
        
            
                
            
        



Blue-Collar/Working Class

If the late,
great Maxwell Perkins, who worked with the likes of Ernest Hemingway,
Thomas Wolfe, F. Scott Fitzgerald and James Jones, and was often
referred to (rightly) as “Editor of Genius” were still around, or
even someone anywhere near his integrity and ability, I’d have
opted to go that traditional route myself (submitting with lit agents
and/or major publishing entities).

Sadly, editors of
his caliber are far and few between or even (closer to the truth) do
not exist these days. It’s mostly (if not all) about ka-ching,
the bottom line. Alas, lots of soulless sh*t gets put out there that
lobbies of chain bookstores are crammed with and that I (and others
who feel as I do) do our very best to avoid and sidestep.

Mr. Maxwell was one
of a kind. Yes, it mattered that a book racked up numbers, generated
funds, but art, as in heart-and-soul in the prose was just as
integral/mattered as much—if not more so.

My option? And
other writers who love and believe in books and how dire they are to
our continued existence as civilized beings? These days? Only option?
To go it our way. Yes, peeps like me, pay for professional
proofing, cover design and topnotch formatting. Other than that, we
put out the books: whether they be thrillers (or dabble in other
popular genres), or what is considered not as in demand: Lit-Fic.
Books about work. Blue-collar sweat and toil.

There are scribes
out there who can’t wait to label tomes of this nature as “navel
gazing,” while eagerly promoting their plot-driven/blatantly
commercial tales as the only valid product (with actual worth), when
in reality—far as I’m concerned—most of it is and will be
deemed (in time/eventually) as downright worthless and without merit.

Are there
exceptions? Of course. Too few to mention. The late Derek Raymond’s
I Was Dora Suarez (and the rest of his crime factory series)
being it. There is also Horace McCoy’s excellent noir tale They
Shoot Horses, Don’t They? Not many others come close or are
even worth mentioning. Yes, peeps buy ‘em, airport book racks are
bloated with ‘em, but so what? I equate this crap with the
ever-popular hot dog. Folks consume ‘em, not for their nutritional
value, merely to keep the belly from grumbling—until they can get a
chance at a real meal.

These tomes, like
Paycheck to Paycheck—in my not-so-humble opinion—is
(pretty much) the only type of “fiction” that has real worth and
is about what matters to most working peeps across the board:
survival, in a world rife with sick-with-greed, dog-eat-dog
shortcut experts, who not only break the rules every day of the
week, but have the means to avoid being taken to task for it.

Not saying that
this type of prose, dealing with manual labor (or even any type of
9-to-5 dead-end gig), should not be, or need-not-be interesting and
keep the reader engaged, merely that classics of this nature, as in
Tom Kromer’s Waiting for Nothing, or Jack Black’s You
Can’t Win, or Knut Hamsun’s masterpiece Hunger, or
George Orwell’s Down and Out in Paris and London, way
too often, are dissed (as stated above) as “navel-gazing,” by
certified hacks who excrete their McTales the way certain fast-food
chains crank out their lame-ass/pathetic burgers. K.A.
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presented. Fast, easy read.”
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“A word is not the same with one writer as with another. One tears
it from his guts. The other pulls it out of his overcoat pocket.”

—Charles
Peguy


Chapter 1

Rode bike down to
Labor Access on Grant, east of Stone. Heavy wrought iron bars
across front window and door of the stucco bungalow. I chain the bike
up, go in. Shabby inside. High counter up to my chin. Huge sign on
wall:

 




RULES AND REGULATIONS

 



They tell you how to
dress for the construction jobs (that pay a mere $4.75).

What?

You saw it right.
$4.75.

That’s not even
minimum wage. It’s less than.

You saw it right,
friend.

Forty-six years old and
facing this. What gives? Nothing changes. Freedom? Where? I don’t
see it.

 



There is a woman with
brown/curly hair seated at a computer keyboard inside to the left. I
glance at her. She doesn’t notice me standing in the lobby. I look
across, see a Latino construction worker-type or handyman/odd-job
type of dude sitting in yet another waiting room on the other side of
this room in the middle. I notice wrought iron bars there as well.
What gives? Place is fortified like Ft Knox. Why? It’s a dump.

“Can I help you?”
the woman says, walking up.

“I’d like an
application form.”

