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The After 				24 Oct. 2023
 
	How did it all start? Fuck I don't know. One day I was a schoolboy messing up, the next I was a high-fashion model with a frequent flyer card making more money in a day than I could before in a year. Sounds exciting right? Yeah, I thought so too. Let me tell you in what ways it was amazing fun, how it fucked me up, and how I met the one woman who is so special I'd rather be in hell with her than in heaven without her; Maggs.
 
“Hi! My name is Munson, I’m from Holland, I live in Paris, and I’m with fortune models.”
	-“Okay that’s great. Now turn to the left, back to the camera. Right, back to the camera. Show your hands, the other side, smile. Now strike a pose... Okay we’re done here, thank you. Next!”
 
It's been ten years that I’m doing this now, and it's not the first time I've sent my CV out for jobs because I need money. Think of jobs like waiting tables, train conductor, babysitting, everything. You know, the ‘I need money’ jobs. No one has hired me so far, which is probably my own fault because I am too cocky and I don’t really want to work. I'm twenty-fucking-seven and I’ve got attitude problems up the wazoo. Perfect time to die, right? 
 
I've worked with about half of all the famous brands you can think of. Yes, exactly, those. Prada, Dior, Valentino, Hermès, Raff Simons, Dries, Coach, Margiela, McQueen, Burberry, Tommy, Calvin, Vogue, Boss, Maison Mercure and many many more. Sounds cool right? Right? At least I think so. Now try putting that in a CV without sounding like an absolute ass or an idiot. There’s no study, no education surpassing high school, nothing. Trust me, it looks pathetic, or else I sure haven't figured it out yet. It seems to me there's only one place where this CV would look good and that’s the fashion industry. The same fashion industry that is not hiring me right now, probably because I was too arrogant in pretending I don’t really care about it, but still jumping with joy any time I get to wear a pretty coat. Also, what work out? I’m lazy. Once the Europe - NYC fashion market has decided it's oversaturated of me and my pretty little face, I can try my luck in Asia. I've done that tour 4 times so far. You’re crammed in a van with a bunch of other kids and drive endlessly to clients hoping to secure a job. After spending a month with a bunch of adolescents and minors, some not even sixteen, a sense of isolation starts to kick in which makes music sound incredibly good. Luckily. Because there’s still a month or two to go in the lands of drawn language. Beautiful way of writing that I didn’t bother to learn to read. Some models are happy just to be without parents, out on adventure, having fun. Others are struggling to send the hard earned money back home to their parents, probably getting paid less than the adventurers. I was an adventurer. I had fun. Or at least I was drunk.
 
An interesting life, but unsustainable. Something people tell you but you don't understand until you find someone worth being sustainable for. Do you think you're gonna raise kids going to another country, working non stop, twice a year for months on end? Yeah. Think again. It’s possible, but it’s hard and I have incredible respect for the people that do this and the relationships that can make it work. For me, it doesn’t work. Not with my dream woman at least, but, fucking hell, what to do right? Here I am.  Again. Only two weeks ago I was still living in a dream. A beautiful home in the middle of Paris, literally, on an island called Île st. Louis. 
Yeah I also didn't know there are islands in Paris until I lived on one. Whatever. 130'000 euros was supposed to hit my bank account divided over 2 years, thanks to a world-wide watch campaign I did for Maison Mercure. At the very least. More buy-outs were ‘definitely’ a possibility, as the whole thing was to be rebranded with a different dial on the watch. One phone call of four minutes and six seconds later, I was 25'000 euros in debt and not able to pay rent. What the fack do we do now? Become rockstars? Sell everything? We don't have a lot to sell, it all went to booze and food. I guess that’s why we have money problems. Wanna have a drink? Euhm… Yes. If there's ever a reason to drink this is one of them right? Right. 
 
Fast forward to 24 hours later, we're still awake. The last survivor of the afterparty says she has to leave, but she will come back later. We try to convince her not to go, but she says she must. As she leaves, reality plants its iron hard heel deep into my face. I start crying, hard. Bawling. Is it really over? I ask Maggs. Is this really it? Did we spend everything in a year to come here, just to lose it all now? Is it all gone? What the fack do we do? I don't even know how to afford rent, let alone pay my tax debt. Even if we both get jobs, we won't be able to pay it. I am scared. So scared. We hug on the couch, trying to push the pain away as our arms hold each other close. This is unreal. It has to be a nightmare. We have to wake up. We take a shower. We hope the woman doesn't come back. We don't text her. Not yet. Then the phone rings. Then the door is knocked on. I am crashing. Maggs is crashing. I look desperately at Maggs. Maggs looks desperately at me. The woman is a bulldozer, stomping over our crashing wishes with an absolute carelessness. She informed a bouncer she'd arrive with some people. The same bouncer that let our whole party stamp over and around without a clue of the surrounding world the night before. The bouncer really cares. Her reputation will be lost. Maggs and me? We have no fucking backbone. Complete pushovers. That's why we lost everything. That's how we'll keep on ending up in this shit. So of course we are going. Again. We still haven’t slept. We draw a line at having to pay the taxi to go there. Even that line we are pushed over, she promises to pay us back. Right. Then her guy calls and orders us a car. We don't want to go. We don't want to go. We don’t want to go. We. Don't. Want. To. Go.
 
We're here. Again. Like last night. Pinokhio. A fucking underground garage, pimped-out with sparkles and mirrors and two dance floors, a bar, a smoking-room, a lounge-room, hallways, wardrobe, vip-area with cinemas and darkrooms and last but not fucking least the toilets where water stands so high if you're wearing low cut sneakers you're fucked. Or if your shoes aren't waterproof, then you're fucked like me. Very fancy. But so does everything feel like a mere mirage of luxury right now. The city of lights is the city of mirrors, mirrors I don't like looking in right now. Maggs wants to leave, and asks if we can, she says she doesn't feel good. Yes please. We can. But we should say bye to that horrible woman. Of course, saying bye isn't saying bye, and she insists on showing us the cinema first, where we don't get let in. Then we absolutely have to take a selfie. Then we absolutely have to dance. Then we have to take another selfie, and talk. Maggs comes up and says she wants to get a drink. I say no and we finally leave. As we're outside, we cannot fully express our dissatisfaction and disgust as we leave the place we never wanted to go to. We even end up arguing as we walk homewards, smoking a cigarette. I should have taken her out of there immediately. We should've never come here in the first place. Why were you grinning when we were dancing? Because I felt absurd standing there pretending that I don't hate everyone around me. How selfish can some people be. Incredible. Why the fack is her suitcase at ours? She better not expect to be able to sleep there tomorrow. You think she will? Yeah I think she'll try, but there's no way in hell that's happening. We arrive home at 5am. We've been awake for 42 hours now. Finally, sleep overtakes us. Finally this existence fleets away for a moment, and I finally feel a moment of calm. 
 
Hazy spots and confusion as the phone rings. I did not want to wake up now. The anxiety of our situation licks and envelops the body like greedy flames on a dry piece of hardwood. Then the knocking. Awful, stressful, horrible knocking. She's here. Fearful eyes stare back at mine. The knocking continues. Louder. I guess I'll have to open up. The woman walks in. It's 10:30 in the morning. You didn't pick up when I called. It sounds like an accusation. It makes me furious. -“You don't mind if I rest here do you?” ‘I'm sorry but no, I have to be alone right now.’ -“Oh. Damnit. Goddamnit. Fuck.” The curses come as she fills her suitcase. I walk down to switch on a light, and to make sure she's grabbing what's hers and not ours. ‘I don't feel so good,’ I say out loud, which is true, but it's mainly said for her to understand why she can't stay here. She can't fucking stay here. What the actual fack. Who the fuck are you. How the fuck does your world work. How selfish can people be. I've fucking had it. This whole year. All this money. Just to be pushed around, doing stuff that I don't even wanna fucking do. Is this god teaching us? But we were done living life like this already on our own. We said we wouldn't anymore. Like we said many times before. Punished for not standing up for ourselves. What a trip. The door slams as she leaves. Maggs receives a text; “Sweetheart, we have to talk.” What. The. Fack. Laying back down. Making sure multiple times that she's not still there somehow. We express our what the facks. Then we lay anxious. Falling in and out of sleep. At times I hold Maggs’ hand. At times she holds mine. Sometimes it's just the feet that touch. I dream of a small house with a garden in a different country. I dream of a normal job. I dream of coming home from work to Maggs who's already there. I dream of cooking for her. I dream of a nine to five, the thing I wanted to run away from as fast as my legs could possibly carry me all the time before. How sweet it seems to me now. To live a normal life. To know how my day's going to go. To know I can pay the rent. To know the exact amount I’ve got for groceries each month. And I can still write my book. And Maggs can still paint her paintings. And we could have a kid. I dream and dream, until I can dream no more. Then anxiously we get up, and hell surrounds us again.
 
