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A good friend is the son of a government worker.
According to him, the mob is not only heavily involved with 
real estate developers, which you would expect, but with labor 
unions too, which you would also expect, though it feels good 
to hear someone say it, because I never knew it for a fact and 
now I can repeat it with authority. 
There’s a certain pleasure in having your cynical knowledge 
confirmed because then it no longer feels like cynical 
knowledge, it just feels like your eyes were already open, which 
they probably were.
Not that I went around thinking about which specific sectors of 
the city economy were run by the mob. 
I never really thought about the mob.
But I’ve thought about developers, whom I assume, without 
exception, to be absolutely and intractably corrupt.
And I’ve thought about the ordinary rule of shadowy 
economic conspiracy that governs all areas of city life, from the 
displacement of neighborhoods for the construction of a new 
stadium to the prohibitive expense of food cart licenses and the 
subsequent aggressive ticketing of food carts for expired licenses. 
So learning about the mob’s involvement with the unions 
confirmed some helplessly vague but intuitively precise 
knowledge, which I assume I share with many others, about 
“how the world works.” 
My first thought was: duh, of course, I already knew that, who 
doesn’t know that, I’ve known that for so long, how could 
anyone not know that, everyone knows that.



But my friend also told me something more interesting and 
slightly surprising: that the labor unions have recently built 
alliances with environmental activist groups in an effort to push 
through green legislation. 
This alliance is just political, not ideological. 
It’s basically a marriage of convenience.
Labor wants to produce more jobs, to increase their power and 
influence, and the large-scale infrastructural changes necessitated 
by strong environmental legislation would mean a bunch of 
new jobs. 
Since it seems inevitable that the city will eventually pass some 
version of this legislation, they want to be on the ground floor 
of the negotiations so they can make sure these are union jobs.
That’s not actually how the law works. 
But there are workarounds.
For example, even though the law can’t require the city to hire 
union workers, it can include a licensing requirement which 
can only be met with a certain kind of training that’s provided 
exclusively by the union. 
This requirement would probably be disguised as a safety 
initiative packaged with the environmental legislation.
It’s unclear whether lawmakers would even know what the 
real purpose of this safety initiative was, or if only their lawyers 
would know.

By the way, the unions are totally racist and sexist.
I suppose that’s obvious.
Out of everything my friend said, that’s the thing that least 
surprised me, because there’s nothing blandly novel about it, 
no half-revelatory details about convoluted power structures, 



no banal intricacy of municipal machination, just a flat fact: the 
members are basically all white men, and they don’t hire people 
from the neighborhoods they’re working in.
Moreover, the structure of the unions—a mix of top-down 
hierarchy, government and mob collusion, and masculinized 
solidarity among workers—fosters and enforces a band-of-
brothers mentality.
They’re proudly working to protect the jobs of their white 
brothers and fighting to produce new jobs for their white 
bothers.
It’s harder to tell if the mob is racist.
Probably.
You would think so.
At least, I think so. 
I assume so without knowing anything about it. 
And I’m almost certainly right.
But there’s also a way in which the mob might not care.
There are probably lots of things they don’t care about.
For example, they definitely don’t care about environmental 
issues.
And they might not care who works for them. 
They’re more interested in controlling the ports. 

My friend was raised in a tense family situation. 
One of the tensest family situations I’ve ever heard of. 
His parents don’t want to get divorced, but they haven’t spoken 
in twenty years. 
They live in the same house. 
His father lives on the second floor, and his mother lives on the 
ground floor.



They have an unwritten schedule for coming and going, and for 
using the kitchen, so they don’t run into each other. 
Maybe this situation is not as tense for them as I imagine it. 
Maybe they’re used to it. 
Maybe there’s something about it that’s even comforting.
Maybe it’s comforting to know that the other person wants 
to avoid conflict as much as you do, and that you’re both 
structuring your life around avoiding conflict.
Maybe there’s no potential for conflict, even though the 
situation suggests that conflict is always lingeringly present, that 
coming down the stairs a few minutes too early or late could 
result in a confrontation.
Maybe when they do accidentally see each other they simply 
mumble and look away and move on, and maybe it’s nice when 
that happens, they silently feel good about it, they feel like they 
understand each other.
Maybe that’s the best part of their day.

