I woke up one morning and he was already up.  By the feel of things, he’s been awake for a while.  “What the hell are you doing?”  No response came.  I guess he was cleaning or something.  He’s usually up before I am.

My birth name is Alexander Phillips.  I was born and raised in Washington State.  Both of my parents were tragic children of the hippie era and I am a product of their hallucinogenic love.  What a life.  My childhood wasn't typical in the sense that both parents were always under some sort of foreign influence whether it was intravenous or sublingual.  At any rate, I never really had any friends in the schoolyard nor any in my neighborhood.  I grew up poor and my house was a pigsty.  Neither mother nor father would come home with enough energy or patience to clean.  After a hard day of whatever it was that they did to support the drug habits, they wanted to come home and have a nice drink and then go off and do…God knows what.  

In the schoolyard, everyone thought of me as the reject.  My teachers were always concerned for me due to my lack of hygiene.  They would often ask, “How are things at home?”  They had no idea what they were getting themselves into.  I kept to myself and wasn’t too social.  I never bothered to answer my teachers’ questions.  "Everything's fine" I would say, and nothing more.  In class I would hardly participate in discussions.  I would never raise my hand to answer questions.  I wouldn't even answer the simple ones nor would I answer the difficult ones that nobody else but myself knew the answer to.  After school, I would slip out unnoticed and walk home alone and always very slowly.  While en route, I would wonder about my life, my future, and my family.  What would become of me?  What did my future hold?  Being only a mere ten years old at the time, my mind was always busy and I wondered about things that normal ten year olds didn't wonder about.  I wanted to have some idea of where my life was leading me.  Little did I know that one day a small article I had written for a college paper would be the beginning of my illustrious career as a world-renowned author.  

Sometime during my fifth grade year, soon after I turned eleven, I started talking to myself on my walks home.  My personal thoughts became verbal though, very hushed and to myself.  Soon after, I would start speaking louder - on my walks home as well as other places - and my parents would often wonder if I had gotten into their drug stash.  That wouldn’t be likely since they kept their treasures locked down from others.  It’s a wonder how our home never got burglarized amidst the euphoric trances, the neglected door locks and the over all bad neighborhood we lived in.  I continued my singular conversations well into my teen years.

At around the age of fourteen, when I entered high school, I started noticing strange changes in my body and ways of thinking; typical of any teen really but normally a bit earlier.  I was always told that I developed slower than most other boys.  That was probably due to the fact that I was, and always will be, a loner.  Because of that, I didn’t concern myself with things such as girls and friends and social standings.  I was only fourteen.  I laugh to myself right now when I think back.  How odd I must have appeared to my schoolmates.

About the middle of my freshman year, I noticed a girl who sat a few rows from me in my English class.  Her name was Katherine.  She wasn't the cutest girl in the school.  She wasn't the prettiest.  She was far from the smartest.  But there was something about her that attracted me.  Maybe it was the innocence.  I play with words now and smile at the comparative I used.  "Innocence."  Stupidity is more like it.  But we were young and impetuous minds and bodies dancing on the thin ice that is, the first year of high school.

By now, I had all but learned how to build a house for myself and mix a good martini.  My parents were broke and so I was forced to work humiliating jobs.  However, since I was only fourteen going on fifteen, any job seemed admirable to have to other people.  My father did odd jobs for a shipping company.  He would work the night shifts at the railroads just a few miles from our little shack of a home.  My mother was a cliché drug user turned prostitute.  How sad.  Both parents would get home some time during the mid-morning hours exhausted and with that empty and lonely state of mind that follows a nightly shift of humiliation and angst.  My father would come home and head straight for the shower.  My mother would come through the door with this expression on her face that looked as if she had just sold her soul to the lowest bidder ten times over.  She would then toss her gaudy high heels or boots (which has "whore" written all over them) onto the floor of whatever room she happened to be in and just collapse on the couch.  I watched this every weekend for years.  Thank God for school or else I'd witness this every morning of the week.  

This all started around my junior high years.  That was about the time that their sexual revolution came to an end and the drug use was no longer considered kosher.  Their way of living was quickly diminishing and they had to go out and find real jobs like I did.  And by the time I entered high school, I had discovered a new meaning to the word “alone.”

