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MY FIRST LOVE 

 

I am and will always be deeply sentimental. I still own many of the books from my childhood, the first sports medal I won in fourth grade (for a three-legged race), an old B and-A id tin, and the business card on which an old boyfriend scribbled his phone number when we first met. | That same man often accused me of an excessive degree of hero worship. I attributed this trait to my sentimentality, which gives me an irrepressible desire to collect and admire images, artifacts and memorabilia from the defining moments in my life; to gather mementos of ideas and experiences that provoke and move me; and to assemble around me things I want close by as amulets of inspiration. My paramour was at first perplexed but then put off by my curious fascination with popular culture and its hierarchies of fame and power.  | I have been analyzing this oft-criticized, seamy worship of mine though the years, seeking to under–stand its origin in my psyche. I remember anxiously awaiting my favorite Friday night television shows as my infatuations flitted from David Cassidy in The Partridge Family to Lee Majors in The Six Million Dollar Man. Digging deeper into my emotional history, I remember kissing the television when Mr. Rogers came on. I remember being obsessed with Marcia Brady, Olivia Newton-John, New York Rangers Hall of Famer Eddie Giacomin, and the NHL mascot Peter Puck. | But I didn’t know and couldn’t seem to discover why I needed and constructed this worship. What did I admire most? What was I trying to gain? While I recognized what these performers, artists and entertainers might stand for—or might bring to me through my experience of them—I realized that it was what I was bringing to the idea of them that was important to comprehend. I realized that I was bestowing all sorts of magical and unreal–istic fantasies and expectations on these figures. I am still not sure why—it seems that as a culture we are held captive by the comparisons we make between ourselves and others; many of the people we admire or despise, similar to the brands we collect or cringe at, not only signify our beliefs but have come to define them. | Still not satisfied with the results of my internal investigation, I put the whole exercise on hold, content with the knowledge that this silly, sentimental adulation—this objectification of fantasy and perfection that brought me to believe an object could bestow “ happiness always”—was neither realistic nor honorable; the origin of this cult of personality continued to seem out of reach. | Until last winter. Miserably saddled with a cold that knocked me out, I decided, as I planned my exit strategy from the world, to go to the market and purchase the ingredients for my grand–mother’s chicken soup. I would cook up a big pot, and I could live on it for days, if need be. I stumbled into my local Gristede’s and thoughtlessly tossed all the necessary soup accoutrements—crisp, leafy parsley, bumpy turnips, pearl barley—into my cart. Then I had what seemed to be an epiphany (please note: I was running a fever)—I would treat myself to a bubble bath! | Sniffling and out of breath, I bounded over to the personal products aisle. And then in one powerful, provocative (and nearly painful) Proustian moment, it all came back to me. My first love. My earliest taste of sentimental objectification. My original encounter with hero worship. My initial freefall into the phenomenal world of imagination and fantasy. I saw him again as I saw him for the first time—the one who started it all: Mr.Bubble. | When I was a child, Mr. Bubble granted me “happiness always.” Before my daily encounter with him, I felt unseemly, and afterwards I was bright and shiny. Bath time before bedtime allowed me to slide into rosy, joyful dreamland. The experience of Mr. Bubble always matched exactly what I had anticipated. Mr. Bubble was funny and cute. He made me laugh. Way before Mr. Rogers, before Barbie, Levi’s and Lacoste, Mr. Bubble was my first love, my first celebrity. My first brand. | My rendezvous with Mr. Bubble led me to reflect more deeply on why brand icons from the past were so compelling. Decades before we were entertained and titillated by Madonna and Cher, womenfolk like Rosie and Betty delighted us. We all know Madonna and Cher; like many of their superstar peers, they are celebrities, entertainers, and—most of all—brands who emerged during the second half of the 20th century. But Rosie and Betty were first-class celebrities of the first half. The characters Rosie the Riveter and Betty Crocker were created by artists and graphic designers to entertain us, distract us, sell products, or give us purpose, and to also make us feel better about the world and who we are. | This was emotional branding in its infancy. After these characters were invented, people began to wonder what the Morton Salt girl was “really” like. Men even called General Mills to propose to Betty Crocker. McCall’s Magazine created a Betsy McCall paper doll for the pages of the magazine and introduced a three-dimensional doll into toy stores. | Sadly, this type of graphic art seems to be disappearing in favor of fluorescent celebrities and mega-branded lifestyles. Or maybe the ability of these characters to hold sway over our imaginations has faded in these reality show, Us Weekly days. No longer do we imagine what Betty  Crocker might be like “in real life.” But I hold out hope for what I believe is timeless—a desire to be surrounded by the people, pets and artifacts that we love, and the endearing characters that give us permission to play and imagine. And I can rest assured, knowing that no matter how complicated life becomes, there is always a box of Mr. Bubble waiting for me at home.




