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 The reporter is asking my mother all the questions, but it’s me 

he’s taking pictures of. It’s my cake all the other kids will be sharing. All 

the other kids. The basement library is filled to capacity for my fifth 

birthday. And since I don’t know most of them, I must be a celebrity. I 

must be the coolest kid in Windsor, Connecticut. A five year 

old...somebody. I don’t know how cool works. Isn’t not knowing how cool 

works how a person becomes cool? 

 I am the first of my friends and strangers to have a birthday 

party with no theme. This is probably because the only TV I ever get to 
watch is The Dukes Of Hazard, and even in 1982, my parents aren’t fool-

ish enough to throw a Confederate Flag themed birthday party for their 

five year old, celebrity, son.  

 I tried to watch The Smurfs once. We were visiting my grand-

parents up in Maine. They have one of those giant box TVs that’s bigger 

than I am. My grandfather was watching the news while I was coloring, 

but he got called into the other room, and I turned the channel, and 

there were the Smurfs! Tiny, blue something funnies who live in mush-

rooms, and — My grandfather came back into the room and switched 

the TV back to the news, and then left the room. After he was gone for a 

minute, I switched the TV back to The Smurfs, where an old man and 

his mangy cat were — and he came back in, turned the TV back to the 

news, and pulled the knob off the TV. 

 “You want to watch the news?” I asked. 

 “No.” he said. “I want you to watch the news. It wouldn’t kill you 

to learn something.” 

 He was not invited to my birthday party. Not because I am fa-

mous, or angry with him, but because he lives Far Away. I think Every-

one was invited to my birthday party, and maybe that’s why they are 

taking pictures of me blowing out the candles. Pictures of my cake, 

which has no superheroes or smurfs or Bo Duke or someone reading 

about Iran or Kermit The Frog or Ronald Reagan. My cake which has a 

picture of me drawn in icing. I am so famous they put me on cakes. 

 I won’t remember much of this when I am forty-one and not 

famous anymore. When I find a newspaper article about how you can 

now rent out the library to host private events, like childrens’ birthday 



parties. Pictures of me, surrounded by kids I won’t remember. Non-

celebrities who will be as lost to history as I am. 

 Forty-one years old and nobody will know me. Forty-one years 

old with two cats, a two bedroom apartment that slants to the middle 

and smells like someone owns four or five cats. Forty-one years old and 

no cake or candles on his birthday, that sad nobody with no photogra-

phers noticing how whimsically he looks at the newspaper article, trying 
to remember why there was press at his fifth birthday party.  

 There won’t be enough detail in the photo to see what’s on the 

cake but he’ll imagine it’s Raggedy Andy. The other famous red-headed 

boy. He’ll read the article and see his name mentioned only once, while 

the word library is mentioned seventeen times, and he’ll think this arti-

cle isn’t even really about me. That I’m just the lens the photographer/

journalist is using to advertise the availability of the library basement. 

He’ll think the reason the library is crowded with unrecognizable chil-

dren is that the library cut my parents a deal, as long as they could fill 

the space with as many happy, photogenic children as possible. He’ll 

have forgotten the two women who knocked on my door and wanted to 

talk to me about God. How they asked for my parents, but when they 

recognized me, they realized I needed God more than they did. How 

they said I was beautiful. They said I Must Be Famous. And I smiled. 
And they disappeared into a blaze of white that was probably God or joy 

or just the sun vaporizing anyone who ever tried to hurt me.



 

 

 

 “How do you tell someone about yourself without sounding like 

the most boring person in the world?” Ryan asks. 

 We are going over his resume and imagining what someone 

might ask a person at a job interview. He is going to be a hotel manager 
or work the front desk at a motel or a convenience store clerk or one of 

those jobs that I would never have to write a resume for.  

 “Forget about making yourself sound interesting.” Although he 

is the most interesting person in my orbit. “Convince them that they’re 

interesting. Talk about them. Talk about the carpets in the hotel, the 

motel pool, their jacket. Ask them what’s the most popular product in 

the store. Ask them which shift is their favorite.” 