“Sure,” she says.
Hands me one. Only I really don’t want the application or anything
resembling one, not for the wages they’re offering. It’s a temp
outfit. Daily work for daily pay. What their ads say in the
classifieds. Doesn’t make it any easier to take. What to do? Bro’s
been buying the groceries since December (and I wonder if he’s
tired of it by now). He must be.

Do I want to work for
nothing?

Woman hands me the
application form. I notice a healthy backside on her. Couldn’t be
helped. She’s tall, too. Not glamorous in any way, but the enticing
culo is there. She says I should finish reading the sign on
the wall.

I nod. Thank her. She
returns to the other side to talk with the Latino worker through the
barred window. A second Latino joins in and they talk about
something.

 



My head is swimming,
dizzy feeling. Frankly not feeling too good, the prospect of having
to work for a nothing wage like $4.75 in 1997. So rode the bicycle
back to the house. Heated up some stew. Pulled on the hammer (out of
boredom).


Chapter 2

Fifteen after 10
in the a.m. Waiting for Bro to show. Stays with his old lady most
of the time. Kid likes to sleep-in. Does not like to get up before 9
or 10. And without a bike (at least) to get around I don’t get
around.

When I got here there
were three old bikes in the small front yard, in sorry/beat-up shape,
but I was able to get around on one of them, a mountain bike (creaky,
old; wobbly wheels, all that; they all have wobbly wheels), but you
do the best you can. Well, finally the seat comes off and, not having
any money coming in, I thought I’d take the seat off one of the
other bikes, a girl’s bike, but that didn’t work, tried the
other; that didn’t work, either. Problem with posts: too small or
too thick. Had a bolt break on me as I attempted to tighten the
thinner post taken off the yellow bike, etc., and so now I can’t
get around until that is replaced. It would take but a couple of
bucks to buy, but when you don’t even have that. . . . Bro offered
to go to the bike shop with me and pick one up. Okay, but here it is
going on 10:30 and still no Bro.

So much time is wasted
this way. Get a late start like this and there goes the day, baby.
Lazing around is one thing, perhaps not such a bad thing when you’re
young, but at 46 I don’t have that many days to throw away. Do I?

 



The need to find work
remains. Should be/must be the priority. And it is. Think about
finding a job, all else is secondary. Got to find some kind of job,
got to rent my PO box and pay the $16 owed the typesetter—and not
only that, finish up with the final correction. Start saving up money
for the printing. Got to think about it this way—or else it ends up
a pipe dream. Tunnel-vision. The only way. It doesn’t matter what
others think (or don’t). You’re on your own, with your agenda to
get things done. Chandler’s old lady never thought much of his
writing. Remember this: It’s always your immediate family, your
friends, who are not going to think much of your work. The way it
always goes. Not that it matters, as you have dealt with it your
whole life. It goes on/will go on. You are on your own. Always have
been. Do your work, do your best—and forget the rest. Do the kind
of work that you’ll be proud of.

Having said that, I
must admit it always amazes me when I see the low-grade crap people
go for: Bruce Willis movies/the Star Wars idiocy/Jurassic
Park crap/Beverly Hills Ninja—stuff that makes me want
to puke. But there it is, enough idiots will plunk down their
hard-earned money for the tripe.

Go figure.

Like Bukowski said:
They want lies. Beautiful lies. Give them their beautiful lies. They
don’t know any better.

Bro said to me: “Why
don’t you write something like the X Files?”

X Files? That
shit? It’s shit! Don’t you know it’s shit? It’s grade
school stuff. It’s written for 7th graders, you nitwit!
Can’t you see that?

And then: “Why don’t
you write something like The Usual Suspects?”

What? It’s hack
writing. The guy who wrote it couldn’t create art if his life
depended on it. Plot-driven/formula writing is hack writing. None of
it is believable. But how do you explain it to the moronic public?
Just like Tarantino writing about hardcore criminals. Can’t believe
a word of it. I walked out on Reservoir Dogs. Pulp Fiction
I saw only because a friend of Bro’s from his art class (whom Bro
put up for a while here because the dude had no place to stay) had a
copy and I was, more or less, goaded/pushed into seeing it.
Out of politeness, and to get the young alkie fool off my back, said:
“All right. I’ll watch it.”

