
All I ever see is blue. Always blue. Navy, baby, cerulean, it didn’t matter. Blue Oxford button 
downs tucked into salmon colored shorts or khaki pants or anything with a Tommy Hilfiger tag. 
There was no style to any of them and even less substance. Boring misrepresentations of vineyard 
aristocracy, mingled with hints of last-year’s hipster sheen. Looking down on everyone below, 
silently judging in their costume of inner self-loathing draped in outward arrogance. 
 
 Was I doing the same? Probably. That’s what this town is all about. Sizing up your 
opponent. Finding out their lineage, where they’re from, where they went to school, what they 
studied, do they have a job, internship, chance of upward mobility in the near future, did they 
have a girlfriend/boyfriend/both? Inquiries running through the heads of people in the current of 
social standing, mingling with the world, hoping to connect with someone. Anyone who might 
find you entertaining, and you them.  
 
 I needed a drink. The bar was filling quickly. I wedged myself beside two brunettes I 
overheard chatting about grad school applications. The taller one had large breasts that were 
wrapped in a tan, silk blouse. The shorter girl had fairer skin and eyes of dark green marble and a 
smile that reminded me of my first crush, my first love, my first woman. But then again they all 
do.  
 I ordered a whiskey from the cute bartender, paid her, leaving a substantial tip as she 
looked past me with dead eyes. I knew that look. A look I paint to my face near everyday. A 
business face. If your business is making people feel comfortable and happy to be where they are.  
A face that gives away nothing. I liked her. I understood her. She was gone though. Moved on to 
another asshole looking for his medicine.  
 My eyes surveyed the white walled room for Tate. We separated shortly after entering the 
gallery and I had no idea where he had wandered. He was prone to disappearing and had a talent 
for fading into parties, flowing through the arteries of conversation, popping in and out of 
moments, staying only as long as his attention span would allow. I knew he would show up 
eventually, so I sipped my whiskey and drank in the art hanging from the walls. The works were 
not to my liking. Nostalgic graffiti too heavily influenced by Banksy, Mr. Brainwash and 
Sheppard Fiery but never distinguished. “Uninspired” an art critic might say. I started to feel sick 
in my own pretension. It was all just so boring, save for one piece. A small 20x20 illustration of 
seedy bar room scene peopled with familiar cartoon characters drunkenly lusting over a pole 
dancer who was either a bunny or a cat, I couldn't tell. I thought it was clever.  
 It was then when Rebecca found me. "What do you think of the work?"  
 “Beautiful.” 
 "They fucking suck and you know it." She spat back.  
 Rebecca Price. She always had a way with words. ‘You think you could fuck me better 
than my date?’ Were the first words she had ever spoken to me. It was at a New-Year's Eve party. 
She was blond then and was going through what she called her, "stepford" phase. That night we 
found out I was better than her date, but only that once, since then I've known her through three 
boyfriends, one girlfriend and immeasurable colors and cuts of hair. At the moment she was 
fashioned with feminine mohawk, metallic red that fell just below her left cheek. She was tall, 
5'10'' and when she wore high heals, as she did tonight, she towered over most and could stare me 
straight in the eye. Her black sweater enveloped her, tapered around her thighs and hanging off 
one shoulder. Always stylish. Always swearing.  Always desirable.  
 "I don't know. This one isn't so bad."  
 "That one?" She eyed the illustration. "I knew you'd like this one, you pervert. I slipped it 
in without Sheena knowing. When she saw it though, she praised herself for her 'diverse eye.' 
Fucking cunt. She has disastrous taste." 
 Becca never missed an opportunity to abase her boss. Sheena was Boston 'old money,' 
who's husband was in finance. The two dabbled in art, philanthropy, politics, etc. All the 



trappings of a power couple. Becca was her assistant. 
 "Tell me how you really feel." 
 She laughed. "Where's Tate?" 
 "Mingling." 
 "Shit. He better not embarrass me."  
 "If he's going to embarrass anyone, it will be himself."  
 Making our way through the room, we mused about the art on the walls and the society 
surrounding us. Basking in the aura of the room was much more interesting and fulfilling than 
looking at the pictures on the wall.  
 
