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This dreamlike dystopian novel “shines a dark spotlight on the modern allure of pharmaceuticals’
seeming power to assuage all ills” (Booklist). Set in the very near future, this is the story of a
traveling salesman floating from arid Arizona parking lots to steamy Bangkok bars and beyond to
peddle the hottest new commodity for a group known only as The Company. What he has is a
drug that erases memory. You can choose your oblivion, be it one mistake or a lifetime of pain.
But things become hazy when our hero begins sampling the goods and reaches the point where
he can’t even remember what it is he cannot remember. A pitch-perfect piece for our times filled
with hypnotic prose, Tokyo Doesn’t Love Us Anymore is both a riveting story and a thoughtful
exploration of the drug culture that surrounds us, the nature of forgetfulness, and the implacable
tyranny of emotions—questioning what it means to be human when everything, including human
identity, can be bought. “Part crime novel, part political allegory, part love story . . . Compelling.” —
The New York Times Book Review



Praise for Ray Loriga andTokyo Doesn’t Love Us Anymore“Loriga, a cult figure in Europe,
constructs a bewildering dystopia dominated by multinational conglomerates, chemical
dependency and sexual excess. Both disturbing and funny.”—New Statesman“A fascinating
cross between Marguerite Duras and Jim Thompson.”—Pedro Almodóvar“This weird, wonderful
tale is as detached and decadent as novels get.”—I-D“Loriga is set to join that select band of
writers—like Michel Houellebecq and Haruki Murakami—who are busy retooling fiction for the
twenty-first century.”—The Big Issue in the North“Tokyo Doesn’t Love Us Anymore reminds you
of several other dystopian visions, from Orwell to Philip K. Dick. It is a measure of Loriga’s talent
that this disquieting, striking novel bears comparison with both.”—Arena“Despite his youth,
[Loriga] has captured the attention of both Europe and America. Tokyo . . . confirms the
astonishing maturity of his narrative skill and strengthens his reputation as one of the boldest
and most original voices in modem European literature.”—El Correa de las Letras“Romantic
desperation and indifference, as well as happiness, brutality and lyricism . . . An elusive and
shocking novel from an outstanding talent.”—EI Pais (Spain)“Ray Loriga has found in his direct,
simple and fragmented expression a rhetorical nakedness that allows him to set off the haste
and madness of our time.”—El Cultural (Spain)
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THE LIGHT FROM THE SWIMMING POOL IN THE MIDDLE OF THE DESERTIt wasn’t
snowing.It really was snowing but it was pretend snow. Astrud Gilberto was singing in front of a
Christmas tree and that’s why there was pretend snow. And then the song finished.Ever since
the newspapers started saying that the world is going to end, songs have seemed shorter and
the days longer. I called in at your house but they told me that you weren’t there, they told me
that you were somewhere else, in Tokyo.She left years ago. That’s what they told me. I wouldn’t
be surprised if it were true.I watched The Girl from Ipanema on the classic movie channel.
Astrud Gilberto was singing almost without moving, the artificial snow, the daiquiris, the band,
the young ladies lined up next to the small stage.Last week, at the fair, they sold two old cars.
We were in Phoenix, Arizona and your mother wrote something on the window, on the
windowpane and then rubbed it out before we could read it.What do you think they’re all doing
now that you’re not there? They share out your things amongst them, they mimic your gestures,
they strip your bed.In the hotel room there were plastic flowers, two hundred TV channels, green
carpet covered with fish and all sorts of crazy designs. I was tired and my eyes were closing, and
so I slept for three or four hours and then I woke up, opened the curtains and watched the planes
until dawn.I bumped into your mother in Phoenix and she said we should take you flowers and I
said no, we shouldn’t. Then I went up to my hotel room. I had a bath. I slept for a while and
afterwards I stayed there watching the planes.Your mother only gambles on roulette and she
swears that she wins, she swears that she wins more than she bets and she looks good for a
woman who has tried her luck in five different continents and who now only gambles in Phoenix,
Arizona, and writes things on windows with her finger and then rubs them out with her fist. A fine
woman, your mother, and good-looking, nice tits as well, a real laugh, lively. She places her bets
and wins, great, isn’t it?Let’s get back to sleep darling and look at the planes.No need for
flowers.Goodnight.I went downstairs for the newspaper at ten in the morning but then I stayed in
the bar drinking a non-alcoholic beer, a man asked after you and I told him that you were dead,
that you had died, it’s not true of course, but you’ve got to say something. Died in an accident. A
car accident? No, not a car accident.There were two identical girls in the swimming pool wearing
identical yellow swimming costumes. When one of them dived into the water the other one would
get out, so that there was always the same girl in and out of the water at the same time.At twelve
o’clock I lay down on my bed again but I didn’t go to sleep. The room was freezing cold.In Puerto
Rico I spent three days in an even worse room, I had to open the windows to let the heat in. This
room was not as cold. I also saw your mother in the casino in Puerto Rico and in one of those
floating casinos in New Orleans. She didn’t see me. That’s right, it was in Puerto Rico, New
Orleans. The Mississippi is brown. I don’t know why but I thought that it would be different. What
happened is that the lawyer called me up and told me that if I knew how to find you I should find