When they need to communicate, they leave little notes around 
the house.
Please sign these documents. 
Please don’t throw this out. 
I’m saving this magazine, don’t throw this magazine out.
“I visited them last weekend,” my friend said, “and I found a 
note from my father to my mother explaining that she shouldn’t 
hire someone to fix the garage door because he’s already 
ordered parts to fix it, and then it details how she should open 
the garage if needed and which parts he’s buying. 
The note is dated ‘5/4,’ but neither of them seemed to know 
which year it was written. 
The door’s been broken for a long time, but it doesn’t matter 



because the garage is full of junk, you couldn’t put a car in 
there, there’s no reason to open the door.
After they’re dead, I imagine we’ll gradually find more notes 
that maybe the other one never even saw. 
Hahaha.
We’ll also probably find a bunch of little notes that my 
mother writes each year for our ‘Easter scavenger hunt,’ these 
meandering, stream-of-consciousness things that are riddled 
with inside jokes and never really point clearly to where the 
next hint is located, so she usually includes a parenthetical at the 
end that just says where to look next.”

Some of the more idealistic young folks in the environmental 
activist groups probably think that the labor unions actually care 
about environmental issues; they think labor is an unqualified 
good and that unions are inherently progressive.
But the more experienced activists know that there’s a quiet 
struggle between themselves and labor because environmental 
regulations can drive up costs, which can make it harder for 
labor to negotiate their wages, and so developers are able to play 
these groups against each other.
This is one reason the unions need the mob, because developers 
are very powerful.
But of course sometimes the mob is affiliated with a developer 
too.
This makes tracking the motivations of any individual group 
extremely difficult. 
None of them are entirely discreet organizations.
There’s overlap.
You’d be surprised at how this connects to the school board. 



Sure, it can get violent.
Sometimes the mob reacts severely to things you wouldn’t 
expect them to even notice.
And sometimes it’s unclear what they’re reacting to.
They’re just aggressive morons.
That’s why you have to be careful.
That’s why I worry about telling you this.
Not that I know anything about mob killings.
I don’t know anything about that.
No, I don’t hear about that kind of thing. 
I’ve never heard of that kind of thing.
I’m just speculating.
That’s total speculation.

From what I can tell, I take long showers. 
But I don’t spend much time washing. 
Often I only wash a few parts of myself. 
Not necessarily the same few parts. 
First I stand under the hot water for a few minutes looking 
down blankly at my stomach and legs. 
I don’t wet my hair right away. 
Maybe I think about something that I already regret saying last 
night.  
Probably I get a little obsessed with how I could have said that 
thing differently, and I get a little defensive too, it was hard to 
express, of course it came out wrong, what can they expect, 
what can I expect, it’s not as if there’s a script for saying things 
exactly right, everyone makes mistakes, everyone says things 
they shouldn’t, why should I bother regretting it, it’s stupid 
to dwell on this, I should just let it go, it’s no big deal, I can’t 
believe I’m still thinking about this, I can’t believe I said that, it 



might have been really hurtful, why did I say that, what was I 
thinking, why can’t I keep my fucking mouth shut.

Eventually I scrub an armpit. 
I stretch one arm over my head and hold my palm against the 
moldy shower wall and lather for longer than necessary, for 
almost a minute or two.
Then I scrub the other armpit. 
The skin in my armpits has been flaky and itchy for a while 
now, maybe a few years, on and off. 
I wonder if this is caused by my deodorant or soap or neither. 
I wonder this almost every morning. 
I close my eyes and wash my face. 
I pass the soap over my belly and shoulders and arms. 
I almost never soap my feet or ankles or legs. 

