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A Note from the Editor 
Welcoming Spring: 

 

Slight turns and revolutions
pivot specifically 
to catch a speeding bullseye.  
On the clock a 
straight arrow
and darted gaze 
mark my path before I get there.  
Puffed spine meets 
inflated shoulders
on the platform
and rounded arms lead to fists. 
My crystal heart
and crushing march,
melt with the snow –
leaving trains of
fossils of exits
and imprints of whispers 
of newborn jewels
in the dried mud. 

 

Lauren B. Taylor
Editor in Chief



3

RECIPE

Fiddleheads! 
How to Pick, Prepare, and Enjoy Them

by Natasha Komarov
So I was wandering 
around in the yard 
the other day look-
ing for a big stick... as 
I do. And then out of 
the corner of my eye, 
I saw some ferns. 
Which reminded 
me, as I get remind-
ed every year, that I 
have been planning 
on foraging for fid-
dleheads for the last 
five years. But ev-

ery year, when I am reminded, I’m invariably reminded 
by the tall, unfurled, mostly full grown ferns that we see 
all summer, and not by the small, edible (nay, delicious!) 
young shoots.

That’s the problem with fiddle-
heads. They aren’t edible for 
longer than a few days, or at 
least that’s how it seems to me. 
They start coming out in spring 
or even early summer, accord-
ing to sources on the internet, 
but at least this year (maybe 
due to unseasonable heat? it’s 
been near 80 for the last couple 
of weeks), most of the ones I’ve 
seen have already been mostly 
unfurled.

So I was really excited to see 
these little edible shoots. 

SO EXCITED.
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 To make sure you’re picking the right variety of fern, look 
at the stalk. If it curls inward like a celery stalk, you’ve got 
the right one. You can just rip them off -- the bottom bit 
of the stalk is a bit white, and people claim this part is 
woodier and not really tasty (I wouldn’t know though) so 
I just ripped above that. When they’re young, they’ll snap 
pretty easily. 
 
Before you go nuts, Wikipedia gives some sense that 
fiddleheads are full of healthy stuff but may also be harmful 
if ingested in great quantities:

Fiddleheads contain 
various vitamins and 
minerals, as well as 
omega-3 and omega-6 
fatty acids. They are a 
source of antioxidants 
DQG�GLHWDU\�¿EHU��7KH\�
are low in sodium, 
EXW� ULFK� LQ� SRWDVVLXP��
which may make them 
VXLWDEOH�IRU�SHRSOH�ZKR�
need a low-sodium 
diet.

Fiddleheads may 
KDUERU� PLFUREHV�� DQG�
VKRXOG�EH�ZDVKHG�DQG�
FRRNHG�EHIRUH�HDWLQJ�

Many ferns also con-
tain the enzyme thia-
PLQDVH�� ZKLFK� EUHDNV�
down thiamine. This 
FDQ� OHDG� WR� EHULEHUL�
and other vitamin B 
FRPSOH[�GH¿FLHQFLHV�LI�

consumed to excess or if one’s diet is lacking in these vitamins.
)XUWKHU�� WKHUH� LV� VRPH�HYLGHQFH� WKDW� FHUWDLQ� YDULHWLHV� RI� ¿GGOH-

KHDGV��H�J��EUDFNHQ� �3WHULGLXP�JHQXV���DUH�FDUFLQRJHQLF��2VWULFK�
IHUQ��0DWWHXFFLD�VWUXWKLRSWHULV��LV�QRW�WKRXJKW�WR�FDXVH�FDQFHU��DO-
WKRXJK�WKHUH�LV�HYLGHQFH�LW�FRQWDLQV�DQ�DV�\HW�XQLGHQWL¿HG�WR[LQ�
7KRXJK� LW� VHHPV� OLNH� WKHVH� W\SHV�RI� ¿GGOHKHDGV� �RVWULFK� IHUQV��

KDYHQ¶W�EHHQ�NQRZQ�WR�FDXVH�VSHFL¿F�KHDOWK� LVVXHV��PD\�DV�ZHOO�
SOD\�LW�VDIH�DQG�RQO\�HDW�D�ELW�DW�D�WLPH��
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So now that I’ve said that, let’s move on to the cooking 
bit. Clean off any of the dried brown leafy bits that may 
be stuck to the fiddleheads and wash them thoroughly. 

Step 1. Steam or boil for 10 minutes. It seems to be 
generally accepted that whatever toxins may be in ostrich 
ferns, you can nullify their effect by steaming the ferns for 
10 minutes first.

Step 2. Sauté in butter and lemon. Drizzle a bit of lemon on 
them and sauté in a bit of butter for 2-3 minutes. Drizzle 
just a little more lemon on top and serve.

Serving suggestion.
Serve on a bed of quinoa with a side of pickled daikon (or 
whatever happens to be in the fridge when you’re serving 
hungry people a late dinner). Fried egg on top is also 
delicious.

-------------------------------
Natasha Komarov currently teaches Combinatorics at Carnegie 
Mellon University and she is always cooking up delicious treats. 
wecookstuff.blogspot.com

http://wecookstuff.blogspot.com
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Unequilibrium
An excerpt of a play by Blake Bishton

 
 

2nd

Martin and Gloria’s apartment
We are in the kitchen

Industrial
There’s a window over the counter

It looks like dawn is approaching

A trail of dirt leads from the front door to where Bella is lying on the 
tile floor

Martin and Gloria, both filthy themselves, bustle about frantically

MARTIN
Do you have it?

GLORIA
I have it I have it.

Gloria brings out a large flowerpot

MARTIN
Alright baby girl you ready?  Up we go.

They gently lift Bella off the floor and lower her into the pot butt/feet 
first

MARTIN
Now lets get you all situated.

Martin empties a bag of fertilizer into the pot around Bella’s lower 
half

GLORIA
What else?

MARTIN
Water?

GLORIA
Water!  Yes of course water.

 
She gets out a brand new watering can,

(she’s been preparing for this day)
And waters Bella

 



7

GLORIA
And of course…

They lift the pot and Bella up onto the counter top

GLORIA
…Light.  That’s right.  The sun is almost up.  The sun is going 
to come out just for you.

Bella makes no response
She looks a bit dead

 
GLORIA

Oh well she’s just tired.

MARTIN
Very tired.  Long day.

GLORIA
Night.

MARTIN
Long night.  Being dug up from the ground. Ripped out of 
the earth like that.  The only home she’s ever known, gone.

GLORIA
Did you have to put it like that?

MARTIN
Well I just mean it in the way of birth.  We all long to return 
to the womb on some level.  Right?  But that doesn’t mean… 
that doesn’t mean it is healthy or wise to stay there forever.

GLORIA
Certainly not.  Even for a plant.

MARTIN
Especially for a plant!  They have to grow!  Theirs is the never 
ending struggle for light.

GLORIA
Light!

MARTIN
They can’t stay cooped up in the darkness forever. Anymore 
than you or I can. Sure they can stay there longer than us. We 
have a nine month expiration date. But a seed. A plant seed. 
They can wait for years until the moment is right.