Nightmarish days and feverish nights fade and swirl into one another. We wake up constantly. Go back to sleep constantly. At one moment, we found ourselves in the seating area. Maggs was on the couch. I was on the floor. It felt like the end. The end of everything. The end of us. We talked. We talked freely about everything. Everything that we did that hurt us. Everything we did to each other. The pains that had remained under the surface for so long, only rearing their ugly heads at times while the bodies remained under the surface, now waded out of the water in glorious full view.  There we stood, naked and afraid and in front of each other. Our hearts ripped out by fate, our guts kicked hard by debt. And we made love like never before. Then, days became days again, nights became nights again, the world kept turning and we were out looking for a solution. I applied for loans. I applied for jobs. Loans were denied. Applications went unanswered. Maybe in two months I can be a barista in a coffee shop. Desperation is a hard master, but the human mind gets used to any condition. We looked at our strengths, what do we have? Experience in modeling. So, we went looking for countries that would take us back into their soothing-fashion-industry arms. Maybe Mexico? What else do we have? Our apartment. Our apartment which we feel like we can't pay the rent of; we can rent it out on Airbnb. We're in Paris, after all, in a luxurious 17th century home. The next days we worked, worked and worked. We prepared the home and took pictures. Now it's uploaded to Airbnb. What else can we do? There's a story I wrote a while ago, a story I transformed into a children's rhyme. Let's turn it into a book. We looked at what we have. The blue Fender Stratocaster guitar I’ve had since I was a fourteen year old kid, sold. Clothing goes onto Vestiaire, and we find out all the clothes that used to be worth something are now worth peanuts. A mere nothingness. But peanuts you can eat. I'm eating a lot of peanuts. My cheeks are swelling. Tense jaws grind our teeth to dust at night. There’s a tremor of anxiety and stress hanging between us, a tense atmosphere prone to explosion, but we push through it and ignore it. Hugs and looks keep us whole to one another. Hugs and looks are our rock, our anchor. Hugs and looks are the one thing holding us up and away from just breaking down and crying, not achieving anything. Hugs and looks are the only thing left at this moment. This moment of nothing.
 
“I have been very stupid, for the greater part of my life.” -N.
 

Night 				31 Oct. 2023
 
The fatal appointment at Fortune, my Parisian modeling agency. I am going there with a desperate hope. A wild hope. The hope that the contract with Maison Mercure, a watch campaign of which the buy-out has supported our move to Paris, is still being extended. The hope was futile, the campaign won’t be extended. Funnily enough it was at this moment that I felt again as a part of the Fortune family. The feeling of family I had felt with them when I started this modeling adventure almost ten years ago. Something I hadn’t felt all this year since I moved here. The family that embraced the teenager and showed him the whole world on a silver platter. And boy, did I eat with three spoons from that plate. The family is back. Okay. Great. Other questions, now what can I do? Mexico? There will probably be no work. South Africa has a market, but not for me. The same goes for Australia. Korea, they say. Korea is the new Japan. Japan I’ve visited three times, two months each time under a contract to make a minimum amount of money. If the amount was not reached by my own work, the agency would pay the difference. Okay. It’s possible. But will Maggs follow me there? It could be the answer to our problems. To our immediate, measurable in red minus-numbers problems at least. Well, it's colder in Korea than it is in Mexico right now, and we’re afraid of the cold. Winter already seems to be hushing autumn out of Paris. What do we do now? 
 
As I walk home a feeling of holy lead fills my shoes and slows me down. I'm leaning against a wall, writing on my phone. How long will I stay here? As soon as the sentence is written, three suitcases stop with their owners and try to enter the “porte” next to me, so I walk on. Feeling like I don’t belong, feeling like it’s illegal for me to be in Paris. Still I walk on. I walk on to her. In between those steps I am in limbo. What will happen now? What will happen to us? Possible realities float and crash in my mind. All of them seem both impossible and feel very real at the same time. A palate of plates, dancing around a desperate and exhausted, anxious head. Meanwhile I can't shake the feeling that something great, far greater than anything before is about to happen. But what is it? The logical mind cannot fathom what will happen now. I cannot see it. I feel as if I walked off a precipice. A bridge of air. I pause again. More cigarettes? More pauses? More… What? More limbo. Limbo. Limbo. Limbo. My back bends far down as I float under a stick. Almost home. My feet feel power again. My heart has a flame. The Cranberries play the same song through my headphones for the tenth time. I know which song will be at the top of my spotify wrapped this year; ‘Linger’. Continuing the walk home, I cast one last, longing look at the warm Seine before reality embraces me again in her icy arms. I'm freezing. Lead. Lead. Lead. Lead on the balcony. Paris is beautiful. Beautiful. Beautiful. Beautiful. Illuminated clouds of canopies. Warm lights. And I'm not really here. I'm somewhere else and it's great there. I’m not so sure about here. I turn left. Bright walls of warm yellow. The sky. A look back. A look over the shoulder. A turn in a circle and on. On and on. On and on. I am tired and I am completely alive. I’m almost there. I turn left and a tree touches me. Funny. I touch a tree of olives. A ghost appears in the window of a closed shop. Here is home. Home. Right in front of me. Linger starts again. And again. And again. And again. I have to see her now. Now. Now. Now. I push the button in the entrance and the door opens. The beautiful big wooden, winding, 17th century staircase leads me to the place where I realized I had lost it all. A knock on the warm door. To the warm woman. I am home. I am home. I am home. 
 
“Bad news.” An argument ensues. She does not want to go to Korea. I see no other option. She says that she does not want to leave everything here behind. I say that I don't see how we would not lose it all if we don't go. We can’t seem to find each other. Trapped in my own mind, I can’t connect to hers. I go down a bad road within myself. A very miserable, hopeless road; I get frustrated, angry: “I cannot understand how someone is unwilling to suffer for two months if it gains them freedom!’ I’m yelling, it’s scary, ‘I will not suffer foolishness to lead me into a fucking jail for years!” I’m afraid that’s what will happen if I can’t pay my taxes. What. The. Fack. Now we are angry with each other and she is upstairs with a book. I am glad she is not on the couch with me. I have no clue what to say. I have no clue what to do. How do we get out of this? I don't know how. I don't know how. I don't know how. I don't want to think. I want to numb myself. I want to smoke cigarette after cigarette after cigarette. How do we get out of this situation? It seems like it's all my fault. Or so it seems to me to be portrayed, something I cannot stand. Snarky comments from upstairs are met with snarky comments from below. Why don't you ask Lulu how it is there? Because I don't care how it is there, because it does not matter how it is there. I'd rather suck it up there, no matter how desperately, for two months than go to jail here for years for not paying my taxes. Unexpected silence. Because I'm fucking right, or at least so I think. 
 
