
1.
The room is small, dark, and smells of feet. Giant toe jam 

encrusted, athlete’s foot burning, haven’t had clean socks in a 
week, feet.

Breathe through the mouth. No dressers. Clothes strewn 
everywhere and mixed up with Ray’s Pizza boxes, plates, shoes 
and nail studded Doc Martens. A banged-up alarm clock displays 
16:28. Telltale signs of a joint in progress, an ashtray with burnt 
papers and a few cigarette stubs. Need to get that going. Pull the 
ashtray over gingerly and sort through the debris. Perched on the lip, 
a nice fat roach. No light. Oh, shit! Probably why the roach survived.

Get up and rummage. Can’t tell where I am. Street too quiet. 
Sky that blue-gray mid-winter dreary. Sixteen o’clock and twenty-
eight minutes. Dress and leave, the coward’s way out. Pocket the 
roach. All right. Black old man’s thrift store pants. Shit-colored 
mens 50’s shirt. Skinny tie. Black overcoat. Fruit boots from 14th 
street. Don’t wake her. It’ll be excuses and pleas to stay and have 
breakfast or something. Morning sex with a mouth that reeked. 
Gag. Open the door. Look down the corridor. Lights on one end. 
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Sound of laughter and talk. Other end, a door. Creep on bare feet. 
Grab knob. Turn, door swings open.

Out on the white spotless tile. An antique table holds a vase of 
fresh cut f lowers. Inhale. Green scent of suburban garden. Behind 
that a large, polished antique mirror. Shut door quietly. Pass the 
table. See reflection. Check it out. A bit worse for wear from the 
hangover. Handsome boy, is he. Stone Mulligan.

2.
Someone’s beside me, shaking my shoulder. I open my eyes. 

It’s Pussy. Her face two inches from mine, squinting through her 
cat lady glasses. I smell her scent for the first time, a mix of femme 
pungency and musk. There are mattresses on a f loor occupied by 
sleeping bodies in couples, triples, groups.

“What are you doing?” She says.
“What happened?” I recoil from her.
“Wow, are you okay? Did you take something?” She sniffs my 

head. Like a dog. I push her away.
“Still want to party?” I look around, bleary eyed. There were no 

people left dancing. I am alone on the couch.
“I thought this is the party.”
“It’s a drag. Let’s go to my place.” She pulled me upright. My 

legs feel wobbly. “Christ, you’re really trashed.”
I have been more trashed than this. But the mind is working 

funny. I keep trying to remember something but it won’t materialize. 
The single thought—a heavy, cast iron safe teetering on the edge of 
a windowsill. Impossibly, it maintains its balance and won’t fall. The 
tender place between my legs is still engorged. I want to kiss her.

“Can I kiss you, Pussy Chick?” I say.
“Go ahead. Kiss me.” She says defiantly. I lean toward her, eyes 

closed. She giggles. I pucker up and miss. I get her cheek.
“Nice try, Big Dog.”
“What?”
“If I’m Pussy Chick, you’re Big Dog.” I like this.
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“Okay, let’s quit it. What’s your name?”
“My stage name is Saravati Futura. I like the goddess and her 

mythology.” She’s chatty. “My real name is Sassafras. Like the tree”.
I interrupt her. “Two names?” I am feeling very happy and 

stupid at this precise moment.
“My parents are hippies. They make their own MDMA. The side 

affects are toxic to the liver so they make it as organic as possible. 
They boil the sassafras leaf.”

“You’re really named after a drug?”
“No, I’m named after a tree.” She picks up the pipe the couple 

had left on the table in front of me. She sniffs it. “Parents were 
hippies, what do you want?”

“My mother wanted a boy.”
“Just like Pinochio’s dad.” She grabbed my wrist. “Let’s go.”
What did she say? Pinochio’s dad?
“Are you coming home with me or not?” She interrupts my 

reverie. I lean toward her.
“Oh, not again.” She pinches my nipple, hard. Ow! What the fuck?
“I don’t kiss on the first date.” She grabs my hand and leads me 

past the snorting, farting, whimpering bodies on the f loor.