Yellow dust falls from my ceiling. 
My desk gets covered in grainy dust and I wipe it clean every 
few days. 
I don’t know if dust is the right word. 
It looks more like sand. 
And it’s not a uniform yellow—it’s more like light brown and 
dark brown and yellow mixed with black specks. 
But it feels like yellow is the dominant color. 

Sometimes when I’m falling asleep, I think about the yellow 
dust. 
Specifically, I think: will breathing the yellow dust while I sleep 
make me sick? 
And then I think: has breathing the yellow dust while I sleep 
already made me sick? 



What kind of cancer do I have? 
Does the fact that I’m breathing it necessarily mean that it 
would be lung cancer? 
Or esophageal cancer? 
Or could the cancer be growing anywhere? 
Where is it?
Was it ok to invite my girlfriend to stay with me for a week 
when there’s yellow dust falling out of the ceiling?
What was I thinking? 
What if she gets sick? 
What if, years from now, she suddenly experiences a shock of 
terrible abdominal pain and falls to the ground and we call an 
ambulance and the doctors can’t find anything wrong and the 
pain passes and it never happens again but I secretly can’t stop 
wondering to myself if it’s the sign of something worse and I’m 
sure she’s wondering the same thing? 
How many nights can she sleep here before it’s dangerous? 
Is one night dangerous? 

I wish she were here right now. 
I wish we were showering together. 
I wish I were washing her hair, standing behind her while she 
hangs her head and scrunches her eyes tightly closed and the 
water streams down her face and back and arms and I gather 
her heavy wet long hair in my hands and run my fingers 
through it until the slime of the shampoo and the soapy bubbles 
are rinsed away. 
There’s a tiny dark window in the bathroom. 
The glass is so dusty that light barely streams through. 
We’re a little shiny.



I press myself against her. 
When it’s my turn to wash I pretend that I usually wash my 
whole body. 
I pay special attention to my legs. 
I scrub them with exaggerated thoroughness as she stands there 
waiting for her turn to get back under the water. 
We chat. 
She holds me from behind. 
She kneads my head. 
I raise my arm and she washes my armpit. 
She has one arm around me. 
She kisses my back. 
I moan because it feels good to be kissed, to be washed, to be 
loved—and I want her to know how good it feels, but I moan 
softly, under my breath, and I don’t know if she can hear it 
over the running water, so I do it again, a little louder I think, 
though it might not actually be any louder, and I don’t know if 
she hears this time either. 
 
I don’t know what to do with myself when she leaves.
I don’t feel like reading. 
I don’t feel like watching a movie alone. 
I definitely don’t feel like writing. 
None of my friends want to start drinking yet. 
It’s a sunny day. 
It’s too hot to sit in my room. 
It’s too hot to walk around aimlessly drinking coffee, but that’s 
all I want to do, it’s the only thing I can think to do, I’m not 
thinking clearly, I’m tired, I’ll never think clearly again, I need 
something to wake me up.



I walk for hours. 
I drink three cups of coffee. 
I don’t remember where I walk, I don’t remember the buildings 
I pass. 

I don’t remember wanting to be rich. 
I don’t remember moving to this city with dreams of living 
in a spacious loft with one piece of geometrically abstract art 
hanging on each enormous bare white wall. 
I’d leave one wall empty.
Or maybe I’ll just leave all the walls empty and the pipes 
exposed and the beautiful wooden ceiling unfinished and I’ll 
build tall wide bookshelves and fill them with hardcover books 
and unusual objects, really interesting objects, a mixture of 
antique curiosities and sculptural works, and it will be hard at 
first glance to figure out what’s art and what’s ornament, which 
will be part of the point.
And I’ll invite people over after art events.
I’ll open my home to others.
Yes, of course, invite your friends, bring them along, all your 
friends are welcome.
Everyone’s welcome. 
I’ll greet strangers and make them feel at home. 
I’ll offer them a glass a wine.
I’ll see someone standing awkwardly by the bookshelves 
because they don’t know many people here and they feel out 
of place and they aren’t used to being in the homes of the 
wealthy and they’re excited to be here but a little unsure of the 
etiquette and the conversations seem intimidatingly casual so 
they’re just hanging out near the books looking over the titles, 
re-reading each spine a few times and wondering which objects 



are art, and I’ll walk over and start chatting with them about my 
collection.
I’ll show off a few of the kitschier pieces; I won’t say anything 
about the expensive art.