 “So, don’t tell them anything about me because I’m too boring 

to even notice?” He smiles. 

 I do not explode into light. Very much. “Exactly. Who wants to 

talk about some twenty year old community college student who 

flunked out of his psychology class because he would rather sleep in 

than have a transcript impressive enough to transfer the hell out of this 

town.” 

 “That’s you, asshole.” he says. “I would never sign up for a nine 

a.m. psychology class.” 

 I am an idiot. I am oversleep and Who Cares. I am twenty and 

going to be famous. Everyone in my acting class tells me. I have It. I am 

hilarious and I Make Things Happen. 

 I tell everyone about the night I turned twenty. We had done 

the whole cake and candles thing in class. I was charming in my scene 

from Beyond Therapy. I nailed every line so well that even Buffy was 

funny. My performance elevates. I am tutoring the entire class in how to 

grow up to be famous.  

 After my classmates and I make plans for the weekend, I get in 

my car to go home, and I back directly into Buffy’s car. Nothing major. 

No dents. But I give her my number. 

 “This was all just a ploy to get her number wasn’t it, Adam?” 
Her boss asks. 

 Nobody knows about Ryan. Not even Ryan. 



 “Guilty.” I say. Because that’s how it would be scripted in the 

sitcom world in which someone would actually cause a minor car acci-

dent in order to get a pretty girl’s phone number. 

 Is Buffy pretty? Like Sally, and Roisin, and me she has red hair. 

But unlike Sally and Roisin, hers is natural. Hers is Julia Roberts if she’d 

been born pale and British.  

 “Well,” her boss says, “there doesn’t seem to be any damage. But 
next time you want a pretty girl’s phone number, just ask.”  

 I think this is the third time he has mentioned that she is pretty, 

and has a phone, and is a girl. 

 I laugh. 

 Buffy gets in my car, and we drive to the convenience store that 

Ryan is scheduled to interview at. I grab a couple of Cherry Cokes, and 

we end up at Sally’s. Sally is On The Clock, which means we are watch-

ing The Lion King for the five millionth time. Unfortunately, Buffy and 

I have arrived just in time for The Event. 

 Every day, Sally and the kids watch The Lion King. When Simba 

says “Little roar”, Molly, the youngest, starts to sniffle. She rubs at her 

eyes until they are wet, and when Scar says “Long live the king”, and the 

music swells, she turns her little Simba eyes to Sally and says “Molly. 

Sad.” 

 If Molly does not end up being famous, she’ll end up as a grift-

er. Some much older man or woman paying her rent because she will 

constantly be robbed or injured or sick or You Don’t Know What It’s 

Like Corey (or whatever the name will be of the person misfortunate 

enough to fall in love with her) To Be So Sad All The Time. I’m Just. So. 

Sad. 

 For now, though, she is two, and has already mastered performa-

tive sadness. If Buffy was this talented, she wouldn’t need Sally and I to 

feed her, literally, every line reading she’s had in class. 

 “What are we doing tonight?” Sally asks when Molly has calmed 

down. “I can’t go to The Mosquito Bite even one more time. I just can’t. 

If one more American guy looks longingly into my eyes, and says ‘I love 

your accent. Australian women are so hot.’ I am going To Scream. I 

know what I sound like. Nobody. Nobody in the History Of Time has 
ever said ‘You know what accent’s sexy? Sheffield. Let’s go to Sheffield.’ 

My accent is so sexy that I look like this,” she fluffs her Dolores 

O’Riordan hair, “and always get cast as a the unattractive friend or the 

bloody nanny.” 



 “But you Are a nanny.” I roll my eyes. 

 “I’m not a bloody nanny. I’m an Au Pair. I’m practically French 

with sex. It’s not my fault my parents raised me in the nasalliest part of 

Britain.” 

 If I’d truly been hitting a car to get a girl’s phone number, it 

would have been Sally’s. 