No I don't want to go, but if going there makes me money, than fucking yes I want to go. Who the hell cares about it? I could never understand the choice of not going to Asia and suffering poverty in Europe. It has always been a big ass fucking thorn in our relationship. I wanted to go there to make some quick money… Only two months… Very quick… And then what? Go again? She wanted me to see our surroundings and find a solution, instead of bailing and jumping in the safety of the same net I used to revel in as a teenager. She wanted me to actually build a life, but I still don’t see it. To me there’s only three options: We go there. We find another solution. Or… What. I don't know, but I refuse to go to jail for this stubbornness. I refuse it. It is ridiculous and hideous to ask. It is not what one asks of someone one loves. It is not. It’s not. And actually, for some time I have not felt so sure if I am actually loved here at all. A lot of times I feel like I am a fucking servant. Acts of service is my love language, stop asking me to communicate. My version should be enough. No I’m not self-absorbed. Plenty of times I saw this shit coming but my words fell on deaf ears. If I'm disgusted with drinking and I don't want to go see anybody and drink anymore I can hear that it should be normal and that everyone does it. I wanted to isolate myself and turn my back on a world that was hurting me. She wanted to reach out and interact with a world that has the power to heal you. I saw enemies. She saw people. Somehow we walked a blurred line in between and so we get fucking hammered and end up on some after again. An afterparty. An after. An after, a -fucking, -gain. These fucking afters. Boring, fucking idiotic talking and drinking and always being complained about afterwards. Afters. Afters are a fucking waste of life and they have stolen everything. They stole everything. Everything I had. I fucking hate it. I fucking hate this. My opinion is also fucking worth something. I've had to do this shit, this earning an income, on my own for years, and I always did, and then suddenly I wasn't allowed to anymore. And now we're in the shit. Big shit. Big. Fucking. Shit. It's either to borrow money or to go do a contract in Asia. It's actually AND borrow money AND go. Reality fucking sucks, huh? Well. Whatever. Who cares about it sucking? Do what you need to fucking do and learn the lesson and don't fuck it all up again. Turn it into a lesson. Well look at this, I'm writing. At least I’m writing. Every time I went to a church I prayed to God to help me write. Write. Write. Write. Write, I prayed. Write. Write. Write. Well, be careful what you wish for I suppose, and be disciplined. Or else life swoops in and kicks your ass so much that the only thing you can do is write and write and complain about it all. 
 
Dear reader, I am sorry for this sack of shit book you're going through right now.  And no. No, I cannot promise anything worthwhile to be gotten out of this book except for some horribly written, half-assed chapters full of self lamenting and uninspirational bullshit. I’m a Taurus. Of course it’s bullshit. But, well, since you're here already anyway, why don't we take it all up a notch? Why not make it more exciting? Since, obviously, this ticking time bomb I'm sitting on is not exciting enough. The ticking time bomb being a 25’000 euro tax debt and a 1’442 euro rent I am not able to pay for. I have nothing left. There is a strange sense of serenity about sitting on a time bomb, because you see how absolutely normal everything still is. Your whole world collapses and it doesn't mean anything to the world at large. Everything is exactly as it was. Exactly as fucked up. You feel sorry for the shit you see on Instagram. You feel sorry for yourself. The house looks exactly the same. Beautiful. Scary. And, well, I guess we're still fighting exactly the same as we did before, just about different shit. In a way it’s the same shit. What. The. Fack. Nope. There's no turning it up a notch. Not for me. Not right now. Sorry. Would you like to dive back into the past and see how the fuck we got here? Keep on reading, I'm sure I will get to it all. But right now this is fucking live. A ‘live stream’ in a book. This is happening. It’s happening to me right now as I’m writing this. I am sitting in a house I don't know how to pay for. I just came from the agency that first got me some big money and now they had to tell me the news that it isn't coming anymore. Even though before, in September, it was still supposed to. It’s a tricky world. What do I do now? Apparently in Korea there is money to be made. I know in Asia there's money to be made. Yes, maybe. We still need a bridge. A loan. It definitely would help if this stupid fucking house would rent out on Airbnb. 
 
You know what's funny? Here’s some more dark thoughts that put it all on her; Maggs was complaining about this house before, that it wasn't nice, not enough room to paint, the kitchen layout doesn't make sense, it's in a shitty location. All of which is true, btw. It’s 38 square meters. It’s expensive. It’s basically one big room with really high walls where they chucked a mezzanine in the middle so they have more square meters for which to charge you rent. It’s got a kitchen built into a hallway-tail that’s attached to the living room where the roof is even lower than under the mezzanine. It’s got a bathroom further down the hallway-tail with a door plump in between and I have to bend to take a shower. It’s got red cracked tiles on the bulging floor of that hallway-tail that look pretty and yucky and a little like old water damage. It’s creepy and old and there’s probably a bunch of things wrong with it. But it’s Paris. Paris! Paris! PARIS! And it’s Paris before everything, after all.
 
There was the mice, the fucking mice, AGAIN!? Wtf Paris, lol. What’s up with the mice? That really sucked. The mice. It did, but it seems we caught them all. I really hope so. Is this happening because I killed some mice? Oh well. Superstition takes a deep hold on you when you’re working in a field where everything seems up to chance. All you can do is pray, right? Anyway, I was complaining that she didn't like it, and now that we're about to lose it, suddenly it's not that bad anymore and all we build up is here. Uhu. Right. I also don’t want to lose it, but it’s easier to blame her now for everything. Like the drinking, as if I’m not responsible myself. When I was derailing in Berlin she was the one who got us back on track, healed me and showed me yoga, during which I felt the hand of God pull us up and out of there. A hand which materialised in the watch campaign for Maison Mercure, which I then took for granted. Like I’m taking Maggs for granted. I don’t hear what she says to me now. 
 
I’m too busy with myself. Too trapped in my own darkness, too far down the spiralling stairs of self-pity and self-absorption. Too hurt, hitting around blindly at everything close to me and so I reach the last step of my soul before falling into the abyss, one foot floating in the dark. Down below, the devil is smirking at me, using his tail as a skipping rope and watching eagerly as I torture myself; Am I in a bad relationship? This is my relationship, the only one I know and the only one I want. The question seems superfluous, as the simple truth is that Maggs is my entire world. But I am too hurt, too desperate and so all the pain focuses on the last target still standing. The last object left in my life; I really love Maggs. She is everything to me. Did everything for me. And I am quite sure she loves me too, though she does seem to find a lot of faults with me. I can often hear that I'm doing things stupidly, or the slightest inconvenience annoys the shit out of her. She’s struggling with her own demons, her own stress and all that heat can thin the ice. Then again I am really quite forgetful, she is very right in that, but don’t I do a lot as well? So I think maybe it's not ‘that’ bad to live with me? I am too horny. I am constantly sexually frustrated, almost obsessed. We had sex, this year, we did. But not enough, not for my insatiability. Not for my endless lust and escapism. Not for my possessiveness and jealousy. And I mostly feel like my libido is a nuisance. Is that bad? Or is it normal? I think with my dick too much. It’s true, I really do. The obsession kills the desire. If it's up to me I'd smoke more weed too, much more than I can convince her to smoke with me already. I would eat more mac and cheese, I would play more video-games, I’d be more of a loser like I was before, AND I WOULD HAVE GONE OUT LESS. Okay. That’s it. I am done staring down the abyss. The devil is still jumping his stupid rope, my voice still echoes in the endlessness, but I am done. I turn around and slog back up the stairs. All my problems and worries jump merrily back on my shoulders. Problems I tried so desperately to escape. But up there at the end of the stairs is light and it surrounds Maggs in the doorway.
 
“And she is the light at the end of my tunnel.” -N.
 

Anger
 
 
My first memory is one of anger. I’ll tell you the story, it might even sound cute, it might even be cute. But today I think it’s about anger, anger expressed through violence. 
 
When I was three years old I was going to a place ‘occupied parents’ bring their kids to, who are still too young to go to school. In Holland we call that kinderdagverblijf, it would be the equivalent of the American daycare. 
In the daycare “Europa” they had a little kitchen corner. The kitchen corner was often occupied, especially by ‘the girls’. Boys and Girls were mixed and played together, but they still seemed a different species to me, a notion which would stick.  
One day I found myself with a few other boys playing in the kitchen corner, which didn’t happen often. When some girls came to join us, little three year old me got very upset. 
“It’s not fair!” I shouted. “Boys almost never get the kitchen!” 
How very gender-focused of me… 
 
In my anger, because I was really very offended, I smashed the little plastic toy I had brought from home on the wooden kitchen stove. 
Orca-man, the plastic toy of an Orca that could transform into a man and back, got wounded through the encounter. The stove was fine. 
Orca-man, however, had a flake of paint fall off.
The daycare-teacher was not having any of my crap, and put me on the bench to cool off. 
On that bench, I saw the damage my outburst had done to my toy. 
I had seriously hurt my own friend with my anger. 
 