3.
She grips me by the wrist and drags me along Avenue C. I falter 

like a reluctant bridegroom. I know not to read too much into the 
physical contact. I know this chick is the type of female that feels 
free to hug, kiss, hold hands with, or embrace, a total stranger. 
I’ve been deceived a few times by the easy intimacy. These broad’s 
never put out, I’ve learned. But sometimes they’ve got good drugs.

We tear down the avenue past groups of people huddling in 
doorways or on the corners. Not been this far east in the City. 
I hunch my shoulders. Ready for a fight. Shocked by the burned-
out husks of buildings. The empty lots that look like miniature 
trash dumps. The wan lights illuminating each block. It’s 3 am. 
The street is full of people. Shots ring out, hoarse voices shout in 
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Spanish, threats to, “yo te voy a matar, hombre!!"
And then sirens, police cars, and fire trucks race up. Cops jump 

out, guns drawn, the junkie bloodstream of Avenue C getting it’s 
hourly speedball. The cops are useless against the drug pumping 
through the spiked vein of the city. I turn to stare.

“Let’s keep moving!” commands Pussy Chick. I look at her. 
Okay, she’s knows her way around.

We skitter around the corner of 13th street. I see windows above, 
ablaze with light. She fumbles around in her green leather handbag, 
uttering curses.

“Fucking, fuck, fuck, fuck.” She turns her face up to the windows.
“X-Cessive!” No answer.
“X! Are you up there? X! X!”
A masculine, accented voice yells out in a mincing falsetto, “X, 

X??” in response to her plaintive appeals. Laughter follows from 
the same direction across the street in a boarded-up building. She 
looks over at me and sizes me up. “Bend over.”

“What?” She points to the fire escape ladder.
“I can pull myself up by that if I can reach it.”
“Up there? You’ll fall on your head.”
“You’re such a pussy. I’ve done it a million times. Here—” She 

grabs me and bends me down.
“Get off of me, what the fuck are you doing?” I move away from 

her.
She laughs. “C’mon, you’re a strong dude. I’m gonna straddle 

your shoulders—and hey, I’m not wearing panties. So bend down.”
Well in that case. I comply. She puts a leg over my shoulder. Then 

the other. I can feel her wet pussy against my neck.
“Now, stand up straight.” I slowly unbend. She is heavier than 

a child but once I straighten up I can balance her weight easily.
“This is great. Now move over under the ladder.” She reaches 

up and pulls on it. It doesn’t budge.
“Shit!” She pulls on it harder. Still nothing. Without warning 

she pulls herself up and stands on my shoulders like a trapeze 
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artist. Her heels are digging into my neck muscles.
She shouts. She yells, “Get out of the way!” and grabs onto 

the lowest rung. I duck. She hangs there for a second. The ladder 
screams like a wounded creature and descends. She jumps clear. 
She turns, gets a good grip on the second rung and starts climbing. 
I stood there, astonished.

“What the hell are you waiting for?”
“Is it safe?” She scrambles back down and grabs my sleeve.
“You want safe? Go back to Jersey,” she says snarling, and climbs 

up again. I grab a rung and hoist all 222 pounds of myself up the 
ladder. My knees shake when I stand upright on the first landing. 
Then the rest is easy—just climbing rusted-out stairs with jagged 
edges past the windows of folks that may or may not have a loaded 
gun at the ready for intruders. Easy unless you step the wrong way. 
We reach the top landing where there are lights and music pounding 
from a pair of windows. All I can see in there are bodies moving. 
Pussy Chick pulls up the window sash and angles a leg over the 
sill. The smell of B.O. hash, beer, men's cologne, some nasty food 
smells and heat blast forth. The talk is loud and raucous with an 
undertone of the Sex Pistols. She ducks and puts in the rest of her 
body. She sticks her head out and looks at me. “Watch the radiator.” 
She waits. “You coming or not?”

