesday night, and it seemed to brighten her spirits a little. One 

week, she invited me to come along. There was a charismatic youth-group 

leader there who had just graduated from college, and she thought he could 

‘really help’ me. I assumed she thought that I was gay, but neither of us had 

ever pushed the subject. Everyone assumed I was gay from an early age--

especially the guys in my grade--because of my shortness, my soft features, 

and my love of reading.  

As we left for the bible-study, I realized it was one of my first times 

venturing so far. As we rode out of town, which was less than a square mile in 

size, I noticed the smallness of the town’s Catholic church in comparison to the 

nearby Christian one. I realized this was probably why she’d had such a hard 

time making or keeping any friends, especially since the few Catholics in town 

had known her sister really well and only looked at her with pity.  



 

During the trip, she told me that her mom was going back to school to 

become a teacher. She also told me that her mom had been complaining about 

a class that was ‘forcing’ her to read books on other cultures, and even one 

with a gay character.  

‘How stupid is that?’ she asked-without-asking. 

‘They probably just wanna make sure that teachers are prepared and 

comfortable teaching, like, black and gay kids, and can grade everyone fairly 

and stuff,’ I reasoned. 

‘Being black isn’t the same thing as being gay,’ she said. 

‘Well duh. But being uncomfortable around someone because they’re 

black is the same thing as being uncomfortable around someone because 

they’re gay.’  

We didn’t speak for the rest of the drive, which was good because I 

needed to look down a lot. Every time I saw that we were passing a house, for 

some reason I couldn’t breathe; I felt some kind of bone-deep boredom or 

dramatic disappointment, imagining everything that could be going on inside. 

When we started passing apartment buildings, though, just looking down and 

breathing wasn’t enough; my knuckles turned white, unnoticed, around the 

edges of my seat.  

How many humans are there on the planet, again? 7 billion now? 

When we pulled into the church, I was struck by a sight out-front: the 

ornate, freestanding VIRGIN MARY statue, frozen in mythic Beauty and Grace 

for all eternity. 

It reminded me of this time in middle-school when my mother’s boyfriend 

took us to see a Virgin Mary statue that was ‘crying’ atop a Catholic church 

some hours away from us. When we arrived, we looked through his binoculars 

and saw a single, shining, crystallized tear beneath the statue’s eye. Then we 

lent the binoculars to another family; the exchange was almost wordless 

because such gestures just felt automatic in that crowd. We were all humbled 

by the necessity to connect and share The Experience. I think everybody in the 

dozens of families in the crowd at least secretly believed the crying statue to be 



 

a miracle. I suppose it really might’ve been a miracle; I just always thought it 

was pretty: the crowd and the stone, peacefully reflecting themselves and each 

other. 

But I couldn’t determine why this particular Virgin Mary statue 

transfixed me, in front of my friend’s new church. It’s not like I wasn’t used to 

seeing Maries and angels and martyrs, all tortured in life until they just gave 

up and became stone; those statues were everywhere. Maybe it was the high 

and thin cross protruding from behind her skull; its shadow pierced me like a 

sword, and its darkened corners intersected my mind, awakening something 

incomplete and disproportional in me.  

But it’s not like I wasn’t accustomed to seeing crosses, either. I even had 

a crucifix in my room back then. My mom and I moved around a lot after the 

divorce, and my bedroom at-the-time had a walk-in closet. There was a light-

bulb on the ceiling of the closet, with braided shoelaces hanging down as a 

chain. Tangled in the bottom of the laces was a crucifix, to weigh it down. I 

would often shut myself in there and read on the weekends, while my mom 

yelled at game-shows and sports on TV; or on weekdays, while she cried at 

afternoon talk-shows about dysfunctional families; you know, the kinds of 

shows where men find out they’re ‘not the father,’ then celebrate by dancing 

around and joining the audience in hissing and jeering at the women and 

calling them bad names.  

I kept the crucifix hanging there because I thought it was funny, and 

also because it made the light easier to reach while I was sitting down with a 

book in my lap. The dangling cross sometimes cast shadows that made it 

annoying to read under, but I never gave much thought to what I’d replace it 

with. 

We entered the room silently and settled into seats in the back. The 

youth-leader scanned the room as if about to speak, but he stopped to gaze at 

me for a moment. Something from deep inside himself surfaced when he saw 

me; it wore a mask of confident curiosity. 

‘I see we have a new believer with us.’  



 

‘Um . . . not really, actually . . .’ I stood because I didn’t know what else 

to do.   

‘Well, please, tell us about yourself. Are you joining us from any church 

in particular?’ 

‘No, I . . .’ 

Suddenly I was ten years old and holding my aunt’s hand in church. She 

had taken me to church with her every Sunday for the last two years. I wasn’t 

paying attention; I never paid much attention. But something struck me that 

day. Voices from above and all around me were chanting ‘I’m Free To Be the 

Servant of the Lord!’  I looked up and tugged at my aunt’s blouse until she bent 

down to my level. I asked her why we never saw a ‘girl’ speaking up-front. 

‘Because girls can’t do that,’ came her quick, dispassionate reply. I never went 

to church with her again, and I never told her why. We were never as-close 

after that.  

That was how I felt, with a roomful of my peers’ eyes fixed on me, 

expecting. I felt the room filling with something, something I couldn’t see. 

‘I mean . . . I guess I’ve just never understood . . . I guess I’ve never 

understood how a supposedly all-knowing, all-powerful god couldn’t foresee a 

problem . . . with writing a book, and, basically in the first chapter, saying that 

childbirth is a punishment.’ 

I heard my friend sigh ‘oh my god’ almost inaudibly as she tugged at my 

shirt for me to sit back down. The eyes in the room narrowed and some angry 

murmurs were born, but the youth-leader interjected: ‘No, no, everybody; let’s 

hear him out. He could be making a wonderful point. How would you know 

unless you let him speak?’  

‘Thank you. I just think it’s irresponsible to teach that childbirth is a 

punishment, when clearly it’s a miracle. Not just for Christ’s birth, but for all 

births. It’s nothing short of a miracle that we’re born into these magnificent 

bodies; bodies that can think and feel, and give ideas immortality.’  

‘That’s beautiful,’ said the youth-leader. 



 

A concerned girl in the front row spoke proudly, as if I were a problem 

and she knew how to solve me: ‘But that was Eve’s punishment for tempting 

Adam3--’ 

I interrupted her: ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah; I know the story; we all know the 

story; everyone in the world knows the story. But it’s more than a little 

ridiculous to say that NOT ONLY is ONE woman responsible for ONE bad 

move, but ALL women, EVERYWHERE, FOR ALL TIME, must be punished for 

it. Especially when the punishment is something so BEAUTIFUL; something 

that created ALL of us, even the men who wrote the bible. . . I mean, thinking 

like that . . . it leads us to NOW, a society that’s just NOW learning to move 

beyond selling its daughters for goats and crops. It creates nonsense words like 

virginity, that mean NOTHING, but are used to determine a woman’s value--

what a human being is WORTH. . .’ 

A chubby boy with glasses glared at me and raised his hand, but didn’t 

wait to be called-upon to say: ‘Virginity’s a medical thing.’ 

I inhaled my annoyance to avoid screaming, and within my calmness I 

saw it: that invisibility that’d been filling the room. It was thousands, hundreds 

of thousands, NO! MILLIONS of little girls, with blood staining their legs from 

parts that’d been ripped from them, cut from their insides. It was femininity of 

all ages, torn by bruises and gunshot wounds. They looked through me, 

unmoved. I knew what to say: 

‘How can VIRGINITY be a medical term, when some girls are born 

without hymens? (The bespectacled boy sneered ‘What’s a hymen?’  to his 

bored neighbor, who shrugged.) And a lot of hymens don’t even tear during sex, 

or they rupture because of other injuries. Virginity is just a word that men 

made-up to appraise women like cattle, like property. Words like that create a 

                                                           
3 Adam and Eve are popular religious figures, featured in Islamic, Jewish, and Christian traditions, which 

all agree that Adam and Eve were the first humans, who were banished from Paradise/the Garden of 
Eden after eating a forbidden fruit. Specifically in the Christian and Jewish accounts, though, Eve tempts 
Adam by sinning first and is delivered a special punishment from god, which is later applied to all women: 
“I will greatly multiple thy sorrow and thy conception; in sorrow thou shalt bring forth children; and thy 
desire shall be to thy husband, and he shall rule over thee.” 



 

culture in which old men--many of whom have never even taken a modern-day 

health class--decide how pregnant women are treated.’ 

I smelled what I imagined to be burning flesh, and I knew that Joan of 

Arc was standing behind me. I saw Marie Antoinette, gliding to each child, 

seat-by-seat and row-by-row, tenderly holding each one, hoping my words 

would carry more meaning for them if accompanied by an otherworldly 

mothering embrace; she also wanted to show me that she was a loving mother, 

and that she hadn’t molested her children like the men in the Reign of Terror 

accused of her. But I already knew.  

‘And think of the poor Virgin Mary, who--we’re supposed to believe, for 

some reason--was good enough to carry the child of god and give it flesh, but 

NOT good enough to stand on a stage in front of a congregation and interpret 

god’s words,’ I continued over the beginning of a backlash: ‘and lead people in 

the ways of Love.’  

The room was infinitely, impossibly overcrowded with women of all 

religions, times and parts of the world: women who’d been tortured and killed 

for adulteries that were forced on them. Some had burnt-off faces, and had 

been married for a lifetime to a man who had raped them, or to ONE of the men 

who’d raped them. The memories of these women were literally dying to be 

understood, dying for Eternity, for a Paradise. 

The youth-leader quieted the mob, but he seemed to enjoy the 

discussion; he even seemed mildly amused at the others’ indignation, but he 

asked me to take my seat so he could begin. 

As I sat down, I concluded: ‘All I’m saying is: single-minded devotion to 

just ONE perspective, by definition, limits our intelligence . . . and rots our 

minds--I mean, our souls. And it leaves some people out of consideration 

completely. Like women.’ I almost added ‘and gay people,’ but I knew that it 

would’ve sacrificed the women’s memories entirely; and they were sacrificed too 

much already. 

