
        
            
                
            
        



“Hell is other people.”


—Jean-Paul Sartre






Adult
star Sheba Darling, the Marilyn look-alike, addicted to coke, pills
and booze is spinning out of control and making life for Soupy, the
mail-order smut company owner (as well as her handlers there at the
warehouse) a living hell, just as they themselves have a tendency to
do to others, namely our intrepid shipping clerk Chance “Cash”
Register, who’s managed to endure the gig long enough at this point
to see his book edited/formatted and printed.






Only
he’s in the red now, deep in debt, broke. Can he last long enough
to launch the blue-collar short story anthology and create the needed
momentum to see his dream soar (and possibly liberate himself from
this dead-end/low-wage hell hole)—or watch it sink like a stone
because the job situation makes it impossible?






It’s
a work environment rife with out-of-control psychotic types who
should’ve been committed years ago—just as Register feels he’s
headed there himself—unless he can summon the brass to walk out and
salvage what remains of his dwindling sanity.


High
Praise for Kirk Alex


Hard Noir Holiday


Edgar “Doc” Holiday Thriller #4






“Living
up to its title, this hard-edged P.I. epic dives into desert darkness
and action.”


—Publishers Weekly/BookLife






“This
is a terribly violent, disgusting, vile read. I am not into long
books. I lose interest easily. But this one is well written and kept
my attention all throughout. My husband is glad it is over. I
couldn't keep from telling him what happened next. So disgusting, so
entertaining.”


—BookBub

 




5.0 out of 5 stars/The Best of the Series!

“The
language was consistent. The characters were deep and realistic.
Every page has exciting action. All the books are good, but this is
outstanding.”


—Kayak Jay

 




Murder, mayhem, organ theft, illegal dog fights and more . . .

“Hard
Noir Holiday by Kirk Alex is the 4th installment of the Edgar “Doc”
Holiday Private Investigator Mystery series. This time Doc and his
friends are in Arizona when they are faced with the murder of a
family member. It takes everything in their arsenal to find out who
is behind it. Not for the faint of heart.”


—Denim*n*Diamonds












Love is the Coldest Whore of All


Selected Free Verse for Peeps Like Me


(Who Hate Poetry)


1976 — 1996






“Reading
Kirk Alex is like listening to your best friend, your oldest friend,
confide in you after you haven’t seen him in a long, long time.
It’s that honest; it’s that intimate. And from the Nam to Sunset
Boulevard, he knows a lot about the world and life. All you have to
do is sit back and take it all in.”


—Mark SaFranko, author: Nowhere Near Hollywood












Throwback & Backlash


(Love, Lust & Murder Series)






“.
. . if you want a raw, dark in-your-face good read . . . go for it.”


—Hidden Gems Book Review

 



 




Lustmord: Anatomy of a Serial Butcher






“Great
book. Dark—yes. Grotesque—certainly. Sexually explicit—without
a doubt. And the writing is excellent. Character & dialogue, is
as real as it gets. A terrifying, non-putdownable horror.”


—Jeff Bennington, K/Book Review

 



 




Zook

 



“Zook
was a zoo ride! All of the characters were well written and you
find yourself unable to put the book down! You might even find it a
little sad. ***** out of 5 stars.”


—NetGalley












Ziggy Popper at Large:


14 Tales of General Degeneracy, of Mayhem &


Debauchery – for the Morally Conflicted


& Borderline Criminal






“Gruesome,
violent, awesome! I absolutely LOOOVEEE Kirk Alex. I am always ready
for his next book!! Extremely entertaining. A whole lot of violent,
and just what I was looking for. Private detective Felix “Choo-Choo”
Buschitsky and Ziggy Popper are now my two favorite characters. *****
out of 5 stars.”


—NetGalley

 



 




nonentity


–A Rant For Those Who Can’t–


Presented as a Novel






“This
is a quick read and engrossing. I found myself wanting to know what
happened. Many of the situations were funny in the way they were
presented. Fast, easy read.”


—NetGalley






“Kirk
Alex’s prose is swiftly moving and terse and dark and angry and
ugly. This will grab you by the heart and choke the breath out of
you—and by book's end, you'll thank him for doing it.”