My father, after his shower, would come out grumbling about how he hated his life, how he hated my mother, and then he would beat her, awake or not, and then he would beat me.  After a few months of that, my mother got fed up and ran out on us so that left me to take on all of the abusive energy my father had to dish out.  I soon realized one grim evening that after every beating, he would go and mix himself a drink of some sort or, just drink it straight from the bottle.  It was normally a dark brown bottle.  Perhaps it was a cheap whiskey or maybe a low-grade scotch.  The dark brown bottles always tended to make him more violent.  I would lock myself in the bathroom whenever I saw him reach for that piece of ebony glasswork.  I sometimes would see him drinking a clear liquor that calmed him down fairly quickly and made him relax.

I soon learned how to mix a good martini.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

At school, the kids always asked me if I got into a fight after school of the day before.  Of course, being the textbook abused child, I would say no and tell them something typical such as "I fell down."  After a while, they stopped asking and annexed me just as they did in previous years.  The bruises on my face and body were telltale signs of an abusive home but nobody took the initiative to do anything about it.  I shrugged it off and figured that that was the way people were.  My teachers would look at me funny with a somewhat worried look on their faces.  I knew they didn't really care.  One day in English, as I was struggling to stay awake during a reading of a Hemmingway book, I felt a tap on my knee.  I opened my sleepy eyes just a crack to see who it was.

"Are you alright?"  It was Katherine.  My eyes opened wide suddenly and I found myself short of breath.  This was just out of my character.  I was always calm, collected, and very apathetic to my surroundings.  Now to my readers, don't think that this is going to turn into some typical high school love drama.  I detest those.

I looked at her and could barely manage a nod.  I decided to compose myself quickly and to just go back to my half lucid world of brown bottles, homework assignments, and the long walk home; the only peace that I get out of my torturous days.

"I noticed that you're always sleepy in school.  Don't you sleep at night?"  Though I liked her in the trivial sense, I found her second question annoying.  Sure it was nice that she cared enough to ask but really, if someone acts as if they don't wish to speak, leave them be.  I let out a somewhat audible sigh and looked at her out of the corner of my eye.  

"Yes, I sleep.  I just don't find this class very interesting that's all."  I thought about my words for a second and looked at the expression on her face.  I decided to carry on in somewhat of a friendlier tone.  

"Pay attention to the teacher.  I wouldn't want you to get in trouble on account of me."   She forced a smile and slowly turned back to the front of the class.  I lamented my fortune of the conversation.  If it were outside of class or, somewhere that nobody was around, it would have been different.  But as always, I detached myself and thought nothing more of it.

The rest of my freshman year was basically just that.  I brushed everything off and I never talked to anyone.  Katherine soon gave up on me and ignored me reluctantly.  The summer after my freshman year was typical; sunny days, warm temperatures, girls outside playing, and the beatings continued.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

By the time I turned seventeen, I was near the end of my Junior year.  I had learned how to build cabinets as well as how to speak moderate amounts of French.  I took art classes and was beaten for it because I used money my father needed for cigarettes and whiskey.  How I hated that brown bottle.  I made friends with others who were tossed aside for being different and introverted.  I started to write.  I was horrible at it.  I was taught basic guidelines on poetry, prose, story telling and even a little bit on how screen plays worked.  It was all too much and I got them all confused.  The pieces I wrote started out basic and quite elementary and evolved into complex scenarios that nobody but the insane could follow.  Though I had no fans, my friends remained loyal and throughout the summer after my Junior year, they listened to my writings and slowly developed an understanding for what I was trying to say.

I was introduced to an underground magazine editor named Jacob Reston.  Interesting fellow.  He had a pension for young girls and snakes.  I never asked him about his personal life.  He was the uncle of one of the castaways I associated with and he wanted to read a few of my writings.  That catapulted me into a dizzying world of faux publicity, phony women, disturbing phone calls from stoned out groupies, and nightly dinners of cigarette smoke and canned beans.  Thank God for the cigarette smoke.

Wait.  Let me back up for a second.