I escaped to my own world for the rest of the class, as I was certain my 

friend wouldn’t be speaking to me. After the class ended, the youth-leader 



 

summoned me forward to talk to him. He said he thought my views were 

refreshing, and that he’d often thought about the childbirth-as-punishment 

problem too. He said he was actually thinking about it that very day, before 

class began, as he was pondering the statue out-front, which had looked 

different to him that day for some reason; so, it was almost like I’d read his 

mind.  

I thanked him and called him ‘Father’ as a joke, knowing he wasn’t a 

priest; the word tingled from my tongue, lips, and teeth like a powerful spell, 

like a secret magic that everyone was born with and I was just discovering. He 

understood the humor behind it, and I blushed when he laughed. I felt 

extraordinary; noticed, mattering.  

I told my friend about the exchange and we became closer than ever. It 

was like all the different pieces of her life had finally achieved cohesion, 

because someone she respected had accepted me, so she could finally accept 

me herself. She even started taking my book recommendations seriously again, 

and we started going to bible-study together every week. Our class helped to 

stage morality plays of bible stories for the younger children in other classes, 

which filled me with an odd sense of purpose. Father often asked MY input 

especially, because he wanted to bring a fresh perspective to the stories. He 

even lent me his own bible to take home and read. We’d sometimes talk on the 

phone at night and compare notes on the morals; and he surprised and 

honored me by allowing me to change some lines here and there, to clarify the 

meanings a bit and make the fables more relatable.  

My friend and I would often stay after class so Father could talk with us, 

but I eventually started staying so late that Father just drove me home so my 

friend wouldn’t miss curfew. I started drinking coffee; the taste reminded me of 

him. I learned so much about him during those talks. He majored in Business 

and History in college, but he’d always been extremely involved in the church 

and choir and everything. So when he moved back home after college, he 

decided to devote most of his time to the community he’d left behind.  



 

After one of our morality plays, Father and I took a walk through the 

nave toward the sanctuary; he said he wanted to show me something. We sat 

down at the organ. He pushed a few keys and everything rumbled around me. 

Did the ceiling rumble, too?  

He asked how I felt about god and the bible so far. I told him I thought it 

was silly that people referred to god as ‘He, with a capital H.’ I said, if god did 

exist and for-some-reason had a sex, ‘I would imagine it’s the sex that gestates 

Life.’ He laughed at my candidness and I was warmed inside. He told me he 

agreed, that he didn’t think god was sexed. And he told me, in regards to my 

childbirth-as-punishment concern, that he believed the sacrifice of Christ had 

washed away most of that Old-Testament thinking, along with the rules like 

not eating shellfish and not shaving.  

It was all so rational. He asked me if I was ready to accept Christ into my 

heart; I said I wasn’t sure.  

He began playing the organ as if possessed. Everything moved around 

me with music and connectedness. I closed my eyes and felt the soul behind 

the song. It was troubled, but searching and eager, and I felt something for it 

that I imagined was love. I was one with it. I opened my eyes and realized that 

Father was overtaken with the fluidity of happiness like I’d never seen in him.  

He was active but calm.  

He stopped playing and, without looking at me, said that he wrote it for 

me; that I was his muse.  

‘Shouldn’t your muse be god?’ 

‘It can be . . .’ he smiled at me. ‘You’ve got a fire in your eyes. You know 

that?’ 

‘I think it’s just light,’ I blushed. 

He started telling me that he loved my voice, and he thought I should 

sing in the choir. I started to say that I didn’t think my voice was good enough, 

but he grabbed my face and pressed his lips into mine. They opened 

instinctively for him, and I let him inside me. He tasted like a smell I 

recognized; like cigarette smoke. It felt like caffeine and a sunshiny walk, and I 



 

wanted more. Needed more. Our tongues flirted with oneness, and I was lost in 

how warm, pulsing and purposeful our movements were. 

He leaned into me further, and I felt an expectation in the pressure of his 

body on mine. A snake slithered up his throat and down my own, but I didn’t 

want it there; I pushed my body back against his, and the snake slithered back 

into his belly. I could sense its coiled comfort there. I could also feel the 

sudden, newfound absence in myself, but the absence felt more natural than 

the urgency to fill it. 

I separated us to breathe. I looked at him and thought about how natural 

it would feel to love him, with a love I’d never known. He asked if it was okay 

that he kissed me, and if it felt good for me. I told him it was lovely, but that I 

didn’t have any experience for comparison.  

Upon hearing that he was my first kiss, his eyes retracted in shadow. I 

called to him lovingly as he slipped into the abyss, but some demoniac doubt 

had contorted his face beyond reason. He acted like he didn’t hear my concern, 

and he yelled at me to leave. He continued screaming until I rose from the 

bench and inched away from him. Then he began pounding on the organ with 

a disjointed urgency. The rumbling made me turn and run; the Earth was 

riddled with apocalyptic fits.  

The forceful, directionless thunder followed me, even as I descended the 

steps outside. I was certain the church would collapse. But then I looked back 

at its facade one more time, and I realized that the church had been built to 

withstand and amplify that very noise. 

I called my friend to come pick me up. I fabricated some excuse for why 

Father couldn’t take me home, but it sounded like she already knew what 

happened; like she’d been fearing it would happen all along. On our way home, 

she demanded to know the truth. I told her that we kissed and he got upset. 

She was speechless with anger at first, but she eventually found the words to 

birth the demon. She said she noticed that I was ‘lusting after him’ ever since 

our first bible class together. She said she thought she could save me, but that 

I was obviously doomed and determined to become ‘a godless pervert.’  



 

I asked her to let me explain how it happened, but she said it didn’t 

matter how it happened; it only mattered that it happened.  

As she stopped at my house, I begged her not to tell anyone; and she 

said she’d be too ashamed to tell anyone about it anyway. I would eventually 

learn that she told a lot of people about it, actually; and the story morphed as 

it was shared. Some people said I got on my knees at the organ bench, and that 

I begged him to let me do things I’d never done; some people said I offered him 

my virginity. In every version I overheard, I forced myself on him and he turned 

me down. 

I never spoke to my friend or Father after that day. When I walked into 

my room that night, I headed straight for my closet to cut down the crucifix 

and throw it away. I never bothered to replace it with anything; I just struggled 

to reach the light for as long as I lived there.  

 

As I slept that night, I experienced the first in a series of disturbing 

dreams that would haunt most of my nights for the next six years. I dreamt 

that I awoke, in what felt like my bedroom; but I was surrounded by an 

impenetrable darkness. I ran around the room, feeling for surfaces, lamps, and 

light-switches that were no longer there. I was certain it was my room, but 

there was nothing in it.  

And I smelled smoke. I screamed for help, but the emptiness somehow 

absorbed my voice. I then saw a tiny glint like a dying star, or a star that had 

already died. It looked ominous but I ran toward it, desperate to escape the 

uncertainty. I reached out to touch it, and I realized it was a doorknob. I 

twisted and yanked it toward me. The motion opened something that looked 

more like a wormhole than a door. I leapt through it, from the darkness to a 

dimness.  



 

 

 

Miss Lonelyhearts 

and the Human Race 
 

 

It should come as no surprise that, after the news of my kiss with Father 

spread, people--especially other boys and men--started acting more strangely 

than usual around me. One of the strangest such moments occurred in the 

boys’ restroom with a boy I call The Lamb. (I forget his name now, but he was a 

football player whose platinum curls always struck me as lamblike. Football 

wasn’t in season, and a half-year without practices had faded his autumnal 

tan. His fleece was white as snow; and everywhere his teammates went, he was 

sure to go.) 



 

I was standing at the urinal, attempting to relieve myself. But my mind 

kept drifting to the thought of how barbaric urinals are. They provide almost no 

privacy for the private function they serve. The stream had just begun when 

The Lamb strolled in and sidled up to the urinal next to me. He was taller than 

me, but he never seemed to look down on me; he was taller than most people, 

actually, yet he seemed to look up to everyone. My stream was dripping to a 

stop, but The Lamb’s hadn’t even started. He had only unzipped. I could feel 

his stiff uneasiness next to me, but I figured it was just typical bathroom 

shyness. 

I shifted to begin zipping and walking toward the sink, but he leaned 

down and pressed his face into mine; our lips met. It was sudden, but the 

moist warmth glued me firmly to the moment. I relaxed into his nervousness. I 

wrapped my arms around his body and pulled him into mine. Our manhoods 

touched, then his eyes shot open as he jumped backward. I saw a brief sun-

like glimmer in his sky-blue eyes; and I swore it was shining from the inside, 

even though I logically knew it must be the reflection of outside light against 

his eye. The sparkle almost made me believe in souls, but he quickly bowed his 

head in shame, zipped up, and scurried away without a word. 

I stood there with my manhood exposed, inhaling and swallowing the 

truth that much of my life had been and would be shaped by the sexual 

frustrations of other men; this revelation tasted of sweetness but smelled of 

urine and disinfectant. 

I’d only spoken to The Lamb once in my life before that kiss. 

                                                    

The first time I talked to The Lamb was the day our class took the 

Presidential Fitness Test. It was in middle-school. 

‘Okay!’ yelled our beefy History teacher, who also taught gym and 

coached football. After we gathered around him, he resumed barking at us 

without eye contact: ‘Four times around the track is one. mile. Race starts 

here, ends here. GO!’ 



 

The crowd of boys shifted and darted around me, some elbowing the 

closest bodies to gain a head-start. Only five seconds had lapsed since the 

teacher’s minimal instruction, and I was already quite behind. I was the only 

one who chose to walk at first instead of run because I was the only one who 

saw it as an option. 

The teacher called it a ‘race’ because everyone called it a ‘race,’ even 

though it was really just a nationwide assessment of students’ physical health. 

Every kid in our grade needed to complete a series of fitness challenges.  