—Steven Rosen, Curled Up With A Good Book






“This
is another well done, honest and heartfelt piece of writing from Kirk
Alex. It’s short, easy to read, and well worth the reader’s
time.”


—Paul Lappen, Dead Trees Review












BLOOD, SWEAT and CHUMP CHANGE


L.A. Taxi Tales & Vignettes

 



“After
reading BLOOD, SWEAT AND CHUMP CHANGE — Taxi Tales & Vignettes
by Kirk Alex you understand why the American Dream needs
liposuction. It’s all here: Hate, poetry, sadness, hope and the
ache of an aloneness that never goes away. Belly up!”


—Dan Fante, author of Mooch
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Kirk Alex
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In honor of the late John Kennedy Toole, for writing A Confederacy
of Dunces, the second funniest novel I have ever read.






“True
knowledge exists in knowing that you know nothing.”


—Socrates


Chapter 1

Stubblefield
wheels himself in with a copy of the book by that former boxer/con in
his hands, showing it off to everyone, even me. Why? His name is
in the dedication: Frederic Bertram Stubblefield, etc., for his help
in. . . .

Nobody gives a shit,
but they pretend to give a shit, to care. Why? Out of courtesy, out
of decency. Does this label-slinging jerk deserve it? Beside the
point. What irks is the ungratefulness. The man can’t wait to say
negative crap about people. Everyone is “full of shit” whom he
does not agree with.

 



I’m standing over the
Pitney-Bowes, when he calls me over—and I know what he’s going to
say. He holds that book up. I really do not give a damn about any of
it, not ever since seeing this punk’s true colors—and that’s
what the man is to me: Punk. If I go out and injure my back
(and stay in pain for two weeks) while helping you move heavy
furniture and you turn around and slam me, say crap about me, then
you are nothing, a zero—and do not deserve my respect.

I don’t like the
loudmouth . . . but, once again, do the decent thing. I wish the
sponger would disappear, go away . . . but there he is waving that
book by Malik “Sledgehammer” Stevenson. Stubblefield opens it to
the dedication page, points out his name.

 



I look at it. Nod my
head. Not sure what to say. Got nothing to say. Fuck him and
“Sledgehammer” as well. I saw the man on tv. More bullshit.
Two-bit scrub. Cum-stain. Mugged people for a living and now they’ve
got a movie out on him how he was framed for murder while
participating in a holdup and did twenty years. Bla-bla-bla. .
. .

I honestly don’t
care.

“You feel vindicated,
huh?” I offer. Not sure why. For something to say.

“It’s nice to be
able to back up what you say,” he says, and wheels himself to the
rear.

Fuck him and
his con buddies. You want to go around and rob and hurt people
and generally treat people like shit? Well, then in my book, in this
book, you are shit, buddy. The way it is here, with me.

Am not talking about
going out and screwing up, making a mistake, because we’ve all done
it. You try your best and it goes wrong, way wrong sometimes. Who
hasn’t erred and regretted it? But when you are a mugger for a
living . . . well, then go to hell. Because that’s exactly what you
deserve!

I got no respect for
this creep. Yes, one leg gone and the remaining leg not in good
shape, either . . . only who put him there? Born loser’s got the
biggest load of bullshit than anyone here, but there he is slamming
others.

Does it matter enough
to go on about it? I wouldn’t, except he’s there every goddamn
day with that raspy smoker’s laugh and voice.


Chapter 2

Addressed three
more copies of Streets of LA that I’ll be
sending to people.

Rode bike up to the
dental office at the Park Mall. Sears basement. Where they’re
located. Nice down here. Clean. Like any other dental office. My army
x-rays were too old and they needed to x-ray my mouth. Okay. Only the
girl they had there was new or incompetent or both, and then some
other lady had to come in and re-do three sections of my jaw.
Unpleasant work. I mean the women were pleasant, but them jamming
plastic do-dads in my jaw was uncomfortable. Then am left sitting
there in the chair.