Bullshit. That’s what
Hollywood is. Idiots and assholes peddling their sleight-of-hand
crap to the moronic audiences.

 



And then you’ve got
the ones who like to walk around saying they’d like to write (as a
hobby). What? What was that? Hobby? Never heard of it.
Love it, or get the fuck away and shut the hell up.
Even crap tv shows have hard hours behind them. It takes a certain
skill to be a hack even. And then I see the crappy/mindless videos
they like to watch. They don’t read (but want to write; talk about
it). Watch the worst mindless garbage around. They can’t even
discern quality from dreck, but have deluded themselves into thinking
they know exactly what they are talking about. They know what’s
good/know quality—but never bothered to delve into it.

It takes a bit of
patience to sit through Akira Kurosawa or Vittorio De Sica or
Truffaut, or even (some of) Peckinpah. . . . (Note: with a few
exceptions, movies aren’t worth the time. Not much holds up, not
much works.) Give me a choice between a so-called well-made flick or
the novel it was based on—I will, always, take the novel. Case in
point: Leaving Las Vegas. Not a bad film, but could not touch
the book/could not touch John O’Brien’s words.

 



Kinda at the mercy of
Bro here—in that I can’t get the hell out of the apartment
without transportation. He’s got the only car, and he’s usually
over at his old lady’s.

Did manage to replace
the seat on the mountain bike, did manage to also find a bolt (on the
yellow bike) and use it to tighten the seat post. Then it was on to
attempting to fix the flat tire. Got the inner tube off. Filled a
bucket with water and ran the tube through. Took about thirty damn
minutes to locate the leak. Dug out the patch kit to discover that
the cement glue was dry; the tube containing it was dry.
Thought about using Super Glue, but nixed that idea. Phoned Bro’s
old lady at her place to find out he was out. So she said.

 



6:03 p.m. as of this
writing. So that’s the way the day went, wasted. Did take a nap
earlier in the afternoon, read (re-read actually) Hank: Life of
Charles Bukowski. Nothing left. Killed two fleas. Discovered two
fleas on the sofa beside me and crushed them. Sons of bitches are
tough. Yessir. Crushed them. Flicked them into oblivion.

But yes, without wheels
this guy ain’t goin’ no place, Señor. So here I sit and
sit. Sometimes I pace and pace. Heat finally dropping at this point.
Dropping slowly. Was close to one- hundred today.

So that’s how the
days are spent in the “Old Pueblo.” Will I get used to this
mid-size town? We’ll see. I could use a place to hang out, some
activity. In Venice there was the Boardwalk (even though the locals,
the LA a-holes were everywhere), but at least during the winter
months the place was terrific. No one around. Solitude. You could
ride your bike for miles and miles without hassle. Here . . . here
there’s a park one can go to and rollerblade or ride a bike, only
it’s a few miles from the house. Can’t keep hanging around Bro’s
friends (the kid is 12 years my junior and his friends and I don’t
always relate). I don’t always relate to people who walk around
being “positive,” when they don’t have an inkling what
truly being positive means. Peeps who walk around putting a
swell spin on everything I just don’t get. Sometimes life is good,
sometimes it isn’t. Face it in an honest way, or get the hell off
with the BS. Some don’t get it.

Any chance of being in
a relationship with a woman in this town? Don’t know. Too many
people with problems, too many divorced chicks, too many leftovers. I
don’t care for leftovers. Someone else’s leftovers, someone
else’s scarred females. Never interested me. The one and only time
I set foot inside a bar in Tucson was last week when Bro and I
stepped into the Red Garter at noon-time to inquire about the
impending Tyson/Holyfield re-match. We were told, by the
barmaid, that they hadn’t planned on ordering it. Too expensive.
Not enough people show for these things.

What?

And then later on in
the day we find out that the fight had been postponed for a couple of
months. But yeah, the only time I set foot inside a bar in this town.
Could be I ought to try it more often (as soon as I start working).
If I can get a job.

 



Am I ready to write
this place off? This soon? No. Do have a library card at this point;
have been checking books out. Read Ava’s (Gardner) autobiography. A
pitiful life and a pitiful person. The writing so bad I was tempted
to fling the book at the farthest corner of the living room. Enough
to irk. You got the feeling she was one troubled woman. Not much
there. That face, and she was beautiful, was all there was to her.
Too bad. There it is. On the other hand, read an excellent book on
Stephen Crane by Mark Sufrin.