Most boys eagerly awaited this day every year, and the boys in my class 

continued this tradition. Everyone knew that if the class finished the ‘race’ 

early enough, the teacher would allow us to deviate from the usual curriculum 

and spend the remaining time to play basketball. Most of the guys saw this as 

a reward, but I only viewed it as another span of wasted time, watching my 

classmates viciously compete for nothing. 

‘Ten minutes!’ the coach announced our remaining time.  

I already knew I was fit. I knew I’d have no trouble finishing the mile 

within the time-limit, even if it meant breaking into a light jog. Like a lot of 

lower-class people, I was fit by circumstance. I couldn’t afford to over-indulge. I 

walked everywhere because my mother worked odd hours, so she was rarely 

home to drive me anywhere. I even walked to and from school because a bus 

shortage in the district rendered my house supposedly unreachable.  

‘Six minutes!’  

Most classmates had already lapped me; many, multiple times. And a few 

boys had already finished the mile, and were now sitting spread-legged on the 

bleachers, receiving the coach’s doglike attention. But my mind was too busy to 

care about any of that. I was intoxicated by the taste of sweat on my lips, by 

the smell of sweat in the air, by the greenness of the grass. I was also watching 

a bird, feeding its babies in a nest in the distance, and I smiled that any life 

could be so simple.  

Then I felt an elbow hit my side as a boy laughed and lapped me for the 

second time. The sharpness brought my mind back to the track. I scanned the 



 

faces of the boys who were still running. Whenever one would come close to 

passing another, they would usually resort to (apparently playful) shoving in 

order to get ahead. Both the shover and the shoved usually smiled afterward, 

though, and laughed as if it was all in good fun, before shoving someone else; 

as if they believed violence was necessary for motion.  

‘Four minutes!’ 

I wondered how many of them were born to fathers who forced them to 

play sports. I wondered how many of those boys would’ve been happier on a 

stage, how many of the bodies around me would’ve expressed themselves better 

through art, literature or technology if offered the option. My mind drifted back 

to their fathers, the ones who wanted sons that played sports. I wondered how 

many of them only succeeded in raising sons that could smile while doing what 

they’re told; sons who smile, even when it hurts, while competing for things 

that everyone else has been told to want. 

The last of the other bodies had dragged themselves across the finish 

line, but more than a half-lap still stretched in front of me. I had no plans of 

quickening my pace, though, even though I knew the other boys wouldn’t get to 

play basketball because of me. I was letting my pulse return to normal as I 

watched the bird feed its family again. I drew a deep breath as I turned my gaze 

toward the sun, and I wondered how this all came to be. What kind of 

miraculous accident created the first pair of eyes? And when and how did those 

eyes start to think and speak? I smiled. 

‘Two minutes!’ 

‘What’s wrong!? Yer ass sore, fag!?’ shouted one of the waiting boys from 

the bleachers. ‘Yeah! Shake it for us, bitch!’ yelled another, which earned him a 

high-five, and spurts of forceful, unevenly suppressed laughter. The coach 

pretended not to hear them, but I saw his mask twitch into a grin. 

I crossed the finish line, probably with ten seconds to spare, and I 

walked toward the school without waiting for the boys and coach to amass and 

follow. The rowdy group managed to catch up with me anyway, and The Lamb 

forced himself into step with me. 



 

‘Hey,’ he didn’t look at me right away. 

‘Hey!’ my smile was scared away. A pause lingered, but he alone was 

bothered by it. 

‘Why . . . why didn’t you run with the oth--uh, with the rest of us?’ 

‘I guess . . . I dunno. I guess I just think life is, like, a walk to be enjoyed, 

not a race to be won.’ My smile found its way back to me. To this day, I wish I’d 

looked at his face before I walked away. 

                                                      

A few days after our kiss, I intersected The Lamb at lunch on my way to 

the restroom. At the sound of my voice, he somehow became both rigid and 

restless, and the contradiction seemed at-home in his body. I told him that he 

could always feel free to talk to me about anything, but his eyes seemed to be 

preoccupied with scanning other people’s eyes; he was watching to see if other 

people were watching us, but I didn’t realize that at the time. I concluded my 

brief speech by saying that he should never be embarrassed by how he feels. 

He made sounds that imitated words before scurrying away. He hadn’t looked 

me in the eyes the whole time.  

I was only in the restroom long enough to undo my pants before it 

happened. To this day, I’m still not entirely sure why it happened. I was too 

terrified of being raped or murdered to ponder the ‘why’ until after the fact. I 

eventually surmised that The Lamb’s teammates had probably approached him 

after I left, and asked him why ‘the fag’ had just talked to him. Then, they 

probably interpreted The Lamb’s nondescript and uncertain rumblings as him 

being embarrassed, and so they probably thought ‘the fag’ had just hit on him, 

and asked him to meet in the restroom so ‘the fag’ could service or molest him.  

I would never know for sure, though, because The Lamb never so much 

as glanced in my direction again. All I know for sure is what happened, and 

that it left me feeling permanently bruised, humiliated, and insecure.  

Four football players galloped into the restroom, yelling indistinct 

obscenities. I didn’t grasp that they were yelling at me until they swarmed me, 

grabbed me, and dragged me into the handicapped stall. A punch to my 



 

stomach crumbled me to the sticky floor, then I felt a kick to my back. I could 

barely breathe, and the stench of waste tainted the little air I could inhale. They 

were yelling at me the whole time, but I couldn’t understand them because I 

thought I was going to die and didn’t know why; I could no longer understand 

anything. 

They easily removed the clothes from my limp frame and kicked them 

aside. I lay naked at their feet while they discussed laughingly what to do with 

me. I tried to beg ‘please, don’t hurt me!’ but the pain in my abdomen allowed 

only breathless whimpers. One guy joked that I was already ‘moaning,’ and 

that ‘maybe’ they should all take turns raping me; but another answered flatly: 

‘Nah; he’d LIKE that too much, and we need to teach this fag a lesson,’ but he 

didn’t explain what I was meant to learn from it. 

‘I know what to do!’ chimed one of them finally. He wrapped his arms 

around my nakedness and lifted me almost to my feet, then turned me almost 

upside-down. He rammed my head into the toilet bowl. It was clogged. He 

splashed my head in and out of the mess like a plunger at irregular intervals.  

‘Facedown, ass up, right!?’ The others guffawed as he struck my 

backside. My head smacked into the porcelain a few times, and I couldn’t tell if 

I was bleeding or just feeling a bruise starting to form.  

He began lowering me deeper into the bowl and for longer intervals. I 

think it was because they enjoyed watching my body squirm in his arms as I 

thought I was drowning. I couldn’t swim, so my only instinct was to panic, 

usually inhaling gulps of disintegrated paper and soiled water. Someone 

flushed the toilet a few times, which elicited demonic surges in the laughter. 

Because of the clog, the flushing only made the water-level rise a bit, but it also 

agitated the piles of waste until the entire bowl was murk.  

He lifted me from the filth yet again, and I welcomed a warmth cascading 

down my face. I struggled to inhale between coughs, and I noticed someone 

was urinating on my head. ‘Good idea!’ someone shouted between laughs. 

‘Gotta hose the bitch off! She can’t be walkin’ around with shit in her hair.’ I 

was dropped unceremoniously, with a sickening squish and thud. 



 

More streams hit my flesh and splashed into my mouth. My body was a 

swelling bruise and their liquid was a hot numb pain. I attempted to stand and 

reach for my clothes, but a swift barrage of kicks brought me back down. A few 

of the boys directed their streams toward the pile of my clothes, to much 

renewed laughter, letting me know I wasn’t going anywhere soon.  

‘Whoever gets the most in his mouth is the winner!’ someone yelled, to 

which a few others hollered ‘Fuck yeah!’ without any particular prize in mind. I 

shut my mouth tightly and turned my head away, but a kick to my stomach 

and an ‘Open your fucking mouth, faggot!’ parted my lips again. I looked at my 

abusers’ faces as their bitterness saturated me. I knew I’d seen that deranged 

enjoyment before, but I couldn’t remember where. Their mouths curved with 

violence, and their eyes emanated something unnatural and unrecognizable. 

Their eyes were hard, fixed on me, and they only glinted, they didn’t absorb; 

they took in no light, or there was at least no reaction to the light. 

Then I remembered where I saw those looks before. Their eyes looked like 

the eyes of those men, the ones on the newsreel highlights that played on the 

TV in homeroom before The Pledge of Allegiance each morning: those men with 

tanned skin in strange clothes, surrounded by deserts, who were always shown 

blowing up things and beheading people, while headlines announcing 

‘terrorists do this’ or ‘terrorists do that’ flashed alongside the violence.  

Different wasn’t real to those men, and different wasn’t real to the boys 

who stood before me. I wasn’t human to them; they felt only they were human, 

only they were souled. In their eyes I saw the origin of evil. 

A few of the boys flung their last drops of waste onto the pile of my 

soaked clothes. One of them picked up my clothes and wrung them above me, 

squishing an acrid deluge all over me. He then tossed my clothes into the 

swampy toilet bowl, and all the boys howled as the cloth disappeared below the 

browning chartreuse. My eyes misted as I dove toward the toilet to retrieve my 

attire, but a hand gripped my hair and yanked me backward. I hit the ground 

in front of a pair of legs.  



 

The hand twisted the fistful of hair, pulling my head sideways and 

upward until I was facing the human attached. I noticed my mouth was about 

an inch from his ripe manhood, and tears burst down my cheeks as I imagined 

all the torments that could still await me. To my surprise, the boy simply spat 

on my face and said, ‘Don’t cry, bitch. You said you love this shit.’ Then he 

released me. The other boys sniggered at his remark, all seeming to share an 

inside-joke about me, and then they followed his lead by boorishly hawking 

and showering me with phlegm. Then they all turned and left.  

They didn’t secure the stall door, though, so I leapt up to lock it. I 

collapsed on the floor and added to its dampness with heaving sobs. Someone 

else entered the restroom, so I stifled my crying. As the stranger’s cascading 

urine echoed, I focused my sorrowful haze on tasks that’d create normal 

restroom sounds, like ripping toilet paper and wiping my flesh clean. But the 

cheap paper crumbled all over my skin, without absorbing much moisture. The 

harder I tried to clean myself, the dirtier I felt. I stopped wiping myself and 

suppressed a sob, because I refused to cry while another guy was in the room, 

if for no other reason than to prevent anyone else from seeing my humiliation. 