THE LETTER H 
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From the time I was very little, I loved to make things. I made my own coloring books, paper dolls, and dioramas, and I even tried to make my own perfume by crushing rose petals into baby oil. I made barrette boxes out of Popsicle sticks, key chains out of lanyards, ashtrays out of clay, and Halloween costumes out of construction paper and old bedsheets. I grew up in a household with a strong do-it-yourself mentality and a mom who made a living as a painter and a seamstress, so I received numerous accolades for my artistic inclinations. I also found that making things by hand gave me a strong sense of accomplishment and pride. When I started kindergarten, I faced the first obstacle to my theretofore unmitigated creative prowess. As I was first learning to write, it became clear that I had trouble creating certain letterforms. I had a particular difficulty placing the little tail on the capital Q; I had problems discerning the lowercase d from the lowercase b (which was of significant concern, given my first name). I also discovered I had artistic and intellectual blockages relating to the capital H. For some reason, I had trouble constructing two parallel lines connected in the center by a horizontal one. I couldn’t draw any of the lines straight, and I couldn’t seem to create a consistent spacing between the vertical lines. I was unable to get an even weight for all three strokes. My mother became so exasperated with me that she enlisted my grandmother to take over the fraught endeavor. As I continued to struggle, and as my anguish turned to wrath, I reached an impasse I had never encountered before: I couldn’t do something I’d set out to do. While one might surmise that the inability of a child to construct the letter H couldn’t possibly have long-term ramifications, I confess that there were further complications I have not yet mentioned. All those years ago, I was not called Debbie. I was called Deborah, spelled D-E-B-O-R-A-H. Therefore, my ineptitude in drawing an H was rather worrisome. As my mighty efforts grew futile and my temper tan-trum intensified over the many mangled letterforms, my grandmother cleverly came to a realization: Since I had recently mastered my d’s and b’s, I would be able to spell “Debbie”! The name Deborah would no longer be an obstacle to my self-expression.  And thus, a new moniker emerged, one that has lasted ever since. And it was in that initial transformation that I first fell in love with the agile, malleable, and thoroughly magical acrobatics of lettering, language, and communication. This aventure d’amour has continued throughout my life. And I still have a preference for doing almost everything by hand. In a day and age when nanotechnology and computer science have ushered in an era of seamless digitalia, I believe there is a profound beauty in all things handmade. While computers might set type in flawlessly accurate columns, handcrafted artwork and design are beautiful by virtue of their irregularity. I see these imperfections as marks of dignity and integrity, and believe that they bear witness to the artist—and the human—in all of us. Now all grown up, I have a fascination with any handmade object containing the written word. I find myself transfixed by the confluence of art and design evident in the “typographic” missives of Ed Fella, Lawrence Weiner, and Paula Scher, not to mention the heartbreakingly poignant narration handwritten in the work of Cy Twombly and Philip Guston. What I find resonant in these objects is an inherent authenticity and honesty. These creations preserve an enduring, uniquely human imprint. As we deconstruct our lives in the search for meaning, it is these handcrafted messages that have the magnitude—and the soul—to measure, reflect, and express who we are. I recently came across one of the most ambitious projects I ever undertook as a young adult: a completely handwritten, hand-drawn magazine that I created in collaboration with my best friend at the time, also named Debbie. In honor of our efforts and our teenage aspirations, we named it Debutante. We made sure the title didn’t contain an H.
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HELLO, DOLLY!

 

When I was eight years old, my mother sat me and my brother down in our living room and told us that she and my father were getting a divorce. She then proceeded to try and cheer us up by taking us to the movies, and she ferried us to see Barbra Streisand in the box-office hit Hello, Dolly! I remember my brother weeping as I watched Barbra convince Walter Matthau to eat his beets, telling him how good the beets were, that there was nothing quite as good as beets. To this day, I can’t see a beet without thinking of divorce. Who knew that a red root vegetable could be so weighty with meaning?

I find it both curious and compelling that the moments of our lives are punctuated by visual images that, over time, become permanently embedded in the experience. There are few women I know who can’t recall what they were wearing when they met the love of their life. Several men I know have powerful recollections of the Led Zeppelin album cover they were drifting into when they smoked pot for the first time. Other friends remember a particular clock in their grandparents’ house, a singular sequence from an avant-garde film, or the look on a loved one’s face when they found out someone close had died.

These visuals mark time for us, they represent age; they represent a moment when the narrative of the everyday is broken, because of love, or loss, or deep inspiration— experiences that shift the boundary of the possible.

I remember the grey corduroy suit I wore to the inaugural day of my first job in 1983. I remember the sparkly colors of a necklace that a cherished babysitter gave to me when I was six. I recall the bearing of an awkwardly bespectacled girl named Susan as she used the words “chimera” and “enigma” in an essay  she read aloud in tenth-grade English; I remember the way a little girl in my kindergarten class drew grass in her many drawings, and how straight her bangs were. Individually, these are random images. Joined together, they reflect a life.

In pivotal moments of my personal history, fleeting metaphorical signs have made indelible impressions on me: The day I walked out of my apartment with an open heart and lofty hopes, I saw an open parking spot as a reassuring omen of the future. When I later saw a dead squirrel in the street, I was sure  something horrible was about to happen. To celebrate my thirtieth birthday, I got all dressed up and went to the restaurant Elaine’s with my husband and another couple. My favorite pearl necklace broke and the beads spilled out all over the floor around us. As everyone frantically ran to gather the mess of scattered pearls, I knew in that instant that my marriage was over.

The painter Mark Rothko alluded to these visual intuitions, and their power, as Bernard Malamud recalls in his heartbreaking introduction to the retrospective anthology Mark  Rothko: A Retrospective. Malamud writes: “Rothko liked to reminisce.  One night he told me how he had left his first wife. He had gone off for an army physical during World War II and they had turned him down. When he arrived home and told his wife he was 4-F, he didn’t like the look that flitted across her face. The next day he went to see his lawyer about a divorce.”

These woeful images haunt me.  Many years ago, I confronted a man who had hurt me badly when I was growing up. It literally took me years to get up the courage  to face him, and, looking back on it now, I can’t help but shake my head in amazement as I remember standing on the front porch of his house, shivering in the autumn chill. As I held myself tight in my yellow coat, the man’s clueless wife kept calling out to her husband, insisting he invite me in for coffee and cake.

These visual mementos, visceral as they are, catalog our experiences. When I think about divorce, I ordinarily don’t think about beets. But when I see beets, I inevitably think about divorce. We process our emotions, in part, through images. I’m certain  this is why we are both drawn to and provoked by art in such powerful and profound ways, and ultimately why art is such a subjective and personal experience: It simultaneously allows us to feel emotions we might not otherwise be able to describe and evokes our own personal association with those very feelings.

I prefer to look back and remember the images, as opposed to what was actually said or accomplished or fucked up. I like to think that there is beauty and power in every one of these images. But as I hold them close, I also realize that they don’t  really exist. They are not anything I can touch. They are not archived in a photo album or hanging in a pretty frame. They are not neatly taped into a scrapbook, or downloaded and stored on Flickr or my iPod. But they live, and always will—in my imagination, and in my heart.
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This
past
summer
I spent a lot of

time in
Albany, New York,

the home of my alma mater, the
University at Albany,

State University of New York.

