Then a great deal of time passed as I stood in front of a pipe shop
and looked, and the whole world faded except that window and 1
stood and smoked them all, and saw myself a great author with that
natty Italian briar, and a cane, stepping out of a big black car, and
she was there too, proud as hell of me, the lady in the silver fox fur.
We registered and then we had cocktails and then we danced
awhile, and then we had another cocktail and I recited some lines
from Sanskrit, and the world was so wonderful, because every two
minutes some gorgeous one gazed at me, the great author, and
nothing would do but I had to autograph her menu, and the silver
fox girl was very jealous.

Los Angeles, give me some of you! Los Angeles come to me the
way I came to you, my feet over your streets, you pretty town I
loved you so much, you sad flower in the sand, you pretty town.

A day and another day and the day before, and the library with
the big boys in the shelves, old Dreiser, old Mencken, all the boys
down there, and I went to see them, Hya Dreiser, Hya Mencken,
Hya, hya: there’s a place for me, too, and it begins with B, in the B
shelf, Arturo Bandini, make way for Arturo Bandini, his slot for his
book, and I sat at the table and just looked at the place where my
book would be, right there close to Arnold Bennett; not much that
Arnold Bennett, but I'd be there to sort of bolster up the B’s, old
Arturo Bandini, one of the boys, until some girl came along, some
scent of perfume through the fiction room, some click of high heels
to break up the monotony of my fame. Gala day, gala dream!

But the landlady, the white-haired landlady kept writing those
notes: she was from Bridgeport, Connecticut, her husband had
died and she was all alone in the world and she didn’t trust any-
body, she couldn’t afford to, she told me so, and she told me I'd
have to pay. It was mounting like the national debt, I'd have to pay
or leave, every cent of it—five weeks overdue, twenty dollars, and
if I didn’t she’d hold my trunks; only I didn’t have any trunks, I
only had a suitcase and it was cardboard without even a strap, be-
cause the strap was around my belly holding up my pants, and that
wasn’t much of a job, because there wasn’t much left of my pants.

“I just got a letter from my agent,” I told her. "My agent in New

York. He says I sold another one; he doesn’t say where, but he says
he’s got one sold. So don’t worry Mrs. Hargraves, don’t you fret,
I'll have it in a day or so.”

John Fante, Ask the Dust (1939)



