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CHAPTER ONE


SLEEPING AMONG THE RUINS


DAY 1.


Yes, I am out of my cotton-picking mind. I lose things almost continuously and can’t seem to remember which pocket has my keys my cars keys, chains, apartment, credit cards. ticket, wallet, I.D. passport-I cant locate anything anymore, camera, DVD’d and photo, computer cords, chargers, cell phone, wires and knots and all the things that do not hold and come together. Disintegration of things past present and future is the rule.

I’m sleeping among the ruins. I’m in Germany and I’m out of my cottonpicking mind but I’m sleeping among the ruins in Rome. And in Stuttgart, muttering like a maniac at the airport, talking to myself, biting my hand as I rush among all the endless passengers to nowhere. Everyone on those cocksucking cell phones, everyone with computers and blackberries while the world goes to hell in a hand basket. 200 million people in the air in the U.S.A. alone. Everyone traveling, going home, leaving home- looking for home-TV sets everywhere CNN blaring wars blasting the planet with endless streams of crisis and financial end news while the planet goes to hell in a hand basket.


It is the end, the approaching verse of apocalypse once and for all. The homeless increase daily as more and more wealth moves into smaller and smaller pockets.150 new billionaires last year alone and the basics of a dignified life removed daily from more and more people and none noticing or responding. A nun walks by, then a glum faced priest, and the one I saw with the handsome young man at the trattoria, the other night. Where is that boy I saw I wonder? Did he murder him? Where is the boy?


I keep looking for things in my pocket, more and more of them, moving stamps letter, postcards, lighter, coins, bills, those endless cocksucking receipts they give for everything from a parking meter to bank teller-endless pieces of paper fly out of my pocket as I run to catch a plane. Don’t they know I have things to do?


DAY 2


Where am I running to?Quo vadis? Quo vadis? And those endless smiling brainless motherfuckers on the TV and the Internet.  Endless words and reports in the end signifying nothing. But I’m being followed of that I am sure.That’s for sure, for sure. Blood seeping from my ears and I use a dirty napkin to wipe it away. Maybe it was the sudden two thousand foot drop in less than 15 seconds. Everyone screaming on the plane. Awful.


I’m at 35,000 feet and smoke has appeared in the cabin. The pilot a Britisher calmly announces that we have to return to Fiumicino, but there is nothing to be alarmed about. Except I can see that the stewardesses are panicking. Strongly. One then rushes by me. She looks like she’s about to vomit. But the plane flies on, whining engines now breathing furiously as the pilot picks up speed. I start thinking about the SAS plane that went down over Halifax, at Peggy’s Cove. It dropped out of the sky for no supposed reason. But there was a reason. There was fire in the bulkhead and it consumed all the wiring. In the Entertainment unit, no less, and the fireproofed padding burned like paper because some cocksucker had lied. And he got away with it.And everyone on the flight died because they wanted to watch Bradd Pitt and Angelyne Jolie prance around with a gun, perfectly coifed. I hold on white-knuckled bracing for the sudden drop as all controls are lost and the huge tonnelated craft become a flying stone throwin into the face of the deep blue Mediterranean far below. We land safely. I’m freaked and so is everyone else but the worse part is no one seems to know or care. The airport personnel act as if nothing has happened. They do it on purpose. At the BWA counter some of the passengers are screaming at the flight attendant who is acting non-committal. 


There is no one there to meet us. No more flights out. Tough shit. I go back to Rome, the cab driver charges me 100 bucks American. I don’t care anymore. I’m alive and shaking like a leak. I look at my veined hands and smile to myself. I don’t care. I chose the most expensive hotel I can find 700 bucks a night. I don’t care. I’m alive.


Day 3


Frankfurt Airport, circa Nov.7th, 2015. Everything in my life seems to be finally falling apart. Good. Maybe I deserve it. Maybe its just time to throw in the towel once and for all. I should have thrown it over and out a long time ago.


Life has just gotten just plain too unpleasant, too bitter and depressing the last few years. 


The turning point seems to have been around the time Georgie B. took over, George the First, he of the nasal twang who was stuck for an image until they, whoever they are, decided to put some cowboy boots on him and give him “ new attitude.” Around the time, Gecko, in Oliver Stone’s Wall Street said, “Greed is good.”  And proved conclusively that getting rich got you blowjobs in limos. That the point to life was making money, and more money, lots of it and beating out the other guy. Wall street is appropriately named. And getting what you wanted and fuck the other guy. Fuck him. Let him get his own blowjobs.


The aristocrat next to me in pinstripe suit is speaking in precise and clipped British accent. I’ve only now just noticed him. He says casually.