 



Somehow I always end up
with other people’s dogs. Back in the late ‘80s I took care of my
friend T.’s three dogs. And here in Tucson I’ve got this mixed
chow/basset hound with short legs belonging to Bro’s girlfriend’s
daughter.


Chapter 3

Spent the day
hanging vinyl banners for minimum wage. Hopped on the bicycle
this Saturday morning at 7 a.m. and rode the bike up Speedway to
Alvernon, and then over to Broadway and up to Kolb. Say about 8-miles
from here. These white vinyl banners were 3’ x 10’. There were
three hundred of them. The shop owner: flaky but decent Born-Again
type in his 20s named Philo, ran the printer, while the rest of us: a
Nam vet named Ry, Philo’s brother-in-law Indio, who was from LA and
looked like a banger (with the short hair, cutoffs, gray wifebeater
and prison-made tat across his chest), and I hung them on wires
strung across the ceiling.

Then I got to meet
Philo’s father: tall, Hispanic gent. Lean/weathered. Former
construction worker. All good people. Also Philo’s Mexican wife
showed with their 2-year old son.

 



So we hung wire across
the ceiling, like so many clotheslines. Had clothespins hanging from
the lines and this was how we hung the signs to dry. One guy would be
on the ladder, another guy would carry the freshly-printed sign from
Philo’s printer to the guy on the ladder, who would hang them. We
switched off every twenty-minutes, took turns. Philo even let us have
over an hour for lunch; the guy had ordered a couple of pizzas and
sodas for us. Like I said, these are decent gestures. So, no
complaints on this score.

How many employers
would have done that? Later on in the day he was also telling me
about his Born-Again status. It’s okay. Whatever gets you through
the day. When he asked, told him the Ten Commandments suited me. The
Golden Rule made sense. When he pressed what I was raised as, I
declined to comment. Don’t know why I refused to go down that road,
but I did. He said it wasn’t that big a deal for him to know
anyway.

Truth was, we hadn’t
been raised as anything. Truth was, I’d spent most of my life
thinking I was agnostic (when I didn’t lean entirely toward being
atheist). Most of the time I wasn’t sure about any of it when it
came to religion and just plain didn’t give a damn. If the
“Almighty” existed, that was fine (didn’t quite explain the
reason behind all the heavy misery and pain that went on in life, but
okay), and if the Big Honcho had never been there to begin with, that
pretty much suited me as well, only because it explained all the shit
that has been going on since the beginning of time and further
fortified what I felt all along: There was no such thing as Mr.
Big. But why go into it with a Born-Again dude like this and
cause trouble?

Christianity? Had
nothing against it, or Judaism or Islam or Buddhism—or even
anything against the other world’s great religions. People needed
their crutch, just as I needed mine: Books and writing. With some it
was therapy that kept them going, with others it was running or
pumping iron or cycling, raising rabbits or bee-keeping, gardening or
boating. So be it.

All three of my sisters
believed in Christ. Nothing the matter with it. JC’s tenets made
good sense to me, but I was making a couple of bucks and didn’t
want to rock the boat by getting into it. And besides, I kept my
mouth shut when it came to religion most of the time. It was a good
topic to stay clear of, politics was the other one. Bottom line? You
can have ‘em both.

 



This guy prints ball
caps here/T-shirts/sweatshirts, etc., banners. The only drawback, and
it could be on the serious side: paint fumes/paint thinner
fumes/lacquer thinner fumes were incredibly strong—and we were not
getting any fresh air at all, no circulation—unless we left the
garage door open in the back, but due to the wind we could not for
most of the day. Ended up with a real bitch of a headache as a
result. There’s got to be a mask that I can buy; got to be
something. He’d like me to be here at 7:30 tomorrow. I told him
fine.

As dark clouds roiled
overhead, I jumped on the bike and sped on home. And here I am. As
soon as I reach the gate, walk into the front yard, Nellie the dog
goes wild, excited to see me. I pet the dog. She’s rolling on her
back by now. Play with her. Check her water. See that it could be
cleaner. Empty it, replace it with fresh water from the yard hose,
and I go in.