I pull out an old book and flip through the pages, lightly stating 
an opinion about the author’s arguments.
It turns out my guest has read this book and has a similar 
opinion.
They refill their glass and we talk much longer than we 
expected to.
We have a few interests and acquaintances in common.   
It’s nice to chat.
We promise to keep in touch.
I graciously walk away and return to a conversation with an old 
friend who is whispering to another old friend in the corner. 
I ask her if she wants more wine and she says, no I have to go 
soon, but thanks.
She tells me that she recently learned her mother is 
schizophrenic, and realized that she had actually known it for a 
long time. 
The diagnosis retroactively clarified her mother’s personality 
and behavior, which was both comforting and frightening, 
because now my friend feels like she can be more 
understanding, but has to come to grips with the fact that she 
had been living with the knowledge that her mother was ill 
without recognizing it directly or helping her find the proper 
care and medication.
Then she says she’ll tell me more about it soon, she doesn’t 
want to talk about it now, we should get a drink sometime later 
this week.



The bedroom door is open, and my guests have piled their coats 
on my bed.

I can’t decide whether to install marble counter tops. 
On the one hand, they’re easy to clean and they keep the 
kitchen cool.
And I love how white marble reflects and amplifies light.
But on the other hand, marble is susceptible to staining.
It’s a porous stone, and has a chemical structure that reacts easily 
with acids (for example, lemon juice or turmeric) and leads to 
etching on the surface. 
There are basically two ways to treat marble countertops to 
protect them, and there are pros and cons to both methods. 
You could get a honed finish, which involves sanding the 
surface until it’s soft and matte.
A honed finish won’t show scratches as much, but the stone is 
less bright and stains more easily, so you have to seal it regularly, 
either professionally or by buying a sealer and doing it yourself. 
If you spill something that etches the surface, which will almost 
certainly happen if you cook regularly, you can try to get 
the etching out by making a paste of baking soda and water, 
spreading it over the marble, covering it with cling wrap, and 
taping it down for two days. 
This should pull out the mark.
The other kind of treatment is a polished finish, which is 
shinier, brighter, and stains less easily, but is much more easily 
scratched.
The thing is, polished marble wears down in time, so some 
people recommend that if you prefer the worn look you should 
just go straight to a honed finish.



Most kitchen renovation blogs conclude that it’s worth it to 
get marble countertops, even though it involves a few stressful 
decisions about the type of marble and the method of finishing, 
and you have to be willing to commit yourself to a certain 
amount of maintenance, or be comfortable with stains, scratches, 
and wear. 
I can see myself preferring a slightly scruffier countertop 
anyway, so maybe I don’t need to worry so much about the 
work of regularly re-sealing, and I should just go for it.

When I met my friend for a beer she told me more about her 
mother.
“She’s probably been schizophrenic for a long time,” she said.
“She was mostly fine when I was growing up, she was even a 
relatively successful real estate agent for a while. 
When we lived in Edmonton there was a lot of development 
because of the oil boom, diamond mining too, and she made a 
ton of money fast, I think.
But then suddenly we had no money, I don’t know how.
I don’t know what happened.
And at some point she started getting paranoid, she’d rant about 
things that didn’t make sense, make a lot of negative statements, 
talk about how people are evil, say random dark shit, she was 
obsessed with violence, though she was never actually violent, 
nothing like that, and she’d never threaten us, I never heard 
her threaten anyone, no, I don’t remember anything like that, 
but she’d talk about scalping techniques, you know, how to cut 
someone’s scalp off, you know what I mean.