GLORIA
Oh. Yes. Well how do we know that we took her at the right 
moment? Is it possible we took her too soon? Before her time? 
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I hope we haven’t hurt or—

MARTIN
Gloria shhhhhh. I just mean to say they wait for the opportunity 
to come along. They wait for the circumstances to be ones 
capable of them surviving in. She was buried under a city. In 
the one vacant lot left that hadn’t been paved over within 3 
miles! Her chances for freedom were just about to run out. WE 
are her opportunity. WE are the circumstances needed for her 
survival.

GLORIA
That is such a beautiful way of looking at it.  I love that.  “We 
are her opportunity.”  Sigh

They look at Bella adoringly
 

MARTIN
Oh my, well I better be off to work! 

GLORIA
Today?  You’re going to work today? You’ve been up all night!  
You spent all night digging holes!  Can’t you call in sick this 
once?

MARTIN
Couldn’t possibly!  I have a little girl.  I have a beautiful little 
girl in my life now.  Now is not the time to slack off.  There’s a 
new mouth to feed in our house. 

GLORIA
I know, of course, but couldn’t it wait a day?  You’re going to 
be a very responsible father, I know it.  And… well.  I need you 
here.  I’m beat.  And I’m filthy.  You’re filthy.  I can’t keep an 
eye on her all by myself.  What if I fall asleep and something 
happens!?

MARTIN
You’re right. Of course, you are absolutely right. I’m sorry I 
don’t know where my mind just was.

GLORIA
It’s fine we’re both just a little over excited.

They find themselves just staring at Bella again

GLORIA
It worked.  You said it would work and it did.  I’m so sorry I 
ever doubted you.

MARTIN
You were just trying to protect yourself. You didn’t want to 
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get your hopes up. We’ve been down that road. Fertility drugs 
failing, adoption agency rejection after rejection--

 
GLORIA

Yes of course.  Thank you for understanding.
 

MARTIN
Look at us.  Parents.  Absolutely filthy filthy parents. 

GLORIA
Yes.
Did you want to wash up first? I don’t mind.

MARTIN
Are you sure?

GLORIA
Of course I’m sure. Go on. I’ll take first watch.

MARTIN
I don’t know what I ever did to deserve you.

Martin exits
 

GLORIA
Hi. Hey there. I love you. I know we only just met, but I love you 
already. Martin… that is your father and I… have been looking 
for you for a very long time. And now you’re here. This is your 
home now.  Welcome!
You’re very still. Are plant’s supposed to breathe? I’m pretty 
sure they do. But I don’t suppose they do it with lungs, per se. 
I hope you’re breathing.  I hope you’re eating.  We put lots of 
delicious food and water in your pot for you. And you’re so 
cold! Should a plant be so cold like that? I don’t suppose you 
have blood flowing through you. Sap? Is sap supposed to be 
cold?

Real sunlight is coming in through the window at last

GLORIA
Oh yes! Oh that’s the stuff! That’ll warm you right up. Recharge 
those batteries.  I just realized we haven’t even thought of a 
name for you yet. I never wanted to start picking out names 
before. Didn’t want to jinx it. But daddy and I will come up 
with a good one. Daisy maybe?  Violet? Lily? Is Rose a bit too 
on the nose? Well we’ll talk it over.  We’ll find the perfect name 
for you.

Martin reenters in a towel
 

MARTIN
Lecturing our daughter already?
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GLORIA
I’m not lecturing. Haven’t you heard that plants grow faster if 
you talk to them?

MARTIN
Just don’t talk her ear off please.

GLORIA
I’m not!  I was just pitching some name ideas to her.

MARTIN
Ha.  And did she respond to any of them?

GLORIA
Not as such, no.

MARTIN
Well I hope I get a say in this matter.

GLORIA
Of course you do.  I was just telling her that you and I need to 
talk it over before we make any decisions.

MARTIN
Well good. Tag out?

GLORIA
Yes please.

Gloria exits
Martin makes himself a cup of coffee

While his back is turned, Bella has slowly opened her eyes

BELLA
It’s Bella.

Martin, startled, turns around

MARTIN
I- I don’t… I’m sorry?

Bella smiles weakly, but brightly at him

BELLA
My name. My name is Bella.

BLACKOUT

3rd

The kitchen, a day or so later
Midday sun streams into the room

Bella still sits in the window in her pot
But she looks much healthier now.  Less pale
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Some flowers have bloomed on the side of her head
The side where they can get the most direct sunlight

Gloria waters her, and trims her foliage

BELLA
Sunlight feels so good!  Does it always feel this good?

GLORIA
I would imagine so. I don’t think you can get sun burnt. You’ve 
got chlorophyll in your skin. I wish I had that. I’d lie in the sun 
all day long.

BELLA
Why don’t you?

GLORIA
My body just works a little bit differently from yours. 
Everybody’s different.  It’s important to remember that 
everyone is beautiful just the way they are, Bella.

 
BELLA

Yes mother.
Gloria holds Bella’s arm

GLORIA
You see that color in your skin? That color is called—

BELLA
Green!  I like green!

GLORIA
That’s very good!  Did your father teach you that?

BELLA
No.

GLORIA
Oh. Well that green color is the chlorophyll. It means you can 
never spend too much time in the sun. It means sunlight is just 
another kind of food for you.

Bella lifts her hand and holds it out to the sun

BELLA
Yes. I can feel that. It is like food. But different food. Warm 
food.
It makes me want to be higher. It makes me want to get as close 
to the sun as I can get. Is there a higher place for me to live?

GLORIA
No darling I’m sorry. This is as close to the sun as you can be.  
This is our only window that gets any light
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BELLA
It doesn’t matter. I’ll grow bigger and taller. I’ll grow all the way 
up and touch the sky!

GLORIA
Alright baby girl.

BELLA
And it can never burn me?  The sun?

GLORIA
Nope.

BELLA
No matter how high I get?

GLORIA
No matter how high you get.

BELLA
That’s good.
But… I can burn, can’t I.  I can… catch on fire?

Gloria is taken aback by this

GLORIA
Who told you about fire?

BELLA
Nobody told me.  I think I learned it underground.

GLORIA
Oh yeah?  What do they know about fire underground?

BELLA
They know about lots of things. I was sleeping but they told 
me things. Secret things. They whispered them into my roots. 
Stuff that mattered. Like fire. Fire matters. Fire hurts. Like the 
sun can hurt you, mom.

GLORIA
Well that is very true Bella.  You never want to catch fire.

BELLA
But you like the sun? Even though it hurts?

GLORIA
Well it’s not quite the same Bella. A little bit of sun is good for 
me.  It gives me vitamin D. But even the littlest bit of fire is 
bad for pretty much everybody.  That’s something we have in 
common.

Bella smiles at that
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GLORIA
These flowers growing in your hair are so beautiful.

BELLA
Thank you.

GLORIA
But they’re all growing to face the sun. Maybe we should turn 
you around.  So that you can have flowers evenly on both sides. 
Would you like that?

BELLA
Okay.

Gloria turns the pot slowly around

GLORIA
There we go.  We should think about getting you a lazy susan or 
something. Then you could just reach down and turn yourself 
around whenever you wanted.  And get sunlight on every side.