Kick the sneakers off.
Get the tight-fitting socks off. It feels freeing to have them off.
Drink a cup of cool purified water, and here I sit at the typer. The
print shop gig ends Monday. Okay. They did say it was going to be
temporary. Fine. At least I’m working. Even though I’m
aching all over: feet/back/shoulders, but it’s a good feeling that
one gets from putting in a full day’s work.

 



And now to heat up some
of that good ol’ stew and wash down with milk a couple of doughnuts
afterwards and I’ll be set. Meant to stay clear of effing
doughnuts, especially after they landed me in the hospital in the
early ‘90s in LA: doughnuts and lack of sleep during the six-month
period while driving the cab in order to scrape together enough of a
budget to make a second flick—that fell apart in the end: the
project, as well as my own health. Did get my health back eventually;
returned to running and doing weights, ab work.

Sweet tooth has been an
issue my entire life, though, real problem, even when jogging and
lifting weights to stay fit; pastries/ice cream/candy. The “monkey”
on my back. We got it from our mother. All five kids got it from her.
Genetics. Only why blame her?—when all I’d had to do was stay
away from it.

No denying it feels
good to have a few bucks coming in; hopefully enough to rent that PO
box and send the typesetter what I owe her. Amen.


Chapter 4

Got pink-slipped
Tuesday. Worked eight hours. Girl and I were cut loose. Job was
done. No longer needed us. The way it works in business. Instead of
showing me how to print, the guy hires someone with experience and
I’m out the door. The way it is.

Monday we had worked
twelve-hours, Hoss. Twelve long hours. By the time I reached home
every bone in my body was aching. For that I was paid $60. Cheap-ass
state if you’re the employee. On the other hand, if you’re the
employer you’ve got it made. Arizona is an employer’s heaven.
It’s fucked if you have to work for five-bucks an hour (and some
places don’t even pay that), but a measly four-bucks and
seventy-five cents per.

 



So now that the gig is
over, where to next? Not sure. I do have enough to rent a PO box for
six months and pay off the typesetter. But what do I do in the near
future? Need to find my own place to live. Time will eventually run
out for me, I’m sure of it. Sadistic Sadie has mood swings every
week—and a convenient way of pointing the finger at others and
blaming them for her unhappiness. Have been tolerant for Bro’s
sake. (Moodie Sadie is Bro’s GF, who does not live here with us,
but has a strong tendency to pull his strings). Bro loves her and
takes it.

OK, is my consensus on
this. Take it. Because you have to, but I sure as hell don’t and
won’t. I’m not the one emotionally attached to her, homie. Been
there once, years before; lived with a controlling,
know-nothing/know-it-all ballbuster, and refused to take it
and it damned near decimated me when we (both) shat all over the
relationship and flushed it away—as that is all you can do when
love turns to excreta. Flush it. It’s painful. It’s excruciating.
It’s agony like no other. You either (see it for what it is) and
expel it—or it crushes you.

I’ll keep looking for
work, but this place, Tucson, may not be the place (ultimately) for
me. Not sure yet. Will give it a fair shot. I need rain, wet weather.
Too much sun fries people’s brains; too much sun is draining (just
ask any LA loon about that one).

 



So much for my career
in the screen-printing field. On to bigger and better endeavors. One
thing I did do last night on the way home from work to lift my
spirits was to stop by the ABCO supermarket and pick up a steak, a
slice of French garlic bread, tub of Breyer’s ice cream, and a box
of dog biscuits for Nellie. Got home and had a feast. Filled the
belly with choc chip ice cream afterwards. Behave like a glutton at
times, to compensate for the measly peanut butter (and banana)
lunches I had during the last few days.

 



It’s back to
moderation now. Got to get my head together and find a job,
something. Keep looking. Hold on to the confidence. This last place
at least might be used as a local reference.


Chapter 5

You’ve got some
women, certain types who seem to get the PMS-attack every goddamn
week. With women, plenty that is, they have their crankiness once
a month, and with others it’s every damned week; unhappiness, etc.
It wouldn’t be so bad if they didn’t take it out on people around
them, but of course they do. Ready with the finger-pointing, ready to
blame you for their unhappiness. Like Sadie, couple of days
ago. Couldn’t wait to dump on me.