I’m ready for the
worst, set myself up for it. No big deal. If the wisdom tooth in back
has got to go let ‘em yank it out. I’m man enough to take it.
Only when the dentist walks in he says he doesn’t believe the
wisdom tooth needs to be extracted. What I need is a “root
planing.” Term they used.

I thank them, get up,
walk to the front counter. I owe $120 for this brief visit. Just like
that: $120.

Fine.

“How much is a root
planing?”

“$620.”

“What? Say that
again?”

“$620.”

That’s what I thought
I heard.

“How much just to do
that one section by the wisdom tooth?”

“$120.”

I stood there, saying
nothing.

“Would you like to
come in during the week for a second opinion?”

No, because I have my
own opinion: I didn’t need any of this shit; nothing but a unique
toothbrush to get back in there between the wisdom tooth and gum, to
get at the food particles trapped in there. But, you see, this is not
what they are willing to volunteer. Gaugers. Everywhere. Not
as bad as LA, but bad enough.

The new girl suggests I
try flossing. I tell her I have been. She nods. Has nothing else to
add, as I make my way out the door, one-hundred-and-twenty-bucks
lighter. And then, of course, it occurred to me, after the fact,
while walking out to the bike: I’m a ‘Nam vet. Why hadn’t
I gone down to the VA? Too far to ride? Ten miles? One way. So what?
Again; it’s after the fact. Your $120 is in someone else’s pocket
now.

 



I need to find a good
toothbrush somewhere, strong mouthwash. None of that Scope
shit or Listerine garbage, but the real thing. Somebody must
make it somewhere. Something genuinely strong enough to kill mouth
odor/halitosis.

 



I walk upstairs to
the ground floor to use the john. Attractive women all over the
place. And all in tight jeans. Some black, some blue. Lots of great
rear ends. Plenty. I stop by the computer section and there, right
there, another one: tall, in black tight/tight slacks. If they’re
willing to raise my credit card limit I’d be interested in buying
one of those iMac computers here. She hands me the phone. The female
voice at the other end says they don’t raise limits until after 9
months.

I pedal it down to the
thrift store on Broadway, stop in. Buy sixty bucks worth of clothes.
Ride it on home.


Chapter 3

The guy in the
wheelchair keeps giving me dirty looks. Fuck him, is how I feel,
and anyone else who thinks it is okay to disrespect people. But I say
nothing to the man, other than good-morning in the mornings when he
rolls in at around 10:00 a.m. I need the damn paycheck, you see? For
the press, for my books. Got to keep taking crap off these unstable
types for a while longer.

Recall last week when
Soupy had asked me what I had thought of his video with the
pom-pom-girls theme, and I had replied that other than a couple of
the scenes, I hadn’t liked the video at all. He had asked why.

“No heat. Too much
silicon; used-up, tired-looking Hollywood porn whores; too many studs
hanging from vagina lips. . . .”

And the latter perhaps
was not valid here (although would be an appropriate assessment of
his other videos). But after you’ve seen so many of these things
they all begin to run together. Fact is, Soupy and his daughter are
simply not very good filmmakers. They need to hire real talent, but
won’t. His daughter’s ego gets in the way. She “writes” these
scripts (without ever having written anything before). “Produces,”
tries to “direct” . . . to no avail. I mean the flick sucks.

Look at what the
Buttman is doing if you want to see hot sex on video, look at what
John Leslie is doing, what Ben Dover is doing . . . this is hot
stuff. Even the videos Soupy’s former partner shot were quite good.
But I say nothing of the sort. It’s been all said before.


Chapter 4

The next day I
hear Soupy at the break table in the rear tell Single-Leg Fred:

“I looked at the
video Cash was talking about and I didn’t see any studs on pussy
lips. It’s bullshit.”

This guy is so tired of
porn he merely fast forwards them when he does need to look at them
for business reasons. There were women in there with rhinestones in
and round their cunts; the latest Tinseltown craze, the latest
stupidity, one of many: studs and tattoos and body-piercings.

“I could have told
you that,” said the ex-con piece of crud, the low-life who mugged
people for a living, the same ungrateful individual I had helped
move, injuring my back while helping him and that screwy ballbuster
move from one trailer park to another. And, oh, I was a good guy
then, to the both of them, Fred and Mabel, two pieces of refuse.