So when I found out she was schizophrenic, her previous 
behavior started to make more sense.



She had been hearing voices, and in particular she was hearing 
my voice, she thought I was living in her house, hiding and 
whispering to her. 
Hahaha.
I don’t know what she thought I said. 
I mean, we don’t talk much, hahaha, she probably doesn’t know 
what I say or think.
I was never too close to her because she’s always been strange.
When I was a teenager she went through a happy period, 
when we were poor, even though she drank a lot, and we’d 
stay up late drinking together, and she’d talk to me about the 
biographies she’d been reading, biographies of businessmen.
She liked that.
She likes reading biographies of businessmen.

But I’ve never tried to talk to her about her mental health.
I usually just ask her how she is, and then I pause in a way that’s 
meant to let her know that I’m concerned for her, but she 
doesn’t seem to pick up on that. 
Or she knows exactly what I’m doing but decides not to 
respond.
It’s hard to tell.
She doesn’t deal with anything directly.
My dad mediates the world for her, he wouldn’t let me ask a 
blunt question because he knows it would upset her and he 
wants to protect her from that.
He would probably interrupt the conversation by kissing the 
top of her head.
That would be a signal for me to stop talking, hahaha.
He’s always kissing the top of her head. 



But it would be good to figure out how to talk to her, because 
now that she stopped drinking my dad started taking painkillers, 
and the last time I visited I found him passed out in my mom’s 
room, on her bed, he never goes in there, hahaha, and so I 
should probably be in better touch with her. 
Just in case.
But even if I worked up the courage to start a serious 
conversation, it would still be hard because she’s really 
dissociative, she changes the subject without context.
I think her inability to segue or contextualize feeds her 
paranoia, maybe it’s one of the big things that makes her 
paranoid, because no one understands her and then she gets 
frustrated.”

Recently, while lying in bed and breathing yellow dust and 
feeling deeply lonely, I watched Valérie Massadian’s film Nana 
and really liked it.
I watched it online so it was choppy and pixelated but it was 
still great. 
The first half follows a four-year old girl as she hangs around 
while her parents and grandparents work on their pig farm.
They bleed a pig, they collect firewood, they set a rabbit trap. 
In the second half, the adults disappear. 
Then Nana finishes the chores herself. 
She unsnags the dead rabbit and carries it back to the house.
She cleans up. 
She collects more sticks.
She starts a fire and cooks the rabbit.
Apparently Massadian didn’t script the movie, and she didn’t 
write lines for the child actor.



Instead, she collaborated with the kid on ideas for situations, 
and then filmed her saying whatever she wanted.
There’s a scene, after the adults have disappeared, where Nana 
is sitting on a bench putting a puzzle together and talking to 
herself in the voices of her parents.
What a fucking mess.
What a big fucking mess.
I’m sick of your bullshit.
You think you’re so smart.
You’re full of crap.
I’m sick and tired of her crap.

That’s not all she says.
She also talks about the puzzle.
The movie is about how work and knowledge are transmitted 
intergenerationally, and that’s interesting, but this moment is 
especially interesting because the actor’s literal work – acting – 
involves repeating things she’s heard from her parents. 
She’s already learned so much about emotional labor. 
She already knows that love involves repeatedly performing 
your bitterness about the world as if it were bitterness about 
your loved one, as if your loved one were the center of the 
world, until the bitterness really does become about your loved 
one and then folds back into the love you have for them so that 
the love feels like it’s deepening or doubling (or some other 
metaphor for abstract intensification) and your loved one feels 
even more central, doubly central, to the world as you know it, 
the world you work in.