you and tell you that some documents urgently need your signature. I told him that I didn’t know
how to find you and that, anyway, you had probably died in an accident and this last bit alarmed
the lawyer and he asked, ‘A car accident?’ And I simply said to him, ‘No, not a car accident’.The
Mississippi is brown because it drags all that earth along with it, because it’s a vigorous and
nervous and long and brown river. A good river, all the same. After talking to the lawyer I went
down to the bar again and when I passed by the swimming pool there was absolutely no sign of
the girls, so I had a daiquiri or a mojito or both and everything began to get better so quickly that
I was all for going up for my swimming trunks and celebrating but then, I don’t know why, I didn’t
do it and carried on drinking until three or four, until someone suggested that we should go to
visit the Indian reservations, well, it seemed a good idea to me because I can’t drive, which in a
certain respect is almost a sin in this country, but I know that there’s a lot to see in Arizona. So in
next to no time the four of us were on the road, a chubby little Apache and his girlfriend, a
chubby little Apache girl and me.Kayenta.Welcome to Kayenta. Thanks a lot. Are you a
foreigner? Yes, I’m one hundred per cent foreign. At least when I’m here. Are you single?
Widowed.Time for lunch. There we are, having lunch and this big dark-haired man with
sideburns and braces shows up and tells me that he’s Spanish and I tell him that’s great and he
tells me that he’s descended from the family of the Cid, wow, I’m amazed, I’m really amazed and
the man almost goes wild and I tell him that I’m genuinely surprised but that I don’t doubt him
and he tells me that there’s no reason why I should doubt him and then his girlfriend, who’s an
Indian, gets out some corn tortillas and enchiladas, with chicken, marinated meat and
guacamole. And my Apache friends, who don’t know who the Cid is, wolf it all down in a second
and then ask for more, and beer and then tequila and then more beer and so on until the big guy
brings us the bill and I pay it all.We go back to the car and take a drive around the town, which is
a tiny town with prefabricated houses and a mall and one of those American canteens just like
the ones we saw in the east before the fall of communism and which are probably called
Macdonalds here.Poverty is multi-coloured in America, like the International Pancake Shop.We
carry on bound for Fort Apache and we cross some breathtaking mountains and a breathtaking
forest and even a breathtaking lake, we smoke grass and they ask me about this and that and I
do the same, I mean that I ask them things as well and we reach the city, we drive past the
casino, I remember your mother and I think that it would be great to meet her here, in the only
Apache casino on earth and then, I don’t know why, I’m convinced that she’s in there and I
decide that we’re not going to stop. People are looking at us. The fact is that some people look at
us and others don’t, but I said that to cut it short and to make it clear that some of them do look
at us.The house is a bit better than the houses in Kayenta but a dump nevertheless and the boy
explains to me that the dump’s a present from Social Security and I tell him that that makes it a
marvellous dump and I mean it.My Apache friends have got the biggest TV set in the world and
a poster of Geronimo pinned up to the right above it and a picture of Johnny Hallyday to the left.
We smoke more grass and drink beer. When the beer runs out she goes to the car and brings
another case of it that must have been in the boot of the car and that’s warm, but it doesn’t



