
For all its narrative silliness, Frey’s
annoying and confusing manner
serves him well. His logorrhea draws
you in, keeping you close as Frey’s
tumultuous new life unfolds.



prodigal son. He starts off scrap-
ing by as a doorman at a Chicago
nightclub. He’s an emotional
zombie, an insomniac whose
sleep is fraught with cocained
dreams, terrified to be sober, bid-
ing his time having vapid conver-
sations with girls in bars and
meaningful ones with the ghost
of his dead girlfriend. After
hooking up with Leonard, how-
ever, his spirit brightens and he
becomes hopeful. He begins to
learn how to love life. He buys a
Picasso with his mob money. He
gets a girlfriend. He writes a few
screenplays, and on a lark he
moves to LA to get a straight job.
Within a few chapters he’s
optioned some movies and
directed some others. He’s a reg-
ular guy with a house in a
canyon, living with the woman of
his dreams and making Leonard
proud—a far cry from the macho
incorrigible who arrived at rehab
toothless and kicking.

The whole story seems prepos-
terous, but somehow it works,
right down to the emotionally
gutting surprise ending. Frey lim-
its his characters to himself, his
dogs, Leonard, a girlfriend or
two, and Leonard’s henchman.
But in doing so he insures that
the story stays on track. He keeps
his readers in his pocket, a velvet-
lined emotional space where all
the dramatic power comes from
the way he grapples with life like
a thin-skinned newborn. It plays
like a perpetual season-ending
cliffhanger: will he succeed or
fail? And, most of all, it plays to
two powerful fantasies: That we
can be unconditionally loved,
provided for by a big daddy who
is as fierce as his love for us and
will exact cold vengeance on any-
one who threatens us with harm.
And that no matter our
wretchedness and failings, no
matter how grievous our suffer-
ing, we too can be redeemed.   v
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