1 wasn't there to visit the school,

‘Q i perseln‘
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as I live my deeply
ritualized and entrenched life, with the idea
of this

unknown other. Who could I have

‘ Should

I have been

her?

Could I have
been fer? #

And what about"

p

her?
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lean,

concrete towers in the distance,
1 recognized
the smell of the warm air,

the precise pink and grey ‘

of the coming dusk

and the

mysterious melancholy

of both knowing

and not-knowing,
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any clue at all,

to who I was or what I would become.

And it occurred to me,

as I stood there, that I could
simultaneously, vividly

look both ways—

backwards and forwards,

in time—at once.

I remembered longing

to know what was coming—who I would become
and how. And I suddenly saw it all over
again in front

of me. The light was exactly the same,

and as the sun fell and the summer

shadows slivered against the elegant,
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The collection also included things
I had long forgotten

existed:

the airplane boarding pass

for a trip to Europe in 1976;

the first cryptogram I ever solved
from the Long Island daily newspaper,
Newsday, in 1973;

a faded mimeographed copy of the

Lawrence Ferlinghetti poe"li
“The Pennycandystore Beyond the E1”

with my scribbled notation
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When I got back
to New York City, I
went foraging through

my storage closet

looking for an old scrapbook
that

I made in the years before I went to
college. The scrapbook was a

rather makeshift
affair, as I had simply

)
3 used a large blank sketchbook to archive my

E ephemera. This included the requisite
rty ?d bat mitzvah invitations, e

my commendations in art and home

economics, various diplomas
nd newspaper clippings, an

some shredded prom corsage.
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But

my dad’s recovery took longer than
expected, and three days in Albany
turned into seven. I

spent most of my time in the hospital,
but one afternoon I headed over to the
campus that was the center of my universe so

many years ago.

Once there,
I retraced
my baby steps
in
design
and
literature
and art

and boys and books and bands.
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because my father, who lives in

upstate New York,

was undergoin

surgery.
The first day
at the hospital
was
long and exaggerated,
every response analyzed, every behavior

deconstructed.

My family was fully on edge
as we waited for news,
and then when the news was good,

we waited for physical verification.
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campus center to the offices of
the school newspaper and the

radio station and, on tiptoes,

tried to peer through the

dark windows into the
rooms where I'd devoted

thousands of hours.

As I lingered in the hallways,

I looked down at the

surging fountain in the center of the
campus and remembered the same view
in the same building

by the same person

so long ago:
how I stood in the same spot,

squinting in the daylight for a clue,
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All
of the offices and classrooms
were locked,
but the buildings were still
open. I walked by
every single structure on campus—
past the library,
through the art gallery,
into the English Department.

I traced the embossed letters of the L

nameplate on the office

¥

door

of my favorite literature professor,

e

who I was thrilled to see was

up three flights

of stairs in the
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a handmade poster

encouraging

my fellow students to vote for me
for Senior Class Secretary of Student
Affairs in high school;

the Playbill from a 1970s
tion of A Chorus Line;

and moswincr
the original
very first pair

S gingerly hugged the Playbill,
I surveyed these scraps,
this evidence of a life.

But I felt feeble recalling my desire to
document such banality.
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As I rifled through the book again,

I fell
upon the silly little threadbare
newspaper cryptogram. I assumed I had
saved it because
it was the first code I ever broke,
some four decades ago. But as I

re-read the content of the message,

it occurred to me that perhaps

the clipping because of
uote it contained this excerpt from

rt Schweitzer’s autobiography:

of the spirit,

I believe in the future

of mankind.”
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How foolish I was!
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But maybe, as Ezra Pound so

appropriately stated, “We do not
know the past in
chronological sequence.

It may be convenient

to lay it out.. on the table with dates

pasted on here and

there,

but what we know

we know by ripples

and spirals

eddying out from us and

from

our own time.”
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Maybe we do collect
our scraps and our
memories as evidence
of a life lived. And

perhaps we decorate

our pages, and our

dreams,and all

of our possible
selves,

through the

projective

lens of what

we hope for.
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Our memories—as §rail, flerce, or fabulous 15 they are~Telp us
construct our Tealities, our Identities, and our perception of the world
around us. When they fai), our world fundamentally changes, andwe.
cease to be what we fememiber or recagnize. Out current reslity i
Simply & eollection of overlapping memorves, some shared, some not.
Eocth mermory we have is ike the frame of a €ilm that gets sweptupin
‘the sequence of images that precede and follow it. The conditian of our
collective memory has new become the conditiariof our conscicusness
and our culture. Our collective memory is fleeting a cecreation of
scene that nogre can fully remember:

Ome Suaday night T once again found myself suftering from
ingomnia. I Jay in bed, tossing and turning, reliving the experfence
of Cloverfield, witressing the bulldings falling in slow motion, then
Tewriting the film’s ending 2nd recontiguring the staryline,over and
over again in my head. And then ] Stopped. Why was 1daing this? Wy
was ] putting myself through this? I had no idea. And 1 reconsidered.
Rather than relive these visions of our detruction, why not erbark
oy ltual info the far reaches of the universe? For thoughT may not
have even one answer to the questions that confront our eivitization,
1 would much rathet dbsess over oiir mysterious origins than be
debilitatedby qur demise.
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Onmy walk home, Tpagsed Billbaarda for the Will Smithmovie fam
Tegend and for 3 television Special on the History Channel titled Life
After People. The campaigns fof both the fitm and the program contain
images of 3 postapocalyptic Manhattan, and they feature fomilisr
landscapes rendered wholly transformed by our disappearance. AsT
viewed the tharny, overgrown locations, 17ealized that somehow, in
the six-plus years since 9/11, enough time had passed to now see these.
Tealistically hosrific images as entertain ment,

Philosaphers and scientists alike believe that if humans can
imagine Something, there is 3 distinct possibility that it can be
manifested. As] observedthetrifecta ofima gery aroundme, 1couldn't
help but wender if we fiad either forgotten the horvor of the past or
f this hot7ot had becorne $a much a part of aurYeality that we now
gimply factor it into our farecast of the future. Jt Shard te tell.