matter, and we drink all of that as well. When there’s no grass left the boy goes out and I hear
him starting up the car and leaving and he comes back a bit later and while he’s been out my
Apache friend and I have hardly spoken.She asked me about my wife and I told her that my
wife’s dead.She became very sad so I told her that it isn’t really true, that it’s a joke.She got
angry and told me that it was a disgusting joke and I could only agree with her.What can have
become of that girl in Hong Kong who lived in a shop surrounded by plastic buckets and trays
and baskets and washing-up bowls of every imaginable colour?My friend the Apache doesn’t
know what I’m talking to him about. We’re sitting smoking next to the lake. Two shots ring out.
Duck hunters, my friend says. Then another Indian goes by in a boat. He smiles. We smile
back.Night falls and then it’s day again. The girl has disappeared and now there’s a very large
dog and two kids sitting in front of the TV set. My friend says they’re his brothers and that he’s
got another older brother who’s in gaol. What’s he there for? For going into a liquor store with a
shotgun. He’s also got a sister who’s married to a Navajo. He pulls a face at the word Navajo.
Apparently, Apaches and Navajos don’t get on too well together. Navajos are lazy, Apaches
aren’t. It’s just as well to know that.When we get into Phoenix it’s five or six in the afternoon.The
girl in Hong Kong, the one in the shop selling plastic trash, used to sit at the window and instead
of looking at the colours inside she would look at the ones outside.Behind the till there was a
photo of a girl, even prettier, wearing a green kimono, leaning on a white balustrade on which
there was a china vase with red and yellow flowers on it. Clearly, the girl in the photo and the one
in the shop, sitting at the window, were the same girl.This morning I woke up on hearing a shout,
on going out into the corridor I saw a little man wearing an alpaca suit, I closed the door and
went back to bed. I don’t know if the man had anything to do with the shout. Above the TV there’s
a photo of a naked black woman, exactly the same photo that the chef from The Shining had in
his room, the guy who crossed the country in a hellish snowstorm just so Jack Nicholson could
stick an axe into his heart the moment he went in through the door.The fact is this room and the
one belonging to that man are almost identical, with walls covered with thin wooden panels and
red carpet on the floor.The TV is switched on, and there appears on it a man just like the one I’ve
just seen in the corridor.It’s all coincidences this morning.Incidentally, it’s not true that women
find me boring because yesterday I brought a woman up to my room and she couldn’t stop
laughing. She was about forty and wasn’t pretty but she had a good body, at least with her
clothes on, I didn’t get to see her without them because we had drunk a lot, especially me. When
she left my room she was still laughing and I heard her laughing until she got into the lift.As a
matter of fact I went to sleep with the sound of her laughter and woke up with the shout.There
were loads of people in the swimming pool and I was surprised to see just one of the identical
girls.I didn’t have breakfast. I had a non-alcoholic beer and then another one with
alcohol.Yesterday they said on TV that this has been the warmest and at the same time the
coldest January of the century.Sadness has no end, happiness does.This morning I received a
message from the Company, they want me to go back to Brazil. They say that it’s
necessary.Necessary has always seemed an overstated word to me.They say that our man in



Rio has disappeared. They say that they need someone there for Carnaval. People always do
everything that they shouldn’t during Carnaval and afterwards they need the help of chemistry in
order to forget it all.I swore never to go back to Carnaval.I don’t remember exactly how Marcel
Camus’ film Orpheus ended, the girl electrocuted herself and everything went red. Then
Orpheus, dressed more or less like a Roman, went to the hospital and ran up the stairs and the
hospital was full of victims of Carnaval. Wasn’t it in Sao Paulo Airport that they seized my
suitcase and all my merchandise all because of a mistake made by the Company? Yes, that’s
where it happened. They set the dogs on me with absolutely no proof, the chemical keeps an
eye on things and thinks that it knows everything, but the chemical also makes mistakes and
now they want me to go back, no way, to Rio. I couldn’t give a toss about Carnaval.So our man in
Rio has headed off into what’s left of the jungle with his suitcase under his arm. He’s taken them
for a ride, he’s got enough chemical there to keep him going for a year. Then he’ll turn up leading
a tribe of vindictive natives like that poor wretch who stirred up half of Algeria to revolt just to end
up roasted by fundamentalists on the Moroccan border. Now I remember, Orpheus found
Eurydice in the morgue and carried her out in his arms singing songs to her. They then let fly
with a hail of stones to his head and he fell over a cliff.Let that be a lesson to you.At the end the
children got the sun to come out by playing their guitars.Tucson is celebrating the diamond fair,
which can’t be bad. A traveller in diamonds offered to swap his case for mine and we both
laughed a lot about this.Today is Monday. I’ll work the fair until Friday.