He flushed the urinal and lumbered toward the exit, but he turned back and 

stopped in front of my stall’s door. He knocked, jiggled the handle and, upon 

determining the stall was occupied, laughed and said, ‘Dude, it REEKS in 

there!’  

He exited the restroom and I started sobbing again. I was partially crying 

at the pain, and partially crying at the fact that my life was such a mess--an 

undeniable, sticky, stinking mess--over which I’d had no control. I reached into 

the toilet bowl and fished for my clothes, then wrung the dark filth from each 

piece and hung them along the handicap bar, in the vain hope that they would 

dry noticeably in the near future.  

I closed the toilet seat, in an unavailing effort to contain the rancid 

stench of human waste, and then I noticed something in the corner; it was my 

book! It must’ve fallen from my back pocket during the assault. I picked it up 

and noted that the fragile paperback had miraculously managed to remain dry 



 

and unsoiled. I curled my nudity atop the damp seat and, to obstruct my tears 

and center my breathing, I examined the cover, which had fascinated me from 

a shelf at the library the day before. Bold black letters spelled out ‘MISS 

LONELYHEARTS by Nathanael West,’ above an artist’s rendering of a crucifix 

that was superimposed on a newspaper clipping. 

Soon after starting the first chapter, I was hypnotized and transported 

from my own pain and into the pain of someone else: an unnamed narrator, 

referred to only as Miss Lonelyhearts--a pen name under which he writes an 

advice column for a newspaper, answering letters from New Yorkers during The 

Great Depression;4 as I continued reading, the adolescent Miss Lonelyhearts 

gradually realized he was being used as a pawn by his cynical editor, who was 

selling his newspapers as empty faith and comfort to the suffering masses for a 

monstrous profit.  

The prose sang as no prose ever sang to me, before or since; it was a 

heartbeat, but also the entire life of heartbeats strung together; it was a piece 

and a whole, and each page helped me more intimately perceive my own 

piecemeal wholeness. I’d once read a review that said the book was meant to be 

a caricature of society, but it struck me more as a perfect portrait of a society 

that had long ago become a caricature of itself. 

When I read this sentence, I felt the need to set the book down and cry 

for a moment: ‘they had believed in literature, had believed in Beauty and in 

personal expression as an absolute end. When they lost this belief, they lost 

everything.’ I closed my eyes to dam the flood, but a quickening string of drops 

splashed against the book’s cover. On the inside of my eyelids, I saw the lazy 

hatred on my attackers’ faces; some of them had even looked bored by their 

torment of me.  

That’s when it hit me--the meaning of his joke when he spat in my face! 

‘You said you love this shit.’ It was a few years ago, in gym class. We were 

                                                           
4 “The Great Depression” describes the years between 1929 and 1939, in which the global economy 
collapsed due to a market crash that originated in the United States. 



 

changing out of our gym clothes, and one of the junior-varsity football players 

was joking about how the football team had hazed5 him, like they hazed all the 

new JV players. From what I overheard, I surmised that the hazing involved all 

the varsity players pissing on the legs of the JV players, in the shower after 

their first practice together. One of the JV players said he was excited for the 

day he’d make varsity so HE could piss on all the younger players; the others 

laughed and agreed, and I mocked: ‘Sure, it’s gay when I do it, but perfectly 

straight6 for you guys.’  

The truth is, I hadn’t even been kissed yet when I made that joke, and I 

hadn’t even experienced the stirrings of a sexuality yet. But I was tired of being 

called ‘gay’ and ‘fag,’ and I just wanted to make those boys uncomfortable for a 

second.  

So, was I to blame for what happened to me? 

Just as I asked myself that question--‘can I just accept some of the blame 

and move on from this hell?’--a shining antimatter comet obliterated the 

darkness behind my eyes. Sound, light; what was happening? 

My eyes opened to see a sniggering boy, taking pictures of me on his 

phone, with the flash on. He eagerly chortled ‘Holy fucking shit!’ as if his life 

had been made more meaningful somehow, by my public display of shame and 

the actions that created it. Was it one of the guys who attacked me? I didn’t 

think so, but I couldn’t really know for sure; and it didn’t matter. I just 

assumed everyone in the whole world knew exactly where I was, and exactly 

how weak and filthy I felt. He dismounted the partition and eased out of the 

restroom; I could hear echoes of him laughingly appraising the pictures he took 

as he left. 

I wished I had enough money for a cell phone, but I probably wouldn’t 

have used it anyway. It was one of those moments where I realized I didn’t have 

                                                           
5 “Hazing” is the practice of subjecting an organization’s newest members to strenuous, humiliating, and 
sometimes deadly challenges at the hands of senior members. Hazing deaths are most commonly 
associated with college fraternities. 
6 “Straight,” in this instance, is slang for “heterosexual.” 



 

anybody to call for help even if I wanted to, so I just chose to NOT want help. I 

focused on my book again instead. The phrase ‘Square replacing oblong and 

being replaced by circle. Every child, everywhere; in the whole world there was 

not one child who was not gravely, sweetly dancing.’ danced into my face, and 

my eyes contracted behind the beginnings of a drop. I can’t believe this 

nonsense is affecting me so intensely, I thought to myself, just as tiger-thunder 

rattled my citadel and let me know I was no longer alone; or safe.  

The first sound was laughter; they were laughs that seemed to say ‘I 

proved you wrong.’ There were two of them this time. One’s phone was flashing 

with glee; the other was being more delicate and theatrical with his camera 

placement.  

‘So, what we see here, ladies and gentleman of the town, is a wild 

baboon-slut in its natural habitat: the alpha males’ watering hole’--Oh shit, the 

eagle started eating my liver--he was taking a video of me! 

Laughter, slurs. I don’t remember exactly what happened next, because 

one of the guys was so huge and strong that he almost broke into the stall 

several times; and every time he got close, and I thought my last defense was 

gone, I wept and begged for my safety. It was apparently hilarious.  

‘So, why do baboon-sluts hang out in dirty toilets?’ 

‘Cuz. Just one look at a dick, and they’re useless; whiny, squishy fuck-

holes. And they love it. It’s all they ever think about. Even though they can’t 

make babies right. See the way it dances for us, right now, with no covering at 

all! Just begging to be used! Most of ‘em just rub their holes on any man they 

smell--’ 

‘I guess they made him finger-fuck himself earlier, too’ interrupted a 

laughing, mocking lie. 

‘You know they didn’t MAKE her do anything, man,’ the fake 

documentarian had dropped his breathy impression of a man-of-science; he 

was no longer filming me, and he was no longer a zoologist or anthropologist . . 

. he was a little boy taunting animals at the zoo. ‘Someone’s gotta show ‘er 

what happens when she uses the MEN’s room.’ 



 

They left my life in a flurry of staggered swagging.  

Hours passed in my hell; and I finished my bible, MISS LONELYHEARTS; 

where had it been all my life?  

For the first time in my life, I was grateful that the school board had cut 

funding to all the extracurricular activities except sports; there would only be 

people in the gymnasium or the track this late, which left me a clear path out 

the doors. I estimated sundown fairly closely, so I could walk home with 

minimal notice. My clothes were still heavy and rancid on my walk home. My 

body squished and sagged with every step, and the worst part was: the human 

stench elicited an arousal in me.  

I hated myself for that, for a long time. I’d never really felt anything even 

remotely sexual or romantic in my whole life, and THIS was the night my body 

chose to blossom. What was wrong with me? Maybe I really was a godless 

pervert. How else could I explain myself being covered in shit, piss, spit and 

sweat? I guess I didn’t have any say in the matter, and I would’ve very much 

preferred it never happened; but a primal, Pan-like, puckish voice in me said: 

‘It’s nice to be devoured by musk like this.’ 

I hated myself for developing a sexuality. It was gross, and it already 

made me an object in so many people’s eyes. I was now destined only to be a 

prop in a myth. It might’ve been insanity for those boys to mark me like that 

even though they seemed to hate me, I thought to myself; but it’s also insanity 

for me to find the situation in any way sensual.  

I felt the same way anyone does after something like that: I blamed 

myself for not being able to protect myself better, and then I slowly realized 

that I’ll never be able to fully protect myself from anything. 

I heard some thumps from the gun-range in the distance; and, though it 

made my heart quake breathlessly, I slowly and quietly allowed myself to be 

relaxed by the metallic thuds. They’re like heartbeats, I thought, listening to 

the echoing gunshots. I imagined it was the pulse of the air and under the 

ground; the pulse that made things go, that carried me across these suburban 

streets, and toward the long stretches of deep cornflower back-roads that still 



 

lay ahead of me. There was still about an hour before I could remove--and 

probably throw away completely--the waste-soaked clothes that were leaking 

filth into my skin.  

A closer noise shattered the calm of the distant gunshots; a huge flag 

had just unfurled noisily in the wind right behind me. My glance darted around 

the side-street, and I noticed for the first time that most of the houses in our 

town hoisted American flags in their yards. The houses were so close together 

here. And the flags looked so sinister. They rippled unnaturally in the 

dishwater haze of TV-glow that was gushing from the windows, from all the dim 

family rooms; flooding into the streets, while everyone was trying to avoid their 

families and responsibilities by watching TV in the dark; trying to be invisible 

and unthinking. The muted electronic blues and grays threatened to drown me, 

but I focused instead on the deafening hurricane of flags raging around me. 

I closed my eyes to drive out the noise, but the silence rendered the 

concert complete. In the stillness of my mind, the rushing monster-whirlpool of 

flags was amplified. I started to hear the traces of something else, too, which 

grew louder with every repetition. It was the Pledge of Allegiance; it was the 

memory of all the people in my class saying the Pledge of Allegiance every 

single morning of their lives, starting at age 6, usually to a foreign-made 

American flag purchased from a 99-cent store. The chorus of children sounded 

far-off and tinny, like an automated service representative:  

‘I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of America,’ barked a 

pack of would-be child soldiers and child brides. ‘And to the republic, for which 

it stands . . .’ 