 “Well, if we don’t go to The Bite, we might not get served.” Buffy 
says. 

 “No, love. If we don’t go to The Bite, You might not get served. 

No one is gonna card this.” She Vanna Whites her torso.  

“And Adam’s in his late forties.” 

 I am just twenty. 

 We end up at The Mosquito Bite. Where we share the bar with 

Adrian, the only one of us actually over twenty-one, and The Bloody 

German. No one has ever told me The Bloody German’s name. Just that 

he’s Very Bloody German, and only came to this country to fuck old 

American men, including the father of the kids he’s barely paid to look 

after. I’m not an old man but I’m American, and Sally thinks I look like 

I’m in my late forties, so I don’t talk to him. 

 “So, Adam.” Adrian says, turning away from Buffy to talk to me, 

“what are you going to do with your life now that you’re not a teenager 
anymore?” 

 I check for the bartender, but he is on the other side of the bar, 

and probably doesn’t care that at least a third of his bar at four-thirty in 

the afternoon is underage.  

 I say writing. I say acting. I say director. I say I will own the 

moon. The world is my dinosaur egg. I tell him I am going to grow up 

into a television set. A movie screen. I tell him how I just auditioned for 

a band that I can already tell is going to be terrible. We will break up 

before our first gig. I tell him how sad I’ll be when my first boyfriend 

kills himself. I don’t tell him I’m gay. We don’t have that kind of friend-

ship. I tell him I’m going to grow up to be a story he tells his repulsive 

looking children.  

 Even I don’t believe all the things I’m telling him, and then, 

when he has turned back to Buffy, the things I am telling Sally. And the 
Bloody German, who I’m not entirely sure understands me. It’s both a 

language issue and a Not Caring issue. I don’t know why he’s here. He’s 

not in any of my classes. Buffy and Sally are my friends. Adrian is obvi-



ously in love with Buffy. Nobody even likes The Bloody German. He 

doesn’t ever talk. 

 “He’s probably just terrified of being sent back home.” Sally 

says. “We all are at the mo’. Ever since Louise got arrested, we’re All 

bloody terrified.” 

 I didn’t meet Louise. Sally hadn’t met Louise. Adrian says that 

he trained with her, but Adrian says a lot of things. 

 Louise is a British Au Pair currently on trial for shaking a baby 

to death. She is the favorite terrified and drunk topic of conversation. 

Sally could have been Louise. Buffy could have been Louise. The Bloody 

German could have been Louise. The only person who couldn’t possibly 

shake a baby to death is Adrian, as he’s never had enough personality to 

shake anything vigorously. He shakes hands like a confused frog. But 

slimier. If a baby dies in Adrian’s care, it will be because he bored it to 

death. 

 We are in the midst of discussing the finer points of How Not 

To Shake A Baby, Even When It’s The Molly Level Of Frustrating when 

the birthday cake arrives. Adrian and Buffy sing The Happy Birthday 

song while Sally replaces all the lyrics with “You’re an asshole who 

drinks.” 

 The cake is chocolate, which I don’t like very much, but it’s rude 
to reject a birthday cake, and it pairs well with my White Russian. 

 We get out of the bar before the actual Friday night crowd 

shows up, and head back to my place for the Oh Shit I Forgot party. 

 Buffy and I had cleaned the apartment up before we went to 

Sally’s.  

 It was going to be me, Buffy, Sally, Adrian, The Bloody German, 

the rest of my acting class, the people I work with at Raspberry Records, 

the camp counselors I work with during the summer, and the staff of 

Vinyl Siding, the independent CD store I would rather be working for. 

Nominally, these are my friends. I go to shows with them. I perform in 

shows with them. I sort of know them. They think they know me. 

 Ryan is there waiting for us and speaks to no one but me. Sally 

and Buffy have gone upstairs to get redressed. Adrian and The Bloody 

German have been sent for alcohol. 

 “Why didn’t you just get it from the store?” Ryan asks. “Don’t 

you manage a liquor store?” 

 “I don’t think so.” I say. “Not yet.” 