THE LIGHT FROM THE SWIMMING POOL IN THE MIDDLE OF THE DESERTIt wasn’t
snowing.It really was snowing but it was pretend snow. Astrud Gilberto was singing in front of a
Christmas tree and that’s why there was pretend snow. And then the song finished.Ever since
the newspapers started saying that the world is going to end, songs have seemed shorter and
the days longer. I called in at your house but they told me that you weren’t there, they told me
that you were somewhere else, in Tokyo.She left years ago. That’s what they told me. I wouldn’t
be surprised if it were true.I watched The Girl from Ipanema on the classic movie channel.
Astrud Gilberto was singing almost without moving, the artificial snow, the daiquiris, the band,
the young ladies lined up next to the small stage.Last week, at the fair, they sold two old cars.
We were in Phoenix, Arizona and your mother wrote something on the window, on the
windowpane and then rubbed it out before we could read it.What do you think they’re all doing
now that you’re not there? They share out your things amongst them, they mimic your gestures,
they strip your bed.In the hotel room there were plastic flowers, two hundred TV channels, green
carpet covered with fish and all sorts of crazy designs. I was tired and my eyes were closing, and
so I slept for three or four hours and then I woke up, opened the curtains and watched the planes
until dawn.I bumped into your mother in Phoenix and she said we should take you flowers and I
said no, we shouldn’t. Then I went up to my hotel room. I had a bath. I slept for a while and
afterwards I stayed there watching the planes.Your mother only gambles on roulette and she
swears that she wins, she swears that she wins more than she bets and she looks good for a



woman who has tried her luck in five different continents and who now only gambles in Phoenix,
Arizona, and writes things on windows with her finger and then rubs them out with her fist. A fine
woman, your mother, and good-looking, nice tits as well, a real laugh, lively. She places her bets
and wins, great, isn’t it?Let’s get back to sleep darling and look at the planes.No need for
flowers.Goodnight.I went downstairs for the newspaper at ten in the morning but then I stayed in
the bar drinking a non-alcoholic beer, a man asked after you and I told him that you were dead,
that you had died, it’s not true of course, but you’ve got to say something. Died in an accident. A
car accident? No, not a car accident.There were two identical girls in the swimming pool wearing
identical yellow swimming costumes. When one of them dived into the water the other one would
get out, so that there was always the same girl in and out of the water at the same time.At twelve
o’clock I lay down on my bed again but I didn’t go to sleep. The room was freezing cold.In Puerto
Rico I spent three days in an even worse room, I had to open the windows to let the heat in. This
room was not as cold. I also saw your mother in the casino in Puerto Rico and in one of those
floating casinos in New Orleans. She didn’t see me. That’s right, it was in Puerto Rico, New
Orleans. The Mississippi is brown. I don’t know why but I thought that it would be different. What
happened is that the lawyer called me up and told me that if I knew how to find you I should find
you and tell you that some documents urgently need your signature. I told him that I didn’t know
how to find you and that, anyway, you had probably died in an accident and this last bit alarmed
the lawyer and he asked, ‘A car accident?’ And I simply said to him, ‘No, not a car accident’.The
Mississippi is brown because it drags all that earth along with it, because it’s a vigorous and
nervous and long and brown river. A good river, all the same. After talking to the lawyer I went
down to the bar again and when I passed by the swimming pool there was absolutely no sign of
the girls, so I had a daiquiri or a mojito or both and everything began to get better so quickly that
I was all for going up for my swimming trunks and celebrating but then, I don’t know why, I didn’t
do it and carried on drinking until three or four, until someone suggested that we should go to
visit the Indian reservations, well, it seemed a good idea to me because I can’t drive, which in a
certain respect is almost a sin in this country, but I know that there’s a lot to see in Arizona. So in
next to no time the four of us were on the road, a chubby little Apache and his girlfriend, a
chubby little Apache girl and me.Kayenta.Welcome to Kayenta. Thanks a lot. Are you a
foreigner? Yes, I’m one hundred per cent foreign. At least when I’m here. Are you single?
Widowed.Time for lunch. There we are, having lunch and this big dark-haired man with
sideburns and braces shows up and tells me that he’s Spanish and I tell him that’s great and he
tells me that he’s descended from the family of the Cid, wow, I’m amazed, I’m really amazed and
the man almost goes wild and I tell him that I’m genuinely surprised but that I don’t doubt him
and he tells me that there’s no reason why I should doubt him and then his girlfriend, who’s an
Indian, gets out some corn tortillas and enchiladas, with chicken, marinated meat and
guacamole. And my Apache friends, who don’t know who the Cid is, wolf it all down in a second
and then ask for more, and beer and then tequila and then more beer and so on until the big guy
brings us the bill and I pay it all.We go back to the car and take a drive around the town, which is