I follow her.
“Hey Sassy!” A very pretty henna-haired woman rushes over to 

her. I watch Pussy Chick and the woman embrace and kiss on the 
mouth. When they stop, Henna-Haired looks around and spots me.

“Oh, this is my date,” Pussy Chick says.
“Yum. What’s her name?”
“His. I don’t know. We haven’t been introduced.”
Henna-Haired slips her arm inside mine.

“Okay, let me make the introductions. This is Sarasvati Futura, 
queen of the underworld. Sarasvati, this is—what did you say your 
name was?” She waits.

“Stone.”
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Pussy Chick shrugs. “His mother wanted a boy.”
“Stone. I am Trixie. Trixie Forbidden Fruit. You can call me Trix.”
“Uh, okay.” My hostess holds her hand out to shake mine. I catch 

a whiff of something imperious about the gesture. I grip it hard 
and shake it.

“Nice to meet you, Stone.”
“Yeah, okay. Samewise.” This feels retarded. Pussy Chick grabs 

Trix by the elbow. I hear her say, loudly, over the noise.
“Now Trix. Let’s get to the most important question of the 

moment. Where are the cocktails?”
Trix motions with her head. “There’s 48’s chilling in the 

bathtub.”
“No, I mean real drinks.”
“Oh, Sass. You and your affectations. There’s cheap vodka in 

the freezer. But don’t tell anyone.”
“Olives?” Pussy Chick produces a martini glass from her green 

leather bag.
Pussy Chick walks away, that cute ass swaying in the tight 

miniskirt. That is the last I see of her.
Trixie turns to me and says, not unkindly, “You’re on your own, 

dude.” Like she knows Pussy Chick’s ways.
I slump in the corner of the room on a soft, brown, Naugahyde 

love seat. It reminds me of the couch at home. I feel a lump rise in 
my throat. To stave off tears, I stare hard at the partiers for a while. 
A couple, next to me, are making out and emerge only to toke on 
a pipe. They offer it to me—kinda generous. I put it to my lips, 
inhaling deeply. Hold it in my lungs, nod thank you, pass it back. 
Exhale. The smoke has a strange taste. A thought f lickers through 
my mind. Oh, fuck what was that? It seared my lungs.

Someone’s reading something out loud in a snotty voice. I don’t 
understand the words.

The people here are dressed in costumes of various styles. The 
ones in spacesuits and boots look like they walked out of a Jetsons 
cartoon. A lot of the women are dressed like vintage sex kittens, 
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brandishing generous cleavage but touched with a hint of the dowdy. 
They dance to this loud crashing music, jumping up and down, 
their heads bobbing like inflatable toys in a pool. I’m fascinated 
as they slow down, their movements f low, simultaneously moving 
like waves and discrete particles. Alright, this is a good drug.

I run my hands over the Naugahyde, touching the grain, 
marveling at its authentic feel. The couple is mauling each other 
under their clothes. Pervy, I keep watching them out of the corner 
of my eye. I feel a swelling slowly in my crotch. My heart opens 
up as the couple fucks. I catch a glimpse of a large dildo and she 
has her legs wrapped around his middle. She moans. I listen but 
stare at the slow motion dancing of the crowd. A warm syrupy 
affection wells up for these strangers. I sink into the fake leather. 
It feels like home. My heart bursts.

4.
“Don’t walk away from me!” Caroline Ann screeches.
“I have to pee.” I slip cleanly through a plywood door that leads 

to a dark corridor. The place is confusing, all these passageways. 
I can still hear the music as I grope my way in the dark. I come 
upon a door with light bleeding out its sides and bottom. Must be 
it. I open it. Standing there staring at herself in the mirror is the 
chick who ranted about fisting a pussy! The Emcee introduced 
her as some such hippie name I don’t know how to pronounce. 
Stunned, I can’t speak. So loud, sexy, and dirty-mouthed on stage 
here she is the leopard pants down around her knees, her ample 
tits in a push up bra exposed, smoking a joint on the toilet.

