


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read John Belushi Is Dead Online

                Authors: Kathy Charles

                    

    
    John Belushi Is Dead

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	22
	...
	33
	»

        

                
            
Â 

JOHN BELUSHI IS DEAD

Kathy Charles's debut novel is a different kind of thriller, a dark comedy about growing up, and a twisted love letter to Los Angeles.

“Dark, funny, endlessly fascinating and beautifully human. I stayed up all night readingâ€¦ and then had crazy dreams.”

â€”Simmone Howell, author of
Notes from the Teenage Underground

“Fantasy and reality smash in this addictive debut.”

â€”Vogue Australia

“Has the potential to cross overâ€¦ like Stephanie Meyer's
Twilight
and Jodi Picoult's books.”

â€”
Herald Sun
(Melbourne/Victoria)

“Captivating, easy to read in one sittingâ€¦ better yet on a flight to L.A.”

â€”Bookseller + Publisher Magazine

“Dark and disturbing in the way really, really good books should be.â€¦ A compelling page-turner.”

â€”Stephanie Kuehnert

“A sophisticated novelâ€¦ with loads of blackly humorous pop culture.”

â€”
Readings.com

“Fantastically strong and unique.â€¦ A smashing good read.”

â€”Persnickety Snark

This title is also available as an eBook
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John Belushi Is Dead

1
W
E HUNG OVER THE
fence at the Ambassador Hotel, watching the demolition. Benji stood beside me taking photos with his digital camera, his mouth open in disbelief. He was determined to document every moment. As the bulldozers tore into the side of the hotel, the sound of crushing mortar made me feel sick. The Ambassador had a long, star-filled history. To us the building was a holy shrine, and watching its destruction was like watching a death.

For the past year we had attended protest marches and signed online petitions. During that time the hotel had been used as a movie set and a cheap location for sci-fi and comic book conventions. But finally the decision had been made. The Ambassador had no future, and the demolition was to go ahead. Los Angeles is a town that exorcises its demonsâ€”cursed properties are seized and razed.

Benji and I revelled in the celebrity history of the Ambassador. In the golden days of Hollywood, the Oscars were held there.
Marilyn Monroe lounged by the pool. In 1968, the allure of the Ambassador was tarnished forever when Senator Robert F. Kennedy delivered a heartfelt victory speech in the ballroom after winning the California primary, only to be gunned down as he tried to make his exit through the hotel pantry. Some people thought the CIA was in on it, but most believed that RFK was assassinated by a Palestinian immigrant with a beef against the Kennedys, just another run-of-the-mill nut job in a town full of them. I preferred the theory that the Palestinian was just a patsy, that he'd been hypnotized and ordered to kill the senator, like something out of
The Manchurian Candidate
. Benji said he had a piece of the floor from directly beneath RFK's head. He bought it off eBay from a seller who claimed to be one of the workers hired to tear the building down. Benji said the dark stain on the corner that looked like barbecue sauce was actually Kennedy's blood.

Our mission for the day was to remove something from the demolition site, this time with our own two hands. Benji had dressed in combat fatigues, convinced it would help him blend into the scenery. A couple of ex-cops in black T-shirts patrolled the perimeter, German shepherds on short leads trailing beside them. We looked for ways to get through the fence undetected but couldn't maneuver around the guards. After we'd stood around for an hour, hands in our pockets and staring through the chicken wire, one of the guards came over. He was wearing aviator sunglasses and had a gun in his holster.

“Can I help you kids with something?” he asked.

“Good morning, officer,” Benji said politely, pointing at the crumbled ruins of the Ambassador. “Any chance we could come in and watch history unfold up close?”

The guard shook his head. “Private property,” he said, tipping his head at a sign that read
WARNINGâ€”DEATH
. “Dangerous, too. Why, a piece of rock could come flying off one of those bulldozers and hit youâ€”bam!â€”square in the eye.” He threaded his thumbs through his belt, chewed his gum with the gusto of a cowboy, and stared into the sun like the sheriff of
Deadwood.
It was then I knew we would get what we needed.

“Can I make you a proposition?” Benji suggested. He removed a black, studded wallet from his back pocket, snapped it open, and pulled out a ten-dollar bill. The wallet rattled on its chain. Benji lived to negotiate.

“What do you mean, proposition?” the guard asked, adjusting his cap.

Benji handed him the bill: clean, crisp, and freshly minted.

The guard paused for a moment, then took the bill and examined it. He held it to the sun as if the light could confirm it was real. “What the hell is this all about?” he asked, looking around to make sure no one had seen the exchange.

A crane crashed through the ceiling of the hotel and a dust cloud made its way across the lot, shrouding everyone in dirt. Benji coughed and brushed dirt from his clothes. “We want some bricks,” he said.

The guard stared at him. “Bricks?”

“Flooring, too, if you can find any. But bricks would be a good start.”

The guard gazed out across the site, incredulous. His boss was sitting in the watch house taking a nap, feet hanging out the window.

“Make it twenty,” he said, turning back and licking his lips.

Benji had been expecting this, too. He took another ten from his wallet and handed it over. He always carried many denominations, always started small. Once people knew what we were after they would jack up the priceâ€”capitalism at its finest.

“All right, then,” the guard said, and grinned. He folded the bills and put them in his top pocket, then set off at a jog across the lot. Benji let out a high-pitched whistle and the guard turned around.

“Not that way,” Benji yelled over the bulldozers and cranes. “That way.”

He pointed toward where the ballroom had been, and the guard changed direction. A minute later he was running back, two whole bricks in his hands. He carried them against his chest, puffing and wheezing all the way. He dropped the bricks on the ground and started to cough.

“Careful,” Benji complained. “I paid for those.”

Just like you paid for the one off eBay, I thought. Only this time he could authenticate it.

The guard spat on the ground, then composed himself. It had obviously been some time since he'd been chasing criminals around the streets of LA.

“What the hell do you kids want those for, anyway?” he asked. “What's so special about a couple of bricks?”
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