That was where all the pledges fell apart. Why couldn’t they get to the 

next line?  

‘One nation under god, indivisible.’  

There it was! Uncomfortably comforting. 

‘One nation under god, indivisible; one nation under god, indivisible; one 

nation under god, indivisible--’ 



 

Why couldn’t I stop thinking of that line now!? And was that a raccoon I 

just heard, or a dog barking? Maybe it was a muffled argument? Maybe it was 

children playing. Or screaming. 

‘One nation under god, indivisible . . .’ 

I was just a boy then; it hadn’t yet occurred to me that humanity is a 

nationality unto itself, and that every conception of a god is functionally the 

same. If I’d been born anyone else, anywhere else in the world, I might’ve 

walked home a terrorist that night, or I would’ve become one soon or already. 

‘One nation under god, in di vi si ble . . .’ What a lullaby. 

I lay myself to sleep that night with a bomb in my mind; it exploded 

literature and self-knowledge and suddenly I become aware of an age-old 

hymn; something I might’ve known before birth, which wasn’t a word as much 

as a rhythm; and oh, what a rhythm it was . . .  

It softly drowned the nationalistic voices that tortured me during the 

final stretch of my journey home; it dissolved the boundaries of my painful 

humanity and I melted into the infinite. 

 

I’d been dreaming the last few weeks that I was descending a crimson 

velvet stairwell, lined with portraits in gold frames. Every single one, framed in 

gold. It always seemed like there was a portrait for every family in the world. 

But soon on the downward journey, the portraits became uneasy: as if there 

was somebody missing; as if these family members hadn’t spoken to each other 

in years. And then a disturbingly quick trend emerged among the portraits: 

there were far more props appearing in the pictures; more things than people, 

it seemed. It started out as brooches and other decorations, but it quickly 

became guns and bottles and knives and broken things. 

The night of the assault was completely different, though. That night, 

only pictures of orphans lined the stairwell; still framed in gold. These families 

were one person. The further I walked, the more missing limbs I encountered. 

And disfigured faces. And distended bellies. But all with the most expressive 

eyes you’ve ever seen. One of the portraits displayed a child with a scarred face, 



 

a mangy scalp, and infected wounds where most people boast limbs. And, oh 

god, it was smiling. I collapsed onto the stairs and roared in despair. That’s 

when I saw it, the dull sparkle of a doorknob. I grabbed it, taking one 

thoughtful look backward at the family portraits of the world. My last thought 

before waking was: who would frame all those hideous pictures in gold? It 

must’ve taken forever.  



 

 

 

Miss Lonelyhearts 

with Dead Eyes 
 

 

The football players must’ve bonded with the other jocks over their torment of 

me, because a few weeks later I was propositioned by one of the basketball 

players through a secret note in my locker. The note was a command, not a 

request. I was to meet him at the enclosed address at a specified time next 

week.  

I recognized the name at the bottom. The note was from a guy in my 

grade known as Dead Eyes, so-called because of his almost-black brown eyes 

and vacant stare. I assumed it was because he was stoned all the time, which 



 

he was, but he hid it well; he had the same vacant stare even when sober; it 

was just his personality. People called him Dead Eyes as a term of endearment, 

though; not of ridicule. All the girls at school seemed to think it was sexy. And 

honestly, they were right. There was something about his way of looking right-

through you that made you more desperate than ever to be noticed. 

At least, that’s the effect it had on me. That’s why I fell into my pattern 

with him. We could never acknowledge each other at school--or anywhere in 

public, really; only when we were alone at his house. We would secretly 

determine times to meet, usually a few times each week, and always when his 

parents weren’t going to be home. He made me walk to his place, even though 

he had a car and we lived almost two miles apart. He had to be careful not to 

be seen with me. I understood, because he had religiously conservative parents 

and a reputation to maintain as a ladies’ man; even though he usually only 

made-out with girls when he was drunk at parties, and then never followed-up 

with them. He would often pressure me to have sex with him, though, but I 

always opted instead for heated make-out sessions.  

I walked through cornfields, a trailer park, and a few backyards to get to 

his place, but it was all worth it; all people, even bookish loners like me, 

occasionally crave the validation of companionship, and he was the only one 

offering me any form at the time. I didn’t mind the walk much. It was good 

exercise--the only exercise I ever got, really. And I liked walking through the 

cornfields because they were my favorite part of the town. It was the easiest 

area in which to pretend the earth was untouched-by-man; even though, 

logically, I knew that men had ordered the rows and planted the seeds. 

He would let me in the backdoor, so the neighbors wouldn’t see me, and 

then we would talk for a while about what we wanted to do. He always settled 

on playing video-games or watching porn, and I usually read a book I brought. 

Sometimes I would watch him play video-games. And when he watched porn, 

he usually made me put my book away within the first few minutes so I would 

watch with him.  



 

I loved when he watched porn, even though I wasn’t a sexual person 

back then, just because I understood it as a peaceful break from the loud, 

chilling, violent video-games he played . . . against computers, or maybe 

against other real-people somewhere; I’m still not really sure.  

We never talked about it, but the sounds still echo in my mind 

sometimes, years later . . . the screams of those characters as they fought to 

the death. I spent a night in the trauma ward of a hospital once, and an 

unseen woman howled her voice hoarse over the course of a single night, just 

screaming and torturing herself at the world. Those screams still resound like 

drumbeats inside me, behind every serious doubt I have. 

Those screams pierced as closely to my mind as the screams of horror 

and pain from Dead Eyes’ video-games. I dreaded one street-fighting game in 

particular, because it rewarded the players who executed certain combos most 

destructively; and the reward was a closeup cutaway sequence: a slow-motion 

animation of their opponent’s organs and bones rupturing, cracking and 

hemorrhaging because of the damage done by the super-successful ‘special 

move.’ One time, he yelled at me: ‘How much would it fucking cost for them to 

include more graphics in this thing?!’ I didn’t understand his question at first, 

so I affected an air of calm. He was annoyed at my calmness, so he gestured to 

the screen: ‘I have to watch the same fucking lung rip over the same fucking 

ribs EVERY. FUCKING. TIME!?’ 

I stared at the screen, at the senselessness, violence and death, and I 

could only utter a ‘Yeah, you’re right; the graphics could be a bit more varied.’ 

During our visits, he always poured himself a few small glasses of his 

parents’ scotch. Whenever he accidentally ingested a large amount, he would 

pour a little water into the bottle to raise the liquid level and make his thievery 

less obvious. His parents rarely spoke to each other anymore, and they slept in 

separate bedrooms; so if they noticed some scotch was gone, they would 

probably just assume the other drank it.  

His parents’ lack of communication, with him and with each other, had 

become important pieces of something he thought was happiness. Whenever 



 

his parents left him alone, he would come alive by deadening himself. With 

booze, cigarettes, weed. He would usually offer me some--‘to loosen you up,’ he 

would say--but I declined all but the occasional dainty sip of scotch. ‘Such a 

pussy,’ he would always laugh at me; and I would respond by giggling an ‘I 

know, I’m sorry,’ before pulling him into a rough and wet kiss, to distract from 

my uncoolness.  

I often found myself distracting him with flirtation because we didn’t 

share a lot of interests or opinions. Even if we did, he probably wouldn’t have 

enjoyed discussing them. I said once that I thought his parents sleeping in 

separate rooms was oddly romantic. Then I blushed and touched him, and I 

admitted that it reminded me of the type of togetherness he and I shared. I 

said, whenever I got married, I would need to have a separate bedroom / office 

of my own, where I could retire without waking my spouse on the nights I 

stayed up late.  

He said it was ‘fucked up’ that I’d want separate bedrooms.  

I asked him if he ever thought about being married someday, and he said 

it bummed him out to think about that. He said he’d need to marry a woman, 

so they probably wouldn’t have sex much because he wouldn’t ‘be that into it.’ 

I asked why he watched porn of women if they didn’t turn him on; and he 

said it was different with porn because he could almost imagine that it was a 

guy, doing all the things the girl-on-screen was doing.  

Plus, he said it’d be too hard to remember to delete his Internet browsing 

history every single time, like he’d need to do if he watched gay porn; just in 

case his parents ever snooped on his computer.  

When he said that, I remembered a slogan that I’d seen every day on the 

door of my first-grade classroom; in big block letters, it read: EVERY CHILD IS 

A STORY WAITING TO BE TOLD. And then I thought about Dead Eyes’ 

parents, and how they treated him more like a letter they were writing: to 

distant relatives, to friends from college, to members of their church. He was 

somebody else’s letter instead of his own story, and I was sad for him. He 

‘couldn’t’ be gay and still have parents, because that would disappoint them 



 

too much. Back when he joined the basketball team (instead of football, which 

his father played,) his parents’ reactions made it clear to him that such a 

disappointment was the biggest kind they could tolerate while still supporting 

him, emotionally et cetera. 

I often wondered if his parents would’ve been proud to know that their 

son was addicted to the same scotch as they were. 

One day, he ushered me into the backdoor so hurriedly that I was 

frightened at first. He was possessed by purpose like I’d never known him to 

be. He rushed me to his bedroom, where I noticed he’d already poured himself 

a scotch. Half a joint was smoldering on the windowsill. I sat on his bed and 

opened my book, The Virgin Suicides, which he grabbed and threw across the 

room; the movement was frenzied but he spoke with a forced casualness: ‘Why 

d’you always bring a book over? It’s rude.’ I thought about saying, ‘but I bring a 

book everywhere!” But instead, I apologized desperately, then pulled him into a 

longing kiss. He pushed me back onto the bed and brought his laptop over to 

us. 

A porno was already loaded on the screen. He started playing it, without 

introduction. The title flashed--Virgin in Hell--and I could already tell the movie 

was vintage, the kind with dull colors and brassy music; the kind his father 

might’ve watched when he was our age. A naked, chesty brunette pretended to 

wake up on a set that’d been cheaply decorated to look like a cave. She acted 

realistically drugged as she discovered her hands were tied behind her back. 