Why do we Temember what we Temember? Why o we forget
‘What we forget? In the Harold Pinter play Betrayal, two ex-lovers
reca) a Shared axperience differently, and argue about who has the
mere accurate yecollection, Pinter maXes it clear that though each
charactes's memory is deeply et the validity of each recollection.
is highly subjective. This is both @ saving grace and a hindering
‘happenstancein our buman condition.





OEBPS/images/9781600613210_0189_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781600613210_0188_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781600613210_0191_001.jpg
Perhops 1hig 15 one of the reasons why I ove seience fiction and
the more gpecu fative genres of writing and entertainment. Television.
shows such as Star Trek and e ¥-Files and movies like StarWars are
endlessly captivating tome. So 1had high hapes when| went taseethe
‘highly anticipated 1.3, Abrams film Cloverfield. a Blair Witch-ingpired
flick (vith ferky: Gocstyle camera movement) about a GodZilla-
Tike alien that 1ands in lower Manhattan and proceeds to destroy
averythingints path.

As the film unfolded, T found myself in a bewilderedgtate, unable
o believe that Ihad paid money to watch. 2 film about unsuspecting
civilians runming through nar row city streets while barely averding
the thundering engu™fingplumes of smoke and debris £rom ceumpled
buildings. 1 leaned frito yay Sriend Emily and askad if she thought the
ruovie could be a metaphor. She ghumly shook her bead no. “Ithinkits
Supposed to be sbout an actual manster,’ She whispered,
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By the ume I finally fal) acleep, | fantasize about dis dovering one
grand unifying theory of the univesse. brashly bringing together
Einstein's Tweory of Genera) Relativity and the modals of quantum
mechamics. This formulation, of course, s coniceived by a person with
10 Tes) education inscience, math, or physlcs, and by the time [awake.
he next morning, [have sll but forgstten the nonsensical equations
memorized on my mygtical journey,

Thoughl am severely cbtuse inTegard to al) things scientific, &t
Wouldbe am understatement to 3ay that I'm metely faseinated by the
theories ef our origing. However successtul such hypothesizing may
be as a tactic foreradicating sleeplessuesy, it has 2 vita) immeajacy: 1
wish 1 couldbring from tmy dreamlandspace odysseys even oneanswer
to the perplexing questions we face as a species.
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I contemplate what my life

could have been like if I had
been accepted
to
the journalism school
Id
applied  to
in 1985 or the art
program I'd hoped
to attend in 1992, 1
sometimes imagine what would
have
happened if my first

marriage hadn't fallen
apart,
or my second.
I will never

: really know,
but I imagine that self a very

different self with shorter hair
and different clothes, as if the

choices I made for myself
have defined how I look in
addition to how I live.
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I often fantasize about what
might

have been,

but isn't.
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Somehow,
these other “selves”

have

sunnier dispositions and ‘

cleaner closets,
and they are almost
always thinner. They have more
money and

?mare free t’lmg
',‘.mrry abo

B

ihey drink less,
definitely don't

Nowadays,
ecret self,
as the memory of what

might have been

is now more of a

of what #n't than
2

I find myself
fascin: 8
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I once had a boyfriend—tell me I was a bot-
tomless pit of need. He wasn't saying this
because I thought I needed another pair of
shoes or a Prada handbag (which I likely did
at the time, but that’s another story
entirely), but rather because of a fragile
emotional state that led me to crave con-
stant reassurances of my lovability. As you
can imagine, this drove him crazy. My-infi-
nite need for reassurance required an infi-
nite effort on his part, and you can guess

how that relationship turned out.

Some infinities are tough. Others, like the
concept -of infinite space or other-mathemat-
ical abstractions, are simply inconceivable.
But I believe some infinities are warthy
challenges: the search for what is Eruly
beautiful; laughing at the same time with
someone “you love; discovering a perfect™
piece of poetry; experiencing ‘the deepést
feelings of empathy. If that doesn’t work,
there are always chocolate cookies, but I do
think T.S. Eliot describes it Bést in his =
poem "Preludes”: VE !
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pating in a real or imagined community of
1like-minded spirits. The downside, of
course, is multifaceted. First: These commu-
nities may very well have a shaky founda-
tion. After all, it's hard to depend on the
reliability and support system of transi-
tional objects, which most of these icons
and products-usually are.

Second: There comes a point when you realize
that these things, these brands, aren’t
“enough.” Having more or better or best
doesn’t provide you with a lasting sense of
having more or being better or being best.
It's a rather fleeting experience, this
romantic attachment to brands, and I find
that if I'm not careful, the search for hav-
ing more or better or best is a precarious
journey-into the infinite. When you depend
on finite objects—or brands—to provide you
with a long-term sense of self or love or
pride or achievement, you start yourself out
on a path with no end.-No object, no prod-
uct, and no brand can provide you with ulti-
mate, infinite satisfaction.
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His soul stretched tight across the skies
That fade behind a city block,

Or trampled by insistent feet

At four and five and six o’clock

And short square fingers stuffing pipes,

And evening newspapers, and eyes, B
Assured of certain certainties, 3
The conscience of a blackened street

Impatient to assume the world. i

.

5

¥

I am moved by fancies that aresgurled, . -
Around these images. and clings

The notion of some infinitely gentle
Infinitely suffering thing.

Wipe your hand across your mouth, and laugh;
The worlds revblve like ancient women
Gathering fuel in vacant lots.
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When I was I? years e(dl my

before we wen‘r into &lx‘rh
grade, we spent the entire
break creating o magazing,
Which-because we were
both named Debbig-we titled
Debutante.We spent endiess
hours writing all the articles
inlonghand and illus trating
nuMerous pictures. We
became: consumed with the
creation of this publication.
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We interviewed people we
kingw: for “fall—a’ll” avﬂ:lv& and

through all 6% our Uxisting
magazings and books for
ideas; and we were deliriously
and \ately obsessed
with sur creation. We: loved
aking all our own: decisions
about what To include and
what to excluda, and what

1823, The only
argumen‘r we had during that
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She:

Wha kind of
She: / design do you
So. What kind wan to do
of design do
il - / =
- Excuse me? / [Soid with a forrowed
brow] Yes.