 We found Tate bloviating to a small crowd that seemed intent on listening to what he had 
to say. "I think they're cool. There are bright colors and most don't ask too much. I feel like I’m 
watching an Italian film, but not reading the subtitles. Some have staccato energy, most don’t ask 
too much of me.” Either I was drunk or he was making some good points. “They make me feel 
like I’m at a party.”  
 "You are at a party!” Becca scoffed at Tate’s appraisal, looking down on him from her blue 
satin stilts.  
 "It's light hearted. It's fun."  
 "Fun? It should be more than fun. It's supposed to move you or make you think or give you 
something new or... or ... Fucking be more than fun!” 
 “What do you think?”  
 The discussion between Becca and Tate abruptly ended when an older woman in the most 
fashionable horn-rimmed glasses I had ever seen directed this question to me. 
 “Oh, you don’t want to know what I think.”  
 “Yes I do. That’s why I asked.”  
 “Oh… well.” I pondered for a moment. “I guess it is fun. I’m finding it hard to judge 
everything too harshly but I think some of it’s not very original. The graffiti prints evoke a 
nostalgic feel I guess... but for a time that I don’t remember. There is something so depressing 
about art work that can't draw you in. Something you forget the moment you look away. A person 
put their time and effort into that piece. To dismiss it seems rude. But is it rudder to make me 
look when there is nothing to see. In the end, is both our time wasted?” 
 I don’t know if she was impressed or disgusted. I continued, “It does illicit a sense of fun 
though. But what the fuck do I know? I’m just a nobody.” She gave me a half smile and made her 
gracefully exited, followed by the intellectual leeches around us.  
 “Was it something I said?” 
 "You're both philistines."  
 “Well done Amory.” Tate said. “And fuck you for calling me a philistine. I'm entitled to 
my own interpretations and opinions."  
 “Not when they’re wrong.”  
 That's when I took my leave of their conversation. I sneaked my way through the crowd 
that seemed to have recently doubled in size. I found the exit to the back ally and stepped through 
a porthole where warm night air caressed my face as I inhaled the aromas of garbage and run off 
water. I slipped my hand in my vest pocket and found the joint I had rolled earlier that morning. I 
lit it and congratulated myself for my brilliant foresight. I breathed deep and let the relaxation 
flow over me.  
 I had only a brief moment alone, for the door sprang open and there appeared the bartender 
with the dead eyes.  
 Her white shirt, freckled with spots of alcohol cut through the darkness. We acknowledged 
each other as she put a cigarette in her mouth. A strong mouth. One that curved up at the ends like 
into sly smirk. "Looks like we had the same idea." She lit a cigarette. "Though yours seems a step 
up from mine."  