She began to scream for help with no real danger in her voice. 

‘If she’s a virgin, why did she go to hell?’ I joked. 

‘I don’t know. People go to hell for way more than just sex shit. Just 

because she’s not a slut doesn’t mean she’s not a bitch,’ he reasoned. As the 

camera tightened around her face, he added: ‘Oh yeah, she’s a bitch. You can 

tell.’ 

Her eyes widened in feigned surprise as five chubby, hairy men crowded 

around her. They were wearing demon masks and ragged loincloths. She 

continued to scream while the devils explored her body with their hands: 



 

kneading her breasts; molding her fat; smacking her backside; probing her 

every moistness.  

‘That’s so hot, especially with the masks,’ chimed Dead Eyes. I shifted my 

gaze from his eyes to the screen, and I examined the twisted, bulging, blood-red 

masks of the demonic rapists. I asked him why he thought the masks were 

sexy. ‘The MASKS aren’t sexy, it’s sexy that they’re WEARING masks--they’re 

obviously made to look as ugly as possible. . . You get the point of what’s going 

on, right?’ 

‘With the masks? Well, I think the men are wearing masks so they can 

stay anonymous . . . so the woman is the only one in the video that’s, like, 

vulnerable,’ I said, to his immediate annoyance: 

‘No no no no no, GOD! That’s why I hate watching this shit with you. It’s 

not about that AT ALL! For someone who LOVES dick, you sure hate MEN. 

You’re always saying stupid shit like that and you don’t even WATCH the 

movies. It’s about the fantasy. It’s about someone servicing you, doing all your 

needs, no matter how ugly you are, no matter how disgusting you treat them. 

That’s fucking HOT! Like that, RIGHT THERE--’ 

He pointed to the screen to indicate the Virgin, who had risen to her 

knees and was rubbing her face into the tallest demon’s crotch. She begged to 

be his wife, his queen, his slave--whatever he wanted--if he would just protect 

her from all the other demons; she promised she would be his, and only his, 

and he could do whatever he wanted to her; forever. He tilted his head, doglike, 

as if an animal were trying to communicate with him. Then he grabbed the 

back of her head. Sensing what he wanted, she tongued the trunk and roots of 

his manhood with feverish gratitude. 

‘See? It’s about being fucking WORSHIPPED,’ he spoke to me while 

admiring the demon onscreen. I almost pointed out that she was most likely 

reading from a script; so it was puppetry, not worship. But I didn’t want to 

make him even angrier. He could get so mean when he was mad at me. I 

focused on the reflection of my own eyes in the screen; I searched them for 

something to say . . . something that could help him relate to me . . . or 



 

something that could help me understand him better. All I discovered in the 

reflection was the truth that I’d never seen a happy love that wasn’t scripted.  

I turned my gaze toward his eyes, watching the screen. They were so 

attentive, so obviously alive. He had never looked at me like that. That 

realization possessed me, and I was overcome with a desire to be included in 

his fascination. I leaned into him and timidly asked: ‘Do you wanna be, uh . . . 

worshipped; like that?’ 

‘Hell yeah, baby,’ he turned toward me, and his lips grazed my ear. ‘Every 

guy does.’ His tongue dampened my lobe with pointed tenderness before 

slithering into the side of my head. I closed my eyes at the chilling intrusion, 

and I heard a tsunami crash into a city in my brain. The wave jerked my body, 

receded from my ear, then rushed into my mouth; my insides flooded with 

unfeeling sensation; my consciousness collapsed into swampy ruins; and my 

body floated numbly seaward; suspended in the Womb, dead. 

‘HERE, THIS! This is what I wanted to show you!’ 

He gently smacked my face a few times for me to open my eyes. I looked 

down and noticed that my clothes were undone. I realized that his hands had 

been touching parts of me he’d never touched before. Thoughts and feelings 

started to gather into a sandpile, but it was demolished by another, harder 

smack to my face. 

‘LOOK!’  

I saw he was watching the screen, enthralled. The actress’ mouth was 

connected to a hairy pelvis, and she sputtered gags of slime as she was 

hammered into the pelvis from behind.  

‘You wanna learn how to do that?’ He nodded toward the screen. I 

watched as the camera panned across the actress’ bent, gagging, tenderized 

body. He could tell I was still confused by his question, so he added: ‘I could 

teach you how. To choke the whole thing down, I mean. . . I’ve seen a ton of 

videos.’ His hand snaked behind my head and grabbed the skull. I instinctively 

broke free from the grasp and backed away from him, my loosened clothes 

sliding open and slipping from me. I scrambled to button and zip myself back 



 

together, but he grabbed my hands and chuckled. His touch felt harsh but the 

tone was delicate: ‘Listen . . . You’re gonna need to do this eventually, and guys 

are gonna expect you to be AMAZING at it. EVERYONE knows gay guys give 

the best head. So, you might as well start practicing now, right?’  

He let go of my hands and they remained still. After about ten seconds, 

he sniggered and said: ‘I can’t keep hanging out with you all the time if it 

doesn’t feel like it’s going anywhere. . . Clearly you wanna suck my cock, why 

else would you be here? We both know you’ve thought about it. I’ve thought 

about it, too, and I wanna make it happen with you. But if YOU don’t . . .’ He 

shrugged.  

He was right: I’d thought about it, but always gently, curiously; not 

sensually or longingly.  

‘Come onnnnnnnnnnnn!’ His hand snaked behind my head again and 

dug its fangs into my skull. My body slackened from the venom, and I sunk 

into the predator’s grip. 

 

We didn’t talk much when it was over. After a few minutes of wordless 

exhaustion, he noticed the time and hustled me out. His parents would be 

home soon, he yelled. He didn’t even tell me how it felt for him, or say ‘thank 

you.’ And we didn’t make plans to see each other again. The door-slam echoed 

like the dull, heavy gunshots from the nearby gun-range. I started home, 

bemused and much more slowly than usual. 

As I walked home, I sensed that I was making a different shape in the 

cornstalks than when I’d walked through them earlier that day, but I couldn’t 

tell if it was because I’d gained something or lost something. My mouth was dry 

and my face was still wet, even though I’d wiped it off several times. Everything 

felt wrong, or maybe it was just different and that was okay. 

It took me a long time to fall asleep that night. But when I did, I found 

myself in the middle of the same party I’d been dreaming about for weeks, ever 

since the picture-frame stairway ended. I’d stepped into a dim room, filled with 

people in masks--masks that only exposed the wearer’s eyes. They were white 



 

masks with big, red smiles; and the smiles looked like bloody gashes because 

they didn’t match the eyes. Nobody’s eyes were smiling; they were all just 

consuming, devouring the glow from the screens in each person’s hand.  

As always, I meandered around the party, trying to talk to people. But 

nobody ever looked at me; nobody ever looked up from the shiny haze in their 

hands. That night was different, though, because I noticed a tag hanging from 

the back of somebody’s mask. I reached up and pulled it taut to read it, hoping 

it might illuminate my loneliness. It read: ‘MADE IN--’ 

Suddenly, I was on the floor, blood gushing from my mouth. It took me a 

few seconds to realize what had happened, because nobody was looking at me, 

not even the person who had punched me--the person whose tag I was trying 

to read; they simply punched me without looking, because they’d felt my 

tugging and wanted me to let go. I groped for people to get their attention, for 

them to help me up; but every time I touched someone’s legs, they would kick 

me. Teeth fell from my face, and I left a trail of blood like slug-slime.  

Nobody looked toward my screaming, or even cared that my blood was 

staining their party clothes. 

I struggled to my feet and ran toward the door. On the other side, I was 

cushioned by crisp night-air, the kind of fresh air that could belong to any 

season.  



 

 

 

Miss Lonelyhearts 

Meets The President 
 

 

‘So, your dad’s still set on you going to Stanford next year?’ I pined at Dead 

Eyes, but I knew he’d keep his eyes on the road and ignore the question again. 

‘That means we might be on opposite sides of the country next year. Doesn’t 

that make you sad?’  

Dead Eyes shrugged in response. He had no idea what would make him 

sad because he had no idea what would make him happy. His malaise was the 

product of a common and dangerous mixture: selfishness and self-

unawareness.  



 

‘I’m obsessed with the mess that’s America!’--another Marina & The 

Diamonds7 song was blaring from the car’s speakers--‘I’m obsessed with the 

mess that’s Amer-i-ca-a-a!’ I was so happy that Dead Eyes liked her music. She 

was one of my favorite artists, and he often heard me listening to her, so he’d 

built up a quick tolerance to (and eventual appreciation of) her work.  

I was honestly so overjoyed just to be in the car with him. That was the 

first time he ever allowed it, since we were traveling a few hours away for the 

concert. There was no chance of seeing anyone we knew out there; plus, I think 

he was secretly taking the risk just because he’d grown to love Marina & The 

Diamonds’ music so much. He never specifically asked me to play it, but he’d 

stopped complaining whenever I played it around him; and that was HUGE. 

I reached for his hand, like I imagined a wife would do if her husband 

was driving. He swatted my hand away the moment it touched him; I was 

finishing one of my annoying rambles when he swatted and interrupted me:  

‘It’s not like I’m saying one is more TALENTED than the other or 

anything, because all that stuff’s subjective anyway. I’m just saying that I’m a 

little more attracted to Marina’s movement because SHE calls her fans 

‘Diamonds,’ whereas Lady Gaga calls HER fans ‘Monsters.’ And I GET that both 

names are powerful images, and they’re both about being confident and proud 

of what makes us different, but--I don’t know--the diamond’s just a much more 

comforting image to me . . . It’s my birthstone, you know--’ 

That’s when he swatted me, and said: 

‘I still don’t get why you’re dressed like that.’ 

Dead Eyes wasn’t happy that I was dressed as Marina; specifically, in the 

outfit she wore during the closing of the concert we were about to see. I 

actually just think he was upset that I was dressed femininely. I matched 

everything to her outfit as best I could, and I even got a convincing wig; but I 

couldn’t afford shoes as outrageous as hers, so I was wearing my faded 

                                                           
7 Marina & The Diamonds is the stage-name of international singer-songwriter Marina Diamandis; and the 

word “Diamonds” in the name refers to what she calls her fans. 