The phone rings. I pick
up. It’s the moody twat with the mental issues. Had to do with Bro
spending time with our folks, being there on Mother’s Day, etc. We
were born poor. Old man was a cabinet maker his whole life; old lady
did blue-collar work here and there, when she had to, but was
stay-at-home usually. Family was from Sarajevo originally. We’d
emigrated to the US from Belgium back in ’61.

Folks, and my Bro had
left LA for Tucson back in the mid-80s, as it was cheaper to live.
Our sister Z. was married and living in the Midwest by then. Folks
were living in a bungalow in (rife with crime) South Tucson, because
it was all they could afford.

Sadie was on my case
because I never bothered to go down to see them, in that it was
always my brother, bla-bla-bla. Maybe she had a point; and maybe,
just maybe I had my reasons for not wanting to have anything do with
the folks. Take thirteen years of brutality from him, years of mental
abuse from her—and what have you got? Defective kids who grew up to
be defective adults. That’s our lot; my present state. And if it
hadn’t been for the writing and books, I’d have ended up a
loose-cannon psycho: OD’ed or in jail. But now, this shrew,
Sadie, who hasn’t got a clue, is telling me how to live my life and
what I should do; and me feeling like picking up a pile of dog waste
and just shoving it down her throat for being so overbearing and easy
with the advice and answers.

I ended up in Vietnam
because of the old man; ended up with all sorts of problems due to
what we were put through, and this bitch (on meds, no doubt)
was there, on the phone, yelling at me and telling me what to do and
how I should live my life.

It took me ten years to
get over losing a woman I loved, a woman I lost because I couldn’t
get my act together; could never ever make a dollar with my words, or
get anything going creatively; all those years of suffering and dues,
struggling and starving, dealing with night-flies, pimps and their
stoned hookers while hacking at night; all of it, dues, years of
dues. Am in my mid-40s and can hardly see a light, a flickering
candlelight at the end of this dark tunnel, and this mentally
unbalanced overbearing cunt was going to tell me what to do? Fuck
no! You don’t tell me shit, bitch!

But I bit my tongue.
For Bro’s sake. Bitches like that are ballbusters, emasculators.
You let them get away with that bullshit and before you know it
you’re no longer a man. It wouldn’t have been any skin off my
nose, but I kept from telling the shrew where to go for M.’s sake.

How does a man put up
with this kind of moody behavior month-after-month? Year-after-year?
I don’t get it. Why would any man subject himself to this kind of
insanity, mistreatment? Why? Like Russ Meyer said: Got to ask
yourself if the fucking you get is worth the
fucking you get?

Have your mood swings,
baby. Just don’t lay it on me. Because I don’t need that noise
ruining my day. Walk around being unhappy all you want, just
don’t fuck with my mind about it. I don’t want it. Have no use
for it.


Chapter 6

Got the radio
blasting rock while I polish off a 6-Pack of Frugal Joe’s
Ordinary Beer. Bro bought it Friday at Trader Joe’s. Went
up there with him, but Bro paid.

So drinking this brew
by my lonesome this Sunday, smoking a cheap cigar, while sitting on a
flimsy, green plastic crate on the patio in the front yard. The dog
is napping, the sun is out. A bird or two about. One of the birds
swoops down and I watch it swallow (one after another) four chunks of
the dog’s dry dog food I had tossed out there (as the dog likes to
go after the chow that way, but not this time). She dozed, while the
birds had a feast.

 



It’s a small front
yard, with a five-foot wall all around, broken down bicycles in
evidence, broken old mirror frame (from a dresser, I imagine), and
some cardboard boxes falling apart (due to rain last week), with the
usual junk in them: old bicycle tire, roach powder, etc., and me
sipping beer and pulling on the stogie and thinking: Hell, nothing
ever changes. Forty-six years old with an old bike that isn’t
mine, an old dog that isn’t mine, a small room—that isn’t mine,
in a duplex apartment in someone else’s name. Ten years ago it was
the same thing: Toby’s place in North Hollywood. And ten years
before that?

What’s it about?

Can’t even get
interested enough to hop on the bicycle and take it around the block.

 



New kid in town.
. . . The Eagles. The one I lived with and had my heart shredded by
years ago loved the Eagles. It’s on right now. Of all the times for
them to play the song. Actually, it’s one of the few things of
theirs I liked. Always thought they were overrated. But, as I said,
she loved the band.