I was devastated. The painful impression of the impact of my own anger was apparently so great it would stay with me forever. 
After the daycare-teacher thought I’d spent enough time on the bench, probably seeing my horror-stricken face, she told me it’s okay to come off if I would play nice. 
I said I would, but I did not run off to play. 
Instead, I walked up to her and asked her if she perhaps had a band-aid for my Orca-man. 
This melted the woman’s warm heart, and she gave me not a band-aid, but let me choose a sticker instead. 
The sticker has remained on Orca-man until this day. It seemed there was something beautiful in this story. 
 
I can’t say for certain what came first, the impression burned in my memory, or the re-telling of the story by my parents. Probably they worked hand in hand. 
Either way, the story is retold, by them, by me. The emphasis always lays on the cute part, the adorable little toddler who wants a sticker to heal his toy. Isn’t he such a cutey? With his blonde curls and big blue-green eyes?
How beautiful and big this little kid’s heart must be.
That’s true. It is. I can attest to it. 
However, there is also something really fucking sinister and dark at play here.
What the fuck is this little boy doing, getting so upset that some girls are playing in the kitchen?
Even if some of the boys left, to do more boyish stuff, then just play with the girls or go with the boys. 
Reality changes, all the fucking time. Embrace it, you can have so much fun. But that’s not what I did. I got angry. Angry that it changed. Angry that it was not exactly the way I wanted it. Angry that I was not in control. So angry that I expressed myself with violence. So angry that I was blind even to the destruction of my favourite toy and would rather destroy that (or attempt to) than accept things for the way they are. 
 
Anger is not a bad thing, it’s just an emotion. A very common emotion. A necessary emotion. Anger compels to action. Anger gives energy. Anger purifies. Anger rushes the system, heightens some functions to deal with danger and slows down other functions like digestion and the prefrontal cortex, impairing your judgment. 
Adrenaline, noradrenaline, testosterone, cortisol and dopamine are all heightened to temporarily increase the person’s ability to deal with a situation. Tighter limbs, heightened senses. If you’d have to fight a tiger this would be great. If you’re an absolute fucking push-over and you use the energy to express yourself, that can also be great. But: The problem here is in the violence. There is no fucking tiger. There was no healthy expression. There were a few three year old girls and boys and I started hammering on shit. 
 
I guess you see the point. The emotion is fine but the expression is not. 
I’m quite a few versions of myself older, but the unhealthy relationship with anger still remains. 
I shun anger. Actually, I fear it. I bite anger down and push it away. I try hard to accept, to let it run through, digest and move on. Often this means I actually repress, and pretend it’s gone in the hope it will leave. But life doesn’t work like that. Unexpressed, anger becomes a lie, a lie that bursts out. 
You can’t remain calm all the time.
You can’t remain calm all the time. 
Still.
I try to remain calm all the time, which actually means I just bottle up.
 
And by bottle-ing up I explode. 
I’m not aggressive in a way that I punch people, but I still break my fucking toys. 
 
And now I’m 6 feet 2 and weigh 160 pounds.
 
 
Knowing this, the story may continue.
 
 
“Look at this weird, twisted thing I’ve made.” -N 
 
 

Twilight
 
God it's so boring to be drunk with people. The people we’ve been meeting at least. Maybe we get trashed on alcohol so much because we're bored as hell. Maybe we’re bored as hell because we’re so fucking drunk we can’t follow the plot. What are we even talking about? 
My writing, a constant flurry of new, unfinished stories about swords and magic seems to annoy Maggs. I don't know shit about abstract art which is frustrating for Maggs whenever she comes home excited from a full day of painting. Maybe I can say something about the balance or reaffirm her own conclusions that the painting is indeed good. Or, more often, I can try to convince her that the painting actually is good when she says it’s not. 
They really are good. She is her own harshest critic. Sometimes scathingly so. Mostly I am saying the wrong opinion though, or it doesn't matter because I don't know shit about it anyway. 
 
I remember quite well the day she announced that we need to move apartments, out of the one in Montmartre. The tiny one literally too small to do yoga. The second apartment in Paris. 
I came back from writing in the cafe, and could hear how it's unfair that I'm able to go write there while she can't paint. 
A week later we found this place on the island. Walking away from it I wasn't too convinced, but she convinced me we had to ‘at least’ write a good letter to apply for it. We could alway still say no even ‘if’ we got it. So we had a one hundred euro lunch with wine at Chez Julien around the corner of the apartment and wrote a damn good application letter. Then we got it. I was thrilled. Too thrilled to second guess. Too thrilled to think about it. And Maggs is not one to push a doubt so fucking hard it gets through the noise of my fucking ecstasy. 
 
On my birthday I had to work for Maison Mercure, we shot extra footage for the watch campaign on whose buyout we depended. Because why would we depend on ourselves? That same day we had to deliver papers to the real estate agency for the new apartment. I tried to take care of it, but couldn't during the lunch break. The papers consisted of a guarantor form, supplied by an online insurance agency. According to them, we were still living in our previous apartment, the first apartment in Paris, as the woman who had rented it to us would not confirm to them that we had already moved out months ago. 
That first apartment in Paris had a serious mice infestation, impossible to get rid of. Apparently our adorable, elderly neighbour was too immobile to bend forward and pick crumbs off the floor. Besides which he thought the mice were cute. Right. 
Maggs said she should just call the woman, but I thought it might not be a great idea. I was scared she’d get angry with the woman and that stupid opinion of mine made Maggs doubt and second guess everything she could say. We spent the rest of that day texting each other, while I was working for my most important client, Maggs asking every single thing to say in her interaction with the landlords. 
I was fucking up the job most likely, and it was my own fault. Or at least that’s what I’m thinking now that it’s discontinued. At the time I thought it was fine, that I was just finishing up texting something after lunch. Now I hate myself for it. 
I should've just asked ‘please take care of it' instead of trying to take care of it myself. She wanted to take care of it. She offered to just take care of it. I should have trusted her to take care of it. She’s more than capable. More proficient than me at anything, really. Why do I always need to feel in control? 
She probably would’ve done a way better job than my solution was anyway. My dumb idea was to give the old landlord the whole security deposit to cover a few months of barely used electricity charges. Electricity I forgot to set up. 
Oh well. Too late now, though I guess I am still a little pissed about that. Blaming myself and blaming her. I parked it somewhere in the bottom of my mind's dark and dusty garage and stopped caring. Which never really works like that.
 
When I got home that day after the shoot I apparently stressed Maggs out so much that while she was getting ready she stabbed her eardrum with a cotton stick and we doubted for a second if we should go see a doctor instead of seeing a friend, Kendrix, who was waiting in a restaurant to celebrate my birthday. So of course we went to the restaurant, got drunk, and met some more friends at a bar after that. 
Well, friends, I hoped so. They worked in the coffeeshop we frequented and were the most friend-like people we had, especially since most other idiots we had met were fucking drug addicted assholes that we somehow dragged home on nights after drinking in a bar called “Le Cou à la Table”, which closes at 6 in the morning. 
Yeah. Right. Great. What a waste of life: On our way to the third apartment in Paris in half a year and on our way to our so manieth sun-rise-sit-ins. But it’s my birthday! Twenty-seven! I hate fucking afterparties. Fuck afterparties. Not when I'm drunk though. When I’m drunk afterparties are the only thing in the world. When I’m drunk I ‘loove’ afterparties. Even though... This year I definitely hated them more. And in the last month I've been throwing up and passing out. Super fucking normal right? How long have I been doing this? Whatever. I'm gonna go smoke a cigarette now. Are you coming along? Who knows. I’ve got to put you away for a second. 
 