a tiny town with prefabricated houses and a mall and one of those American canteens just like
the ones we saw in the east before the fall of communism and which are probably called
Macdonalds here.Poverty is multi-coloured in America, like the International Pancake Shop.We
carry on bound for Fort Apache and we cross some breathtaking mountains and a breathtaking
forest and even a breathtaking lake, we smoke grass and they ask me about this and that and I
do the same, I mean that I ask them things as well and we reach the city, we drive past the
casino, I remember your mother and I think that it would be great to meet her here, in the only
Apache casino on earth and then, I don’t know why, I’m convinced that she’s in there and I
decide that we’re not going to stop. People are looking at us. The fact is that some people look at
us and others don’t, but I said that to cut it short and to make it clear that some of them do look
at us.The house is a bit better than the houses in Kayenta but a dump nevertheless and the boy
explains to me that the dump’s a present from Social Security and I tell him that that makes it a
marvellous dump and I mean it.My Apache friends have got the biggest TV set in the world and
a poster of Geronimo pinned up to the right above it and a picture of Johnny Hallyday to the left.
We smoke more grass and drink beer. When the beer runs out she goes to the car and brings
another case of it that must have been in the boot of the car and that’s warm, but it doesn’t
matter, and we drink all of that as well. When there’s no grass left the boy goes out and I hear
him starting up the car and leaving and he comes back a bit later and while he’s been out my
Apache friend and I have hardly spoken.She asked me about my wife and I told her that my
wife’s dead.She became very sad so I told her that it isn’t really true, that it’s a joke.She got
angry and told me that it was a disgusting joke and I could only agree with her.What can have
become of that girl in Hong Kong who lived in a shop surrounded by plastic buckets and trays
and baskets and washing-up bowls of every imaginable colour?My friend the Apache doesn’t
know what I’m talking to him about. We’re sitting smoking next to the lake. Two shots ring out.
Duck hunters, my friend says. Then another Indian goes by in a boat. He smiles. We smile
back.Night falls and then it’s day again. The girl has disappeared and now there’s a very large
dog and two kids sitting in front of the TV set. My friend says they’re his brothers and that he’s
got another older brother who’s in gaol. What’s he there for? For going into a liquor store with a
shotgun. He’s also got a sister who’s married to a Navajo. He pulls a face at the word Navajo.
Apparently, Apaches and Navajos don’t get on too well together. Navajos are lazy, Apaches
aren’t. It’s just as well to know that.When we get into Phoenix it’s five or six in the afternoon.The
girl in Hong Kong, the one in the shop selling plastic trash, used to sit at the window and instead
of looking at the colours inside she would look at the ones outside.Behind the till there was a
photo of a girl, even prettier, wearing a green kimono, leaning on a white balustrade on which
there was a china vase with red and yellow flowers on it. Clearly, the girl in the photo and the one
in the shop, sitting at the window, were the same girl.This morning I woke up on hearing a shout,
on going out into the corridor I saw a little man wearing an alpaca suit, I closed the door and
went back to bed. I don’t know if the man had anything to do with the shout. Above the TV there’s
a photo of a naked black woman, exactly the same photo that the chef from The Shining had in