 I offered her the joint.  
 "Thanks." She took a hit. "So what do you think of that in there?" She had a soft beauty to 
her, inviting and exciting like the kid-sister of your best friend. Her auburn hair had been pulled 
into a ponytail with stray curls popping from the sides. An eventual recession of put-togetherness 
that happens along the course of an endless night of work.  
 "I don't know. I'm not an art critic."  
 "You have eyes."  
  And so did she. Deep blue. Reanimated.  
 "It's fine." I said after a moment of consideration. "Colorful. Makes me feel like I'm at a 
party. You?" 
 "I suppose it is colorful. I haven't formed an opinion yet. I'm Inez."  
 "Amory."  
 "Amory?" She took a moment. "How about that... I don't think I've ever met an Amory 
before. Cool." I watched in silent submission as she conversed with herself. "What's your story, 
Amory?"  
 "A boring one, to be sure." I took a long drag and passed the joint back to her. "Do you like 
your job?"  
 "Sometimes." It was then that I caught her checking me out. A quick up and down with her 
eyes. "Catering usually sucks. I like when I get to work parties at big houses. The bigger the 
better. That way it's harder for them to notice when something goes missing."  
 "So you're a thief?"  
 "I wouldn't say that." She looked to the sky. For inspiration perhaps. "I like to think of 
myself more as a liberator. Freeing the oligarchs of the their material prisons. One possession at a 
time."   
 It was then that the door opened with a flood of light sprayed upon us. Inez quickly hid the 
joint behind her back.  
 “Dude, there you are.” Tate hung in the doorway. "We're leaving, I've got two girls who 
want to... oh... hello."  
 "Howdy." Inez answered. 
 "Tate." He extended his hand.  
 She took it. "Inez." 
 "Pleasure." Tate gave me a look with a raised eyebrow. "I'll be out front when you're ready. 
Nice to meet you."  
 "Likewise." And he was gone.  
 "I better get going. It was nice chatting with you, Inez."   
 "You too. Enjoy the girls." I couldn't help but laugh as I made my way to the door. "Here." 
She tried to give me back the half smoked joint.  
 "Keep it." And I left her in the dark.  
 I said goodbye to Becca and thanked her for the invite. As I left the clamor of aristocracy, 
buzzing about creative mediocrity, I thought that I might have been too hard on the artwork. 
Those thoughts melted away when I overheard a woman in a chartreuse sarong explain to a friend 
that she bought two because they "matched the decor of her sitting room." I can't explain why I 
dislike these people so much. It's probably partly my fault. Mostly theirs. The aloof malaise, 
stemmed from breeding that separates them from the surrounding lower economic class.  
 I was glad to be leaving.  
 The girls I found Tate with were the two I had noticed earlier at the bar. The taller one with 
the tan blouse gave me a suspicious look with dark eyes, surrounded by smoky shadow. Her hair 
was shoulder length and thick, cut to a style reminiscent of Faye Dunaway in Bonnie and Clyde. 
She was the one I was to accompany for the remainder of the night and I found no problem with 
the situation. She was curvy in all the right ways. Strong hips began her long, muscular legs. She 
must have played soccer or was a runner in her younger days. She introduced herself as Thalia 



and had a firm handshake. Her friend Urania, wrapped in Tate's blazer had a timid look about her. 
She was a head shorter than Thalia. Standing in saddle shoes, her dark skirt dropped above her 
ankles as she shivered in the spring night. She had a soft beauty that seemed to signal men that 
she needed protection. Her eyes told a different story though.  
 "Shall we go?" Asked Thalia.     
 Our foursome headed up Beacon Hill to a bar Tate assured was a good time. I lagged 
behind with Thalia and tried to think of something to say that might fill the silence between us. 
Tate and Urania were engrossed in conversation. Tate more so than the girl on his arm. She kept 
spying over her shoulder, looking back at us. I was feeling pretty high and time seemed to be 
slowing. I should say something, I thought to myself. 
 "How do you know Urania?" It seemed like as good a question as any to ask.  
 "We had a class together. And once she stole a boyfriend of mine!" She said more to her 
friend than to me.  
 "He was not your boyfriend." Urania shot back. "You should thank me for that." 
 "Really? Why?"  
 "He was... how do I say this... underendowed." Tate then whispered something in her ear 
then that made her scoff. He was doing quite well for himself. I was struggling with the silence.  
 Thalia helped though. "What about you two?"  
 "He stole a boyfriend of mine once as well." She laughed. Laughing is good. "We've 
known each other since forever. He lived a few houses down from me when we were growing up. 
We played soccer together, went to high school together, all that fun coming of age stuff."  
 "I used to play soccer too." I was right. A soccer players body is a thing of beauty, I've 
lusted over too many to not spot one when it's in front of me.  
 "Do you still play?"  
 "I wish. I've become lazy and school eats up most of my free time. I can't wait for it to be 
over. You?"  
 "Yep. I used to play in a league but that ended. Now we have a pick up game that plays 
on the weekends near Bunker Hill."  
  This seemed to spark her interest, so I continued with the subject. I was just happy to get 
her talking. And smiling. I liked her face, it was soft and kind and she had a chin scar that melded 
into a dimple. It made her smile look a little off-center. A perfect imperfection that makes a face 
unique. I feel the best qualities people have are the things about themselves that they dislike. 
Sometimes it's a birthmark in an obtrusive spot or a cowlick. The things that set us apart from the 
crowd but keep us totally normal in our self abnormalities.  
 The Monogram was a brick-walled tavern of measurable size and pallid decor. The 
confines in a watering hole of this caliber affords a strange privacy. Sparse in lighting but electric 
in an atmospheric mixing of uptown culture and downtown abandon. Blue collar men and white 
collar women mingling safely in dark corners. Displayed through pools of diffused light, newly 
made acquaintances explore each other verbally and physically as the liqueur pours and the 
morals recede. A typical Friday night in a city that goes to sleep too early.  
 "Who wants drinks? First rounds on me." Everyone's eyes lit up when I said that.  
 "Vodka and Red Bull." Spat Tate. 
 I looked to Thalia. "Belvedere and soda." 
 Urania had a strained look on her face as she stared off into some space, lost in her mind. 
"I'll have a Harvey Wallbanger." She popped. "If they have Galliano. If not, I'll have a French 75. 
Thanks."  
 Drinks can be an easy indicator of both the type of person you are and the night you plan 
on having. Tate's showed he was ready to party and wanted to keep his energy up. The Red Bull 
was more important than the vodka he drank. He would drink any alcohol put in front of him. 
Thalia's Belvedere and soda told me that she expected top shelf but didn't really know the 
difference and she wanted to get drunk with the least amount of caloric intake. And the French 75 