I haven’t heard from my girlfriend in days.
Or, I’ve heard from her, but not enough to feel like we’re in 



touch. 
She’s texted and sent goodnight emails, but we haven’t talked 
or skyped, and I haven’t gotten a longer email from her, even 
though I sent a neurotic long email about how I was sad that I 
haven’t gotten a longer email from her. 
She’s been busy. 
Her life is hard.
She has work to do.
We live on different continents.
But the distance feels severe right now, and my bad habit of 
trusting my intuition means the fact that I’ve intuited, for some 
obscure reason, that something’s wrong, has resulted in the 
sudden conviction that something’s wrong precisely because I’ve 
intuited it. 
I’m scared.
What if nothing’s wrong?
Maybe if I say that I’m scared she’ll worry that I’m trying to 
make her scared.
I won’t be able to say clearly why I’m freaking out, and 
she’ll think my inarticulateness is a way of telling her there’s 
something’s wrong, something I’m not telling her.
And maybe she already senses that I’m scared even though I 
haven’t told her yet, and she doesn’t know what to think, and 
she’s afraid I’m leaving, and that’s why she hasn’t been in touch, 
because she’s scared too. 

And now I can’t stop imagining her getting in touch to say that 
she’s leaving. 
I can’t stop thinking about how she’ll put it.
I’m leaving.
I’m sorry.



I don’t know what to say.
I met someone else.
I just can’t do this.
It’s too hard.
There’s too much distance. 
I miss you.
You don’t have kids. 
You don’t know what it’s like. 
You won’t like my life. 
It will be too domestic for you. 
You’ll be bored. 
You won’t like cooking every night.
You won’t like living with me when I’m sad.
You don’t what I’ve been going through. 
I need to be with someone who understands. 
I need to be alone. 

I need to talk to her.
I’ve never felt so far away.
I’ve never done this before. 
I don’t usually do this. 
I’m not doing this. 
I don’t want to do this. 
I’m going to stop. 
I’m stopping. 
But maybe it’s normal to do this and I need to accept that it 
happens.
Maybe I even need to accept that I might impose this kind of 
fear on my girlfriend sometimes and make her account for it 
even though it’s mine, and she might impose this same kind of 



fear on me sometimes even though it’s hers, and that will just 
be part of our relationship, and maybe that kind of imposition 
is part of every relationship, and maybe denying it is a denial of 
the relationship.
Maybe if I don’t do this sometimes I’m going to turn it inwards 
and impose it on myself, and even if that sounds better than 
imposing it on someone else eventually it will turn out to be 
worse because I’ll start acting weird, or distant, or irritable, or 
inexplicably angry at minor inconveniences, and then I’ll have 
imposed it on her in a different way but I’ll hate myself more 
for doing it because I won’t know why I’m doing it, and she’ll 
hate me more too, not for imposing it, whatever it is, on her, 
but for hating myself.  
So maybe I just need to let myself do it. 
Maybe I need to keep doing it. 
Maybe I can’t stop.

I tried to say it all. 
I tried to tell her everything I could about how I was freaking 
out, everything I knew how to say, but I’m not sure I said very 
much.
Maybe she feels the same way. 
She tried to tell me everything too, her fears.
Some of them were exactly the ones I was worried she’d have, 
and some of them surprised me.
She hopes we can afford a big enough apartment.
She hopes I can find a decent job that I don’t hate, even though 
I don’t speak Danish and there aren’t many jobs, it’s hard, there 
are forty vowel sounds.
She hopes I’m not lonely.



She hopes I miss her.
She hopes we’ll keep telling each other about what scares us, 
even when it hurts to say, even when we know it hurts the 
other person to say it.

And she must be scared of things that I haven’t considered. 
She must be scared of things that I won’t ever think of and she’ll 
never tell me and maybe she’ll be scared of them for a long time 
and maybe sometimes I’ll only make her fears worse because 
I’ll keep saying something, some silly opinion I have, maybe the 
kind of thing that I don’t even really believe but that’s somehow 
gotten stuck in my repertoire of things I mindlessly repeat as if 
they were opinions, and it rekindles a particular fear every time 
I say it but I have no idea and now I never will because I say 
it so many times that she thinks it must be really important to 
me and she doesn’t want to tell me to stop saying something 
that’s important to me so she decides to hide her feelings on the 
subject, whatever it is. 