 “The thing is.” Sally says before she even reaches the bottom of 

the stairs. “I kind of invited some other people?” 

 I look around the condo I’m living in. It’s my mothers, although 

she has moved in with her boyfriend in a similarly sized condo across 

town. The condo is two floors. The first floor is like a studio apartment 

with a small bathroom and a kitchen. I have given it the appearance of 

having two rooms by placing a decorative screen inbetween the medium 
grand piano and the dining room table. I have given the kitchen the 

appearance of belonging to an adult by buying groceries the day before 

my birthday. Really, I use my refrigerator for something other than so-

da and beer. There’s lettuce, and salad dressing, and hamburger meat 

for grilling, and milk, and cranberry juice, and that’s all an adult needs, 

right? 

 Upstairs are two bedrooms, and a full sized bathroom with a 

bathtub. One bedroom is mine. It has a computer, a cage for my lizards: 

Gollum, Zilla, and Frodo. Who named the anole Frodo? It doesn’t sound 

like me. It has a standing coatrack. The bed is made, I may have even 

remembered to do that before Buffy came over to help me clean. It has 

a closet and you can shove all your innuendos about my secret sexuality 

in there, if it will fit with all my dirty laundry.  The other bedroom is my 

mother’s. It has a bed, an antiquish roll-up desk, and a dresser with a 
giant mirror attached to it. The dresser is empty. The closet is empty. 

The desk is empty. The mirror is lonely. 

 There is enough room downstairs for my Au Pair friends, my 

coworkers, and the members of my acting class. “Who else did you in-

vite?” I ask Sally. 

 Sally smiles her I’ve Fucked Up smile. “So, like, you know how I 

told you that they were replacing the windows at the house this morn-

ing?” 

 I do not. But this is probably my fault. 

 “So, the window people were a bunch of Irish guys who just got 

here from Cork, and they were so excited to meet someone else from 

The Proper Islands that they chatted me up. They wanted me to go over 

theirs’ but I told them it was my friends birthday. And you, love, are my 

friend, and I would never abandon you, right? So they asked if they 
could come to your party. And I didn’t know if Adrian was going to 

come, but I did know that at least one of them was over twenty-one, so I 

told them they could come if they brought some alcohol.” 

 An hour into the fairly subdued party, a taxi pulls up to the 

house. At this point, it’s just me, Sally, Buffy, Adrian, The Bloody Ger-



man, and John, my manager from Raspberry Records. Out of the taxi, 

eleven Irish boys de-clown car. They have brought A Six Pack of Bud 

Light. 

 I am not yet glare enough to express my rage at Sally. 

 I am a good host. I am talking to strangers. The Cork lads can’t 

retain the information that this is my condo, and my birthday. John 

leaves shortly after Randy from Vinyl Siding arrives. Roisin shows up 
with two somebody else’s from acting class. Adrian has put hamburgers 

on the grill. There are definitely not enough burgers for everyone. He 

has put hamburgers on the grill for only him and Buffy. I order pizza. 

Lots of pizza. 

 “What is this on this pizza?” The Bloody German asks. I did not 

hear the pizza arrive. I did not pay for the pizza. I am not sure how it is 

already here. 

 “Pineapple.” I say. 

 “Why?” This is the longest conversation we have ever had. 

 “Because it’s bloody delicious, German!” Sally says. “If you’re not 

stuffing it in your gob than keep your gob shut!” 

 I’ve never heard her say gob before. 

 “Why is your twentieth birthday party interesting?” Ryan asks. 

“It’s just a bunch of people even you barely know drinking in your 
house. That’s not a story.”  

 People leave. People show up. People drink. I have come in from 

the porch, and found Adrian sitting on my couch with a deck of cards. 

Regular playing cards. There is a small crowd around him. Three Cork 

lads, The Bloody German, Buffy, and Ryan. 

 Sally is upstairs with another Cork lad, frictioning her loneliness 

against my mother’s neglected bed. Watching the Cork lad’s ass in my 

mother’s neglected mirror. 