This is like a live conversation almost, with myself. With my memory. And with you. With the reader. If anyone ever reads this crap. 
Dear reader, do you exist? Are you there? Somewhere? In the future? With this sorry-ass book in your hands? Are you in a park? Are you happy? Are you in a subway? Are you at home? Wherever you are. Take a second. Close your eyes. And think: Are you on the right path? No really. Think about it. Do it now. 
Because there were a lot of moments where I thought I was on the wrong path, and I didn't think about it enough. If only I would have. Like for instance; I should have put my foot down about not drinking, as if I wasn’t the one to run inside the bar getting bottle after bottle. And I should have put my foot down about my need to write at least x amount of hours every day, which is a reasonable and totally just demand. Even if there’s urgent things to take care of together… 
Like moving… Perhaps I would not be in this deep, deep, deep shit like I am in now. Like literally. We're talking deep shitcake kind of shit here. Do you go to jail if you can’t pay your taxes? What is this big disaster I am living? 
So. Anyway. Whatever. If you're there, and you exist, and there is a reader taking in the letters of this tragical nonsense, please. Think about it. If you're not on the right path, CHANGE NOW!!!!! 
Because if you don't, there's no knowing which deep, dark, drudgy hole you're gonna have to crawl through to teach you the lesson that you actually already know. Like when smoking cigarettes feels relaxing because it brings closer the imminent doom that awaits us all at the end and there you can finally, really relax. But you don’t want to die, not yet, that shit just sounds romantic, but gasping for breath in a hospital bed is neither romantic nor sexy. So stop smoking. And think about if you’re on the right path. If you’re happy, and if not, fucking change that shit.
 
 
Anyway, so paths right? It was Kendrix’ birthday, which he celebrated by taking over the DJ line-up of a club with his friends, and I really did not want to go. Every fibre in my body said no. I had had enough of drinking and parties and all the bullshit. I felt that my head needed to become clear, to actually think, and realize wtf I was doing with my life. 
But we should go because he's a friend.  Mhm. Sure. Real friends don't forgive or understand anything. Real friends insist on you poisoning your mind and body because, well, they are doing it too. 
So of course, who ended up being the last ones at the club, dragging Kendrix back to his house with our uber because he thought he'd lost his headphones and was breaking down? Yes. You know who. You guessed it. It was us. 
Us, always the last. Always the last ones. Always the fucking last at the party. The party where we didn't even want to be in the first place. When we’re there we get shitfaced, because we don't want to be there and once we’re not there anymore we hate ourselves for having been there. 
Alcohol makes shit bearable. Being somewhere you don’t want to be. Being someone you don’t want to be. Stopping with drinking, once the first sip has gone down the throat, is impossible. 
I hate drinking like this. It's no fun. At all. Fuck my life. 
Well. Afterwards I felt that we were really on the wrong path. I even cried about it. A little bit. And I was right. I was fucking right. My opinion. My life. My ass in jail. I don't want to drop the soap, thank you very much. Do you think they'll give me heroin in jail? Because why not right? 
If we don't find a solution I'm going to have to go to Asia with a broken heart crying because I’m missing Maggs and work away my debt. 
The modeling monster swallowed me whole. And I wished for it. So many periods followed by an "and", the literary geniuses must surely hate me, but for that they have to read me and if they do then I've won. Hello! I salute you oh great literary God. I'm writing now. Hello world, live from the shithole we created in a beautiful 17th century apartment in the middle of Paris on the island of Île st. Louis. And yes I know île means island and that that's double. 
 
What are we going to do now? What am I going to do? There is a house in a town at the literal end of the train tracks Maggs could live in. Will we go there? Will I work for Maggs’ dad John who surely hates my guts by now? Can I even? Does she still want to be with me? Would she, if it comes to that, even invite me to come with her? 
Maggs says I ruined her life sometimes. Maybe she’s right. Sometimes I think the same of her, but the difference is that I don't say that out loud because I know it's not the truth. And it's horrible to say. Look up at me, my horse is high. Ain’t I a knight? Or am I just a lousy little coward? 
You ruin your own damn life. Life is your own damn fault. 
Well actually it's your parents fault, horny bastards, but what it looks like after being born is entirely up to all the shitty decisions you make yourself. Even if I don't have anything, at least I'll own that much. I think I'm going to do the dishes. I'm tired of my own voice on these lines and you're tired of my whining, too. 
If you're there at all.
 
“Wtf is After Fashion?.” -N

Morning 				8 Nov. 2023
				
It’s morning, Maggs is on her way to her first shoot with Carvers and I’m crying on the toilet. I messed up. Big time. But please bear with me as I explain the situation. Maggs had actually stopped modelling a year ago, focusing on her painting and finally passing on the financial stick she’d been carrying for us for three years in Berlin. In my first year of carrying it, as you know, I tripped and fell. Hard. Flat-faced on the gravel, blood smeared on the track of the relay race. So, Maggs did what she’d always done; drop everything she was doing and start taking care of my mess. She walked into Carvers, the Parisian modelling agency just around the corner of the Arc de Triomphe, and got to work. 
 
She’d signed with Carvers before, back when she was still with Tepidus, her mother agency in Berlin, so it was only a half-surprise when she walked into their office. You see, as a model you sign first with a mother agency who acts as the deciding voice on the direction of your career. That mother agency then places you with other agencies in other countries, and they should all work together to get you jobs. Carvers was one of these ‘other’ agencies for Maggs. Not that Tepidus had set up her placement with Carvers, she’d done that herself.
Tepidus was one of those agencies without a clear vision, sending all options through to Maggs, basically making her both model and agent simultaneously. You can’t do all the modelling-jobs, Fafanelli won’t book you if you’ve done a beer commercial. Tepidus was more beer commercial and less Fafanelli. 
Originally Maggs had been with a great agency, before Covid-19, but when airplanes grounded and travel-restrictions soared, Maggs sacrificed that agency to do the available jobs closer to home. The home in Berlin. The home where she let me live rent-free, paying all our expenses, and I could remain a luxurious little penny-less pussycat. You see I also signed with Tepidus when she signed, but I still had my other agencies that blocked almost every single option Tepidus sent through. I had no money, the world had stopped, Maggs did what she could and Fortune had vision, as their eyes rest exclusively on the most elusive of prizes. After three years, their vision came true: Maison Mercure. The magical job that brought us to Paris. But that was then, before my fall, and now Maggs is picking up my pieces again:
 
I slept in the bathtub, freezing, because my breathing and snoring can wake Maggs up at night. Somehow, over breakfast, we were talking about some models whose relationships are discussed on online forums. I knew one and said that I thought she's cool, we had drunk a beer once after some party which was very boring. It got a bit awkward because I figured Maggs would assume I had ‘had’ something with that girl, which I hadn't. Feeling awkward, we tried to lead the conversation away and I stumbled over the name of another model, Jacob, which, as I mumbled it out, sounded more like the name of someone else I knew. Someone I had ‘had’ something with. Someone we’d fought about before. Someone who’s name we never mentioned: Jackie. 
Fucking. 
Jackie. 
How? It was like a bomb of awkwardness exploded in the room. Maggs got up in a hurry, barely talking to me as she finished getting ready to leave. I paced up and down the apartment trying to think of items she’d like to bring to work, like a banana and an oat bar. She left hurriedly out the door without saying a proper goodbye. I didn't even see her from the window, though normally we always wave at each other when one of us leaves. Even after four years. Now she must have hugged the wall as close as possible to escape even my gaze, let alone look back up to wave. Afterwards, I had to go to the toilet. I sent her a message saying that I love her and I wish her good luck, but she just texted; ‘thanks’ back. Nothing else. 
 
Fack. I really made her feel bad with my awkwardness right before her shoot, a shoot which she already dreaded. Now she's gone and I'm sitting on the toilet by the heating feeling like an absolute idiot. All the pain and chaos and hurt and devastation I already felt before over our finances melt away in comparison to the pain and lostness I feel now. The pain and lostness I feel at having hurt the only light in my darkness. It's absolutely unbearable. And so I spiral absolutely out of control and into a pit of self lamenting pity, my self respect flushing down the toilet with the water to the sewers.
 
I feel alone. I feel like I'm the reason everything always goes wrong. I feel like I hurt everyone around me and can never do anything right in my life. Sure. Sometimes it seems like I'm doing well for my surroundings, but I always mess it right up in the moments where it matters. I hate being alone here right now. I hate being stuck in my own company. Yet at the same time I'm so scared of meeting Maggs after she's done with her shooting. Scared that we will end up in some awful fight. So now the Cranberries’ song ‘Linger’ plays again and again and I'm crying. The pain gobbles up my chest, my freezing bones and fingers. It’s cold as shit in the bathroom even though the electric heating’s blasting. 
My mind is a complete blank. Completely void of anything. Any idea.  Any vision of the future. Any trust. I just feel sorry for myself and I despise feeling sorry for myself. I cannot process how I messed it all up again. Maggs surely feels done with me now, so hurt and in the shit because of me already, and then somehow I make her feel even more like shit than she already did. I don't want to exist. I want to slowly fade out of existence in a way that I was never even there at all, that all the lives I've touched remain untouched, so that no one is upset by my disappearance. 
 