“Occupied!” she yells. I close the door abruptly. She stops me.
“Hey wait,” she says, putting her hand on my arm. She turns 

her back to me.
“It’s the fucking tenth time this happened. I get out of them to 

pee and the zipper gets stuck.” I stand there, a bit confused, idle. 
She pulls the leopard catsuit up and inserts her arms. She waits.

“Are you deaf?” She says. I quickly close my fingers around the 
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zipper and the zipper f laps and pull up. Hoping a few foot-pounds 
of pressure would do it. Doesn’t move. It’s really stuck. It’s metal, 
an old-fashioned tongue and groove type. Eating up the fabric.

“It won’t—" In a state of confusion, I pull down on the narrow 
metal tab again. I look at Pussy Chick’s soft neck, the small downy 
hairs stirring slightly. I shiver. I peer down the slope of her neck 
to her breasts, rounded, generous. She turns and sees me looking. 
My face flushes. She notices and laughs. I feel my face redden and 
a tingle in my belly.

“Stop staring at my tits and fix it.”
“I wasn’t staring, it’s busted. I can’t do anything with it.” She 

turns around abruptly, snarling. My eyes keep drifting to her tits. 
She sees me doing that!

“My god, you’re useless. Who sent you?”
“Nobody did. I was looking for the toilet.”
“You’re not the intern? Oh, turds. I’m sorry.” Her meanness 

melts away.
“No, I’m not an intern. Even if I was, you shouldn’t talk to 

people that way.”
She rolls her eyes at me. “Not from around here, are you?”

“No. So what?”
She pauses and looks at me for the first time.

“There’s a party I’m going to later tonight. I’d like you to be my 
date. I’ll be done by 2. Wait for me out front.”

“Why should I?”
“Cause tomorrow you’ll kick yourself if you don’t.”
She took off down the dark corridor, heels clacking on the 

wooden floor.
I look at the toilet and the sink and the shower with the shower 

curtain an incongruous frilly thing with the telltale sign of mildew. 
This is someone’s home. I think. How do you let 100 strangers into 
your home that you know are going to drink and trip and fuck up 
the furniture and smoke cigarette that turn the ceiling all yellow. 
What kind of person does this? I look for evidence on the bathroom 
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walls. The entire chamber is bright white—walls, curtains, toilet 
cover, rug, towels, and ceiling. The lighting is a f luorescent and 
incandescent mix but of very high voltage. I catch a look of myself 
in the mirror and see my newly shorn head, the down on my upper 
lip, my man’s shirt. I feel shock. No wonder these girls—ah, fuck that.

I unbuckle my belt and unbutton the f ly on my 501's, peel 
down my jeans and stand over the bowl. I shoot a warm stream of 
piss into the clean porcelain. It makes the sound of strong steady 
rain on a window. I feel a sexual tingle from my bladder. My anus 
contracts. I piss out the two beers I drank in quick succession while 
Caroline Ann tried to mindfuck me. I piss out all the women I’d 
fucked in the past year. I piss out my homelessness. I piss out my 
exile. I piss out my neediness, my confusion, my desire for things, 
my homesickness. I piss out the pure crush of grief. Then, when 
I can’t piss anymore, I bend and take a few small squares of tissue 
and wipe myself. Pull up the jeans, button the f ly, buckle the belt. 
Run water over my hands in the sink, soap them with the thin 
sliver of brown-flecked blue soap, and stare in the mirror once more.

“This won’t last.” I say to the face in the mirror. I hear myself 
say this and wonder whose voice it is. But even more so, I can’t 
tell if it is a threat or a consolation. Then, loud, rude, pounding 
on the door.