 

sneakers. All night I’d been earnestly hoping that the rest of my outfit would 

make up for the ugliness and poverty of my feet. I looked down at my rugged 

shoes with the worn soles; and I sighed, remembering a variation of what I 

heard girls in my grade say all the time: ‘If you wanna check if a guy is gay, 

just look at his shoes. They always have nice shoes. A gay guy would KILL 

HIMSELF if he had to wear dirty straight-guy shoes.’ 

I tried to grab his hand again, this time more tenderly, but he yelled at 

me to stop bugging him. I wanted to play his wife in the car with him; I wanted 

to be a family. But we’d both been taught that when a man falls in love with a 

woman, he marries her; and we’d both also learned, from whispers and 

obscene jokes, that some men liked to have sex with other men, and those men 

could never marry.  

I found myself praying, for the first time in my life. I was praying to 

nothing and no one in particular; I prayed for all the people who’d taught us; 

for everybody like them; and for all the people they’d ever taught: I prayed that 

none of them would ever stop learning. 

But I guess it was enough for me that he and I were just going to a 

concert together. I wasn’t sure if I loved him, but he’d definitely become a habit 

of mine--just like Marina’s music. I couldn’t remember a single day when I 

didn’t listen to at least five Marina songs. I always told people: ‘Marina & The 

Diamonds is the closest thing that I have to religious beliefs,’ and that phrase 

still feels true today, even in memory. 

When we walked into the venue, a group of rowdy people yelled at us 

from the mosh-pit: ‘MARINA! MARINA’S HERE, EVERYBODY! LOOK, MARINA’S 

HERE!’ But they were most likely just making fun of me for dressing up like 

her. Dead Eyes scored us both fake IDs, so we could drink if we wanted. I 

wasn’t planning to, but it was nice to be away from the sweaty mob of under-

agers. 

Dead Eyes smoked a few blunts in the car on the way, so he was acting a 

bit distant. He left my side to find the bar, without a word. I almost felt like 

crying. My family was falling apart all over again. I decided to smile and ask the 



 

girls next to me: ‘Hey! What’s your favorite Marina song?’ One of the girls 

simply countered with: ‘UM. Why?’ before initiating a wave of weak laughter 

among her friends. 

I once wrote an essay about how concerts and music-festivals are 

modern versions of religious rituals; because concerts are congregations of like-

minded people, communing with something greater than themselves through 

music, chants, and movement. But I got a bad grade on that paper, and the 

premise never felt falser than in that moment. In fact, I didn’t believe in 

anything in that moment.  

Dead Eyes bumped into me, beer-in-hand. He leaned down and shoved 

his tongue in my mouth, emboldened by both froth and herb. He speared my 

face with his tongue, again and again. People around us started staring and 

whispering. I couldn’t believe I didn’t like pretending to be his wife anymore. 

I looked around at the venue and realized it used to be a church. Broken 

pews now decorated the walls, and the pulpit had been removed and replaced 

by a stage. Moved by the history, I lightly nuzzled myself into Dead Eyes’ 

staleness. He mistook the gesture, and began grinding his bulge into my fleshy 

parts, almost on-beat with the rap music blasting through the speakers. He 

slobbered into my ears, probing the holes with his sloppy moistness.  

When Marina ascended the stage, the first roar of applause alone filtered 

into my body and became a supernatural, superhuman phenomenon. I could 

be anyone in her presence; and right then, I was HER. Sure; she was onstage, 

being adored; and I was off-stage, adoring her, and being prodded and groped 

by the guy who drove me there; but I was still dressed as Marina.  

When she ends her show here tonight--The ‘Lonely Hearts Club’8 show--

and when she changes into the same outfit I’m wearing: the transformation will 

be complete, I told myself. Nobody would dare laugh at me then; and even if 

they did, I wouldn’t care so much. 

                                                           
8 The Lonely Hearts Club Tour promoted Marina & The Diamonds’ second album: Electra Heart, for which 
she created an alter ego of the same name; this alter ego was created to ironically explore complex 
themes like feminism, love, and fame, all through the filter of social-media / digital-age priorities. 



 

Ah, the haunting and hypnotic pulse of a ballad in Marina’s voice: 

nothing closer to necromancy had ever existed, or ever would exist. The 

spotlights focused to form a singular halo around her as she gently 

commanded: ‘SHINE, looking for the golden light . . . it’s a reasonable sacrifice.’ 

Everything inside me and everything throughout history became fire as she 

continued: ‘Burn burn burn BRIGHT.’  

The world and my place in it became the same; together we were the 

flickering flame atop a precarious candle. 

I let go of my stress and vanity and became an experience; I wasn’t a 

single wife, artist, or music-fanatic; I was all of them at once, and I was 

everything anyone’d ever been or ever could be. I no longer felt the compulsion 

to match my breathing to Dead Eyes’ breathing, or my movements to the 

crowd’s. I stopped trying to act like a human and just let myself be one. 

Her booming voice touched something in all of us: 

‘I feel numb most of the time; the lower I get, the HIGHER I’ll climb; and I 

will wonder why: I got dark only to SHI-I-I-I-INE, looking for the golden light; it’s 

a reasonable sacrifice . . . burn, burn, burn bright . . . burn burn burn bright.’ 

The old church resurrected Christ in me, or the idea of Christ. It also 

resurrected Lazarus and the Abrahams, both Lincoln and father-of-Isaac. 

Buddha rose from the dead, as well. I didn’t see any of this, of course, but I 

knew it was happening. All the world was Jerusalem. Everyone was an admirer 

and an enslaver.  

‘SHINE!’ she repeated, ‘looking for the golden light. It’s a reasonable 

sacrifice . . . SHI-I-I-I-INE, looking for the golden li-ight; it’s a reasonable 

sacrifice. . . SAC-RI-FI-I-ICE! . . .’ 

I decided to accept the second drink that Dead Eyes offered me. I’m 

pretty sure it was a Long Island Iced Tea, but I didn’t know that at the time. 

And the words wouldn’t have meant anything to me back then anyway.  

There was no boredom in the room. Everything and everyone was joined 

and charged in a powerful, perpetual circuit; of art, science, and history. My 

blood became dark matter and my flesh was stars. 



 

The show ended, and I was certain I was a different person. I looked 

down at myself in the shifting lights . . . Oh yeah, I was Marina. 

I told Dead Eyes I wanted to stand at the stage-door outside and meet 

her. 

‘She might not even do that; let’s just go.’ 

I insisted on meeting her, or at least trying to. It was the only discussion 

with Dead Eyes that I ever considered ‘a fight.’ I refused to back down. He told 

me that he’d wait outside in the parking lot for a while. Maybe he’d find 

someone with some more weed; or BETTER weed, he reasoned. 

As the crowd dispersed through the established exits, their eyes still 

adjusting to the shifted lights, I became emboldened in my singularity, my 

individuality. My Essential Self. Nobody was by my side, and my future was 

uncertain, but I’d learned to at least be completely incomplete.  

How should I get backstage? . . . looks like there’s a few empty pathways, 

I told myself. One led to the less-crowded restrooms I’d used during the show, 

near what-looked-like the old church-manager’s office upstairs. I figured that 

could be where the dressing room was. 

I was right; and I have no idea how I managed to get into the dressing 

room, with Marina, as she disrobed and reflected upon her performance; but 

the door was unlocked, and I was feeling as sure as her reflection. 

‘Please tell me you don’t have a gun,’ she said, eyeing the shape I made 

in her mirror without focusing on it.  

‘I was just, uh, wondering . . .’ I started to stammer. What could I 

possibly say to justify myself, to explain my existence in her dressing room? I’d 

completely forgotten what I looked like. 

‘You want me to sign something?’ 

I wanted to ask her if she’d named her concert (The Lonely Hearts Club 

Tour) after my bible, MISS LONELYHEARTS. I wanted to ask her if she 

worshipped at the All-American Church of Nathanael West, like I did. But 

instead: I tilted my head, smiled and said: ‘I’m a member of the Lonely Hearts 



 

Club, that’s for sure!’ A grin on both our faces. She and I became larger than 

ourselves in that moment, a monster with two smiles. 

‘Nice to meet you, darling,’ she lit up a cigarette, and extended her hand 

behind her back. She wanted me to shake it. ‘I’m The First Madame President 

of the bloody thing.’ 

I laughed, shaking her hand. Then I noticed something fall to the floor. I 

heard a huff and an exhale, then smoke surrounded. Oh shit, she was handing 

me a cigarette! 

‘Five-second rule!’9 I giggled, picking it up. My joke reminded me of fast-

food, and I suddenly became hungry. But my hunger quickly devoured my 

stomach and left my whole body numb . . . tolerant to hunger. Then I 

remembered that her first tour had been called The Burger Queen Tour. 

‘I could give you a clean one, if you want.’ 

I shook my head. But then I noticed it was pink. For the rest of my life, I 

could say, ‘my first cigarette was pink!’ On my deathbed, I could say, ‘my first 

cigarette was with Marina Diamandis; and it was pink!’ She’d handed me a 

fortune, and was offering me another; but I bowed humbly, and handed back 

the blessed offering, shaking my head more firmly. 

She swiveled around, then locked eyes with me for the first time in our 

lives. She looked genuinely proud of me. Prouder than my mother’s face had 

ever looked at me. Maybe. 

‘Good for you,’ she said. She took another drag. ‘I started 5 years ago. 

Wanted to sound like some singer nobody’s ever heard of. Didn’t work . . . now 

I’m just stuck with a bad habit.’ We both took off our blond wigs. She took 

another drag, and examined me forgivingly. ‘So, how old are you?’  

‘I’m in college,’ I lied harmlessly. It was less than a year away, after all. 

‘What do you study?’ 

                                                           
9 The “five-second rule” refers to an old debunked myth / joke, which states that dropped food, for at least 

five seconds, will remain unaffected by the germs on the surface onto which it was dropped.  



