 THIN K: MIND THE GAP.

I was working on developing a magazine called Thin K. I was struggling with the concept. It had to be the most thoughtful magazine ever. It could not be more of the same. Every opinion expressed should be below the surface of appearance.

I went into a bar on Sunset Strip. I sat at the bar and the barmaid came over. She looked at me and smiled. She said, "You'll never believe it but you and me spent a night together in New York about five years ago." I looked at her, "Can I have a Guinness please?" and she said "Yes for sure." 

And she went and started pouring the drink and looked over at me still smiling. I looked at her and there was nothing I recognised, other than she could have been on Baywatch and had the usual thick tan that went with living out here.

She came back with the drink and said, "Look this isn't a pick up. It's just that you and I met one night in New York in the Hemsley Palace. You remember the Hemsley Palace?" 

I said I didn't remember any New York Hotel because they all seemed to meld into one another. And she said, look I was a blonde then. Now I'm dark haired. I was heavier then. And my eyes were green then. Now they're back to blue." 

I took the Guinness and went over to the nearest table to the door and sat and opened a notebook and started to write out the reasons why there should be a magazine invented that was about thinking. Called 'Thin K', with the mind the gap typed in underneath. I carried on with my drink. 

Then the barmaid came over with another pint of Guinness and said, "Look stranger this one is on me. I was in oil at the time. I was up from Texas for the weekend. I was sitting at the bar and you got a call to say that your date was not turning up. We talked. Then we went and had dinner in my room. You remembering now?

I looked at her. Sherrie. Sherrie from Fort Worth. Coming up to New York every 3rd week leaving behind her little daughter with the parents of her separated, actually jailed, husband. And doing the business of oil until the evening. And being the only woman she didn't like the company of the oilmen. And here she was looking at me and smiling with beautifully sculpted black hair.

"I came to California to become famous." she said. 

And I said, "I came to California to become famous." 

And she smiled at me because she knew by my face that I was recognising her. 

She said, "I get off at one thirty. Shall I meet you at the coffee shop in the Hustler shop?" 

"I said yes I will. Course I will. It's Sherrie." I said and she said "Yes, Bert it's Sherrie." 

Then she was off. You could see that there were eyes burning into her back from a few people at the bar who wanted a drink. Two pints of Guinness is not bad but I had had a bottle of wine with Ursula in Westwood before I came out. Ursula was writing an article about me and Verleana, a designer from Connecticut who was over to stay in LA for a period of time so that she could get the feel of the place, having a place on Electric Avenue down in Venice. Not very far from where I lived and we had met and we had done some stuff together in the Sandlebox Gallery on Abbot Kinney. We kind of mixed design with words and photographs and it got a lot of press for us and now it was enough to get Ursula to write an article for the London Guardian about the magic between Verleana and me for the fashion pages of the paper. I of course didn't see the magic and was only interested in the people buying the pieces from the gallery for around a thousand dollars apiece with me getting the money, half each. Verleana didn't really care for money like I did. One time I went down to The Small World Bookshop at Venice Beach and probably spent a hundred of the five hundred dollars on books. I got an extra discount because I had a KCRW affinity card that I had got from the radio station as occasionally I did talks for them. The best of all radio stations with a discount on all manner of things.

A woman I met in a Laundromat at Venice asked me, "Hey fella can you spare an old woman 10 bucks to pay her gas bill. And I said that's a very small bill. She shrivelled up her face and said no, its $220. I'm just accumulating money. And you look like a good kind. I gave her the $220 right off. Got back in the car and went off. She could have used the money on smoke or some rarefied dope but that was her problem. I had sold the work and could do what I liked with the money. No one was guiding my hand.

But the two Guinnesses and the wine at Ursula's did not seem to affect me. I finished the drink and then walked down the strip a few doors to Tower Records and then over to Book Soup. I needed to see the collection of stories by James Elroy. I liked the cover. And I liked the print of the paper. I liked everything about the book. It's strange that you get the 

writing you want, the paper you want, the binding you want, and even the varnish on the cover that you want. I picked up the book and felt it. And flicked through the pages. I loved his highly stylised writing. His exaggerated form of staccato writing. His outlandish disregard for the normal requirement that many people have to be seduced by the writing. He did not go for the seduction stuff. His could sometimes feel that you were reading a menu or a shopping list. I talked to one of the staff. He knew me and I knew him. He took our magazine and praised it. He said that it was the best publication in LA, even though it was free. 

"People would pay for that." he said. I said I always wanted to do a freebie and this culture of good freebies in LA was right up my street.

I ended up buying another book as well. Jan Morris wrote a little book about Lincoln. I was always reading about Lincoln. She started off as a Lincoln sceptic. But by the end of the book she was a supporter. I had my own theory about the Civil War. I wanted to put it forward at the earliest possible time. But there seemed no one wanting to hear my story. 

You try telling an American that they got it all wrong. Try that and you are sure of outrage. My argument was that the South should have been allowed to leave the Union. Slavery would have ended as it became increasingly uneconomic and pressure from elsewhere. In many ways America was the most racially divided place I had ever been. The murders, the lynchings that took place after, that drove the south into bringing in the Jim Crow's laws. The KKK that were looked upon as saviours of the southern sensibility. It was bad news for Black Americans. They were kept in the labouring classes and kept down. They inhabited the northern ghettos and were not the saviour of their lives, the northerners. It may have led to the creation of not just two countries in what is now the US, but maybe three. And then the concentration of world wealth and world power into one country would not have been so. Bush and his latest foray into Iraq would not have been possible because of the he would not have had the power, concentrated into one nation. People forgot. They compared America to other empires, the British, the Roman, the Persian. But America was not an empire in that way, it was not an accumulation of other countries into empire stranglehold. It was whole country itself. Empires dismantle. The US doesn't because it is a one country empire. Their empire was moving from the Eeastern seaboard to the western and taking bits of other people's countries in the process. But making it into one country. The British empire could be dismantled because it was Britain plus others. The US was an internal empire with an empire of influences external. If the Civil War had been avoided America might not have had such a vicious turn of racism, and it would not have been that enormous power that unbalanced the world.

I went up to The Hustler and looked around at the brightly coloured dildoes, the rabbit vibrators, and the acres of stimulants. I had been there on a number of occasions with girl friends. Buying things for them as they wouldn't want to buy things on their own. I went to the cafe and sat with a coffee and read The New York review of Books that I had bought at Book Soup earlier. Then I had to return to my notebook.

I was working with the distressed of the world. The homeless, the feckless. Working with them had drawn me to conclude that their thinking was poor, that it was full of self defeating parts. 