his room, the guy who crossed the country in a hellish snowstorm just so Jack Nicholson could
stick an axe into his heart the moment he went in through the door.The fact is this room and the
one belonging to that man are almost identical, with walls covered with thin wooden panels and
red carpet on the floor.The TV is switched on, and there appears on it a man just like the one I’ve
just seen in the corridor.It’s all coincidences this morning.Incidentally, it’s not true that women
find me boring because yesterday I brought a woman up to my room and she couldn’t stop
laughing. She was about forty and wasn’t pretty but she had a good body, at least with her
clothes on, I didn’t get to see her without them because we had drunk a lot, especially me. When
she left my room she was still laughing and I heard her laughing until she got into the lift.As a
matter of fact I went to sleep with the sound of her laughter and woke up with the shout.There
were loads of people in the swimming pool and I was surprised to see just one of the identical
girls.I didn’t have breakfast. I had a non-alcoholic beer and then another one with
alcohol.Yesterday they said on TV that this has been the warmest and at the same time the
coldest January of the century.Sadness has no end, happiness does.This morning I received a
message from the Company, they want me to go back to Brazil. They say that it’s
necessary.Necessary has always seemed an overstated word to me.They say that our man in
Rio has disappeared. They say that they need someone there for Carnaval. People always do
everything that they shouldn’t during Carnaval and afterwards they need the help of chemistry in
order to forget it all.I swore never to go back to Carnaval.I don’t remember exactly how Marcel
Camus’ film Orpheus ended, the girl electrocuted herself and everything went red. Then
Orpheus, dressed more or less like a Roman, went to the hospital and ran up the stairs and the
hospital was full of victims of Carnaval. Wasn’t it in Sao Paulo Airport that they seized my
suitcase and all my merchandise all because of a mistake made by the Company? Yes, that’s
where it happened. They set the dogs on me with absolutely no proof, the chemical keeps an
eye on things and thinks that it knows everything, but the chemical also makes mistakes and
now they want me to go back, no way, to Rio. I couldn’t give a toss about Carnaval.So our man in
Rio has headed off into what’s left of the jungle with his suitcase under his arm. He’s taken them
for a ride, he’s got enough chemical there to keep him going for a year. Then he’ll turn up leading
a tribe of vindictive natives like that poor wretch who stirred up half of Algeria to revolt just to end
up roasted by fundamentalists on the Moroccan border. Now I remember, Orpheus found
Eurydice in the morgue and carried her out in his arms singing songs to her. They then let fly
with a hail of stones to his head and he fell over a cliff.Let that be a lesson to you.At the end the
children got the sun to come out by playing their guitars.Tucson is celebrating the diamond fair,
which can’t be bad. A traveller in diamonds offered to swap his case for mine and we both
laughed a lot about this.Today is Monday. I’ll work the fair until Friday.The worst thing about fairs
are the whores. Whores in the lifts, whores in the corridors, whores everywhere, as well as guys
going in and out of motel rooms like gusts of wind. A precious stones saleswoman invited me to
have dinner with her, she was French and had a couple living in her room, a big, blond farmer
and a fairly attractive Mexican woman, she had them waiting there just like I always leave the TV



on. We had dinner, we drank, she bought a huge dose of memory eroder from me, we went up to
her room and I ended up with the farmer, it wasn’t bad, my hotel is near so at least I showered in
my room. When I went past the swimming pool I thought I saw something at the bottom and I
suddenly remembered a guy who drowned in the lake on a golf course trying to recover lost
balls so as to be able to sell them at a third of their original price.Of course there was nothing in
the pool.Tucson is full of palm trees and palm trees always put me in a good mood.I don’t know
how many diamond dealers there are in the world but they’re all here. I closed five more deals.
Mostly STM, short term memory eroder. Then I went for a walk and went to bed. Oh yes, I also
downed a bottle of champagne.I couldn’t prevent myself from going down to the swimming pool
just to make sure that there was nobody at the bottom of it.An urgent message from the
Company. Apparently my sister has killed herself with a shotgun. The strange thing is that I can’t
recollect having a sister. At home they’re wondering if I’ll attend the funeral. I’m wondering the
same.On Friday before leaving Tucson I took the test. Negative. Despite this, as usual, I got
nervous. I suppose that I’m the kind of person who on seeing the photofit of a murderer on TV
always finds an absurd resemblance with himself. The hotel was certainly the height of luxury.
The bathroom was pale blue and the bedroom carpet, yellow. Yes indeed, very pretty. I think that
I had already been there but there’s no way of establishing this. They tell me at the Company that
my decision to say no to the place at Rio on the eve of Carnaval didn’t go down at all well. That
can’t be helped. By the way, what do you make of a Polish police car parked outside a
cemetery? I dreamt it last night and I don’t know why but it seems to me that I had already
dreamt it before.That wouldn’t be unusual, the same hotel, the same dream.February in Arizona,
not too cold as long as you keep a long way from the mountains during the day and far from the
desert at night. Very pleasant temperatures in Phoenix and quite a lot of fuss because of the end
of the American football season. People from all over the world and the strangest looking hats.
Nothing to forget for the time being and so I spend the night at Sedona on the way to Flagstaff
and when I get off the bus with a group of English tourists the first thing that I do is to have a
really cold beer in one of those tin diners which are still left over from the fifties. Pastries and ice-
creams of every imaginable colour and hicks with their gazes lost half-way between suspicion
and the most complete ignorance. Short-sighted murderers like the ones we saw in the swamps
of Louisiana, clinging on to the end of their rifles with the same faith as a man clinging on to a
branch on the edge of a precipice. Another cold beer while the sun sets over beautiful Sedona,
surrounded by red stone, deep in the red canyon, covered by a vast red cloud. In short, the pearl
of the desert. A small town at the foot of a dead river filled with empty motels, because tourism
doesn’t pick up until the spring, when the route towards the Grand Canyon becomes the main
destination in the area. There are just two cinemas in Sedona, so it doesn’t take me long to
choose a film. I sit down in the cinema ready to be entertained, but before a strange monster
from hell destroys San Diego, I’m sleeping peacefully. Then there occur a whole lot of strange
and immensely boring things like all the things that only happen in dreams, whether it’s dragons
on the roof or volcanoes under your bed.When I wake up the film hasn’t yet finished but, of