I'm so sorry. It seems like my path of disappointing the people around me will just keep on going on, exactly the way it always has. I'm so sorry for everyone whose life is now left scarred by my actions. I don't understand why I'm like this. How did I become this person? How am I a person that’s so unable to bear any of the pains of life, so unlike the people who suffer life proudly? 
Again I cause pain. Again I disappoint. There's no future for me now that I can see. Instead I will suffer here, seeking out temporary distractions from the pain of life, temporary relief that increases the pain I’ll feel later. What should I do? I need guidance. I've needed guidance, well, all my life actually. I’ve prayed for guidance and I’ve probably rejected that guidance at any time it was offered. I've felt a false sense of pride in trying to figure out everything by myself, but the truth is that I can't. Maggs has been there to help me, but I keep on bringing her pain. I'm not sure if she can bear me much longer. I cannot really bear myself anyway, so I understand. If only I could softly fade away into nothingness. Into bliss and oblivion, without hurting anyone. I would take the option immediately, right now. 
How can I right all these wrongs? How can I improve upon the lives threaded in mine when I keep on messing things up? Why is my experience of reality so intense that I am unable to bear anything? 
 
Maggs says I'm only existing in two extremes: Either extreme happiness with an overabundance of energy and joy, or a complete numbing, locked out, sadness. She's right. She is right with a lot of things. Sometimes I was right and didn't listen to my own voice when I should have. Most of the times she was right and I listened to a voice rooted in me more by stubbornness and unwillingness to change plans than anything else. It's difficult for me to get going, it's difficult for me to stop going or change course when I am going. I am an unbearable great boulder, relentless in its addiction to gravity, requiring the greatest effort of my surroundings to move and to stop. I am a heavyweight. A burden. 
Perhaps the best idea for me is to suffer somewhere in solitude and silence, away from everyone, so that they may not be hurt by my disappearance. Rather they would rest easy in the knowledge that I exist, warm in their hearts, but not hurting them in their lives. But how can I do this when my life is intertwined as it is? 
I love Maggs so much, I cannot fathom life without her. Moreover, I cannot fathom life without knowing how she is. The thought of her being hurt somewhere without me there to hug her, make her a tea and let her know that even if she might be hurt, the pain will pass and that she's not alone.
 
And then still I'm the reason for most of her unhappiness. She often says that her life was ruined when I came into it. That the past 4 years, the duration of our relationship, have been the worst and most trouble wrought years of her life. If that is the case it certainly would hurt her less to be without me. Would she want that? Does she want me close because she wants me close, or has she become so accustomed to the weight of my being that she does not know anymore how to walk without it? If she does want to walk freely without me, if it would cause her the greater happiness, I would gladly take back the terrible weight of existence I felt before she came into my life. I would be crushed and heartbroken but if she would be happier it would be worth it. 
What on earth can I do? What on earth should I do? Who can I ask for help? Is there anyone? I feel like there is no one alive who could understand my pain, my constant hurt by life. My greatest issue with the world is and always has been that it was promised a paradise, but we are turning it into a hell and the demons and the tormentors are here and they roam the world freely. 
It seems there is a price for happiness most people are unable to afford. But as I say this I realise it is probably my own fault. It is my own expectations and desires for life that are too much to ask of the world. Especially since I have done nothing for it. For what have I done? I have given up the greater part of my actionable life to travel around and act a part on a modelling set. How did I advance global happiness? How have I been of service? I used to think my presence and uplifting mood would share happiness with the world and the lives I touch. That that energy would radiate and trickle down society through the photographs. That I somehow was doing something good just by being myself. But as I'm growing up and sticking around it seems to me that I am more hurtful to those lives than helpful in any way. That I’m just a selfish, lazy, escapist horny bastard. Woe is me. 
 
Please forgive me my awkwardness, Maggs. I cannot bear the thought of hurting anyone, and because of that I hurt you daily. I feel nauseous and alone. The dry heating air is getting to me, and I should probably get ready if I am to meet you by the cafe we said we would meet after your job. The cafe of Angels. I'm not sure if you still want to see me actually, which probably you don't. We were excited to relax a little bit tonight, but it seems I somehow turned that relaxation into another night of pain and misunderstanding. 
There's a statue by Alexander Milov, called ‘Love’, of two adults sitting back to back in a position which expresses pain, and within those two adults are two small children, who simply try to reach out to one another with love. I feel like that's us a lot of times, unable to work out the problems we are facing. And, yes, that might be cliché, but it’s powerful.
 
Screams and tears. Blames and fears. I lock up in situations like that, shut everything out and become unable to process anything. You stand out in roaring fury, determined to go at the problem headstrong until it's gone. I admire that greatly, but it feels impossible for me to return the favour as I detach from the world and hide within giant walls, locking you out as you desperately try to claw your way in  and understand. The pain is simply too much for me. 
I feel it so strongly it's as if my heart is about to split up and tear in two. It chokes me on the inside and I stand beside myself, seeing how I am unable to respond to anything you say and by not responding, end up hurting you more. Not being able to give you what you need, I cause you more pain, and by causing you more pain, I become more immobile and unable to give you the relief and understanding you need in that moment. Sometimes I desperately try to break it all open, to tear down the walls and pull us closer together. Those moments take. 
Everything. 
 
I have.
 
Like an effort of strength that I draw not from myself, but from somewhere outside, somewhere foreign, somewhere borrowed. A desperate, single fling at communication. And often it is too little, too late. You’re already charging headstrong at the problem, and my little foray is just too minor by comparison, or, more often, poorly aimed. 
The response in those moments is that I cause more pain, make everything worse and the whole thing goes in reverse, crushing all the effort I did and can muster. 
 
And so now I am here crying on the toilet writing this, unable to do anything else. Unable to understand. I think almost every single one of these horrible hellish moments is completely unnecessary, if only I was able to be a man and defuse the situation before it explodes. If only I was able to explain myself properly and calmly instead of choking up. If only I could show you the love I have for you. The love I feel for you. If only you knew how deep it is. How safe you are. How much I’m yours. Totally yours. Even if I was a slut before I met you, I was just trying to fill the void. The void I felt over your absence. A void that is now filled with you. 
If only you could feel what I feel for you. How far away from my mind any way of hurting you is, so that it is not even there. 
I have been so jealous. So jealous and insecure. So jealous and crazy. I am still so jealous. But why are you? You are everything. Why would I ever want to do anything against you? Why would I ever hurt you? Why would I ever want anyone else? There is no one better than you. Better than me? Sure. But you? No. So why suspect me? Any suspicion of malice is met by an utter dumbfoundedness at the accusation, so that I am completely silent in my mind. There is nothing there. And because there is nothing there, I claw desperately at anything to try and explain to you that there is nothing there, and I come across as artificial. 
Or, more often, you know something is bothering me before I’m even aware of it, and you move to investigate: 
“What’s wrong?” 
I become afraid and try to explain myself with whatever I can think of in my silent, surprised, stupid frozen mind, which always seems to make things worse and we end up in a situation where I am so awkward I am choking on my words and you grow suspicious and, in fear, you charge bravely at that which you're afraid of. 
Or perhaps you’re not afraid, but your inquisitive nature compels you to go to the root of the stumbling bumble-bee that now stands in front of you instead of where a man should be. A situation with me completely not existing, turning to nothingness and stone, like a coward who faces away from the charge. In love you are the brave woman on the frontline who leads the charge, and I am the broken soldier, wishing he didn't exist, trembling in fear of receiving the charge. 
But, 
I am not the traitor. It does not exist within me. I will never slip out in the night and run away, however useless my being there in the battle is. I will always be there. Cowering and receiving, but never leaving. So you charge at me again and again, and I remain there, trembling, pretending not to be there, very rarely making an effort to shoot back, and even more rarely hitting anything useful. It's more as if I'm waiting for the storm to be over, because I do not know how to make the storm cease. Instead the stone is like an anchor on which the storm spins faster. It's like I'm sitting there, waiting until we are able to understand one another again, and it drives you mad. It drives me mad too. So we are dancing in a mad dance of love together and I'm never able to tell if that's normal or if you’re right and I'm doing the dance wrong. I want nothing else but to hug you and be beside you in peace, letting the waves of time wash over us until we’re ancient and it's time for us to leave and I can happily say that I looked upon it all with you. Perhaps it would be better if we would both be normal, and able to enjoy happiness like that. 
 