“Hey numb-nuts, you fucking someone in there?”
I threw open the door and see a small, compact man dressed in 

a white leisure suit, with a big pompadour hairstyle, looking like 
Tony Manero. He brushes past me and shuts the door. I stand in 
the dark corridor unsure where to go. Then the music. I recognize 
it. The Stiffs singing, “we don't care what you say, fuck you!” I walk 
in the direction of the music and chaos. Abruptly, the sound is 
cut off. Then I hear Pussy Chick begin her spiel again. The crowd 
screams. Her invitation resounds in my head.

5.
The next performer steps up to the microphone. She is dressed 
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in fake leopard capri pants and a tight, cleavage-revealing black 
sweater, and black studded platform boots. Her hair is bright punk 
pink, styled with razor blades. She wears black rhinestone studded 
cat lady glasses on her pert nose. The lights go down around her. 
She is brilliantly spotlighted. I have never seen anything like 
her before. Someone in the crowd screamed, “SHOW US YOUR 
PUSSY!”

“I am Sarasvati Futura and I come from the planet Clitoris.” 
The crowd is really revved up. Some women are crawling on their 
bellies toward Sarasvati, their tongues licking everything in sight.

“I have a message from my people. I come in peace.” More 
screams.

“I have to adjust my mind to receive the transmission.” She 
closes her eyes and sways. Then she begins to speak in a trance-
like voice.

“Hurry up, hurry baby, to me. I feel my atoms colliding, moving 
faster and faster, condensing, falling into each other as they 
concentrate and I feel that thickening, oozing slough of molecules 
condensing and shaping and waiting for the spark—your spark, 
baby, your spark, the little girl actress with the nose job spark who 
wants my attention but won’t give what’s under your skirt—won’t 
give me that juicy flesh and wetness and hot sweet honey. And I feel 
that pulsing, throbbing light under your skirt, honey. And I want 
that under thing that all the goddess of the fucking heavens call 
blessed. That thing, that essence, that purity of self, of woman, of 
womanhood, of the divine feminine expression. Give me that pussy, 
baby. I want to enter into the woman again, into your woman. My 
fist creeps up and you scream and I say ‘I’m gonna fuck you like 
you’ve never been fucked in your life.’ Your glistening honey runs 
over it as I ram it in and out of your pussy, and you ride my wild 
fist—my wild, fascist fist—until the walls of your thang collapse 
and quake and there is no more.

“I hold you after you come. You tell me how much you loved 
it. Could I kill you by fucking so hard? Could I kill myself? Would 
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I let you fuck me like that? You better believe it!”
I shake my head and laugh. Twisted shit. Sarasvati Futura’s 

arms reach above her head, eyes closed. She sways. Then the lights 
black out. The crowd goes wild. I shake my head. Caroline Ann 
is whistling loud taxi-summoning signals. The Pussy Chick is a 
rock star. Whatever the fuck that was, it sucked.

“She’s so hot!” Caroline Ann screams.
“Got a mouth on her.” I say.
“You’re such a prude. When she trances it heals the whole world!”
“You’re crazy.”
“Why do you say that?”
“Like what she just said heals the planet? You’re nuts!”
“You’re a prude. And you need to get laid.” Caroline Ann 

wrinkles her nose.
I kick the scummy floor. “You say so.”

“I find self-repression very sexy.” She runs her finger down 
my cheek.

“See, you are crazy.” I duck and turn my back to her.
She whines, “Don’t you want to go home with me?”

“For what?”
“I want to heal your wounds.” More whining.
“What?”
“Someone hurt you real bad.” Sounding like some kinda TV 

shrink.
“Even if they did, it’s none of your business.”
“I want to help you.”
“You can’t help me. You’re crazier than I am. At least I have a 

reason for living on the street. You’re doing it for fun.”
“You like me but you’re scared.”
“Scared of what?”
“That you might like something that repulses you.”
“Like what?”
“Like this.”
Caroline Ann grabs me by the neck and kisses me. I shoved 
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her away.
“What the hell did you do that for?”
“I want to help you overcome your hang-ups.”
“About what?”
“About sex with a woman.”
“You think I’ve never had sex with a woman?”
“No.”
I turned on my heel to find the bathroom. Bitch is crazy.

