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rooms, I had to go to the NYT office every day in an effort to put
down the deposit so someone would flip the switch and my
suitemates and I could call home to Mom and Dad. After another
unsuccessful afternoon spent in a line, I walked past Quine on
2nd Ave in between 12t and 13t Streets. I literally tackled the man
screaming, “Do you know who you are? You're Bob Quine.”
Fortunately, Bob had a sense of humor, thanked me for being a fan
and took me to Eileen’s Reno Bar. He bought me my very first
bourbon — a Jim Beam — in that dive. I almost got sick after my
second glass looking at the leopard skin wallpaper and fake moose
head over the bar.

Two months later I went to see Richard Thompson and his electric
band at the Bottom Line on the Amnesia tour. I was quite sick with
the latest swine flu to arrive from Southeast Asia and sitting right up
against the stage proved to be a bad idea. After the third song, the
vibrations bouncing off my chest managed to get me very nauseous.
By the end of “Don’t Tempt Me” I ran to the bathroom barely
making it in time to throw up into the first stall on the left and
scaring the bald guy at the urinal. The bald guy just happened to be
Bob Quine.

Shockingly, Quine remembered my name and love for Richard
Thompson. “Alex, I think he’s playing ‘Shoot Out The Lights’,” he
teased. I turned my head to say fuck you but all T could manage to
do was vomit on my hero’s shoes. Quine lifted my head out of the
bowl, felt my forehead and dragged me to a cab, all the while bitching
at me for even thinking about coming to a concert with a raging
fever.

I wouldn’t see Bob again for 3 years. This time I ran into him on

7%h Avenue South near 10t Street where once again, he remembered

my name and took me to Woody’s for a bourbon or several. He was
happy I was working at SPIN but displeased I was living with a
Princess and he guaranteed she would break my heart — he was
right.

Over the next 7 or so years, Bob and I would run into each other
twice a year, usually at the corner of 6™ Avenue and Houston Street;
if Bob was with his wife Alice and we’d shoot the shit for a few and
then part. However, if Bob was alone, he’d drag me to a bar, buy me
bourbon (he never let me pay for a round) and talk to me about my
life. That changed in 1999 when he read a wild untamed piece I
published on Al Aronowitz’ webzine The Blacklisted

Journalist entitled ‘Toe Sucking Night At The Vault.” One of my old
editors at SPIN who was running a new start up magazine had given
me a few dollars to write a semi-biographical article about a
misadventure at the Vault, a sex club in the Meatpacking District
and then rejected it out of hand as too risqué. It was then our chats
about my life turned into lectures.

“You can really write,” he told me. “Stop existing and start living.” I
was never quite sure what that meant but he repeated it every time
I saw him and we ended up in a bar.
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The last time we had a drink together was sometime in early 2001.
After that I lost track of Bob until the early spring of 2004. Once
again, we ran into each other at the corner of 6" Ave and Houston.
This time he looked terrible, ragged, drawn. There was no polite
small talk, Bob got right to the point. “You're a writer. Stop existing
and start living.” With that gem of wisdom offered, Quine turned his
back to me and walked away. I with a hearty New York “fuck you”
and walked into western SoHo. In early May, I heard Alice had died
ayear or so earlier and then came word Bob had committed suicide
on May 30 by heroin overdose.

I wish I would have known about Bob’s troubles. Although I had no
idea where he lived, I would have been happy to have wandered his
SoHo neighborhood with frequency and looked for him. Maybe he
would have let me buy him a bourbon.

We lost an American Master I was fortunate to sort of know eight
years ago today. The life of the dead is placed in the memory of the
living.

Rest in peace.
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