course, I’ve lost track of the plot, so I leave the cinema through the emergency exit and go out
into the street, which is the main street in Sedona and almost the only one because Sedona is
one of those little towns bisected by a main road going somewhere else. A town one passes
through cut down the middle like an orange. It’s already night and there’s hardly any moonlight,
the rocks around the town are no longer red but black like a pile of hooded men. I cross the road
over to the diner, which is the only bar that’s still open. I have a beer and the waiter asks me
whether the film was any good, and I tell him that it was fine, just to say something, and he says
that he’s fed up with monsters and that he still remembers when real people appeared in films
and he also tells me that once, his wife, may she rest in peace, went on foot the whole way
between Sedona and Lake Moctezuma to see him and that he was working on the building of
the airport next to the lake and that many Indians and whites flogged themselves to death
working on the wretched airport all for a politician in Phoenix to decide to scrap the project just a
year after it was started.Naturally I ask him how his wife died and he tells me, without getting
particularly sad, that his wife died giving birth to their second daughter and that their second
daughter is called Helen and that the first one is called Andrea and that without a moment’s
hesitation he would give his life for his daughters. On the way to Sedona along Highway 17 you
can see the remains of the abandoned airport. It’s at least twenty kilometres from Sedona to the
disused runways.Then, before I leave, the barman who’s on the other side of the bar tells the
latest customer:We’ve had two dreadful years.The other man, who’s wearing a fishing cap, with
hooks stuck around it on a tape, and who’s old enough to be my father, doesn’t reply. He just
looks down as if confirming that indeed they’ve been terrible days.The English tourists have
checked into the Gran Sedona Hotel on the way out of the town, which is where groups always
stay because it’s cheaper and because at dawn the view of the red hills is magnificent. I’m
staying in the bungalows in the valley, where the golfers stay, or those who already know the
view. The bungalows are a lot better, not just the food and service, also the pay-per-view
channels on the TV and of course the fake fireplaces. Flames that go up and down behind the
glass by just pressing a button on the remote control. All the little houses give the impression of
being adobe huts but once inside you have to be careful not to fall into the huge jacuzzi. One
miniature of whisky and off to bed. On TV I saw a man crying at the trial of his daughter’s
murderer. The man was saying something about the girl, had mentioned her name, Molly, six or
seven times but when he reached a particular word he couldn’t go on. The District Attorney
asked him if anything was missing from the girl’s room. The man replied that at first they didn’t
notice anything but that afterwards, checking through the girl’s toys and clothes, they hadn’t
been able to find her . . . that’s when he couldn’t go on and he began to cry and he cried so much
that the judge had to suspend the hearing for a time.Of course I fall asleep thinking about what it
could be that the poor man wasn’t able to say and why they didn’t find it.When I wake up I’m still
thinking about the same thing.How are things in Flagstaff?The question couldn’t be more
innocent but despite everything I don’t reply because I don’t like to talk to strangers unless
there’s money at stake. So the good lady who, apart from anything else, is a delightful old Indian,