Katherine had become sort of a model figure in my high school.  She did many school events and was enrolled in all honors courses.  Her goal in life was to become president though I thought it stupid.  She dated this guy steadily through her sophomore and junior years and was quoted in the monthly newspaper that they were “high school sweethearts” and would marry after college.  I think his name was Ted.

They broke up the day after the junior prom when she refused to have sex with him.  Maybe if he waited for the senior prom he would have had a better chance.  Oh well.  Love is fickle.  

While walking through the halls one morning between my classes, I saw her at her locker and she smiled at me.  I glanced at her and then kept walking.  I never forgot that look.  For some reason that split second stuck in my memory to this very day.  

After school that day, I headed home alone.  My friends went to some party that I had no interest in joining.  My one-sided conversations were now so commonplace to me that I believed that I had someone walking beside me.  My voice grew louder then softer as the cars passed by.  I believed that my words were made inaudible by the noise they made as they rushed past.  No doubt people thought me to be insane.  Strange how I knew there was nobody there and yes people constantly stared but I couldn’t stop myself from speaking.  Someone told me that I was insane but all geniuses are.  I laughed at her and said that I didn’t like medication.

Katherine rode by on her bicycle after her speech session and I guess she saw me from across the street.  She slowed down and yelled my name.

“ALEX!!!”  I think I was discussing the difference between being intelligent and being smart.  I didn’t hear her.  “ALEX!”  I heard it faintly and looked around.

“WHAT?!”  She smiled at my response.  If anything, I was taken back by her grab at my attention but I stood still and stared at her.  She started crossing the street when it was clear.

Looking at her crossing the street I thought myself over.  My dirty blonde hair was heavy from not bathing for three days and my drab clothing of years gone by seemed to be in shameful condition.  She wore a pink t-shirt and a thin white cotton shirt underneath and she had lightly faded blue jeans on.  Her blonde hair was tied back in a long ponytail.  Her eyes were wide with kindness and intelligence and her cheeks were pink from the June heat.  She approached me somewhat out of breath and I saw her face up close for the first time.  She had changed quite a bit since that day in English class.

“What were you talking about just now?”  Her question came as a shock to me.  I didn’t think she was ridiculing me but why else would she ask?  I started walking again and she got off her bike and walked beside me.

“Nothing really.  Just thinking out loud.”  She giggled.  “Oh is that what you call it?”  I looked at her and she smiled innocently.  I knew she wasn’t trying to hurt me.

“You can call it whatever you want.”  She looked straight ahead and I saw out of the corner of my eye her pale, delicate fingers holding on to the handlebars.  She took in a breath and started again.

“I hear that you do some interesting writing.”  I turned my head quickly and jetted out “How did you know?”

“Someone told me.  They said that your works are strange and different and hard to understand.”

“So why are you interested?”

“Just curious.  I want to know what goes on in that head of yours sometimes.”  I stopped walking and looked at her.  My hands were sweating pools into my pockets.  Why does she care?  What after the past year has kept her interests with me?

“You wouldn’t like what you read.  It’s all just scribbling.”  I paused then turned my head and looked down the sidewalk.  “I sort of like to be alone when I walk home if that’s alright with you.”  With that, my annoyance and intrigue was gone and I watched it ride away.  At the corner, she turned left and I went the opposite direction wondering what I was talking about before she yelled my name.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Jacob Reston became a close friend of mine while the others from high school sort of drifted away.  Jacob helped me develop my writing and further exploit my talents to an uninterested crowd.  Though I was going nowhere, my name was at least getting circulated.  The only payment he asked of me was to help him around his dilapidated apartment twice a week

I started giving readings at deserted poetry clubs occupied by homeless men and drunkards.  After each reading I felt less and less fulfilled and Jacob would pat me on the back and buy me a drink.

“You’ll be famous one day.  I promise.”  He was warm and always had a hand on my shoulder or back.  I got used to his touch soon after.

By now, I spent more and more time at Jacob’s place.  I went to school, and worked a bit then it was off to his apartment filled with strange art and lace.  At first I thought the lace was to intrigue the little girls but when the girls stopped coming by and I saw more boys my age, I started sleeping on the couch.  Whenever I did return home, my father would yell and curse and beat me as usual and then ask me for money when he was through.  I had become numb to his fists and I separated myself from my body every time he would come at me.  Why did I go home now and then?  I can only say that it was probably because I was his son and felt obligated to check in on him.