“Money it seems really is the deepest root of all our evils and afflictions. Marx was right. All wealth is based on crime and great wealth is based on great crime. That’s your problem; you’re a weasel at heart. If you can’t kill, you cant live. You don’t deserve to.”


I keep running from place to place and person to person.


I live in a state of constant irritability, restlessness and discontent. I know I’m being followed. I know I’m being chased. I saw him at L.A.X. He was wearing dark sunglasses and he stared at me for a long time. I know he was C.I.A.


. I’m check into the Hotel Nerva. I feel its right. Brigitte Bardot stayed her in the 60’s back when the world was young.


I am writing on a laptop in the small breakfast room of the hotel. I’m jetlagged and the sun has yet to rise over the Imperial City. While I’m writing this the Microsoft icon, which has been drawn as a paper clip dog with blinking eyes and wagging tale is blinking and staring away. He acts like he wants so much to help me write this. This cyber dog really cares about me. The corporate icons really do care about us and about me. The signs are everywhere. Maybe they are right.


Last night I got a call in room.


“Pronto..”


There was nothing on the line then…


“Signor Marco..”


“Si”


“I didn’t know you spoke Italian signor Marco..’


“I don’t..’


“I have been told I should meet you..”


“Who by?”


“We have a friend in common, an American friend. I will be by tomorrow night at 7 to pick you up..”


Then the phone went dead.I tell my companion we have to go. At 7 precisely the next night, a bald headed coot cheerful and over unctuous appeared at the lobby of the hotel. It was raining and he was wearing a very elegant raincoat and driving an Alfa.


We go to Trastevere. The baldheaded coot with big eyes like those of E.T- goes -home, those Einstein eyes of wisdom, and an ancient face. He’s an American Jew.


We speak in English, Italian, Spanish, French and German. He knows all the languages including Japanese.


We went to one of those Roman trattorie, where the food was supposed to be spectacular and cheap-It was only 70 bucks American, for the three of us, me him and my friend. He’s been in the film business for years. He has no work for me. He tells me actors are starving on the streets. He holds no hope for Italy or anyone else. He doesn’t believe in hope, or meaning.


“There is no meaning to life.. No reason to be…Abbbiamo creato la religione, we have created religions as fairy tales to keep us from seeing the truth- that life is a void. We die –that’s it.”


The man is entertaining and eccentrically brilliant and we start to a good time. My female companion says little smiles and eats.The bald headed coot thinks she is a whore I bought for the night. She speaks mostly German and some English and at the next table a group of Germans are nattering.


“Look.. Listen “ she smurfs contemptuously..”They are speaking Swabian.. I hate it. They are lesbians.”


I woke up early this morning wanting to commit suicide, to play the “roman fool.” or is this in fact what I’m feeling all the time but stuff it with cappuccino’s. Food, sex, TV, movies, rants? I worry about money. I leave my over-priced room and go downstairs into the lobby and have a morning cappuccino. My companion sleeps. The cheerful proprietor, Alberto, greets me. He is as cheerful as the sun, a Molisano, a southerner, a naturally happy man. He makes me feel welcome and comfortable in life. A breakfast is served fruit, cheese, cappuccino, toast bread butter and jam-everything is good. Life is good it seems. I tell him I have to stay on. No problem he says but I don’t want such a large room. Something less expensive.


“No problem” he says “C’e la guardo- io..” I’ll look after it.” And then he adds..


“La tua stanza. Is confortable?.” “Of course


“Non c’e problema.. I will look after it..”


“I need to get some travelers check cashed. Do you know where??”


Of course. My friend will give you a special rate and he point up the hill, past the ruins…


“Vai sempre diritto.. E poi a Via Cavour.. Una sinistra.., next to the theatre.. L’Elisio..”


“Yes.. Bene” I mutter..


“Un espresso?”


“No signore.. Grazie..”


He will look after it because in this world there are such men, men who look after you in the world, who take it, and take you and make sure you are fed and rested and ok, if not happy. For a price. Yes there are men and women like Alberto.And there are the others. But everything is for a price.


“Signore, can you pay today?”


“Of course..”


I ask him about the man in the pinstriped suit.


“Quale uomo?” He asks


“The Englishman” I say


“No signore” He replies quizzically.


“Ma quale Inglese?”


“I hold no hope whatsoever for mankind” the baldheaded coot cheerfully speaks “ siamo tutti futtati-We are all screwed”I start to get upset and tell him I have to go for a walk. I leave the whore with him and tell him I must pee urgently.