When I’m sad I like to go shopping. 
I like shopping for books, but I also like shopping for clothes. 
I can spend more time shopping for clothes than shopping for 
books. 
Shopping for books gets boring pretty quickly. 
Shopping for clothes can get boring too, depending on your 
mood, but it’s more fun because you get to try on costumes 
and look at yourself dressed in ways you didn’t expect to see 
yourself dressed. 
And then you can imagine going out like that, what would 
change, how you would react differently to the world, how it 
would react differently to you. 



I rarely buy clothes anymore, but I like going to stores to try 
them on.
When I first got a real job I was so impressed with how much 
money I made that I spent a lot on expensive secondhand 
clothes, especially on things that were oversized or distressed or 
floral or drapey. 
It was kind of addictive.
I liked continually seeing myself differently, and the more I 
bought, the more I wanted to keep seeing different versions of 
myself.
I started to feel pretty when I realized my appearance was 
flexible, that there were many ways of feeling pretty.

Not that I’ve ever made an excessive amount of money. 
Last year I made $45,000.
That was the most I’ve ever made.
Which isn’t bad. 
I made $18,000 from adjuncting, and the other $27,000 from an 
arts administration gig.
I’ll make a little more this year.
And I’ll spend it all on travel.
It costs me everything to fly to Copenhagen.
I sold a lot of my oversized or distressed or floral clothes to help 
pay for the flights.
I didn’t get much for them compared to what I had spent, but I 
got a few hundred dollars, so I was happy.

Sometimes, alone in my little room, I wear some of my 
remaining expensive clothes.
I don’t have a full-length mirror, so I put a folding chair in the 
bathroom and stand on it and look at myself in the cosmetic 



mirror over the sink. 
I look pretty, I think.
But I’m self-conscious about going out in this outfit. 
People will know that I think I look pretty.
So I change into something more neutral. 
Then I go out to meet a friend for drinks, and I tell her 
everything my other friend told me about what his dad told 
him about the mob.
She asks me if I’m worried about repeating that stuff in my 
writing, she thinks it’s a bad idea.
I agree but I don’t admit that, I just say, it’ll be fine, this isn’t a 
movie, my friend has never even heard of an actual mob killing, 
I mean, I’m sure people still get killed by the mob, but I won’t. 

I don’t like movies about the mob, despite the fact that the 
mobsters usually wear nice clothes, which I like. 
I understand that mob movies are allegories about how 
capitalism reduces the family to an economic unit that pits 
itself against other families, but even though that sounds like 
the kind of thing I’d like, or at least the kind of allegory I’d 
like, those movies are almost always—I’m using “almost” just in 
case, though I can’t think of an exception—macho celebrations 
of men gaining immense power by working hard and making 
ruthless decisions and “getting things done” and going too far 
and losing control.
And even when their deaths are anti-heroic they’re still 
extremely heroic.
I don’t like that.

I wish the mobsters didn’t get anything done. 
I wish those movies were just about how they like to wear nice 



clothes. 
There doesn’t have to be a narrative reason for it. 
They want to feel pretty, and spending money makes them 
happy.
I’d like to watch two hours of grizzled old criminals and their 
handsome young innocent sons twirling in front of mirrors 
at high-end department stores, commenting on each other’s 
clothes. 
You look great. 
No, you look even better. 
I love those lapels. 
They’re a bit too wide, right?
Yeah, but that’s what makes them interesting, they come to this 
interesting point.
But I don’t know if I like the combination of the width and the 
pointiness. 
Oh, I do. 
You do?
Yeah, I think that’s a great combination, though I don’t know 
about the shoulders now that I think about it.
What don’t you like about the shoulders?
They’re a little narrow. 
I like that they’re narrow, I don’t want to look bulky.
But they’re so narrow that they make your head look big, and 
you don’t want your head to look big either. 
I don’t think my head looks big. 
Well, it doesn’t look big right now but that’s because you 
combed your hair back like that, but if you wear your hair 
puffed out then your head is going to look too big for that 
jacket. 
Oh yeah, I see what you’re saying. 