6.
Skirt pushed up around her midriff, her bra already up around 

her neck. Pussy Chick’s on a stained mattress, legs apart. I am 
licking her soft black pussy. She is practically baying, shaking. 
Bucking her sweet ass and thighs.

“Oh, Stone, fuck me. Please. Please, fuck me. Stoooohhhhnnnne!!!”

7.
Most weekends, Stone starts out at the dive bar on Friday night 

and then makes his way to the Upper East Side. He crawls through 
a few dyke hellholes and ends up back at the park by daybreak. 
There is a bar on Lex & 83rd named Lulu. There is a women’s disco 
called the Red Desert on 3rd or second in the 60’s. Stone meets a 
woman at LuLu one night and talks her into to going to the Red 
Desert with him. Hears it is a cool place with lots of nice women. 
The lady tells Stone she is from Texas. A Librarian or something. 
Robert Lowell’s biographer. Stone is not familiar with Robert Lowell 
so it makes no impression on him. The Librarian tells Stone she is 
married and has two children. That throws Stone. Stone asks how 
could The Librarian frequent lesbian bars if she was a mom. The 
Librarian says, why not. She likes women and there was nothing 
wrong with it. They head for the Red Desert.

Stone doesn’t know the exact address but they find it; a joint 
where sweaty women congregate outside. There is a window 
display—a silhouette of two femmes with a palm tree behind 
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them with real sand inside the glass, almost like an ant farm. The 
Librarian stands next to Stone as they stare at it. The Librarian 
says, “That’s why they call it the Red Desert, because it has sand 
in the windows.” They go inside. More drinks, The Librarian pays. 
Stone objects, but only faintly. Stone blew his cash for the night two 
bars ago. They dance—until The Librarian tires. Cruelly, Stone 
teases her.

“I have two babies,” she says defensively. They start making 
out in the bar. She invites Stone back to her hotel. It’s late, maybe 
3 or 4am. They spill into a cab and get out a short distance from 
the club. A fancy ass hotel. She leads Stone to her room, a tiny 
cubicle dominated by the bed. Stone balks. Stone doesn’t want to 
touch her. Stone doesn’t feel attracted anymore even in his alcoholic 
daze. But he was here. He needed a bed for the night. The Librarian 
looks at him funny. What’s wrong, she says. Stone says nothing. 
The Librarian’s looks hurt. Stone looks at her and all Stone see is 
someone’s mom, not a dyke. Matronly, and in a dowdy dress for 
godsakes. Stone realizes he can’t do it. Stone feels Irishmale guilty. 
All those drinks. He sits on the bed in silence.

Then she strokes his cheek. Stone closes his eyes. He thinks 
of Svati—Svati’s legs-splayed abandon. The alcohol is wearing 
off. He feels his sadness well up. She leans into him and puts 
her arms around him. She kisses him on the mouth. He finds 
himself responding. She isn’t his type but he doesn’t protest. She 
pushes him down on the bed gently and runs her hands under his 
shirt. Her desperation and lust deepens his sadness. He feels his 
f lesh respond while his mind rebels. She removes her dress and 
crawls around on him, kissing and licking him. He feels his own 
arousal. He feels the imprint of her garter belt hooks on his thigh. 
He reaches under her and feels her wetness gushing. She moans. 
She still wears her Librarian sensible pumps. She sits astride him, 
grinding her wetness onto his hand. She moves faster. He makes a 
fist and pushes it slowly into her. She resists at first. The knuckles 
push against her pelvic ridge. But then the fist passes into her wet 
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hole and she cries. Stone’s excitement overcomes his resistance. 
He pumps his fist into the Librarian, venting his grief and his 
loneliness. She comes and collapses on him. Shit.