Last night, there was report on civilian bombings in Afghanistan and Iraq. Photos and film footage of children burned beyond recognition by the use of phosphorous bombs, mothers and fathers melted by the blazing death blast. The commentators cheerfully stated that this was war, wars on terror-the Americans were simply doing their job, ridding the earth of extremists. Such things would happen as they have happened throughout time in all places and all wars. The images of the sleeping babies white from the death pallor covered in white burning powder, looking asleep still haunts me. There is no shame, no outrage in our voices. None of us kick over the chairs and smash the studios and say enough!. We are calm and smiling, well dressed and comfortable in our skins.


It makes me want to throw something at him when I realize that I’m watching this on a mental TV, but I have yet to get the bigger picture, to understand the nature of the void. I have yet to get the bigger picture. Is there one?


The bald headed coot cheerfully drones on;


“When the Romans marched they brought death and slavery to the conquered peoples of the earth but they also brought, roads and aqueducts, sewers, and organization. They gave as much as they took..”


I leave the restaurant go outside for a smoke. Across from the hotel there is a giant pillar “accanto” the remains of a huge and destroyed Roman palazzo. I walk the narrow cobblestone alleyway away from the restaurant. There in front of in the lobby of a sleek hotel there is an ugly dirty blonde American woman staring into space with the blank stare of someone who not only has seen the void, but also is the void. She stares at me blankly, angrily. I don’t see the Englishman anywhere. There is a church nearby and I enter. A small morning prayer is on. I sit and pray and watch as a group of men, priests mostly sit and recant the liturgy, the Our Father. Above the high Altar among the graves entombed on the walls, with figures of Roman nobility engraved faces and sleeping reclining statues marking the moldering bodies. In one the corners there is a glass encased coffin where the withered remains of a corpse, dressed in robes and dried wilted flowered hat lies in state. The skull is clearly visible, eyeless sockets staring into eternity. I pray.


The prayers, in the small church, lift up to the nave and I close my eyes chanting with them. But I do not know the chants, the incantations for forgiveness for love and peace, for joy and hope and healing. I do not know the drill. I leave and go back to the man who is chewing lamb fat.


“It’s the best part..The fat of the lamb” He cheerfully tells me..”Only the high priests of the tribes of Israel were allowed to eat it…’


“Wine??”


“No, I don’t drink..”


“I never trust a man who doesn’t drink.. Why not??”


“Its against my religion. I’m a Moslem,,”


He chortles.


“I don’t believe you. You’re a liar, ..Are you not now?


I hear the mans voice as though through broken glass; “Religion is a fairy tale…told to people to keep them from the truth. There is no meaning. There is no significance. Things are going from bad to worse and will continue to do so. Why were you gone so long”?


“I went to pray. It was vespers..And I pee long”


There are men on this earth whose hearts are filled with good will and those with evil intent, men of time and men of space-those who love and those who hate the world. The world has room for both and everything in between. Yesterday on Via Cavour, in a small bookstore I picked up a copy of Hitler’s, Mein Kamp, in Italian-I miei battaglie- My Struggles, my Wars. In one of the passages Hitler writes-“My critics, you know who you are-, at time will come when you will taken care of, of this you can rest assured..”


The time came and went. Hitler took care of his enemies and then took care of himself, and Germany and the world. What is it about the human condition that brings this about?


Outside the Nerva Hotel, where Brigit Bardot once stayed surrounded by packs of paparazzi, I leave my room and come down into the small lobby and set up my laptop. The owner makes me a cappuccino, his left eye is bloodshot. I go outside to smoke across from the ancient roman ruins, giant pillars constructed over 2200 years ago by a breed of men we know nothing about. On the side of the hotel is a votive, one of those enclosed shrines showing an ancient picture of the Madonna with child. It says that if I pray as series of litanies 235 days will be taken from my stay in Purgatory- its dated 1885 in Roman numerals. I wonder if it’s true. I say a prayer just to cover my bases.


I cant go back to sleep, jetlagged and wide awake. I return to the hotel lobby and sit in the small alcove. 


DAY 2


“Perfetto, perfetto” The hotel proprietor whispers after the serves cappuccino to a well-dressed goateed young man who is stylishly bald. It stylish to be bald nowadays, the prison look of garrisoned people, the carceral reality that will not allow the prisons to be other than prisons.”


The proprietor returns “Che succede?L’ai visto?”


The goateed well dressed Spanish gentleman- his crème filled croissant has gone bad.” His mood darkens. He fixes it..


“Scuse” He asks how I am – I smile which makes him happy again..


“Vuoi un altro café” Un espresso- the expression on my face.. I suppose



