a

ONLY PROSE
PERREAULT /WEINSTEIN lecoveosocococccens




PP p—

:**‘l—** **%:
from * FAME QUEEN ¥

I I

by Jeff Weinstein

Even though queen is a derogatory word, to women, to class, to
popular culture, I have to use it now. My best friend is chang-
ing in ways I don't recognize, even though of course we all
change all the time, at different speeds - but this, this is
too much too fast - not fast enough he says, and that's the
problem. He's an artist, which nowadays in New York City means
a visual artist. Already I can hear the moans of musicians,
conceptual performers, even writers, itchy little moans,

or "what's this creep talking about.” My friend just got a
haircut, more than he could afford, and got his picture taken
as a model for someone else's art ("he's smart, using me").
I've imagined all these people on one end of a camera or another,
plugged in back and front with all their hands out. I've heard
them talking “behind one another's back® - how else could you
talk chained to each other that way - although I can't under-
stand what their content is. I say “shop talk" and they laugh
at me - I'm nice enough so they're polite, and actually, now
that I think about it, it may be because of who my best friend
is, becoming famous. That's all he's doing, as far as I'm
concerned, that's the same as losing your identity or at least
your integrity. He would sell himself for what he wanted.

Yet one can analyze it another way. Artists aren't hurting
anybody, at least not as much as the Heimz King or someone
comparable, also they aren't making enough money to live, and
they are, as my best friend said, the only people left who are
rewarded, if they are rewarded at all, for their innovations.
Innovating all the time means being different from the next
artist; influenced by, but different from. You add to the general
consciousness, and since I like art I suppose this is okay,

but every time I see my best friend I get a lump in my head -
what happened to you? Where did your ability to work by yourself
go? I hate innocence for what it implies, but oh I wish he was
like he was befare.

I'm losing my skill to tell you. The only way this can be inter-
esting is to understand it. Let's say you believe “your only
sickness is not being famous.” Or "he can't handle his fame."

He will have sex with you to get a review. Yet he was responsible
for getting me... But. Yet. How long do old friends hang on
before they can't run on sentimental vapors? When did my friend
change - that's only interesting to me, what I mean is, when

do fame queens get up there, and do they ever rest.
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My Obsession

It should be clear, I am making it clear now, I am not obsessed
with what other people think about me. I couldn't care less
about fame. But I am interested in my friend - what I wanted

to admit was a slight obsession I have about happiness. I want
to propose something: let's say something small could be blocking
your movement from the little room to the great hall, something -
well, when I was young I found myself lying in the office of some
doctor syringing my ear with hot water. He stopped and showed me,
in a kidney-shaped silver pan, an enormous chunk of wax.

“THAT WILL NEVER BLOCK YOU AGAIN"

My hearing that afternoon was so delicate I needed cotton plugs.

I am obsessed with pulling out a curled hair from under my skin.

If it ian't a hair it will be something else. I once thought

that I would pass (as doctors say) a blockage, like the plug
ripped out. But no. I shouldn't talk any more about this, I'am sure,
because

“WE MUSTN'T ANTICIPATE THE PAST"

That is my proposal - that happiness doean't hang on chance.

My Mailbox

Yesterday that box was labeled by an impressed strip which read
GWOMXKIE. The X wasn't an X but either a blur or a P; I figured
the P because if you try to say the word GWOMKIE your tongue
precipitates a P sound one way or another. The box was empty,
for the first time in eight mailbox dayss

I first noticed an unlabeled box had a carrot in it, but it was
locked. The next day the carrot was cleaner, peeled.

Third day an onion. A note on the door read: "wechseln wie

ein zwiebel mit kopf in grund.” After that nothing, then some
meat like stewing beef. (A small plastic rabbit in the hallway.)
Someone pried the box open and tried, I imagined, to stuff a
head of lettuce or something in because shreds of white-green
leaf stuck to the little metal door. They tasted metallic.

I didn't check the mailbox the next day because I was running
to find the source of some smoke.

There was a dirty knife. I was beginning to lose my ability to
expect these idiotic things so thoughtlessly. I wanted to know
when it would be done. When the name appeared on the box I assumed
it would all stop. Who were the GWOMXKIES? Most people were couples
with different names. I saw a letter and wrongly assumed that was
the end of the matter. The letter was still there the next day, the
same one. Peering in: it is addressed to me. I have no key.