 Adrian flips over a card. It is something boring. The two of 

hearts, the three of anoles. “You have met someone.” he says to The 

Bloody German “who will change your life. And together you will make 

a mistake.” He flips over the seven of diamonds, the Jack of cock rings. 

“Hmmmm. It’s not the worst mistake. But it’s a mistake. I see you never 

talking to the mistake again.” 

 “The fucken tarot trick, but with a regular deck of cards? Oh, 

Adrian, when will you not be the most predictable nothing?” Sally asks 



every time he does this. Which is every party. Which is every week. This 

time she has just come downstairs. She does not look like friction, but 

she smells of it. 

 The Bloody German says nothing. He never does.  

 Buffy leans on Adrian’s shoulder. “My turn.” 

 Adrian makes a big production of shuffling the cards. Like eve-

ry week. Like friction is a trick of the light.  

 He holds the deck out to Buffy. She pulls out four cards. The  

four of spades comes first. “You’ve been lonely.” He says. “You’ve recent-

ly had a life altering event.” 

 “You think?” Sally says. “Is it maybe that she moved to a new 

country and took a new job in a country where she doesn’t know any-

thing, you twat?” 

 Adrian ignores her, and flips over  the ace of hearts. “You have 

met someone recently.” he says. “Someone who will change your life.” 

 “Is it Adam?” Buffy asks. 

 Adrian looks at the card with purpose. “No. But it is someone 

close to you.” 

 “Real close.” Sally says. “Perhaps you are leaning on him Right 

Now!” 

 The two of hearts. “The two of you will only get closer. I think 
he’s the man you’re going to marry. He’s your” dramatic pause “forever 

person.” 

 “Bloody hell.” Sally says. “And he’s wearing an X-Files t-shirt. 

“Can you two just go upstairs and snog already so we can do literally 

anything else other than this?” 

 Adrian wiggles his eyebrows. It’s the most animated I’ve ever 

seen him. 

 I go out to the porch where the remaining Cork lads are smok-

ing, surrounded by ten times more beer cans than they brought to the 

party. Ryan ashes a cigarette in a Natty Ice can. 

 I start talking to someone about anything that isn’t tarot card 

readings. And eventually the conversation engulfs me, and, like Ryan, I 

am just sitting in my own world while a conversation happens around 

me. I am the ghost of my own birthday party. I am ash in a Natty Ice 
can. I am clearly too drunk and philosophical at my own birthday party, 



so I go back inside, and upstairs, I’m pretty sure alone.  

 I wake up at three am to the sounds of crashing cans. The back 

of someone’s head is definitely closer to my nose than I am used to. I am 

naked. He is naked. He is Bloody German. 

 I walk downstairs. Adrian and Sally are cleaning up all the emp-

ty cans. Emptying anything remaining into their gobs. 

 “Ooooh, Princess Elisabeth of Bavaria has risen.” She curtsies. 
“Lucky the vicar didn’t pop in for your birthday.” She smiles. “The 

Bloody German. Who knew?” 

 Adrian does not look up from the cans. “’Twas in the cards.” 

 “Oh get a room with yourself.” Sally says. “’Twas in the 

cahhhhds. The only thing in the cards was your prick, you prick.” 

 Buffy laughs from somewhere in the vicinity of the couch. 

 “Was he any good?” Sally asks. “He can’t have been any good, 

right? I didn’t hear anything. Boring Bloody German.” 

 I shrug. I don’t remember him even being there. 

 “Is he what you wished for when you blew out the candles?” 

Adrian asks. “Or was he just in your line of vision? Sometimes you lose 

wishes,” he says, “because you get distracted by what’s around you.” 

 “Shut up.” Sally says, rattling her giant trash bag full of empty 

cans. 

 What did I wish for? What do I ever wish for? Why do I never 

remember my wishes once they’re cast?  

 “I think I just wished to be happy.” I say. 

 “And did it work?” Sally asks. 

 “Not yet.” 