I became Jacob’s housekeeper and he taught me many things.  The more time we spent together the further away from my father I became.  By graduation, I had all but forgotten about the man.  

Jacob though not much older than me was like a father figure.  I think he was probably only nine years my senior.  I didn’t pry into his daily life and we respected each other’s privacy.  To this day I couldn’t tell you what he did for a living but he made enough to take care of all of my needs from the clothes on my back to the hardly used soap in the shower.  He even proved to be quite an emotionally supportive person.  He helped me through hard times and when I felt dejected after being turned down by every publisher and editor I found, Jacob was there to make me believe that I was worth something.

“You’ll be famous one day.  I promise.”

He lived in a posh apartment though it was just filthy inside.  It was more of an eclectic mess than actually filthy.  You would have never known him to be rich by looking at him.  It made me laugh at times.  I wondered if I could ever be the unwashed fat cat that Jacob was.

One morning as I finished my bi-weekly shower, he walked by and asked, “Who is it that you are constantly talking to?”  All I could do was stare.  “If you’re going to have an invisible friend you might as well give him a name.”  I had never thought of this before.  

“Does he have a face?  A body?  Or is he just something that’s there that you talk to?”  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Why are you asking me all this now?”  For some reason, I was upset.  

“I don’t know.  Wanted to talk to you about something but couldn’t think of anything.  So, does he have a face?”  A wave of heat followed by a wave of sheer ice flowed over my body and I shivered.  

“Well, yes I guess he has a face.”  I gathered myself and cleared my throat and walked over to the couch where my clothes were.  I sat down with the towel around my waist and rested my elbows on my knees.

“What does he look like?”

I started to daze off.  Just recently I had found myself dazing off into space for hours and not think of anything.  This was the first time that something came to mind.  “He’s in his late 40’s and is a bit on the husky side.”

“Uh huh.”  I looked up at Jacob and for the first time, I saw his eyes concentrated on me and my words with genuine interest and intrigue.  He had a dish in his hand as he was setting the table for breakfast and he stood there motionless.  His expression was warm and I didn’t feel embaressed or uncomfortable about this topic so, I continued.

“He’s sort of unshaven.  Kind of like you after three days but with white or gray hairs.  His eyes are small and narrow.  He sort of looks like your typical old man with a twinge of insanity in his eyes.”  There was a silence.  I thought back and heard my voice in my head and thought to myself “Why did I just blurt all that out?  I’m losing it.”

“What color eyes does he have?”  I laughed.  Not sure why.

“Uh... blue, I guess.”

“What’s his name?”

“He doesn’t have one.”  

“You should give him one.  The conversations you have are quite deep.  Someone of that intelligence should at least have a name.”  I thought he was joking.

“Are you making fun of me?”  Now he laughed and set the dish down.

“No not at all.  I just find you fascinating.”  He walked towards me and sat down.  “Look.  I don’t care what you talk about or whom you’re talking to really.  I’m just curious as to how your mind works.”  I thought of Katherine.  “Sorry if I’m probing too much.  Just wanted to ask.”  

“I’ll think about it and get back to you with a name.”  We smiled and he laughed then went back to setting the table.  I started getting dressed.  A book of baby names would have been helpful right about now.  

As I was putting on my three year old pair of blue jeans and a white t-shirt, I started thinking of Katherine.  I remembered the first day in English that she asked me why I was sleepy all the time.  I started thinking of my high school years and how people can change so much over short periods of time.  I tried to figure out if I learned anything useful in high school.  I thought over advice people gave me, mathematical equations I had memorized, rules of grammar that were crammed into my brain, I came up with nothing.  What a waste of four years.  My thoughts went back to Katherine and English class.

What was that book we were reading?  It was a dismal work by a dismal man and it had great despair behind the words.  I hated the book but I loved the author.  His descriptive phases went on for what seemed like most of the novel and his use of the English language was amazing to the point of disgust.  Hemmingway I think was his name.  Now if only I can remember the title of that damn novel.

I walked out into the kitchen and sat down.  There was white toast, some scrambled eggs, a muffin, and some bacon.