“Have to go.”
The Librarian asks him to spend the night. Stone says he can’t.
“Have to go home.”
The Librarian says: “Okay. At least take a cab home.”
Stone says, “Nah. I’ll take the train.”
The Librarian says, no. It’s too late. The Librarian puts on 

her coat, takes Stone down to the lobby, through the lobby to the 
entrance. The front desk clerk pretends to not notice Stone’s Doc 
Martens and green army jacket. He summons the doorman. The 
doorman hails a cab. Stone gets in, The Librarian hands the cabbie 
cash. The Librarian turns around reluctantly. Pokes her head back 
in. Stone kisses her on the cheek.

Where to? Says the cabbie. He speaks in a Brooklyn accent. The 
Librarian looks at Stone.

“Thompkins Square Park.” Stone says. The Librarian looks 
askance at this. Stone reaches out and closes the door. She waves. 
The cab shoots along 75th Street.

Stone looks out at the quiet, dead city. The cabbie starts chatting.
“Staying in the hotel?”
“No.”
“You know someone in the hotel.”
“No. Just that lady.”
“How come you’re going from the Carlyle to that address in the 

middle of the night?”
“What do you care?” Stone says.
“Hey buddy, I ain’t picked anyone up at the Carlyle before. I was 

just asking.”
Silence. Stone’s eyes close.

“You know it’s where George Bush stayed when he was in town.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. Have some respect. He was the best president we ever 
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had.”
“If you say so.”
“What are you, a red?”
“No, but some of my friends are.”
The guy looks back at him and snarls. “Hey, I fought in Desert 

Storm for you little shits! Okay? Take it easy!”
Stone didn’t want to talk to this guy any more. He reminded him 

of the jerks his father’s age back in Jersey. All “my country right 
and wrong”, and if you don’t feel that way then get out. Stone felt 
like he couldn’t respond, he was outnumbered. And because he was 
still called a “she” they would laugh. What the fuck did she know?

They were pulling off the FDR onto Houston Street. A light 
rain had started. Stone didn’t quite know where they were.

“What address?”
“The corner.”
“The corner of what?”
“Thompkins Square. Any corner. I don’t care.”
“You gotta be kidding.”
“No. Let me off there.”
“You live in the park? Are you a bum?”
“No, asshole!” The cabbie snarls and stomps on the brake. He 

f lies out of the cab and throws open the door on Stone’s side.
“Out of my cab!”
“No! You were paid to drive me home.”
“Get out, you piece of shit—before I beat your ass!!!” He grabs 

Stone by the arm and pulls him out. Stone sprawls on the street 
into a puddle. The cabbie spits in his direction, slams the door 
and jumps behind the wheel. He stomps on the gas and peels off.

“Fuck you, asshole!” Stone should have gotten his license 
number. His jeans are soaked at the knees. He lies there for a 
moment to make sure nothing’s broken. Stone’s still not used to 
the rudeness and hostility of New York street life. He wishes for 
a harder skin to deflect indignities like this. He feels deserving 
of the punishment, though. He looks up and feels the mist on 
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his face. It feels soothing, like he’s being cleansed after having 
sex with The Librarian mother-of-three. He looks toward the east, 
down Houston Street. A few rosy fingers of Dawn brighten the 
sky. The traffic builds up to its typical roar, the sound of an unruly 
surf. Stone hears an incongruous sound of birdsong. Probably from 
the half-choked trees along the FDR. Then like Thor’s wrath, the 
sound of a jackhammer commences its merry business of tearing 
up the sidewalk. There are footsteps and a hard-hatted guy in bright 
orange f lorescence nudges Stone’s foot.

“Hey, buddy!” A wide-grinned face peers over him. Stone notices 
the U.S. f lag pin on the front of his jacket. “You okay? Do you need 
an ambulance?”

Stone rolls over and gets up. “Nah, I’m okay.”
Stone trudges west on Houston Street. He needs to get to the 

park. Gone too long and the others take your things. He turns 
North on Avenue A and continues up to the park. He enters the 
park and heads right for his stuff. Today may be a better day.
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