Me: she:
B um | You can'tdo
think | would like any kind of
to do any kind of design. You
deign. hava to pick. —

she:

[S0id wih a very furrowed
brow] Yes. You hav fo pick. You
have fo pick editorial design or
promofional design or adverts
ing or custom publishing. You
must choose one.

S

1 sat there for o moment and thoughi fo myself:
Well I really want fo say “editorial* but maybe
1 am not good encugh, and though | don' know
what custom publishing and promational design
are, 1 il say *promational” But reclly | would
happily sweep the floors if they want m fo
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1 did't have — fime fo

change my hose,

bu realized —— that boh

and the

and | complied.

s down,

widan and prayed

that she didn'

She quickly looked through

my portfolio without utering a syllable, — and whan sha wos finished,

sha shut it with a thud. ———— She lookad me

and

down,

the following

and we had

convarsation:
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| Finally | cloared my throat and said:
Promfional?

And then | couldn't help myself

1 continved talking

Me:
Bt would do

anything. Anything

Anything you need. ————— And then there was silence.

And she responded:
Well Yos, then. | se0

_—

Sevaral months laer,

in @ momant

of aberrant

fearlassnass,

worked late — nighis and

and

weekends and. cavorted with

the ditors,

art directors,

and designers,

he lightest — clip In her voice. | @, of course, — 1 didt spand the rest
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| — exited— the— bus— ot — 420d —Siroet — and — Madison — Avenue

my —— logs, —— when —— the ——unthinkable —— happened.

help me.

s they asked ma F | was okay,

1 felt my —stinging knee and —burning face

and knew.

ithout looking:

Thod an

uglybruiss on my

leg and @

victous tear up my stockings
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band. The packs were or-
qnql}Z-Qo\ by size (smal), Imed\u;\::
oang |arge) angd by style—w
Somefra’r'\slucent Z\n? others 1
opague; each set corntained beads|
inan assortment of primory. and
szcor\d‘mry colors. At the end of
each sojourn af the stere, my |
father allbwed Me fo choose
one packoge to take home.

As I contem?l.\kc\ my se-
lection, I wou\d Stand infront
of the display for what
Se_QMeA like. an eferni )slow\y
.spmnmg_ it round and rOunA
overwhelm el by the m“ﬁ“”’u(\e’

‘ of My chokce: What shduld T

I toke ? Which Was the Mog
Yeautiful > What would make
me look the preftiest ? Affer
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Sparxhy Magical wonder—
i o\sp\nnmj‘cqswde of glamour;
hope,and desire. And while T
saw ldfs of other brapnds of bar-
fettes in nuMerouns stores, my fa-
ther contied only the Goody briand.

The Goody shewcase display held ev-
ey possible hair accessory ; head
bands, bobby pins, colorful plastic
clips n the shape of b.qurﬂl'es‘
bows In velvet and aingham, o
myriad of haic brusheS, combs,
Shower caps, and my favorite har

accoutrement of ml\«‘poy\y_h\'\l
holders, S0l in packages of Four;
’Qigh«: or an  eyepopping 20.
The ponyfal holders were
constructed of two round baubles

ib\-ald together by an elastic
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SPend hour's and houRS plaanin
0uf Futures. We dreamedl aboy
who we would be, where we woy |d
travel, ond what wewould wear.

While we hoad o clese cameraderie, ¥
Mrdeea did nct share my penchant
for hair accessories, She Tolerated
thy burpeening. col\ection, but §}g hod
ho desite to jon me nay trinket
worship. :

ne doy when we were Pplayin,

of hg' hmsvz T noticed o smtllypf\ s

fail Wolder on her bures; and

| Was immediately meSmerized angd per-|
plexed. 1 hod never SeeNn o Spec-

imen of that stule or thod hue—

o pearly pale yelow—ever Of
course, i+ wos made b Good}. When-

e I went over o /{\}:\o\rews house.

b during Subsequent w(-!ekg)]_',jwys
Jooked for +he barvette, and it waS
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I T made my deciSion, I wou o
br| home. My coveted treasure,
Car Ml\ DTQ“ the pack, spread
out ry hew obtained amu!eﬁ

and “hen.. I would do nathing.

T wouldnt o My Ao ve; and T dn't |
try on the ail holders. T yust
t{red at F{% 10 divine mfoxné):%wn

| T wos content to leokc ot them and

| O\dd ‘H\Q,m o My lov{#, edeY\d\ P’
<=

[ trove. I feht rich with accempli
ment a0d dizzt with glee. No
| one hod the colfection M I had,
| no one <ould be qs Mcky as T was.
best friend ot the time, o
very petite blonde-haired |rlnon.e¢\
Andrea, lived next daor We d eve-}
r}-hwy together, and we were Ver
§ muds Kindred spirits, We SP\c\red}

P our deepest secrefs, and we would { 1
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When T was q fittle gicl, yjs=
tigg my FatherS pharmacy=
wis one, of My Favorite pastimes.
Twas dazled by all of the branded

wares that neatly lned +he Ma-
hogan h::e(ves',_anihl would
spen s oglin e PACKAgING .
F;; 5 exo\mmefﬂhe sllvsfit’?ns
designs and p hotog mphs, my imag =
ination took ovel: T invente,
stor jes about the babies on the
Gerbec productss Td pretend to -

P opply the CoverGiel makeup
I’dendless'y analyze +hea|rl on M
e beach Shown on'the Stayfree
Santay napkin PACkaging..