BELLA
That sounds fun.
How do you know all this stuff mom? You don’t have roots for 
the earth to whisper in.

GLORIA
Well that is true. But I’ve got ears to whisper in, just like you. 
And I’ve got eyes to read things in books and on television.

BELLA
What’s books?

GLORIA
Books are.  Well here let me show you.

She retrieves a book

GLORIA
You see these markings? Those are letters. There are 26 different 
kinds.  And you can put them together to make words. And 
then you read the words. And you can learn about anything 
you want that way.  You just have to find the right book with 
the right words.

BELLA
What is this the right book for?

GLORIA
This is the right book for learning how to properly care for a 
child, who is also a plant.
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BELLA
Like me!

GLORIA
That’s right. There’s a chapter on how to feed you. How to keep 
you clean and healthy. How to help you grow up big and strong.

BELLA
Can you teach me how to read?

GLORIA
Of course. Your father can help too. If he’s not too tired when 
he gets home from work.

BELLA
These are… words?

GLORIA
They are, yes.

BELLA
And these?

GLORIA
Those are pictures.  They can teach you things too, but in a 
different way. They don’t tell you things so much as… show you 
things, I guess. Like this picture, shows you how to mix in plant 
food with your water before pouring it into your pot.

BELLA
Wow!  I can already understand pictures!

GLORIA
That is because you are a very smart girl Bella.

BELLA
I love that you can absorb information through your eyes!  Do 
you think I can become ever smarter than you and daddy?

GLORIA
…I certainly think you can, Bella.

BLACKOUT

-----------------
Blake Bishton is a Brooklyn based playwright and is co-founder 
and Literary Director of the Exquisite Corpse Company.  
Unequilibrium will be performed at HERE Arts Center on 
June 5th, 7th, and 8th.  For more information go to www.
exquisitecorpsecompany.com

www.exquisitecorpsecompany.com%0D
www.exquisitecorpsecompany.com%0D
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POETRY
with Tristan Bennet

Pulse the Pageant Calls

Pulse the pageant calls
the egos out at night,
they booze and dance in shoes
of second hand skins and bands of runaway tramp:
the measles and bumps
where their feet too much molded
and merciless lakes
of spilled bubbles and lust
and the troubles it’s caused
and the parks where the virgins were lost.
Latchwork, the doors are all locked
by the thoughts of the gaolers
themselves their own bosses;

we leer and list often,
the least of the orphans that
learned in their organs
how god like’s to party

when we thought we’d saw him
down there by the bum saw
where tattoos end virus,
beg change,
sunglasses by the overpass
our own legends lost to lamps
lit now before the last light
of the evening cast shadows
by corners fast cars
taking sooner the ticket
than losing on the last great confusion
the signage in neon flush
with the mirrors and mottle luck
of old junkies and new fat salted punks.
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We

We call creening from where the wind
has seen us against the promise
of spring and giving glimpses
where the land is parting--

impossible towers gliding
past our journeys; gods of geography
birthed screaming in the Rockies
and we the unlikely children
are awed as parent springs lightly;

the part in the clouds was vision;
was tapped and drained diluvian,
the nectar trained and made to walk
in harness metal gas lamp,
in bridge and 3 star Michelin
in steam and ship and politicians

and then again a mountain;
the sense strong and fading dream song 
as the morning comes
and forgetting frees us.

-------------------------
Tristan Bennet is a street poet who lives in New Orleans.
freshpoetry.wordpress.com

http://freshpoetry.wordpress.com/
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Transports of Delight!
by Samuel Lang Budin
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-------------------
Samuel Lang Budin grew up in Westchester County, NY, now 
lives in NYC, and takes pictures everywhere else. He doesn’t 
know how to drive (yet).
www.samuellangbudin.com

www.samuellangbudin.com
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Spring in Berlin
by Dan Hoffman

Day 1

I arrived in Paris from Niort at around 
4 in the afternoon. The train ride had 
been restful and contemplative. Spring 
was in bloom. 

My train to Berlin wasn’t for another 
few hours so I decided to have an early 
dinner at my favorite restaurant, Chez 
Gladines, where I would have a moment 
of nostalgia and reflect on the different 
times over the years I had eaten there. 
But it was closed, so a sandwich would 
have to do. 

I ate in a small park in the quartier 
de la butte aux cailles and watched 
the children playing around a small 
fountain. I wondered: how do they get to 
be adults? How did I get to be an adult? I had read a novel recently, 
Le square by Marguerite Duras, about a young chambermaid 
and an older, traveling merchant and their long, philosophical 
conversation in a small park such as this one. Maybe one of these 
young, attractive mothers or, even better, baby sitters, would say 
hello and I would strike up a convo like that. 

For the next hour or so I sat on the terrace of a nearby cafe and 
drank coffee, noting each attractive woman who passed me. I felt 
suspended, stopped in that moment. And in a sense, I thought, 
my whole time in France as an English teacher had been one long 
suspension, in which I did little more than whittle away the time, 
anxiously and impatiently. The difference now was that I saw 
the possibility for true repose in this. I would have been content 
to sit in front of that cafe until the place closed, doing nothing 
but watching the people pass, but it was getting late so I paid my 
check and left.
  

When I boarded the train and found my seat I realized I had 
been mistaken about the reservation—it was not a sleeper car, but 
a cramped room with six chairs that didn’t recline. That explained 
the cheap ticket price. It would be a 12 hour ride. 

In the room were two Asian tourists and a young French 
woman on her way to Berlin to do research for her philosophy 
doctorate. She and I chatted for a while and she even offered me 
some cheese and olives she had packed with her. A cool, pleasant 
breeze came through the window.

At around eleven I tried going to sleep, alternating between 
lying down in the fetal position over my seat and the empty one 

Illustration by Keenan 
Vaughn Julies.
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next to me, my feet nearly touching the Asian girl, and lying on 
the floor, which proved just as uncomfortable. Finally I gave in 
and took a sleeping pill. 

Day 2

Upon waking a few hours later only the philosophy student 
remained in the car. Perhaps in a somnolent daze I had violated 
the Asian girls’ space one too many times with my feet, which 
probably smelled, for all I knew. Travel does seem to bring out the 
worst smells in me, I don’t know why. In any case I was relieved 
to see them gone, because now I could stretch out comfortably, 
comfort being relative. I still woke up several times during the 
night and stumbled to the bathroom to pee. The sleeping pill 
gave these excursions a dream-like quality.

When we were about an hour away from our destination 
people started getting up and walking around the train. The 
countryside rolling past wasn’t memorable, otherwise I would 
describe it. I felt heavy and groggy. “Feel rested?” my carmate 
said. “Not really,” I said. 

From the train snack bar I bought a coffee and muffin for 
breakfast. This perked me up a little and sent me to the bathroom, 
but it was a false alarm, and I returned to my car, defeated and 
unrelieved. My whole system was out of whack, and I began to 
question the judgment I’d shown in deciding to take a train when 
there had been equally cheap flights. 

