Note: Almost everything showcased here was written over 10 years ago, most in the Spring of 2000, and tweaked only occasionally over the years. It represents a time in my life when I was young and dumb and basically trying to make love to the city, continually endeavoring to uncover or tap its noir essence – an impossible task, most assure you – and failing mostly, metaphorically and literally. These are composites of primarily nighttime excursions, in which the character stalks the caverns and crannies of Manhattan, usually drunk, high, overwhelmed, seduced, maddened, enlivened, brought to his knees. The seeming goal: fall down, get up, write about it later. Fever dream Manhattan; the wilderness years. 
A few of these pieces are none of that. Well, actually, they were begun in the dark ages, but edited [finished?] more recently. There’s more sunlight, clearer eyes. And we’re in Brooklyn. I say “we’re,” because it’s just not me anymore, thankfully. To us and them and that then: A Brooklyn time. For completely new stuff with less goth, more life outside the movies, call it “the Brooklyn years,” check the second and third piece and… stay tuned.