<rown jewel in.oy father’s
Store was the barrette display.
R |

This ey was ashrine o
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the fllustration on the front panel of the
‘cookie package, which showed the Keebler
Elves holding a package of Fudgetown cook-
ies. This meant that the Keebler Elves were
holding a package of Fudgetown cookies fea-
turing the Keebler Elves holding a package
of Fudgetown cookies. And 0 Gn and so on
and so on. The Keebler Elves holding the
“package showing the Keebler Elves holding
the package was’an infinitely recurring
series. This killed me!

»- 1 would stare at the package for hours on
end, trying to pinpoint the moment I could
see the §1n/gular1ty: where the Keebler Elves

“‘and the cookie package both originated. It
all ended-up in a single point that was
indiscernible, and I was both entranced and
perplexed by the notion of this infinite
repetition. This became my entrée to the
concept~of infinity, and I found the philo-
sophic conundrum it represented and the
unresolved mystery of it to be wondrous and
stupefying.:® ¢ =

P o
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I used to savor the experience of these
cookies slowly: First, I would stick my
tongue into the middle to flick out the
chocolaty dollop from the biscuit center,
then I would pop open the two sandwich
pieces and use my teeth to scrape off

the remaining chocolate on the inside.
Afterwards, I would keep each cookie on

my tongue until it melted away in my mouth.
This ritual probably took about 20 minutes,
but the memory of the experience has lasted
a lifetime. And while I also cherished my
moments with Wise Bar-B-Q Potato Chips,
Drake’s Yodels, Cheez Doodles, and Grape
Nehi soda, the Fudgetewn ‘cookies alone still
make my knees tremor withr mg; and devotion.

% oy
As if the heavenly taste of tn: cookies

themselves wasn’t enoughr I also fell under
the spell of the package' containing these
blissful morsels. The wrappings featured the
Keebler Elves, of caurse,.but imsmuchfas I
found these brand icans -amusinggand enter-
taining, it was not the Elves that captured

my interest. What utterly mesmerized me was
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“about an infinite temperature or an infinite
brightness? Can such physical things actuals
1y be infinite? Or is infinity just short-
hand for “finite but awfully big'?”

My ‘search for the origin point on the
Fudgetown cookie box led to other dalliances
with the i1llusory magic of packaging. The
obsession came to include Goody brand bar-
rette packaging, Golden Books covers, all
things Barbie (of course), as well as record
covers of albums by Olivia Newton-lJohn,
Elton John, and the band Yes—when .the
group’s albums were illustrated by noger
Dean. Band-Aid tins, the Morton Salt girl,
and McCall's Magazine's Betsy McCallealso
figured prominently- in my fascinatfon with
consumer icons. This conglomeration ?f'
items, fdeas, designs, culture, and icono-
graphies fits into what I now romantlcnuy
and proudly call *Branding.” ~

The upside to all of this brand attachment
is just that: feeling connected, part of
something larger than oneself, and partici-
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Infinity is "a concept that has always fas-
cinated philosophers and theologians, linked
as it is to the notions of unending distance
or space, eternity,” and God,” explains sci-
entist David Darling in his online
Encyclopedia of Science. While some thinkers
eagerly entertained thoughts of infinity.
Darlfng notes that in mathematics the idea
was met with derision. “Only within the past
century or so0,” he observes, “have mathe-
maticians dealt with it head on and accepted
infinity as a number-albeit the strangest
one we know.”

As author John Barrow writes in The Infinite
Book, “Infinity remains a fascinating sub-
ject. It lies at the heart of all sorts of
fundamental human questions. Can you live
forever? Will the Universe have an end? Did
it have a beginning? Does the Universe have
an ‘edge’ or is it simply unbounded in size?
Although it is easy to think about lists of
numbers or sequences of clock ticks that go
on forever, there are other sorts of infini-
ty that seem to be more challenging. What
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-

My favorite cookie of all time, the
Fudgetown, was made by Keebler. Fudgetowns
were chocolate sandwich cookies popular when
1 was a young girl, and 1 thought they were
the most delectable and beautiful cookies
ever created. They were delectable because
the milk chocolate in them was soft and
fudgy, and because the sandwich biscuits
were crispy and flaky, with an 0-shaped hole
in the middle of them leading to the lus-
cious cocoa cream interior: They wererbeau-
tiful because they were shaped liked:flow-
ers, with a thick dollop of chocolate on the
inside pushing out through the sides as well
as the top and bottom of the biscuits.

2

r

1
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i Multaiedusly stand out and
fitinFor Nhu‘%ever Sad reQson,

§ My <hildhood barreties bua;/ecl
up an amerwise fragile ego.

; T';\Cy. provifed me with a Secial
confidence T may Aot have

! otherwise had, however illusor

[ ifs foundation. These sl
FHillle hair aacessories gave me
Something-fo have pride Gny whes I

didnt Wow pride in Mmyself.

My- fervent obsession with
hese, objeds kd Me fo continve
Fixating. on Andceas gellow P()r}*}/
tail hoder T was angry and

; )eq\ous T wanted the barrelfe,
" ond T didnt Know how o ae% it.
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e e
A(wWagS there, in +h€ same folqce ,ﬂ
Every fime I.went fo my Fathers §
dragsfore, I looked to see:F he hod
ﬂ\m pale yellow varietysand he 1
Mever did. Suddenly I was Gng ?and b
yealous. T wanted that poytail holder<
gnd And(ea wos the oy ene who had it

i for better or worse,+his hﬂleob)ed‘-i
.—M.s little brand—+vansformed me. Brands’
‘ Fcan do that. They’re capable °F cres
L ating intimate worlds that an
[ mh?l:-’mn ts can wmrﬁna, .:{mes'r
fwhere each citizen has o meonwafyl &
\deatity. and o sense of belongidg.
[ Bronds creofe tribes, They allow us
{ +o assert moods, tastes, whims,ond
cheice. Brands signal aue affilintans
and con even efine our beliefs,