***

I would be staying at my friend Richard’s place in a neighborhood 
called Rummelsburg, right by the Spree river. Richard and I were 
old high school pals, though we’d fallen out of touch until only a 
couple of months before, when I’d visited Berlin in the winter. It 
was far warmer and clearer out than when I’d walked down the 
same street a couple months before. I admired the city’s mix of 
old and new, its vivacity, its youth. If all places, especially cities, 
are in some sense a battle between the old and new, then here the 
new was winning, at least for the time being—I sensed it just by 
walking around, looking at people. I realized then just how truly 
old my remote town in France was, how old Paris was, how the 
old suffocated the new in those places.

***

On Bossestraße street I met Keenan, who had flown in from 
New York to see me before he moved back to South Africa. On 
a metal picnic table outside of a kebab place near Richard’s 
apartment, he apprised me of his last couple of months in 
Brooklyn, and I filled him in on the unfortunate lack intrigue in 
my life back in France. “Boredom,” I said, “is an experience too, 
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right? That’s what I tell myself, anyway.” 
Seeing and talking with Keenan, who knew me from when I 

lived in Brooklyn, I felt more like myself than I had in a long time. 
Sometimes one forgets that one is oneself, or that one was once 
someone else. 

Day 3

At Keenan’s Air B&B place in Kreuzberg, I met Jens, the young 
law student with whom he was staying. Keenan seemed to have 
already settled into an easy rapport with the guy, so I offered that 
we talk to him about our plans for the evening; maybe he had 
some dealer friends, or at least could tell us about the choice clubs. 
We deliberated for a while over how to broach the subject—was it 
gauche to bring up something like that? Was he even the kind of 
guy who would know?

“Yeah I know a guy, I’ll ask him if I can give you his name,” he 
said nonchalantly. 

That afternoon we explored the city, walking around parks 
and monuments, in general getting our fill of culture. Towards the 
evening I began to feel out of sorts. I needed a true night’s rest in 
my own bed and a good shit to unburden myself. The overnight 
train ride had truly done its damage, it had been tantamount to 
losing a whole night’s sleep. Jens had sent Keenan a Facebook 
message with the name of his dealer and we’d organized a rendez-
vous later that night, and he’d even suggested a party, Homopatik 
at About Blank, a 48 hour event starting that night and ending 
Sunday evening. I wasn’t sure if I was in the right shape for a night 
like that.

To put some pep in my step and hopefully re-boost morale 
we went to a small third wave coffee shop in Prenzlauer, which 
Keenan referred to as the Park Slope of Berlin. It was in the former 
communist side, and had been an edgy, bohemian neighborhood 
10 years ago but was now filled with boutiques and restaurants and 
young families. I had an ulterior motive in visiting that particular 
cafe, which employed a voluptuous barista from Amsterdam with 
whom I’d built up a rapport while frequenting the shop almost 
every day my last time in the city. Perhaps I would invite her out.

“Hey there,” I said when I saw her making an espresso. 
“Hey, I remember you,” she beamed. “Back in the city?” 
“Yes, I’m here with a friend from New York this time.” I 

gestured to Keenan. 
“Great,” she said. I stood there, wondering what to say next. 

The silence began to feel uncomfortable. What had happened to 
me, I wondered, I who usually wasn’t at a loss for words? My long 
isolation out in France was ruining my game, my desires now 
were a burden which left me frustrated and confused, giddy like a 
silly teenager.  But after a cup of coffee, and a shit, I’d be prepared. 

We drank our cappuccinos outside and smoked cigarettes. 
I mentioned to Keenan my frustrations with myself when I’d 
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attempted to flirt with the barista. “You’re always like that,” he 
said. He was right, he knew me well.

Suddenly I felt a rumbling in my bowels. It was time, so I 
retired to the small cramped bathroom, but what followed was 
decidedly disappointing, nothing but a few violent farts. The 
Dutch girl was gone when I emerged. 

“I think I have an idea for tonight,” Keenan said when I came 
back outside. “That place you mentioned, Laboratory, is having a 
naked night. Two for one drinks, only 6 euros to get in.”

This caught me off guard. I had not expected Keenan to take 
it seriously when I’d mentioned in an email Berlin’s not-so-secret 
sex parties. Not that I was opposed to the idea of group sex—I had, 
after all, experimented with various arrangements, with varying 
degrees of success—but I was by no means an orgy guy. And most 
of these events, including the one in question, were all-male, and 
while I was also open to experimentation in this area, it seemed 
that an all-out gay sex party was, perhaps, too big of a leap. 

We deliberated over it a while, but when Keenan told me 
that he was going whether or not I came, that settled the matter, 
because I didn’t want to leave him alone.

On our way back to Jens’s place we stopped and met Jasper, 
the drug dealer, an eastern European whose genial normalcy 
made us feel right at home. Keenan told him that before we went 
clubbing we would head to Laboratory for the sex party. 

“Ah! That’s great,” he said. “I’ve never been there—I’ve heard 
lots about it. Haven’t worked up the courage.” 

“Yeah...I’m nervous,” I said.
“Are you gay?” he said.
“Well...not exactly.” 
“Ah, bummer. That’s too bad,” he said with a wide grin.
By now it was getting dark. We parted ways with Jasper and 

headed back to Jens’s place to have some drinks. I invited Richard 
out but he was not the clubbing type, and though I didn’t mention 
Laboratory, I imagined he was not the gay orgy type, either. 

When we arrived at Jens’s, he was eating dinner in his kitchen 
with two women, both thirty-something professional types; one, 
whom I’d admired from afar for her sexy librarian look when she 
was in front of Jens’s building, worked in finance, and the other, a 
skinny heroin-chic type with short brown hair, was a nurse. Jens 
told us to help ourselves to the food. He seemed to have taken a 
liking to us, perhaps because we were more adventurous than the 
average tourists he encountered, and we made an unlikely duo—
me, whatever I was, a misplaced American stuck in a remote 
town in France, and Keenan, a flamboyant artist and New York 
transplant on his way back to South Africa. 

“So we decided we’re going to laboratory tonight,” Keenan 
announced.

“Ah great! I’ve never even been there myself,” Jens said. 
“I’m a little nervous though,” I said. “It seems peculiar that I 



27

would go and most likely not participate. Wouldn’t I be a voyeur, 
in that case?” 

“Well, you could just participate—there’s nothing stopping 
you. But when gay men are fucking, if anything a straight guy 
watching them will turn them on even more. The more you 
watch, the better,” Jens said. 

This was a strange image to think about, my mere presence 
fueling their orgiastic writhing, but what he said actually made 
sense, and oddly reassured me.

Then I noticed a strange glass bottle sitting in the center of the 
table with a clear fluid in it. “What’s that?” I said.

“Oh, it’s just a bit of liquid ecstasy,” the nurse said. “Dangerous 
stuff, but great fun.” 

“Yeah, it’s kind of like being unimaginably drunk,” Jens said. 
“One of my good doctor buddies who clubs at About Blank, where 
you’re going to tonight for Homopatik, has had to resuscitate 
people who’ve OD’d on it there...he’s been getting in for free ever 
since.” 

Keenan and I looked at at each briefly, as if to say, this is crazy. 
Here were three yuppies, high achieving types, who were also 
ravers on the weekends, casually eating Turkish take-out with one 
of the more potent party drugs right sitting on their kitchen table. 

