“An engaging
graphic novel...
unflinching...
powerful”
— The New York Times




As soon a; m%”d
was gone, e
shaving if off. 8ut fo grow
back my fringe 1o a length
where I cowld perform my
comb-back would lake
months, and an
n-belween phase, with a
fringe that didn’t reach all
1he way 1o the back of my
head, wouwld fook
ridiculous.

ek

I needed 1o do something after my
relapse on the booze S0 I went out
! a pair of clippers. Who was I
with my comb-back? No one!
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Butl my impulse

loathing=--I wanted

1o infure myself in

some way, punish
myself.
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A BEER,
PLEASE.

I had , af first, that I
would just gef sober again, bul the
booze had gotten into my skin,
my psyche. I had felf some reliel

that day in Asbury Park.
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TTTI e
" again,
was getfing drunk five out of
seven 's, but nothing
foo disastrous--like fleeing
from policemen in Asbury
Park--had occurred

controlling &, that
maybe I wasn?
an alcoholie.
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m \ I felt like I was
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It was the
refief of
obiivion.

g g-0-0-0-0-0:0:1-0-4

83

I discovered that ¥ I drank vodka
I wouldn'? get hung over. This was a
greal revelation and seemed fo
explain, 10 me anyway, the hich rafe
of Russian alcoholism.




One nighrt, I went 10 this bar where this
old friend of mine, B, was the barfender.
He was an ex-con and I often tapped him

for information for my novels.

He had spent five

years in prison for
dealing drugs, but don”?
gel the wrong ldea--he
was also a painter and |

quite a sweet guy.

o PRI I hadn'?t been stoned for ,
srgott son’: p’gf‘ mdb”:ﬂrwn”: He ggld years and I loved 1. I was M’g‘ggf@% g
that the manjuand, a healing herb, would e e head and T felt lice # T
help with my heart and my ass (ny I185). were the most beaus moved I wouwld vomit
3 things I had ever seen.
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at least I had it s ¢«
spelled out. ; A
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on that ¥

ihg

for hours, feel
was hanging on for my Iife.

office. I
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Bill carrfed me 1o the

e PRI
- -

M was around 2 a.m. on
September 101, 2001
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I CAN'T HAVE
YOU PASSED OUT AT
THE BAR. I'LL 6ET IN

TROUBLE.
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When Bill's bar closed, It
bjgcaman%r—houm '
’ .,
_ ez%;;h/gf’%%‘ | So I'd wait for my tum 1o

snort a line. I was hungry

money, but he didn?
seem 10 want much. for the stuft. I felf like a ral.

I was really losing
control. I starfed doing
that classic thing of

waking up each day and As I would do the coke, I'd
swearing that I wouwld | think of those lests they did, where
stay sober and by rafs wouwld keep going back 1o the
nighttime I'd be in a bar, | ; : cocalne dropper until they died.
and by the end of the _
night I'd go fo Bi's.

I didn? really even like the
stuft. I liked the first line,
. maybe, and then afler thal

i | you fust had 10 keep doing It.

Someltimes when I would do \
the coke, I would dig inside
mysell, Irying 1o remember i

I had ever been happy.

{5
Maybe I was
the drugs, but I'd P
go Through
B whole e and T'd

come up with

nothing
—




The next day, I b
would fry fo clear alf -
1he coke residue out =
of my nose with a
nelli pol, 1his yoga
thing I had that
flushes your nosirils
with sall water.

T started going all the time to the [
Russian baths, which have been y

‘s They have steam
rooms, a sauna, and the 0
Russian room--which is =

like a furnace. It gels up = 2
B 1o 200 degrees in there.
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I was classie alcoholie - (AR

behavior--I would fear '

down and then bulld up.

e’ .

| ownliiie ) The problem with the baths is

h Phoenix myih. AN they made me feel a lof better.

1= 3 ey £o good that I would start the

’ whole mad thing over again.

b

I was Irying 10 keep my life together, 1o not
lose W completely so I kept going, even if
was hung over, 10 see Aunt Sadle.




out of the ety for
a montn seemed like a good
/m--lg/d away from the
despair of 9711, and, also, I
could use my time in the
country o sober up.

I was a blt concermed, thoughn,
that Dean Wilcox hadn’? read
my books. Al my novels have a
strong undercurrent of sex

What If Dean Wicox actually read one of
my books? I wasn? the mos! appropriafe
choice for an all~girls school.

WRITING 15 FINZING A
SUBJELT THAT YOU'RE IN
LOVE WITH.

They put me in a
little house on a hill,

overfooking the athietic surrounded by hundreds of giris. If seemed
flelds, I loved watching \— H like a safe place 1o be during a time of war.

the girls in their lithe
fleld-hockey skir's,

N was earfy October--we had starfed
bombing Afghanistan, and there I was

I wrofe a litfle short story about it
called “Womb Shelfer.*

—

was deeply

Bul the whole Ihing

absurd-=jt

was like the selup for a

pomographic korror

m. My little house on
the hill was like the

PSYCHO house.
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S0 the first week went well--I was stauing sober
and no one on the campus had actually read any
of my books. I was safel! I still hadn?t writlen
my letler 1o Sal, but I was gearing up for .

ACTUALLY, I'M
ON THE WASON,

==\ BT FEEL FREE--
ENJOH.