looks away while I get off the bus and starts to brush the hair of a little girl who’s undoubtedly her
granddaughter and who’s sitting peacefully playing with one of those little handheld computer
games. And here I am in Hollbrook looking at the River Colorado from the bridge, next to the bus
station, despite the fact that I ought to be in Winslow, thirty miles to the east, probably because
I’ve gone to sleep on the bus or because these towns in the desert are all the same. Incidentally,
things aren’t great in Flagstaff. A quick deal with a couple of Coconino Indians and a surprise
meeting with one of the Company’s operations controllers who reminded me that the good folk in
administration are worried by what they term ‘dead zones’ in my diary and by the inconsistency
of the explanations that I’ve given. Arizona is a very big state. That’s what I said to him and he
replied that of course they understand but that they don’t have more people available at present
and that what’s more the two things are totally unconnected. That might certainly be true.
Despite their suspicions, I tested negative and all the records of chemical and sales were fine,
so that in the end the situation calmed down a bit. Be positive and persevere. These were his
final words, as he got into a Japanese car with darkened windows at the door to my hotel.
Afterwards I took the bus towards Winslow Airport but I carried straight on and ended up in
Holbrook, once more in Apache territory, near the petrified wood, far from home. The Company
is concerned by unwarranted absences, the temporary disappearance of agents on duty who
reappear within a short time and continue to carryon their assignments as if nothing had
happened. The Company ought to know, by this stage, that with chemicals like this in one’s
possession everything tends to be more or less unjustified, and that oblivion is, however fiercely
they resist the idea, an inevitable part of this job, just like wrist injuries in the career of a
professional tennis player or the smell of smoke in the life of a fireman. Back to Winslow anyway
since I’ve still got six hours before I take my flight, naturally there isn’t another bus until that night
so I spend the afternoon fucking an Indian girl in the Sahara Inn. In fact she’s half Apache and
half Mexican and we don’t fuck all afternoon. We do it for less than twenty minutes and I spend
the rest of the time looking at the swimming pool.
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Adam Donaldson Powell, ““Damn. I wish I could write like that!”. Wow! Ray Loriga delivers again
— in his characteristic cinematic, stream of consciousness style. I have read Rendición,
Sábado, Domingo, Tokyo Doesn’t Love Us Anymore, and I am about to devour a fourth novel by
him. Loriga’s narratives are both expansive and detailed, giving a sense of not having any true
beginning or end. The Reader is simply plunged into a film in progress. The life raft is always
within reach but it gives no concrete satisfaction in itself because it is merely an object —
thrashing around in a sea of abstraction, complexities and meaningful meaninglessness. The
story is always composed of many bits of smaller stories — providing an inside looking out vs.
outside looking in perspective — as we dive deeper and deeper into Loriga’s rabbit hole. And
upon reading the final words I gasp: “Damn. I wish I could write like that!””

Merry, “Sad yet fundamental. This is a roaringly good novel. I haven't had this much fun reading
a book since Deborah Hersh is a Liar. But this but is more than just entertainment. It has hidden
depths. Notice the river imagery in the opening. The final scene is also extremely powerful. I
don't want to spoil it. Buy it and enjoy.”

Sandwich, “Brilliant. The use of amnesia and disconnected events makes it an exciting read. It
kind of reminds me of Brave New World as for the aspect of drug use. I feel this will become a
classic some day.”

C. Carey, “A Modern Masterpiece. I really couldn't leave the review posted above as the only
note on this outstanding book.The story itself unravels with a sense of entropic disintegration;
running in tandem with the central character's loss of self and a release of absolution - after all
he sells a chemical that erases memories. The genius of this subtlety gives the reader credit for
understanding the plot and naturally etching possible conclusions - Loriga has out-thought the
process in delivering this masterpiece in great style, entertainment and prose.In short an
excellent read. Get it!!!”

D G, “I may have read this before. Started reading it after picking it off my bookshelf, I may have
read it before, but I don’t really have any memory of what happens.”

Jose Mario Sanchez Donas, “Five Stars. Great Book”

Christiane Berger, “An amazing book!. If you like Bret Easton Ellis, don't hesitate and buy this
book from Ray Loriga,it's really amazing! I would have liked to read it in original, but my Spanish
is not good enough for such a masterpiece. It's true, that the end is a little bit boring, but give it a
try, you won't regret it!”



candyflipper, “         .                                                          
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                                                      ”

The book by Ray Loriga has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 13 people have provided feedback.
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