All three of them began advising us on how to go about our 
night. “Don’t even bother arriving at About Blank until after 5am,” 
Jens said. “The crowd will be more interesting then, anyway.”

“Remember to drink lots of water too,” the nurse said.
“How are we supposed to stay up so late?” 
“That’s what that bag of speed Jasper got you is for...and 

anyway you’ll be up, don’t worry about it. The problem will be 
getting back to sleep,” the finance girl said.

“You have to dance your asses off—it’s the only way to burn it 
all off.” 

“You can even come back here after Laboratory and take a 
nap. Sometime I don’t even go out until 9 or ten in the morning 
anyway, trust me, it’ll still be going,” Jens said. 

They all spoke with such nonchalance, as if they were talking 
about going to the grocery store. Keenan and I finished our beers 
and returned to his room. We were both a little incredulous. What 
could possibly be in store? In any case we were motivated anew, if 
I’d been tired before, now I was ready. A few snorts of speed also 
helped. We didn’t know what the stuff actually was, but it didn’t 
seem worth worrying about. It perked us up.

Laboratory was in the basement of Berghain, the most famous 
club in Berlin, possibly the world. After eating and stopping for 
beer, we hopped on the Ubahn. It was around 10 or 11 and groups 
of people were drinking openly in the street and on the train. It 
was as if the parties knew no bounds. 

We were let off at a rather desolate strip. In another context, 
it would have been depressing. In the distance, next to a string of 
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warehouses, we saw a few groups of people heading towards what 
we suspected was the club, so we followed. 

Berghain was a huge industrial building that could have been 
part of my old high school, constructed in the 70s, or a prison. To 
get into the main club area there was a short line—it was still too 
early yet for much more than that. For Laboratory we entered at 
the side of the main entrance. A young guy took our money at the 
door and directed us to another guy sitting behind a small table, 
handing out trash bags for people to use for their clothes. That 
guy gave us each a wristband, which would give us half off on our 
drinks, and two trash bags, gesturing to a changing room.

I stripped down to my underwear and a t-shirt—anything else 
would have been to much for me—and Keenan went down to 
nothing but his underwear. To get to the real action we handed 
over our bags. Now we could enter.

The place was dark and cavernous, with winding passageways 
leading to what seemed like dead -ends. Before heading to the the 
bar we turned down a corridor towards what we thought were the 
bathrooms, but when I went into the stall there was nothing but a 
wooden bench and a roll of paper towels on the wall. 

“Is there a toilet in your stall?” I called over to Keenan. 
“No,” he said. Then when I opened the door and saw a condom 

dispenser on the opposite wall, I realized what the paper towels 
were for...

“These are private fuck chambers,” Keenan said. 
It wasn’t until we got to the bar that we saw anyone else. There 

were probably a couple of dozen men in various states of undress, 
dancing to the house music in the background, or just milling 
about.  There were a few assless chaps, some dicks right out on 
display, a few loincloths, some thongs...

We walked to the bar and ordered drinks from a bartender 
who was wearing nothing but an apron, his ass exposed whenever 
he turned around. 

Though this was a lot of dick and ass, it wasn’t much more 
than what I’d seen in any given gym locker room, minus the 
leather and thongs, of course. But more was to come. 

“Should we go in?” Keenan said. From the bar area there were 
several paths to take, and we arbitrarily picked one.

The first thing I saw was a man strapped up in a leather 
apparatus, masturbating. I quickly looked away, not wanting to 
catch his eye. There were all sorts of sex devices around: chairs 
of various shapes and sizes, different things to mount, small 
chambers with leather strips hanging from the ceiling. In the 
third room a man stood, getting fucked against the wall. “The 
fun’s starting,” I said. 

In another room there was a small stairwell leading down to a 
dead-end room, which we could see through the metal grating we 
were standing on. “What’s that?” Keenan wondered aloud.

“I’d watch out if I were you,” said a German accent from the 
darkness. We turned around and saw a muscular, hairless naked 
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man getting a blow job from another guy dressed completely 
in leather.  “If you go down there, you’re fair game to piss on. 
If it were water sports night you guys would have already been 
soaked.” 

We hurried away quickly, not wanting initiate a conversation. 
He was occupied, in any case. 

Eventually we found the bathroom. I still hadn’t had a good 
shit yet that day and needed to get it out of me if I was going to cut 
loose later on. Now was as good a time as any. First Keenan and I 
both got into the stall so we could do a few bumps of the speed. 
Suddenly we heard a pounding on the door.

“You guys have the whole damn place to fuck you don’t need 
to do it in there!” Apparently they’d heard us speaking in English. 
Keenan quickly left so I could do my business, but I’d been foolish 
to think it was going to happen there. When I got out a big bear of 
a man with a cock ring gave me a mean look.

Keenan had struck up a conversation with Yan, a young fashion 
designer from Holland who seemed to me to be more gentle than 
anyone else so far.  

“Trust me, things will pick up,” he said, although they were 
already, to my mind, pretty active.

“You can touch me anytime, don’t worry about it,” he said. I 
did feel a tinge of homoeroticism at that, but it wasn’t the right 
moment, I was too out of my element.   

The three of us went back to the bar to get another drink. The 
music had gotten a little louder so we all danced. “Okay,” said Yan. 
“We must go to the sex hallway if you haven’t done anything yet.”

“What’s that?” Keenan said. 
“If you’re scared or timid, you can’t avoid it in the sex hall,” 

he said. He led us back the way we came and gestured down a 
hallway packed with people. From where we stood, it was hard 
to tell if anything was really happening, other than a few people 
kissing. I did my best to ignore the man standing only a few feet 
away from me getting fucked by another one of the body builder 
types. “That hall is a dead end, and the farther you walk, the 
narrower it gets...” 

Keenan took a big sip of beer. “I’m going in!” he said, 
disappearing into the mass of bodies.  

“You’re not?” I said to Yan.
“No, I’m taking it easy tonight, maybe later,” he said. “How 

about you?” 
“Oh—I’m not really gay—I mean—”
“Ah! You’re not gay! I had no idea. And you’re here? That must 

be weird.”
“It is weird,” I said. We chatted for a while about Berlin, his 

fashion company, France, etc.  After about a half an hour had 
gone by I began to worry about Keenan and when he would come 
back out. 

“Okay, it’s time for me to go in, actually,” Yan said. Thus I 
was left all alone, in the middle of a gay orgy, with nothing to do 
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but wait. When another 15 minutes or so had passed I began to 
wonder if I should go down the hallway to check on Keenan. What 
if something had happened to him? Anything was possible! One 
of the muscly types could be choking him, or what if someone 
drugged him? 

But to go in and find him would entail suffering all manner 
of violations. The hall was even more packed than earlier. Before 
I knew it I’d be getting poked and prodded...who knew what a 
group of horny men could do...it wouldn’t take much for them 
to rip my underwear off...they wouldn’t know I was only looking 
for my friend, they would assume, and rightly so, that a good 
ramming was exactly what I wanted. I pictured hands down my 
pants, fingers in my butt, dicks everywhere, semen spraying...