My girlfriend told me a funny story about her son.
He’s two years old, too young to watch superhero movies, 
or any movies, but he’s nonetheless completely fixated on 
superheroes, which he learned about from watching older boys 
play. 
He wants to wear costumes all the time.
It’s hard to get him to wear anything else.
But he’s also learning to play by fighting and hitting her, 
because that’s what he sees older boys do when they play 
superhero games.
I found this surprising. 
It’s not surprising that codes of gendered behavior are 
transmitted culturally at a very young age, but it’s surprising that 
popular movies are so incredibly effective at transmitting these 
codes that they don’t even need to be seen.
It makes me nervous, for a selfish reason.
Because I like to think that I’d be good around kids but I’m 
worried that I wouldn’t be good at play fighting.
I’m worried that I’d actually feel mildly scared of being hit, 
and I’d flinch, and then I’d feel ridiculous for flinching and 
I’d try to make up for it by laughing, but the laughing would 
sound forced and the kid would think I’m upset, because forced 
laughter signals distress, even to a child, and that would make 
him upset, and then we’d both be upset.

When I was a boy I told my parents I loved them so often that I 
got in trouble for it.
I said it all the time.
Once when I was holding my father’s hand in a department 
store and repeatedly telling him I loved him, he suddenly flared 



up and shouted that I had to stop, I couldn’t just say that all the 
time, there was a time and a place, and this was not the time or 
the place, I was embarrassing him. 
I don’t remember if I also felt embarrassed after he said this.
I think I might have, but I’m not sure.
But I didn’t stop telling him I loved him.
I couldn’t.
It was compulsive.
It still is.
I still do that. 
I tell my girlfriend I love her constantly. 
I can’t help myself.
I say it so much that sometimes she responds, “I know, you tell 
me all the time.”

I wish I were holding her hand in a department store right now. 
I wish she and I were shopping for a new kitchen countertop 
for our new home. 
I wish we were standing side by side and her arm was around 
my waist and we were pointing at different marbled patterns of 
laminate and debating which one was prettiest.
This one will match the walls. 
Yeah, but this one will match the curtains. 
It doesn’t matter if it matches the curtains, we can just get new 
curtains. 
Well, we can repaint the walls too. 
I don’t want to repaint the walls, that’s a lot of work.
Good point, I don’t want to do that either.
This one is nice. 
That one is nice, I agree, but it’s not my favorite.



It’s not my favorite either, but I like how the marble pattern has 
a little green in it, but you really only notice if you look closely. 
Oh yeah, that’s nice.  
And I don’t think it will scratch easily. 
No, I don’t think it will.
So we can cut things right on it. 
I don’t know if we should do that, we should probably still use a 
cutting board, even if it doesn’t scratch easily.
I’m not saying we don’t ever need to use a cutting board, I’m 
just saying that if we don’t use a cutting board now and then it 
probably won’t be a big deal.
Yeah, I understand what you’re saying. 
Oh, I thought you misunderstood, I thought you thought I was 
saying that we could just use the countertop as a replacement 
for a cutting board all the time, and I don’t think that.
No, I understood what you were saying.
Ok.
Ok, well, let’s think about this and go home and make dinner, 
I’m getting hungry.
Well, first I have to stop at the grocery store, we’re out of dish 
soap.
Ok, sounds good, there’s a few things I want to pick up too. 
And let’s grab a bottle of wine, we can drink it later tonight.
Oh yeah, that’s a great idea.

A friend told me a funny story about Heath Ledger’s death. 
He was walking around Soho and happened to pass the luxury 
apartment building where Ledger overdosed. 
There were a few hundred people lingering outside.
My friend approached a woman at the back of the crowd and 



asked her what was going on. 
“Heath Ledger died,” she said.
Then she paused and added, “I’m glad he’s dead.”
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