L Tn o time when our culture is so
diverse, brands enakle us ta Si=
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]

th‘“g«&‘, those who support |
prands and thoSe who Jecry_ !
them, such as the o /ogo cmwd*i
have yqsswnm‘e view$ on the
Sub"ec*f, What I con_tell gou
abbat brands is this: Maybe
they con make You feel riore

| beoutiful or Sexier or cooler, or
more hip of alluring. What l
they do not . hove the owa'
o do is make you & betiet |

 pergon. Brands cant do that

i There & no sneaker in the world,
no bueger chaing no cocktal, ne

barreHe that can mMake you o
kinder, more 'm+eresﬂry., more
Joveable person. Only we can

do +hat for oupselves, |
S
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One aftern®nsunable to stop
myself, when my best friend
wasn't fooking, I teok thetreasure
off her bureatt ond put it In m?—

pocket. I stole Andrea's yellow ¢
| penytai) holder. |

For weeks after +the ¢rime, L |
waifed for Andrea to notice, but

she never aid, Put for me, our

friendship Wes irfeloco\bl?,
hanged. Andrea, and I used fo |

ok about every thing, and oW
T hod o fertible secref we
condnt shate. I Souldn’t face
fer anymere, ond we drifted
dpork. I begon % hate myself
because of my desire and My

Greed. Drands co\n¥; mon
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1ST00D RED-FACED AS I PAID FOR MY PURCHASES,
ANDWHEN IWAS FINISHED, | HURRIED OUTSIDE TO
TRYTO FIND THE WOMAN.

BUT SHE WAS GONE.

ITWAS NOW COMPLETELY DARK OUTSIDE,
AND I WALKED BACK HOME SLOWLY.

I CARRIED THE CHEESE CLOSE TO MY CHEST AND MY EVES BURNED IN THE BITTER WIND.
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DIDN'T HAVE ENOUGH
MONEY T0 BUY A

THREE-POUND BAG
OF POTATOES.
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WHEN | GOT HOME,
I PUT THE CHEESE

ONAPRETTY PLATTER AND FELT

THE

SMALLNESS
OF
MY
SPIRIT

AS I WAITED FOR MY GUESTS
TO ARRIVE.
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AND | RACED THROUGH THE STORE BARELY LOOKING AT WHAT
| WAS BUYING.

| LOADED UP MY
CART AND CHOSE THE
SHORTEST LINE.

IFRETFULLY ROCKED BACK AND FORTH WAITING MY TURN.
THE WOMAN AHEAD OF ME SEEMED TO BE ON HER WAY OUT,
BUT WHEN SHE GAVE THE CASHIER HER CREDIT CARD,
ITDIDNT GO THROUGH.

SHE ASKED THE CASHIER TO TRY

ITAGAIN. AND AGAIN,

1)
DIDN'T
WORK.
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IT
WAS
NEARLY
DARK
AS

RUSHED
ouT,
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HERE | WAS, ANXIOUSLY

AND OBNOXIOUSLY
TRYING T PROVE WHO

KNOWS WHAT BY
PURCHASING LUDICROUS

AMOUNTS OF CHEESE,
AND THE WOMAN
IN FRONT OF ME
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ANXIOUS AND IMPATIENT, | IMAGINED MYSELF AS GEORGE
COSTANZA PUSHING HER OUT OF THE WAY WHILE YELLING

“FIRE!”
1LOVDLY SIGHED AND DID MY “NNER EYE ROLL.” THE WOMAN TRIED ANOTHER CARD,
BUT T T00 WOULON'T GO THROUGH. | GLANGED AT MY WATCH,
THE CASHIER ASKED HER F SHE WANTED T0 PAY WITH CASH, AND SHE EXAMINED HER
WALLET, SHE SHODK HER HEAD—NO, SHE DIDN'T HAVE ENOUGH MONEY;
SHE APOLOGIZED AND
WALKED OUT,

FINALLY. yy Long LasT,

MY TURN!

AS | PUT THE COPIOUS PACKAGES OF CHEESE ON THE CONVEYER BELT, | ASKED THE
CASHIER WHAT THE WOMAN HAD BEEN TRYING TO BUY. SHE POINTED T0 A BAG OF
POTATOES AT THE END OF THE COUNTER. THE WOMAN HAD BEEN TRYING T0 BUY A

BAG OF POTATOES.
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SEEING MY DISMAY,

KARIN CAME OVER,
WRAPPED HER ARM
AROUND MY SHOULDERS,
AND INTRODUCED METO
AN EDITOR FRIEND OF HERS.

HER GRACE EASED MY INSECURITY, AND I TRIED TO AVOID
EMBARRASSING HERWITH MY AWKWARDNESS AND NAIVETE.

AFTER THAT NIGHT, | RETHOUGHT MY OWN HOSTESSING EFFORTS AND
'VOWED THAT FROM THEN ON, | WOULD ENTERTAIN WITH A BIT MORE
ELEGANCE AND SAVOIR FAIRE.
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‘ONE RECENT DECEMBER, | HAD AN END-OF-SEMESTER PARTY AT MY HOUSE FOR
MY DESIGN STUDENTS AND FRIENDS AND SPENT THE AFTERNOON HAPPILY
ARRANGING, PREPARING, AND ORGANIZING.

WHILE LOOKING OVER
EVERYTHING | HAD SET UP,
| STARTED WORRYING THAT I
DIDN'T HAVE ENOUGH FOOD.

THE PRESENTATION LOOKED AMISS, AND I DECIDED THAT |
DIDN'T HAVE THE RIGHT AMOUNT OF CHEESE.
WITH AN HOUR T0 G0 BEFORE THE SOIREE WAS SCHEDULED TO BEGI,

| CALCULATED HOW MUCH TIME | NEEDED T0 TREK T0 THE
MARKET, BUY MORE CHEESE,

AND RETURN HOME WITH ENOUGH TIMETO FINISH GETTING
READY. | ESTIMATED THAT IF I RAN, 1 COULD JUSTABOUT DOIT.