I shook my head. I couldn’t go in there. 
By now, there was a lot going on around me. I thought about 

heading to the bar for another drink but when I turned in that 
direction a bald man with tattoos all over his naked chest was 
staring at me so intensely that I quickly turned away. 

Finally, after another fifteen minutes or so, Keenan emerged. 
“I just got fucked five times! Peen was everywhere!” he said. 
“My god, I’m glad to see you,” I said. Now with him with me 

I felt okay heading back to the bar. We ordered more beers and 
he told me about the experience. If he’d been shy before about 
diving in, now that had been fucked out of his system. He insisted 
on going for a second round after our drinks were finished. I had 
to admire his stamina. 

This time I remained in the bar while waiting for him, there 
was simply too much going on everywhere else. It wasn’t that I 
found the gay sex repugnant in any way, or unnatural; the place 
was simply so packed that, understandably, if I was in a room 
with sex going on everywhere, the guys would think I was there 
because I wanted in on the action. Even going to the bathroom 
was a bit overwhelming, as I had to avoid making eye contact 
every time one of the lone masturbaters looked in my direction. 

Day 4

Back at the bar I ordered another beer and considered what 
was going on. The relative ease with with these men just got naked 
and went at it with whoever in the room struck their fancy, or 
simply got close enough, fascinated me. Would I be able to do the 
same if there were women there? What would that be like? And 
in a sense I actually did want to participate with the men, a little 
fondling and rubbing would’ve been nice, but if I was sexually 
liberated, I was not enough so. 

Finally, Keenan came out of the crowd. “I don’t even know 
how many men I just had sex with!” he said. Again, I had to admire 
that. 

Now it was time to prepare ourselves for the next stage of the 
evening, or morning rather, so we left. After eating a little bit we 
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both took a small nap at Jens’s place to recharge. The truth was, 
I was out of sorts again, still blocked up...and even more speed, 
coffee, and cigarettes didn’t do it for me. I felt turgid and slow, 
certainly unfit for more partying. 

“You need to think about what this shitting thing means!” 
Keenan said. “This anality...it means something...you have to let 
go!” I was not good company when I was clogged up. I snorted 
more speed to perk me up, resolving to not give it any mind. 
 

On the Ubahn, people were still out and about, if anything 
things were more lively now. In particular there were a lot of 
Spanish tourists. The Spaniards love to party, apparently, and 
since Berlin had far better night life than Madrid or Barcelona, 
they came in droves. 

About Blank was about 15 minutes away from Richard’s place. 
We got off at his Ubahn stop and walked along Straulauer Allee, 
next to the Spree river. It was almost 7am and the sun was just 
beginning to light up the mix of new, corporate-looking buildings 
and old apartment complexes that hadn’t been destroyed in the 
war. The air was cool, but the sun brought warmth; it was going to 
be another fine spring day.

The club was just a non-descript warehouse. After getting in, 
paying, and hanging our coats, we walked through each room 
to get a lay of the land. Inside, there were two dance rooms, 
each with its own DJ playing loud house and techno—not the 
Eurotrash beats I was accustomed to in France, but music that 
moved me to my core—to which one couldn’t help but dance. 
There were all sorts of nooks and crannies in the place, where 
people were making out or otherwise copulating—it was too dark 
to really see. This might have scandalized me, normally, but not 
after what I’d seen at Laboratory. Unless we were between dance 
rooms, I could barely hear Keenan speak. We took a quick gander 
outside, where there was a tent set up with another DJ, and people 
standing around smoking, or just lying down in the grass, basking 
in the newly risen sun.

Back inside, we took the drugs and danced while we waited. 
That’s always the most anxiety-producing part. I moved as well as 
I could—I couldn’t not, given the volume of the music—but I was 
still bloated and blocked. I began to feel a slight sensation in my 
hands and finger tips, and a general fuzziness in my head, though 
I wasn’t sure whether or not I was just imagining it. 

Then suddenly a wave came over me; the drugs had hit, and 
with full force. It felt good for an instant but suddenly there was 
a rumbling in my loins—it was time. I panicked: would I even 
be able to go in the bathroom there, which was surely in a sorry 
state? It was as if my recalcitrant bowels were holding on to their 
poison. I started going through the motions of an anxiety attack, 
picturing myself on that very dance floor, shit streaming down 
my leg. Maybe I wouldn’t even live! What was I doing out there in 
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Berlin, away from France—away from the US, from my parents, 
from my life there? Fear gripped me as I rushed to the bathroom. 

There was a long line. I stood and waited patiently, clenching 
my cheeks. It was barely moving!  This was life or death. I 
simultaneously underwent a pleasure I had never felt before and 
also the worst fear I had ever known. People were going into the 
stalls in groups of two, three, or even four. Everywhere, I heard 
snorting and laughter. I clenched my cheeks even harder, not 
knowing how much longer I would be able to wait. And even then, 
could I deal with the ignominy of dropping my load next to a 
group of party-goers, snorting god knows what? Would I die of 
shame?

Then I remembered that there was another bathroom, 
perhaps that one was for actually pissing or shitting. I rushed 
quickly upstairs, and to my relief this seemed to be the case. 

The toilet was in an awful state of disrepair, with napkins and 
dirt spread all over the floor. But there was no time to worry about 
that. As soon as my cheeks touched the seat it all came out at once 
in a glorious, purging rush. I felt, perhaps, more relieved than I 
ever had in my whole life, as if every neurotic obsession, every 
care and worry, in short everything that was inhibiting me from 
experiencing bliss, had been contained in that one massive dump. 
Never would a shit feel so good again. I was renewed, rejuvenated, 
revitalized—ready to party. 

Downstairs I found Keenan. “I feel great,” I said. 
“It’s coming on,” he said. 
We went outside to get some sun, and now it was a lot warmer, 

or perhaps it merely felt that way, in any case we were basking in 
some kind of warmth. People were dancing under the tent but the 
crowd spilled out, too. There was a raised platform with a group 
of people dancing around a beautiful girl with a lean, angular face 
and a bright purple tank top. She seemed in a trance, as if she 
had been in that same spot for hours, and would remain there for 
hours to come.   

Now that even more people were outside, where it had truly 
brightened, we got a full impression of the diversity of looks. A 
beautiful Asian girl with a pink wig walked by.

“I can tell—you’re from Seoul,” Keenan said to her.
“How’d you know?” she said.
“I just could tell—your look—it’s great—I love it.” 
“Me too,” I said. “Love the pink.”  
As other people walked by either Keenan or I initiated 

conversations with them, either because they had a great look, or 
just gave off a good vibe—whatever the reason, we didn’t care, we 
just told them that we thought they were great. We talked to an IT 
guy, a doctor, artists, musicians—even Jasper, our drug dealer, was 
there. “Did you go to Laboratory?” he said.

“Keenan was fucking up a storm!” I said. Jasper gave him a big 
hug. He was high out of his mind from something. Everybody 
was high out of their mind on something, all you had to do was 
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look into their eyes to tell. 
Although the music was still excellent and danceable, it seemed 

that our E was making us want to commune verbally more than 
physically. We did go under the tent though for a while though to 
get our bodies moving. 