 

‘Everything haha, all the time. Big overthinker over here. But mostly 

words, I guess. Like, the power of the written word.’ 

‘Ah, the written word: Immortality.’ She grinned. She revealed herself to 

be a soothsayer; was I one, too?  

‘So you’re a writer?’ Marina questioned; nobody had ever asked me that. 

I said yes before thinking. Marina’s own lyrics were unspooling and 

tangling like jungle vines on my brain. Tribal music played. ‘People like to tell 

you what you’re gonna be; it’s not problem if you don’t see what I see,’ The Voice 

continued, in a singsongy trail-off: ‘And I do not give a damn if you don’t 

believe! My problem is my problem: that I never am happy; it’s my problem, it’s 

my problem, on how fast I will succeed!’ 

‘I said, what do you write?’ Marina interrupted.  

‘OH! Um,’--say something, I told myself. Anything!--‘Just thoughts, 

mostly. Books.’ 

‘Ever any poems?’ 

I had written a poem once, several years ago. A few poems, actually. I 

closed my eyes and searched for them. I thought of watching Marina bask in 

the spotlight earlier; I thought of the simultaneous pleasure I felt as I watched 

her: a reminder of my own freedom to breathe and walk at whatever pace I 

need or want, and never with the exact style of any other. I found the poem at 

that very moment, in my mind; it was a scrap of paper I’d used as a bookmark 

for a while. I recited my composition from memory: 

‘I love my Self, I love The Real,’--I sensed she even understood the 

Capitalization in my voice--‘and need no other’s words to feel. I love It All; It All 

loves me, but Love is light, takes time to see.’ 

‘Mmmm, that’s pretty.’ She sunk into our chemistry like a bath. ‘Did you 

just make that up?’ 

I didn’t answer. I was so close to her; must maintain closeness. 

‘You were amazing tonight,’ I said. I watched her dab at her body. Did 

she still have makeup on? She was damp with the Act of Creation, the 



 

afterbirth of a spirit-moving performance. I was momentarily sad about how 

much rarer it is to see a woman sweat. You see men sweat all the time. On the 

street, on TV. In your house. In the mirror. In your own bed. I wanted to make 

a statue of her, but I also wanted to be birthed by her. Did I also want to make 

love to her? I would never figure that out, but I still think about sweat a lot. In 

that moment, I became One with the BEAST WITH TWO BACKS, The Universal 

Will to Create: I became obsessed with the idea of someday, somewhere--before 

humanity’s suicide is complete--making a statue, or painting, of a woman 

being extremely and unapologetically sweaty.  

She took another drag of her cigarette. ‘I hate smoking!’ she laughed. ‘It’s 

killing me, it’s seriously killing me. 

‘Lit’rally,’ she exhaled forethoughtfully. ‘Promise me you’ll never start, 

okay?’ 

Would she think of me on her deathbed? 

I lost myself, body and mind, in our talk at that point. Part of me thinks I 

might have kissed her. Or maybe she kissed me. I was tipsy, and on a bit of a 

contact-high, but I distinctly remember being damp and licking my lips a lot. 

But I thought I was gay! 

Actually, did I think that? Everyone had always just kinda told me I was 

gay. Wait . . . had I ever even said the phrase ‘I’m gay,’ or ‘I think I might be 

gay’ out loud? Let alone proudly, or surely?  

Wow. 

So, was I gay? Did I just imagine meeting and kissing Marina 

Diamandis? I might never be sure. All I know is this: when I walked out of that 

church-turned-theater, and into that midnight-laden parking lot . . . I found 

him waiting for me. And he drove me back home that night. I can’t remember 

what we talked about, or if we talked at all.  

I can’t remember if I finally held his hand for the first time. But I hope I 

did. I vaguely remember curling up for a nap on the way home, though, 

because my eyes flickered open for a second as we drifted back into the 

boondocks; and the first thing I saw was the neon sign for the country-western 



 

bar on the outskirts of town: ‘HONKY TONKS: Ladies Night Tues. 3 pm to 10 

pm.’  

Back when the bar was a strip club, before it burnt down a handful of 

years ago, the sign was blood-red neon; the flashing outline of what appeared 

to be a naked woman. It was hourglass-shaped. The top half boasted shiny 

saucers for nipples. The bottom flashed a symmetrical heart-shape, meant to 

resemble a vagina. Different parts would flicker at different times; but when the 

entire thing lit up at once for a second, it was actually quite depressingly 

beautiful. 

 

As I lay myself to bed that night, there were different layers of music 

emanating from my steeple; one was easy, automatic; the other was deep-down 

and persistent, struggling for relevance and control. The first layer was the 

song that was playing on the radio earlier, as I’d fought unconsciousness in 

Dead Eyes’ car, approaching and passing the oppressive flickering neon: ‘Live 

fast, die young, bad girls do it well; live fast, die young, bad girls do it well; live 

fast, die young, bad girls do it well; live fast, die young, bad girls do it well.’ So 

catchy, goddamnit! . . . so throbbing, infectious. 

Marina’s lyrics echoed underneath, from the pulpit: ‘It’s my problem, it’s 

my problem, if I feel the need to hide; and it’s my problem if I have no friends 

and feel I want to die!’ 

The conflicting lullabies filtered me into familiar scenery, but I wasn’t 

exactly comforted. I found myself in the same creepy forest I’d been dreaming 

of for months now. Dark, brisk. But lately, every night, the woods felt more 

chilling than the last. Dreamlike climate change.  

There was once a house in my line of sight, the house where the Bloody 

Masquerade was taking place. But I’d long wandered from that trauma, and the 

horizon of my dreamscape had completely devoured the house-party. 

I bumped from tree-trunk to tree-trunk in the eternal night of the lonely 

forest; and roots hugged the Earth beneath my feet, causing me to trip here 

and there.  



 

Whenever I scanned the barren, ashen tree-branches, against the 

endless shadow of the moonless sky: I would barely notice something moving, 

even writhing; and I would hear rustling.  

At first, I thought these shadow-aspects were animals, but I soon 

discerned that the shapes swinging from the branches were fruit . . . a strange 

fruit, indeed. Their stems creaked from the branches like ship-sails. They 

looked like rippling, moaning fruit, with a robust flesh and warm meat on the 

inside.  

I heard one of the sails snap, and a fruit thudded at my feet. Was it a 

body, or an animal? Maybe it truly was just a fruit? Such a deep red; was that 

blood? Or . . . jam? Was it wet, or just cold? Was it moving anymore? Hmm, 

maybe a little; but it could’ve just been a trick of the wind. I poked the swollen, 

rhubarb sack again.  

Rubbery and felty at the same time.  

Was it an aborted fetus? 

Well, it had teeth. No: a zipper! I pulled it, and the sack rustled and 

growled. Its insides spilled before me: there was a wig, a lighter, and a half-

empty pack of menthols.  

I gutted some other grounded sacks I found, and they yielded similar 

blood-red threads and assorted trinkets; all soaked in mortal dampness: a 

tumbler glass and a shattered bottle; medicine; bifocals; a faded picture of a 

father’s glory days, used as a bookmark for the secrets and shames of empty 

pages; billfolds, spilling out fraudulent papers; vast meaninglessness and 

infinite stupidity.  

I tripped backward, and my tailbone collided with another one of those 

maroon homunculus-pods. 

Something snapped inside of it. I reached my hand inside, to discern the 

damage. Odd; just one object in the stomach of THAT sack--forever crushed by 

my bum, in that sickening thud and crack . . . It was a pair of heart-shaped 

sunglasses. Shattered. 

And was that blood on them? 



 

Wait.  

Was it MY blood!? 

I looked at the forest’s canopy: a nebulous, net-like black wig, atop a 

suffering, invisible ghost that had lives-ago ingested me; or at least ingested my 

soul. The night hummed all around me. My bones ached, my skin chafed. All 

was blackness and a pained sighing at the wind. Then I glanced up at the sky 

and knew I MUST have been dreaming, because there were no clouds, no 

streetlights, no cityscapes or civilization anywhere-in-sight; and also, somehow: 

NO STARS!  

There HAD to be stars somewhere, right? Pain, strain, desperation. No 

stars, anywhere. 

Nowhere.  

I was. 

But I’ll never forget the moment I saw it: that streetlamp flickering, on 

that strange land, faraway. Maybe it was a dying star, maybe it was a 

spaceship; but, regardless, it filled the sky with hope, variety, and the 

possibility of an audience with a higher influence. I wished, I begged: let me 

believe in something. Let me be onto something! Let me sensualize the Mystery! 

Hear me: hear my people! Let my people go! 

I started running toward the Star, and maybe toward the birth of a 

Savior! A bread-keeper; a mitzvah; a pillar, inspiring direction and 

Mindfulness. The world needs this win; this real, triumphant news headline; 

this Champion, I told myself. I could meet this celebrity and become part of the 

Myth, part of the reason the Creative Forces will believe in Us and respect Us 

again. 

My torn shoes plunged into the murk with every step I tried to take. 

THE STAR MUST MEAN SOMETHING. 

The warmth I felt inside myself that night, even as I suffered through the 

frosty darkness of the forest-swamp . . . the warmth within me, it was a 

memory of something I didn’t remember experiencing:  

Crackling, flowing; electric, airy metal. 



 

Within, without. 

So many people have died for nothing; too many to count anymore. 

I swore I heard an Angel singing to me that night, drowning out the slurp 

of the nightmare-Earth trying to devour me with every step. It was a faraway 

sound, but it also felt like it was emanating from within my dream-body. Was it 

Marina? Maybe it was Myra Breckinridge. Or Séraphitüs-Séraphîta. Regardless, 

The Voice was singing a Marina song: 

‘Every boyfriend is the One, until otherwise proven. The good are never 

easy; the easy, never good; and Love: it never happens like you think it really 

should. Deception and perfection are wonderful traits; one will breed love; the 

other, hate. You’ll find me in The Lonelyhearts, under ‘I’m after a brand-new 

start!’’ 