was a curveball for me but any time someone orders a dated drink like that it tends to shows a 
sense of self-importance and a need to feel different. The whiskey I was getting just told me I 
wanted to get drunk.  
 They didn't have Galliano. As I thought they wouldn't. There was a lull at the bar when I 
arrived so the drinks came out fairly quickly. I had to explain to the bartender what was in a 
French 75. She seemed a little annoyed with my order. Most of the patrons are usually just beer 
and easy mixed drinks. I tipped her a little extra and balanced the drinks in my hand as I made my 
way back to the gang.  
 "Thanks." Thalia said with a wink. "Did you roffie it?" 
 I was beginning to like this girl. "How did you know?" 
 "I can taste it." She took a sip, "Mmmm. Taste's like subjugation."  
 She was funny. And I was starting to feel the effects of the alcohol and drugs I had 
ingested. I felt great. Loose and free in a way that only the onset of inebriation can bring. A wave 
of calm washed through me, born at the base of my skull and expanding out to my extremities, 
landing in my soft fingers. Tentacles of second hand smoke crept in from the open door, mingling 
with Thalia's Clinique and the aroma of beer that surrounded us. Drinking it in, I inhaled deeply 
and let the silence of my mind take over. 
 I needed music. I made my way to the jukebox in the corner. It was a newer model, 
digital and glowing in all its phosphorescent magnificence. A beacon for drunkards, willing to 
sacrifice their cash in exchange for stimulating ambience. 
 Choosing an exciting jukebox playlist at a bar is a skill in which I pride myself. It's as 
much about setting a mood as it is invoking a response from your fellow companions. The song 
selection should be an extension of one's personality, current mood and taste. It can't be solely 
made up of music you love but rather music everyone should love. Or love to hate.  
 I put in a five and began my search, swiping through the pixilated landscape of album 
covers blaring at me. An opening song is most important. You must hook the audience from the 
start, gaining their trust and showing them you mean business. With only six tracks per fiver, the 
first must set the tone and get the room behind you. Some say you should judge the crowd and 
chose the songs from there. I disagree. I let the playlist stand for itself. To stand for me. I then 
judge the crowd based on the response. If they're judging the music, by extension they are 
judging me. So if you pick songs based on the crowd, you start on a footing that gives the 
audience all the power. Then you're bound to fail. I stick to my guns and never apologize for the 
choices I make.  
 Song one: Juicy by The Notorious B.I.G. Who doesn't love Biggie?  
 Song two: Digital Love by Daft Punk.  
 Now that's two contemporary classics, if people can't get behind those tracks, there is no 
hope for humanity.  
 "Choosing something good?" Thalia asked as she leaned against the jukebox, sipping her 
quickly receding drink, eying me intensely. It was then I began feel my heart beating in my chest.  
 Song three: P.Y.T by Michael Jackson. Always throw in the king of pop.  
 "I have excellent taste in music."  
 Song four: Walking on a Dream by Empire of the Sun.  
 "Ha." It was more of an exclamation, rather than a laugh. "I'll be the judge of that. What 
have ya got?"  
 Song five: Niggas in Paris by Kanye West and Jay Z.  
 "You'll have to wait. If I tell you, it will spoil the surprise." 
 Song six. Baby by Justin Bieber. Because, why not? 
 She rolled her eyes. I knew I had her. I could taste the lustful tension between us. I let my 
gaze linger on her, making sure she noticed I was checking her out. We then rejoined Tate and 
Urania.  
 "This guy will always find the jukebox." Tate announced. "Like a moth to a flame."  