“I’m starting to freak out,” Keenan said. “We could die here.” 
“What? Where that’s coming from? I feel great.” 
“I don’t know—it’s too much. This city is too much. This is 

totally crazy. Look at this,” he said, gesturing to everyone. There 
was a naked man dancing in the crowd, there were people off all 
ages, freakish-looking types, normal hipster types (who, in this 
crowd, appeared rather conservative), a few crust punks, people 
with an urban looks, people who were obviously gay, hetero and 
homo couples making out...

“Oh—what beautiful hair,” he was saying to a young woman. 
Evidently she’d distracted him from his existential troubles. We 
left the tent to go and sit with her in the sun and smoke cigarettes. 
She was, in came out, a German baroness, and worked odd jobs 
but basically had too much money and privilege to figure out 
what she really wanted—so she told us. 

“You’ve got to get out of France,” she said to me. “And don’t 
move to the Midwest either,” she added. She was right, I would 
later realize, I should have listened to her...

She began telling us about her lover, a woman. “I’m not a 
lesbian—but I just love her, you know?” 

Keenan was beginning to freak out again. “Don’t leave,” the 
baroness said. They launched into a conversation about South 
Africa. 

I heard someone shout “Guys!” It was Jens. We both stood up 
and gave him a hug. “How was Laboratory?” he said. 

“It was something else,” Keenan said. 
“These guys went to Laboratory tonight,” he said, turning 

towards his friends. “And this one’s not even gay!” They all gave 
me a high five, and I was briefly the star of the circle. 

“Yeah man!” said one guy, who was actually the doctor to 
whom we’d spoken earlier. 

“I’m freaking out a little. I’m thinking of leaving,” Keenan said. 
“No way. It is not...what’s the word...etiquette...attiquette...” 

Jens couldn’t pronounce it, whatever it was.
“It’s not proper etiquette?” I said.
“No, it’s not proper, but it is etiquette,” he said.
“But that’s not the proper usage,” I said. 
“No, no, that’s not right. It’s not enough...” 
“Adequate?” Keenan said.
“Adequate! It’s not adequate if you leave now!” Finally we 

understood him. He beamed a huge smile. 
“Here, let’s take a little speed, that’ll help you,” I said to Keenan, 

and we went to the drug bathroom. 
“We could seriously die here,” he said again, while we waited 

for the group of people ahead of us to finish their snorting. 
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“Nonsense,” I said. 
“As long as you’re careful and drink lots of water, you’ll be fine,” 

said a guy behind us with cool plastic glasses. Keenan launched 
into a conversation with him about eye-wear until the stall in 
front of us freed up. We did a few bumps of speed and Keenan 
gave me his extra pill of E, and while I promised I would save it 
for later I surreptitiously swallowed it right then and there when 
he looked away.

Back outside, we made our way to the dance tent. I noticed 
an olive skinned brunette dancing with her friends who looked 
familiar to me, but I dismissed that thought from my head, as 
there was no way anyone I knew could be there. But as we got 
closer the resemblance to someone I’d known in college, a short-
lived fling in fact, was too striking to ignore. 

“Caitlin ?” I said.
“Dan?” 
Indeed, it was her. “You just blew my mind,” I said. We danced 

for a while and made introductions all around. She had in fact 
only moved to Berlin a couple of weeks ago. Too cool for New 
York, how fitting, I thought cynically. Though she looked good, 
the thought of hooking up with her didn’t cross my mind. Well, 
yes, it crossed my mind, how couldn’t it, but I wasn’t going to try 
anything. Not that there were hard feelings between us after our 
brief tryst, but, how shall I say, it was not I who had chosen to end 
it. 

“I really have to go now,” Keenan said. This time he meant it. 
We gave each other a big, long hug. I was sorry to see him leave. 

I started to wander around. The waves were still coming on, 
especially after that second pill, and all I wanted to do was let 
them cascade over me and talk to new people in the meantime. 
Somehow I found myself in a conversation with a young German 
girl who was soon going to Lisbon to study art. To this day I remain 
fond of that girl, even though I don’t remember her name, or 
what she looked like. 

“Ah, I’ve been to La Rochelle for a bit of surfing, that’s nearby,” 
she said when I told her where I lived in France. 

“The French—they’ve very frustrating—I find them cold an 
aloof,” I said. 

“Well, you know, when you’re a girl on the beach—I go surfing 
sometimes—they’re nicer to you, I guess it’s different if you’re a 
boy. You know, when you’re surfing.” 

“Wait, I never surfed there, I’ve never been in the water,” I said. 
She gave me a quizzical look.

“Are you surfing now?” she said. 
“I thought you said you surfed there?” I said. 
“I did, but that’s not what I mean. Did you surf there?”
“No, I don’t surf, and the water would be too cold now anyway.” 
There was a long silence between us. “Ah, of course, I’m high 
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out of mind,” I said. I snorted a bump of speed right there. No one 
seemed to care. 

I continued wandering around, starting and ending 
conversations unceremoniously; if I felt my presence was 
becoming unwelcome, I simply left; if the vibe was good, I stuck 
around longer. Periodically I checked in with Caitlin , her friends, 
the surfer girl, Jens, Jasper. Jens and I did some drugs in the 
bathroom and he introduced me to more people as the straight 
guy who just came from Laboratory. I was smoking cigarettes 
constantly. The same girl I had admired before, dancing on the 
platform in a trance, was still there, as I’d predicted.

Most of the early part of the afternoon passed in this manner. 
At around 1 I found myself in a conversation with a French guy 
who’d moved to Berlin a few years ago. He was in the stage I had 
been in a few hours before, that is, talking to anyone who would 
listen. The speed was keeping me up but I was on the decline. A 
feeling of melancholy was beginning to surface, if only because I 
knew that one of the best times of my life was coming to an end. 

The French guy told me about his time in Paris as a film 
student, his eventual decision that Paris was inhospitable to 
young artists like him, and then his move to Berlin, where he still 
struggled, but was making progress. I could barely keep up with 
him, he was talking so fast. It was even harder when he switched 
from English to French. 

“Am I boring you?” he said. I must have looked tired.
“Not at all, I’m actually enjoying listening,” I said. I pulled 

out two cigarettes, handed him one, lit them for us. I must have 
smoked half a pack alone just standing there talking to him. I no 
longer even remembered who his friends were, or where it was in 
the club I’d first ran into him. 

“Well, yes, its hard,” he continued. “It’s a struggle but I’ve got 
some work out there. Sometimes...sometimes it’s lonely. Oh, it 
must be hard for you in France. But that’s awesome you went to 
Laboratory! I hope you’re having a good time here in Berlin. You 
know, we should hang out sometime while you’re still here. I’m 
really enjoying talking to you.”

“I am too,” I said, and I meant it, though I knew I said it without 
conviction, my mind was so fried at that point that I was barely 
sentient anymore. After taking a piss, I decided that I simply had 
to go. It was nearly 2 in the afternoon, and besides my brief nap 
in the middle of the night, I’d been up since 9 or 10 the prior 
morning. I found the French guy and told him I had to go. It 
would only occur to me later how endeared I was to him, how 
I loved him, in a sense, for opening his heart up to me, not in a 
self-indulgent way, but just because he saw something in me. It 
remains to this day a profound disappointment that I will never 
see him again. 