I slowly feel able to stand again, and I think I should, so that I am able to be there with you when you’re done with the shoot, even if you probably don't want to see me right now. I love you. The weight and pain of the world is heavier when I'm standing on my feet, but it will be the greater and the worse if I don't get moving now, so I will walk to you. See you soon.
 
 “There are moments where drama and romance collide. A choice to be made; descend into tragedy, or mature emotionally.” -N
 
 

Noon				8 Nov. 2023
 
I'm sitting in the park waiting for you but there's no response. The people around me scare me as they appear from the corner of my eye. I cannot imagine what you went through today. What I put you through. Again. I can understand it if you don't want to see me now. I have no clue what to do. My mind desperately tries to grasp visions of happiness but they don't exist. A mindless mobile game keeps me out of my horrible mind. How does the worse get worse? How can the unhappiness keep growing? I don't understand anything right now. I want you to read this text and it terrifies me, because I'm sure you will read in it the opposite of what I'm trying to express. How can I tell you I love you when I despise myself. Not hearing from you is one of the most painful things I can imagine. Still, everything around me feels like a dream, some eerie nightmare I seem unable to escape. 
 
A text comes in and you say you're done and about to change back into your own clothes. My heart jumps with happiness and sinks in my shoes at the same time, as I'm terrified to face you. I’m terrified that you'll hate me and seek an explanation for something that is not there. But you sent me a message, so that’s a good thing, right? It's time for me to reply to you, and start walking towards you, so I'll stop writing this now. I love you. I love you so much. I hope we can still have a nice day, as nice as possible in these circumstances. Fuck all this money. As long as we’re together and fine, I’m the happiest man alive. 
 
When I'm walking my mind is more silent, which is a welcome change from the nerve-wrack tension and spiralling bad-thoughts. There's a restaurant filled with sleeping cats on Rue Sedaine, and a pet shop and a veterinary. Apparently it’s an animal street. And there is the Carrefour grocery-store where we got those Japanese triangular rice snacks, onigiri, with tuna inside for lunch, one of the days from these nightmare weeks. 
 
You came outside the building where you had your shoot and met me. You don't hate me. You don’t even seem to blame me at all. I am the happiest man alive. I truly, really am. I’m so happy. Watching you walk away to get a croissant, knowing that you'll come back feels great. You’ll come back to me. You want to be with me, to share your day with me. You're telling me about your day and it makes me so happy. I love you. So much. So, so much. I can’t believe my luck, can’t believe my love is reciprocated. You are the best thing that ever happened to me. I love you. Thank you. Really. Thank you.
 
 
 
You see, dear reader. Things have been fucking tough, and I might’ve lost the plot a bit. On these pages, sure, but I mean in my fucking mind. I know, I know. We look like two absolutely spoiled, shitty little brats, and in a way we are. You have all the right to be mad with us because we aren’t really working, we’re not doing a ‘real’ job. The people around us seem to be, at least, and as a society full of hardworking, day in, day out at the office, beautiful human beings, you have all the right to blame us for not doing the same. Really you do. In a way we’ve just been hanging out, moving around, working a day or two here and there, and doing nothing besides fantasising about our careers as artists. Sometimes, when circumstances allowed and the creative bug bit its furrowed teeth further down into our tensed up skins, we’d splash a lick of paint and write a line or two. How can you not be mad when these two losers run into money problems again? When their life blows up again? But… Then again…
 
Think about it; if you’d be offered the chance to quit your daytime job, if you were offered a sponsorship to go live in another country, another city, to have all your expenses paid for for a year and to only work on your dreams, the thing you actually, always, really wanted to do, would you take it? What is that dream you’ve always told yourself you would realise one day? That childish dream you just can’t shake? You know? Be the pantheologist, the scholar, the healer, the dreamer, the teacher, the musician, the photographer, the stylist, the writer, the painter, the artist… 
Would you take it? Would you?
Because we did. We took the gamble and it just didn’t fucking pay off… 
…Yet. 
 
 
Now here’s the first catch; insecurity. Insecurity that it won’t work out. Insecurity that you won’t have an income. Insecurity that you can’t pay rent. Now would you still take the chance? Would you still roll the dice? Gamble your life? 
 
Now here’s the second catch; housing. The first home we moved in had a ridiculous mice infestation because of that elderly neighbour who couldn’t bend forward to clean crumbs off the floor. Or do anything else, really. We shared our garden with him, the wall of our home, the crawl space under our holey floor. Our home, one big room for everything; bed, kitchen, living-room, atelier, you know, a studio-home, had mice crawling over the walls and floor and it smelled like piss and decaying mice corpses. Yeah… The home we moved into in a foreign country after having spent nearly every day for half a year trying to get there… Yes. That home. That home blew up in our faces. It blew up hard and sent us scrambling and tumbling for the following year. 
 
The third catch; winter. But I can’t tell you why that’s bad, not yet. But it is. And it’s distressing. And it’s scary.
 
Fourth catch; us. Both raised with strong nervous systems, adapted to our surroundings. Both inclined to overload that strong nervous system with a lust for life bigger than most people would consider a healthy amount for their plate. A lust that’s more like being at an endless buffet and still ordering extras. Both experienced in escapism. Both escapisming together. Both not scared of the devils’ song, but revelling in it, dancing to the beat and singing loudly along. Lovingly laughing the devils’ mind altering laughter. We’re not mad fucking demons, we’ve also grinned with God, rubbed shoulders with angels and demons alike. We just love everything.
 
Fifth catch; we’re both models. 
 
Sixth catch, we’re both in our twenties and fucking immortal.
 
 
 
 
“You danced with the devil and held hands with God, …you can do anything.” -N
 
 

Berlin 			03 Jan 2020
 
It’s only a few days after New Year’s Eve. We celebrated Silvester, the changing of 2019 into 2020, in Berlin for two whole days and two whole nights. There was a flying suitcase full of graffiti going around the world, around the world. But this is not about that mad scene. That mad scene and its clowns will come later. For sure. For now you just need to know we are in a flashback. It’s three years ago. It’s 2020. Let me sketch the scene for you; right now, in this moment, Covid-19 has not yet happened. Covid-19 is still something alien on the fringes of our little world. A news report happening far away to other people. An awful news report, true, but then, sadly, most news reports are awful. I’ve been to China, but I don’t know Wuhan. Covid-19 sounds horrible, terrifying, but it’s not something that will affect any of “us” over here, right? Besides, who the hell has time for the news when they’re fresh in love? 
 
We’ve been a couple for not even two weeks yet, and we’re on top of the world. We’re young. We’re in love. We’re crazy. We’re dreamers. We’re talkers. We’re partiers. We’re lovers. We’re soft. We’re wild. We’re strong. We’re travelers. We’re artists. We’re thinkers. We’re models and we’re free, so free, free from anything. We went from New York to Berlin, and we’ll travel the world after this. We found each other. After so long. Happily ever after is finally here. I’ve been anxiously waiting for this for all my life. I was starting to be sure it would never happen for me, which is perhaps a little dramatic at twenty-three, but then that’s me as you’re starting to see. Suddenly; Maggs appears. Out of nowhere. Like a holy-fallen angel striding through the dirt that doesn’t even stain her, finding me. I can’t believe my luck. I can’t believe this is happening. She’s greater than my wildest dreams could ever even have fantasized. We’re so alike. And she’s so different. And our future looks so bright. So absolutely bright. We’ll be together. We’ll travel. We’ll create… Even our careers seem to turn as bright as our lives: I’m confirmed to walk the amazing Chicca show in Milan nine days from now and Maggs is on option to walk the fabulous Vipane show as an exclusive in Paris at the end of the month. 
 