Man, the blues are
creeping up on me. It’s times like this those suicidal thoughts are
not far behind. Could it be the beer? Not entirely. I know what it
is: no one to love, no woman in my life (and not just any woman would
do). No moody man-hater. Thanx, but no thanx. Could go for a
warm-hearted female with a bit of intelligence. A good soul. Asking
too much.

There aren’t many
women left like that (as mentioned above) in this world. Way too many
have a chip on their shoulder, or worse: are on meds/got the roving
eye/are juicers/pill-poppers/sluts/manic-depressives; it goes on. So
you pine—you’re not sure for what. You pine. Yearn. The
yearnings are there. Forever there. This is what had finally killed
Margaux Hemingway. Loneliness. No one to love. No one to trust, to
feel safe to be with.

Was she a juicer? Not
easy to live with? It was implied in that doc I saw. Am I judging? Do
I have the right? No—and no. All I know is when I first laid
eyes on her years ago in a lame flick entitled Lipstick did my
jaw drop, and I thought: My god. What a knockout. What a
gorgeous woman. What a babe. Why can’t I meet and fall in love
with someone like this?

And then the truth
comes out: all the problems/ups and downs. No different from Elvis
and his troubled existence. Reminders in both cases: Don’t judge a
book by its cover. Not always easy to do, is it?

Sad, is how I’d
finally felt upon reading of her demise. Heartbroken. How could it
be? How could it have ended so tragically for someone with so
much going? The height/the curves/the glorious smile and all that
natural athleticism—plus the Hemingway name. How?
Troubled childhood. Family issues. Look at the way it ended for
Ernie. Shotgun blast to the face.

Take another pull (of
brew).

Sure.


Chapter 7

Should see this
room of mine (was actually a bedroom of mine). Bro said I could
have it. “Make it your own.” And I have. Got a small white
dresser Bro picked up for me for $5 (yes, five dollars; at a yard
sale). And there’s my writing desk: 3 & 1/2 feet long,
foot-and-a-half wide. Picked up at a garage sale for $20.

There’s another white
dresser against the far wall (particleboard, the cheap crap, but it
serves a purpose). Three drawers, two book shelves above the drawers.
And to the left a large space about four-feet long. I’ve got part
of my book library in there, cassettes: video as well as music.

Used goods. The kind of
life it’s been. But, no problem, as long as one has a place for
one’s typewriter, the way I see it. The way it’s always been.

Should see my walls
here: got all sorts of newspaper clippings taped up, late success
stories (like Mem Shannon, the New Orleans cabbie who is doing fine
as a Blues recording artist). Got items on the Bosnian war up. One
heading reads: RETURN TO SARAJEVO SHOWS FEW WINNERS IN WAR. One story
on Haris Pasovic: ENSURING CULTURE SURVIVES AMID THE HORRORS OF
SARAJEVO.

Some framed photos
above that (taken years ago back in LA at the LAX Hilton during a
horror film convention). One is of Chubby Elston in Bloodsucking
Geeks blood-stained garb, asking Roddy McDowel to autograph a
color flyer from said flick.

Photos of Bro M.,
sister Z., her young daughter J. feeding ducks at the arboretum in
LA. Photos of Z., her hubby W., their daughter J. taken at the South
Gate place.

 



Honestly, this feels
like the end of the line for me. Running on empty. So help me. It
isn’t that I have lost interest in writing, but simply loss of
interest in life itself. Have been functioning on Auto Pilot for so
many years now. So many years.


Chapter 8

By myself as usual
this Friday night. What else is new? Thought I’d mention it.
What else did I expect? Can’t relate to Bro’s
friends/associates/acquaintances. Would rather spend time working on
the Streets of L.A. cab book.

My office is this
bedroom. Got my papers all over the floor, scattered. Like to see
where everything is. Will have to do for now—until I can find
larger quarters, more space, add shelves, all that.

 



Jazz station on. They
play the best: Dexter Gordon/Miles/Paul Desmond. Love Desmond’s
smooth alto sax. Chet Baker’s cool trumpet playing has a way of
soothing the soul. It helps to pass the time. Sure would be nice to
have that old Cordova with me now. What can you do?