 Urania looked up to Tate and asked, "Are you a music lover?"  
 "A life lived in the company of music is a life well lived."  
 Tate's poetics surprised me.  
 "I'll drink to that." Urania raised her glass and we followed suit, downing our drinks as 
my first song began to play.  
 "This yours?" Tate asked, pointing to the celling as the speakers spoke the lyrics, ‘Fuck 
all you hoes, get a grip motherfucker.’ I nodded.  
 "Excellent choice." Thalia patted my ass. "Let's dance."  
 "I'll need another drink first."  
 "Ladies, another round?" Tate collected the empty glasses. "Amory and I will get the 
drinks and meet you on the dance floor."  
 "Come on." Thalia took Urania's hand and led her to the small puddle of dancers as Tate 
and I made our way to the bar.  
 As Tate flagged down the bartender, my attention stayed on our dancing company.  
 "Here." Tate forced an overflowing shot glass into my hand. I downed it without a second 
thought. The glazed haze of the room I saw must have been mirrored on my face as I watched, 
transfixed on Thalia's hair as it whipped through the air, brushing her neck, flowing through the 
air. Her hips swayed and her eyes were calling to me each time we locked our gaze, catching only 
for fleeting moments. I could feel my heart pounding harder, heavy forceful pounds. Every 
second stretched to an eternity as I watched the flowers on her skirt blossom in my mind as she 
twirled.    
 I felt Tate's arm fall upon my shoulder. "Great night." I nodded, my gaze unwavering. 
"Should we head back to your place and keep this party going?"  
 "Sure." 
 
I popped a bottle of champagne to celebrate our successful stumble back to my South End 
apartment. As I poured, steadying my hand desperately trying not to spill, Urania was wandering 
around the ground floor, lightly running her fingers across each piece of furniture she passed. I 
watched as she eyed the section of my wall I thought of as my library. Living on its shelves were 
books, selected movies, records, record player, a super8 camera and various other trinkets 
acquired along my travels. I love to see what people gravitate towards when they find themselves 
in someone else's space. Some move to the art on the walls or the kitchen appliances or the tech 
gadgets. I tend to move to the closest bookshelf. Initial curiosity that brings us closer can easily 
evolve to envy or spiral down to judgment. She was fingering a stone Buddha as I wondered what 
she was thinking.  
 "This place is rad." Thalia ejaculated as she emerged from the bathroom.  
 "Let's hear some music." Tate said, hunched over my coffee table, rolling a joint. 
"Urania, pick something.   
 "Fancy." Thalia said as I handed her a flute. 
 "I always keep a few bottles chilled. In case of emergencies." 
 "Amory's wicked classy." Came from Tate.  
 "I think so." Thalia's smokey eyes lingered on me and I couldn't wait to find out what she 
kept under that silk blouse. The game was won, I just needed to keep my footing and not lose 
control of my faculties. Champagne gives a unique drunk that I much prefer to beer or spirits. The 
effervescence awakens me more than any shot of espresso could. It stirs something in my soul, 
that primal instinct deep down in all of us, the instinct to party. It has the ability to turn any 
occasion into a celebration, and a night when one is to explore a beautiful woman is cause enough 
for a celebration.  
 Thalia moved in close and wrapped her hand around my waste. "Thanks for having us 
over."  
 "My pleasure."  