On the walk home everything seemed to be hazed over with 
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my own feeling of fatigue, like the buildings were tired, the sun 
was tired, even the air was tired. When I returned to Richard’s 
place no one was there.  

Day 6

At Berlin’s central train station I stood and waited for my overnight 
train back to Paris. A young man was hassling people for money so 
he could afford the ticket. “Listen—I just got back from Berghain 
and my money was stolen there!” The parties even extended into 
Monday, apparently. 

This time I shared my car with a middle-aged French guy. He 
was affable enough, but I was in no mood to talk. I alternately read 
and dozed. There were no more sleeping pills to take.

Day 7

In the middle of the night I woke up to find the car empty. I 
could not seem to stay asleep for more than 30 minutes. This 
time around, I truly regretted my decision to take the train, it was 
agony. I began to think about Keenan, whom I didn’t know when 
I would see again, Richard, the French guy at About Blank, the 
German art student, my town in France, my friends there whom 
I would leave next week when I returned to the US. I didn’t even 
know if, or when, I would return to Europe. A long chapter  was 
coming to an end, and with more charged meaning than I’d ever 
expected from my life, as if its events had actually added up to 
something. Not that I knew what it all meant, but unlike so many 
of my misadventures, I knew at least that it was not meaningless.   

Suddenly, I felt overwhelmed and cried.  
When I arrived back in Paris I couldn’t make up my mind if 

I wanted to keep my hostel reservation there for the night. I had 
a couple of hours before the next train to Niort was leaving, so I 
left the station and found a cafe where I could make up my mind.

After several cigarettes and a coffee, I called the hostel, 
canceled, and walked back to the gate to change my ticket. 

------------------
Dan Hoffman is a writer from 
eastern PA who currently resides 
in the Midwest. His essays and 
short stories have been featured in 
a number of publications, and his 
most recent project is www.intimate-
thoughts.com, a literary blog that 
bends fiction and non-fiction and 
occasionally features work by guest 
authors.

www.intimate-thoughts.com
www.intimate-thoughts.com
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Charlie Chaplin FUN FACTS
with Anna Green

Charlie Chaplin was among the most famous 
filmmakers of the twentieth century. His career 
spanned over fifty years, and his popularity continues 
to this day. Here are some neat facts about this “legend 
of the silver screen”: 

• Chaplin’s parents were performers in the British 
dance halls. Chaplin grew up performing with his 
mother and older half brother, Sidney. 

• In 1917, Chaplin built his own film studio in 
Hollywood. Many of the original buildings still 
stand, and are used by the Jim Henson Company. 
A statue of Kermit the Frog dressed as Chaplin 
stands at the front gate. 

• Chaplin employed many of the same actors 
throughout his career. For example, he kept 
character actor Henry Bergman on his payroll 
from 1916 until Bergman retired from filmmaking 
in 1940. 

• Chaplin started acting in movies in 1914. By 1915, 
he was directing his own films. By the end of his 
career, he controlled every aspect of production, 
not only acting, directing, and producing, but also 
composing the music for his films. He exerted 
such a level of control over the production 
process, he would even act out the parts of all of 
the other characters, and have the actors imitate 
his performance until they got it exactly right. 

• Film critic and novelist James Agee was such 
a fan of Chaplin, he wrote a screenplay for 
Chaplin’s Tramp character, set in a post-
apocalyptic New York City. Chaplin turned 
down the script, but the two became friends.  
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• Chaplin’s film “Monsieur Verdoux” is based on an 
idea by Orson Welles. After the film was released, 
Welles asserted that Chaplin didn’t give him 
the proper credit, not only for the “idea” but for 
writing the screenplay. He called Chaplin arrogant, 
a brilliant actor but a merely competent director, 
and argued the film would have been better if he 
had directed. 

• Analyzing Chaplin through his film performances, 
Sigmund Freud had this to say: “He cannot get 
away from those impressions and humiliations of 
the past period of his life. He is, so to speak, an 
exceptionally simple and transparent case.” 

• J. Edgar Hoover hated Chaplin and thought he 
was a communist. When Chaplin left America to 
visit London in 1952, the United States revoked 
his re-entry permit, banning Chaplin from the 
United States. Chaplin didn’t return to the United 
States until 1972, when he came back to accept 
an honorary Academy Award. He made a film 
skewering McCarthyism, called “A King in New 
York.”

• The Lou Reed song “City Lights” is about Chaplin’s 
expulsion from the USA. 

• Chaplin was married four times. His last and 
longest marriage was to Oona O’Neill, daughter of 
playwright Eugene O’Neill.

 
 
 

 
 
 
---------------------
Anna Green is a filmmaker from NYC.  She likes playing 
movie trivia and loves late nightpizza. whatwaschaplindoing.
wordpress.com

whatwaschaplindoing.wordpress.com
whatwaschaplindoing.wordpress.com
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HOROSCOPES
with Tillie McLibby

CAPRICORN – Eat some CAPRI sun and candy CORN 
and it will be like eating your twin but taste better because 
of the digesting part.

AQUARIOUS – There’s cheese on your bum.  Don’t 
sit down unless you want a grilled cheese between your 
cheeks and the cheeks are the bread. 

PICES – I looked in your fridge.  Why were your keys in 
there, silly?  Now you can drive again.  You’re welcome. 

ARIES – Don’t sing at the table or you’ll marry a crazy 
person. 

TAURUS – Beware of magnets on the 8th of June. 

GEMINI – Planets Rectus 9 and Trash Can Man will align 
causing a strange reaction on your face.  Hope it doesn’t 
freeze that way!

CANCER – Next time someone’s hand gently slips on the 
subway pole and touches yours you will fall in love.  Grab 
their face and make a baby right then and there. 

LEO – Don’t read this horoscope otherwise terrible things 
will happen. Whoops!  Sorry.  I tried to warn you. 

VIRGO – Do you know the story of David and Goliath?  
Yeah, me too.  It’s a good one. 

LIBRA – Finally tell that person who really annoys you 
that they have no social graces.  It will be so liberating!

SCORPIO – Don’t put a snake in your pants because it 
could cause you troubles in the future. 

SAGITARIUS – The stars are saying mums the word for 
you.  Try again next time. 

 
-----------------
Tilly McLibby resides on the corner of the Astral Plane and 
has a doctorates in Massage Therapy.  You can reach her 
telepathically via fairy dust or dust mites. 



D’INE 
by Josh Mosh

You bleed like Ragu under a wig of 
speghetti.“Dinner’s on me.” You said, I 
said “I’ve heard that one already.” If you’re 
such a great cook you’d plate me already 
“But I did have a look,”opening the oven 
like a book you gestured to the maitre 
di, “Garcon!” You said, “That’s not my 
name, I have two,” “You have to what?” 
“Use the loo,” “You do?” “I do.” “I do too.” 
 
 

-----------------
Josh Mosh is a graduate of Columbia University and works at 
Vice Magazine  and lives in Brooklyn, NY.  He likes apples and 
drinks whiskey regularly.  Jump into his brain and follow him 
on twitter @ jshmsh.
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