I’d driven out of LA
with it, pulling a rented trailer. Engine blew outside of Palm
Springs. Had it towed to Banning, where I’d had to relinquish the
chronically troubled gas-guzzler and traded the rented trailer in for
a small van. Got rid of a large pile of revisions of a horror novel,
as well as the second PI novel that I had spent 2 1/2 years on and
ten drafts. I do regret destroying the pages, because sometimes that
stuff can come in handy. If for no other reason than proof, such as:
“Yes. I wrote them. Created them from scratch. It’s all original
material. Take a look at the various versions.”

Stopped by here on the
way to Bowling Green via Texas. Spent a couple of days in Bowling
Green. Found it too provincial/confining, and made it back to the Old
Pueblo. Ended up owing the rental company a couple of bucks. Bro knew
the manager and it got resolved.

It was a relief. The
Cordova had been the worst used car I’d ever owned. Bought for $800
back in South Gate, CA from my brother-in-law’s mom before she and
her common-law-hubs left for Ohio to live near her son W., my likable
bro-in-law that I had always gotten along with and love like a
brother.

With the gas-hog
Chrysler it had been one thing after another: steering column/window
on driver’s side wouldn’t roll up/computerized system under the
hood, et al. Just a pain/serious drain on my wallet. Left it with the
truck rental place and let the young woman who worked there keep it.
Looked like she had one of the male’s there lusting after her (and
it was evident she’d be able to get the engine repaired without
having to spend a dime). Felt good to be able to gift the car to her,
it did. But here I am, missing it, or rather the wheels to move
around in.

 



Car or no car, still
need to find work. A job. Something. Buy a used short down the road a
bit. Received letter from Elston. Elston was the friend I’d driven
out to KY to visit with, him and Byford and his wife Edna. Good
friends (from the time they all lived in LA). Miss some of the good
souls. My friends. Don’t get around much, unless it is on the
bicycle. Sounds familiar. Have been down this road before.

Have I not?

What else is new?

You’re 46 and still
haven’t got a pot to piss in. The old story.


Chapter 9

Got up, showered
this morning. Filled the dog’s water tray. No bucks for dog
food and so fried her some potatoes. The dog loves potatoes. And then
later on in the day also let her have some pasta. Went crazy for it
(although I suspect the stuff might give her the runs). Like I said,
no $$$ to buy dog chow.

 



Spent the day working
on the taxicab ms. When do I stop tampering with this damned book?
When is enough simply ENOUGH (ALREADY)? Want to do my best, that’s
all. The book will be $14.95 after all. Shouldn’t it be the best
one can possibly do?

Yes.

But you’ve got other
books to work on. Well, the others won’t be as problematic. . . .

You sure about that?

Certain.

We’ll see. . . .


Chapter 10

6:30 p.m. Got
a jazz station on. Chicago Bulls playing Utah Jazz for the
championship up in Utah and me not giving a rank fart. Do I care
whether Jordan will leave or stay? Do I care if millionaire Coach
Jackson will leave or stay?

Don’t give a damn
what these over-paid athletes do. Sick and tired of the
NBA/baseball/football/tennis. All of it. It’s about $$$! Theirs,
not mine.

 



Rode the bicycle out to
the park on Alvernon earlier. Huge park. Went around twice. Hardly
any people out there on the bike path. Tennis courts were busy.

Like I said, quiet out
there. Where do the women go in this town? The venice boardwalk in LA
would have been packed. What gives?

That’s Tucson. You
wanted it quiet. You got quiet.

 



Fried more potatoes,
onions. Fed the dog. And so here I sit in my room (study?), curtains
parted. Nice sunny day out there. Am at the typer. Unable to finish
up the cab thing. Blocked. BLOCKED. It’s a bitch. Have very little
left to do on the book and I CAN’T BUDGE. DON’T GET IT. Would
love to finish it.

They’re playing blues
on the same station. The loneliness follows everywhere you go. It was
like this in La La Land, and it’s the same here in Tucson, AZ. It
was like this in Chicago; Junction City, Kansas; Vietnam; LaFayette,
Ind. No matter where you go, loneliness follows.

Bought the Sunday
paper. Went over want ads. Nothing in there for me. And I mean I went
over the classified section carefully. Nothing. Other than dishwasher
that am qualified for. Some qualification. Nothing changes. Here I am
at my age staring at dishwasher as a possible career move. After all
the dues, after all the goddamn dues: DISHWASHER.

So much for promise and
potential.
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