OEBPS/images/9781600613210_0099_001.jpg
AND FOR THE MOST PART, | HAVE.
ISTILL ENTERTAIN OFTEN, BUT

1HAVE LONG SINCE MOVED OUT OF
THEFOURTHFLOOR WALK-UP NOW,

GUESTS WALK DOWNSTAIRS
INTO MY LIVING ROOM.
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Every couple of years. I go through a period of intenge ingornia,
When 1 need to Wrangle up all orts of ways to coax myself to sleep, The
most successtul technique Lve found thus far is to imagine that I'm
saaring backward 10bil1ion years in Ume to the gingularity e now asil
the Big Bang Along the way, Tpass unfamiliar galaxies and azempt to
anderstand how they got there and what, i€ anything inhabits the odd
Surtaces of various planets ond astercids.

Imervelin front of ablack hole and flcat nfinitely towards the event
Horizon, unable to accelerata or decelesate out of the gravitational pull.
Time has Stopped in front of this ceaselessly gorging vortex, and I'm
rendefed patalyzed andsmute by its power.
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| Twentyfveyears afer that dacisive day,

ilLfoted interview — did indsed

impact the

farasting

thing about — possiblfes:

There s always

somathing new to draam of and

alviays differsn cheams o choose.

Andyoy ——— dont

have to pick fust one.
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of my career there. But when | worked there, — I joyfully learned about editorial design,

promational — design, —adverfising,— and—even

become a —— lfelong journsy in

spacialties — in— the — marvalous — discipline

/

that —1s —known — as — graphic — design.
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1 ALSO STARTED TO ENTERTAIN.
I BEGAN BY INVITIG FAMILY AND FRIENDS, o st

EXPANDED THE GATHERINGS TO INCLUDE COLLEAGUES AND NEIGHBORS.

| ALSO EXPERIMENTED WITH COOKING
AND ENJOYED PRESENTING MY HANDMADE
CONCOCTIONS RATHER THAN THE RE-PLATED
s Takeour! HAD PREVIOUSLY BEEN SERVING.

ABOUT A YEAR INTO MY FORAY AS NEW YORK CITY DESIGNER-CUM-HOSTESS, | WAS
INVITED TO DINNER BY ONE OF MY BEST CLIENTS, A WOMAN NAMED KARIN.

SHE WAS A POWERFUL AND BEAUTIFUL MEDIA EXECUTIVE,
AND I WAS EXCITED TO BE WELCOMED INTO HER VERY

EXCLUSIVE CLIQUE. 1 BocHT MYSELF A BRAND NEW BRIGHT PINK
SWEATER FROM BENETTON
AND BROUGHT ALONG THE BEST BOTTLE OF

WINE | COULD AFFORD.
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| ATTEMPTED T0 DECORATE
MY APARTMENT

INAWAY THAT WAS MORE BEFITTING ADULTHOOD,
AND AS SOON AS 1 SAVED ENOUGH MONEY,

| REPLACED THE DINGY MILK CRATES HOLDING

my Books witi A REAL BOOKCASE
AND TRADED IN MY FLOGR-BOUND FUTON
FOR A SLATTED BED WITH A HEADBOARD.

GIVEN MY PROFOUND_LACK OF FUNDS,
IFOUND MYSELF INVESTIGATING A

MYRIAD
0F

DESIGH

ALTERNATIVES

IN AN EFFORT TO

CRAFT MY OWN VERSION

«HOME SWEET HOME.

| USED CONTACT PAPER TO WALLPAPER THE KITCHEN;
1USED DOUBLE-SIDED TAPE TO STICK ONA FAUX TIN-TILE

BACKSPLASH BEHIND THE SINK;

and 1 CREATED CUSTOM FLOOR-TO-CEILING BOOKSHELVES WITH BRICKS
FROM A LOCAL LUMBER STORE
THAT | LUGGED UP THE FOUR FLIGHTS AND
STACKED IN AN ALCOVE BY THE WINDOW.
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WHEN KARIN'S HUSBAND
OPENED THE DOOR T0 THEIR
DOWNTOWN LOFT,

| FELTAS IF | HAD

MOMENTARILY LEFT
THE PLANET.

THE LIGHTS IN THE APARTMENT
GLISTENED LIKE LITTLE STARS, AND THE
GLINK-CLINK OF THE CRYSTAL GLASSES
MADE IT SEEM AS IF ALL OF THE STARS
WERE BLINKING.

1 LOOKED ALL AROUND AND SAW TALL,
SKINNY WOMEN IN SLEEVELESS BLACK
DRESSES

AND SINUOUS UPDOS

AND FELT

DULL AND LUMPY IN COMPARISON.

AND THE Foon!

THERE WAS A TABLE A MILE WIDE PILED
HIGH WITH GLASSES AND BOWLS AND
PLATTERS OF THE MOST GLAMOROUS HORS
V'OEUVRES

1 HAD EVER SEEN.
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WHEN | FIRST MOVED
1o MANHATTAN,

ILIVED ON THE FOURTH FLOOR
OF AN OLD TENEMENT BUILDING

ON 16TH
STREET.

tiived ina “RAILROAD APARTMENT”

WHERE YOU HD T0 WALK
THROUGH ONE ROOM

fo get fo another.
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| HAD TO WALK ranoucs THEIR
BEDROOM IN ORDER T0 G0 wro

OR OUTOF
MY ROOM,

and

|
never

knew
what
fo

expect
ON THE JOURNEY.

WELIVED LIKE THIS UNTIL THEY BROKE UP,
AND BY THEN,
MERCIFULLY, I had enough money to pay the rent by myself.

THIS MEANT THAT | COULD WATCH WHATEVER

TELEVISION PROGRAM | WANTED TO, WHENEVER | WANTED T0,
AND 1 couLD LISTEN To wy music— the Cocteau Twins,
This Mortal Coil, and Modern English—
ASL0UD AS | DAMN WELL PLEASED.
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MY scoreu WAS IN THE BACK OF

THE BUILDING,
AN ARRANGEMENT THAT WAS

RATHER AWKWARD,
ESPECIALLY since

| SHARED +: APARTMENT WITH
A SEXUALLY ACTIVE

ON-AGAIN/OFF-AGAIN

COUPLE.
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