I guess I should tell you about Chicca, but there are others far better equipped to tell you of Chicca’s magic. Others who know the history of Fashion, the shape it took and how Chicca influenced that shape. Others who know how impossible their collections are. Others who know the technical difficulty that comes with the magic Chicca practices on fabric, softening the rigid and hardening the soft. Others who know the story they tell better, and why they tell it, and how those stories resonate with the world and call forth the change their visionary leaders see wanted in the wind. Others who see the details and their significance in the clothes, the styling, the colours, the make-up, the themes, the hair, the stitchings, the fabrics, the shapes, the textures, the casting, the music, the models. Who understand the image of Chicca. Who understand the photos that capture the essence. Who understand the signal that blinks in the world. 
 
I am not equipped for this, I do not have the knowledge, the notice. I have merely been there, been part of something I did not understand. I only ever tasted it. And I’ve seen how that one bite changed my life forever. Like Alice. Like Jack. But for me there was no potion. No magic bean. For me there were people with a dream, with a vision, and with skill. For me there was a fashion house. For me there was Chicca. 
Chicca, oh Chicca. Chicca is where it all happened. Chicca is the brand that kickstarted my career into overdrive when I opened it as an exclusive five years ago. Chicca, the brand that gave me my first world-wide campaign only two months after. Chicca, who gave me another show as an exclusive and so many shows after that. Chicca, the biggest brand on the planet. The brand that everybody knows. The brand that is first on the tongue when one is asked to name fashion brands. The brand even I knew and thought was cool, back when I was still convinced I’d never have anything to do with fashion, when I thought workwear brands were anti-fashion and I used that to signify my rebellious identity which actually is very fashion, but I digress. Chicca. The brand entwined with me by fate. Entwined with me through Richard and Pierre.
 
I am confirmed for it now, because while boarding my flight from New York to Amsterdam, on my way to Maggs in Berlin, I ran into Richard. Richard, the legendary stylist. Richard, whose hand lays the shape of fashion all over the world. Richard, creative visionary, in-house stylist of Chicca, husband of Pierre and sweetest soul. Richard, who I saw the first time for a short second through the door of the Chicca office, way back when I was there during my pre-casting, before he entered the room and introduced himself to us, four excited kids about to walk into a dream. Richard, who immediately put me at ease during the casting by speaking Dutch and, more importantly, telling me to just walk as if I was walking on the street, words that cast the nerves from my shoulders. Or perhaps it was just him, emanating comfort and love. Richard, who I love so much, for whom, together with Pierre, I wanted to do so well, especially after they adopted me into a world of dreams-come-true-wonder, of fairies and flights, of models and money and beauty, so much beauty. Pierre, by th way, is the greatest photographer in the world. Richard and Pierre, under whose wings I grew up just that little bit more and then, perhaps too eagerly, too early, jumped the nest and graciously fell from the sky. Richard and Pierre who placed me so high that even though I was falling, the ground was still so very far away and the sky so beautiful it felt like I was flying. And I’d grow my own set of wings, wouldn’t I? “No bird soars too high if he soars on his own wings” -Michael Jordan. It was written underneath a poster spanning the wise basketballer’s arms that hung in my room for so long. But my stubbornness and self-faith was rooted in me long before that. By my father. By my mom.
 
Anyway, Richard. That Richard. Holy Richard. I met him on the flight on my way to see Maggs, even though I hadn’t seen him for a few years now. Talk about good omens. Talk about blessings. This must surely be a brilliant sign from the universe, another blessing of my love. Another sign that everything is perfect and the future is bright. I was confirmed for Chicca a week after that chance meeting. Maggs was on option to walk another show in Paris. A big show in Paris; Vipane. And not just to walk the show Vipane, but to walk it exclusively. Being an exclusive means the show wants to work with you so much, they don’t want you to walk another show before theirs. It is a way of showing even greater favour, even greater respect. In a similar way that my career was launched six years ago by Chicca, so her career would be launched now, surely. But in her own way. By a designer she loves. Everything is falling into place. The entire universe is aligned. A relationship that blew us away with unbelievable luck at having found the other. A new year. A new life. A new and revamped career. What could be better? What could go wrong?  
 
We had celebrated New Years already, heavily. Fantastically. Otherworldly. I am only just learning how much joy it is possible to pump in your spirit. How much happiness the body can handle. That there is truly no ceiling for the soul. And Magg’s friend Cora was visiting her, an after New Year’s Eve tradition. Having a blast, we went back to the club where we had announced our relationship to each other two weeks prior. The club where we proclaimed a love that would shake the world. We were there with the three of us. Celebrating. Dancing. Talking. Being a bundle of chaos and happiness and pleasure and love. Jumping between the Wintergarden and the Hammer-hall. Lounging in the hallway lost in conversation and thought. Calling our agents while high off our tits on a rock of mdma I’d brought, supplemented by all other kinds of magic dust Tinkerbell keeps spilling all over the world. I had to hold on to Maggs in an embrace to be able to call my agent while so high, so scared I was to do something like that, so scared of interacting with the world while being high. So strong she seemed. So otherworldly. So superhuman. She radiated strength and hope and steady and calm so that my voice cracked only a little bit while my eyes rolled back in my head and every fibre of my body tingled. Ecstatic shivers shook my cheeks and electric energy licked up and down my spine. My agent did not make any comment on my state and I would get my ticket to Milan for Chicca flying from Paris, where we both were going for the fashionweek. Where we’d go together. The dream of that reality just around the corner. The electrifying dream of the club around us… It was fucking ecstatic. Maggs’ agent knew the club we were at, which she of course just casually told him about, and all he said was that we should go to a sauna after today and “sweat it all out nicely”. To have fun after that in Paris and get this show done. She seemed the brightest star in the universe, and I was a planet damn-fucking-gladly in her orbit. The coolest chick on the planet. And so Godsdamned gorgeous. Fucking beautiful. Mesmerizing. Captivating. Enchanting. Fuck, she’s so beautiful. So much power in her taut muscles. So much energy in her heart. So much strength in her spirit. So much love in her eye. Such a beautiful face. Such a beautiful soul. So stunning. So amazing. So captivating. So un-be-lievably amazing. And unafraid as fuck. She’d even spit the devil in the fucking eye. Six sixes in her phone number. Is she actually sent by the Devil? Because I signed my soul away once? While I was high on LSD in a New York basement pizzeria and bar with my friend Riegfeau? Fame for a book, which made zero sense to the painter I still was back then? We’ll find out if I do turn fourty-one. She has to be from heaven. Is she the one God sent to finally answer my lifelong prayer to find the partner I’d share my entire life with? She’s so much like me. And yet so different. So much cooler. So much stronger. So much more beautiful. So much more alive. And so much braver. She is so fucking brave and gorgeous and she absolutely fucked my brains out because she made love to me and I didn’t know what that was.
 
 At the same time I was a universe of my own, and she was too, and life is so beautiful and so full of promises I couldn’t stop the pure happiness thrashing me inside from toe to tip. We went back inside after the call. We met up with Cora and then some random people at the back of the club. One of the guys offered us a line and we said yes. The line he made, of coke and ketamine, was thick as my thumb and long as my pinky. Longer. It was a fucking middle finger. I had never seen such a big fucking line in my life. I had never even thought a line as big as that would be made by a human. Could be made by a human. How can you make a line that big when the line is bigger than the amount of drugs in the baggy where it comes from? How could a line that big exist? How could a body survive a line as big as that? How can a stranger just offer this stuff for free? Maggs looked at me. I looked at Maggs. Fear. Question. Wonder… Is that possible?
…And then I took it.
 
“Watch the Devil in his face, spit in his eye, and say; I’m not afraid of you. See his growing smile, watch yourself in the reflection of his eyes as he sees himself grow in you.” -N
 
 

Chicca
[ “KEE-kah” ]
 
Chicca. Where genius comes down a silver slide. 
Chicca. Where one hall hosts a million worlds. 
Chicca. Where threads thread a trillion forms.
Chicca. The dream that makes dreams come true. 
 
Chicca. Where fabric changes into something else. 
Chicca. Where stars are kindled. 
Chicca. Where magic is tangible. 
Chicca. The dream that makes dreams come true.
 
Chicca. Where color itself talks like family.
Chicca. Where the impossible slips into reality. 
Chicca. A story to be proud of. 
Chicca. The dream that makes dreams come true
 
 
“Fashion is the juice of Adam and Eve’s fruit.” -N
 

Afternoon
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