 "I'm sure it will be." She gave me a little squeeze.  
 It was then that the scratch of the record needle filled the room. We waited in silent 
anticipation to hear what Urania had chosen. Tate and Thalia caught on moments after I had.  
 "Excellent choice." I raised a glass to her and everyone followed as Bowie's Modern 
Love became the soundtrack of our moment.  
 "You guys wanna get high?" Tate asked as he lit his newly rolled joint.  
 "Hell yes." Thalia answered. "But I've got a better idea." With that, she produced a small, 
brown glass vile from her pocket. She tossed it to Tate. He snatched it out of the air, opened it 
and his eyes lit us at he saw small white pills that would take the party to the next level.     
 The night began to spiral into a blur. A whirlwind of dancing, laughing, drinking, 
smoking, and flirting. A cocktail like that has the inertia to transform irrational thought to 
behavioral reality. We finished two more bottles and six more records.  
 Thalia and Urania danced on my coffee table while Tate sat, transfixed. I watched from 
the kitchen, downing as much water as my stomach could withstand. My eyes followed Thalia as 
she stumbled off the mahogany stage, a sly smile on her lips as she moved to me. She grabbed my 
water and swallowed it all. I watched as it dripped down her chin. She rocked slightly, unsteady 
on her feet. She looked me straight in the eye, "Show me your bedroom."  
 "Follow me." I took her hand in mine and led her up the stairs.  
 As I closed the door behind us I heard Tate say something, making his move on Urania. 
"Make yourself comfortable. I'm going to use the bathroom."  
 I splashed water on my face, grabbed a condom from the medicine cabinet, took a deep 
breath, gave myself one last check in the mirror and returned to my room to find Thalia, spread 
out beautifully on my bed. She had shed her stylish skin and was lounging in mismatched bra and 
panties. I grinned hungrily as I climbed into a new world with her.  
 
I awakened with a jolt, unaware of my surroundings. As the world came back into focus, I heard 
Thalia softly breathing beside me, hugging a pillow. The clock read 4:38. My mouth was chalky 
sandpaper. I felt around for my boxers on the floor and tiptoed to the door.  
 I could hear Tate snoring loudly as I filled a large glass. I took a long swallow emptying 
the glass and felt life slowly return to me. I refilled. Soft moonlight spilled onto my floor and the 
curtains danced as a gentle breeze crept through an open window. I went to close it but found 
Urania on my fire escape, staring out at the sleepy skyline. "Hey."  
 "Hey." She answered as I climbed out to join her. "I helped myself to some coffee." She 
help up a ceramic mug. An heirloom from my mother. "Hope you don't mind."  
 "Not at all." In bare feet the top of her head reached just above my chest. "Can't sleep?"  
 "With that growling?” She gestured to Tate and we both laughed. "I like your place." 
 "Thanks."  
 "What do you do?"  
 "I work at a movie theater."  
 "Hmm." She breathed and turned her gaze back to the horizon.  
 She had a short bob undercut close on the sides framing her pale face, illuminated in 
starlight and sprinkled with freckles. Her thin frame was stoic and boyish. She was beautiful and 
full of charm, though I had hardly listened to a word she had said until this moment. Tate's oxford 
shirt was draped over her, buttoned only once, low near the waste. Tiny breasts poked out from 
her chest and only announced themselves when her nipples were erect. I couldn't pull my eyes off 
of her as she surveyed the city. I angled my view so I could spy her left breast in the light. It 
excited me.  
 "I saw your typewriter. Is that for decoration or do you use it?" She turned to me, noticing 
my excitement. 
 "I like to write."  
 She came closer to me.  



 "Will you write about me?" She asked as I felt her hand slide down my boxers.  
 "Maybe."  
 I watched the lights in distant buildings switch on as she went to her knees. Tate's snoring 
kept time in the cool night as the city awakened.    
 
 