“Oh yeah, we’ll
take care of you guys. We’ll feed you. Don’t worry about a
thing.”

They “took care of
us” by offering up a large plate of stale/store-bought (at a
discount, no doubt), dry bologna sandwiches and potato chips and
cut-rate pineapple sodas. The woman is loaded, got money, drives
a new expensive something or other . . . and none of us who were
there to help did it for the food or even expecting anything, but
when people bust their ass helping you move heavy furniture, the
least you can do is provide them with a decent meal, something
halfway-decent to eat and drink (like bottled water, for those of us
who will not go near a soda).

 



What the hell. To be
expected from the gutter. What irks now is this creep
bad-mouthing me every chance he gets . . . and spreading the poison
around. Can feel Luella giving me the cold-shoulder in the morning
when I walk in. Used to be I got a lukewarm-greeting, now it’s far
less. What was it I did to her? Helped her ass move as well.
People have a short memory, don’t they? Her daughter: same thing.

Again, none of this
would bother me if I did not have the press to get off the ground.
How much longer do I hang-in, remain in the asylum? All depends how
long it takes to get the book going. For two weeks the East Coast
book wholesaler has been promising to have me set-up. Nothing today,
either. And all the others I have been waiting to hear from since
November. So until this stuff is taken care of/is in place, I can’t
go the next step: press release/flyer/reviews; none of that stuff can
be handled. Meanwhile, there is the one-legged/mentally imbalanced
ex-con to tolerate.

 



Joanna walks in
today, says something to Bernard in her usual screaming, loud way.
No greeting from her, not that I need it or expect it, but semblance
of consistency would be closer to normal. “Normal,” did I say?
Too much to expect in this Loony-Toons place.

Again, I say, the
employer is fine, shows consistency, but that, too, might change. One
never knows. If I get canned or quit . . . I’ve got about a grand
to live on . . . and finding work in this town is nightmarish, a near
impossibility. Not only that, but it would also mean a drop in pay by
two bucks. Justice. Arizona, the slave-wage state. They murder you
bit-by-bit. You endure. Try to. How much longer? Have been enduring
all my life it seems.


Chapter 5

At 5 after 3, I
take the six tubs full of mail out to the dock, walk to truck that
way. Fred’s white lemon is parked in front of our building.
He’s still there. I walked out this way so’s to avoid walking
past his booth, as he comes in every day now to work on that company
newsletter. I back the truck up, load up. Drive out to the post
office.

By the time I get back
the white car is gone. Good. I walk in with some empty tubs
for tomorrow’s orders. I hang the key up on wall rack, start
straightening videos for something to do—and that’s when Fyodor
Kolinsky walks up wanting to chat about his army days back in Russia.

The accent is thick. I
do my best to be polite and listen, but after fifteen minutes am worn
out. I just don’t want to hear anymore because I don’t care. I
hated the army, the routine of it, and am not interested in any
stories about it, anyone’s army. Period.

He wants to tell me a
joke. I hate the way he stumbles through these jokes. Hate it.
It’s torture for me. Even professional comics have a hard
time getting laughs, but this guy—who can hardly speak the
language—is never out of bad jokes to tell. I let him know we’re
talking too much.

“No problem,” he
says, “as long as we are working.”

“Look, too much talk
is no good,” I explain. He doesn’t get it.

“In Russia this is
not a problem—as long as you do work.”

I don’t like being
rude. I’d rather be pleasant about it—but this guy is exhausting
me. I’m getting a headache from all this mindless chatter. Let me
up for air, bro. Bernard is over by the computer doing something,
packing stuff.

“Look,” I try
again, “it’s not a good idea to talk too much on any job. That’s
the way it is in this country.”

He finally, at last,
gets it. Says:

“You don’t want to
hear joke? No problem. Okay.”

He walks away. Taking
it the wrong way/offended. I don’t care at this point. I can only
listen to the accent for so long. He walks away. I know he’ll snap
at me about something ether the next day or the day after or sometime
the following week, and he’ll do it over nothing. This is the way
it goes in the asylum. The way it works.


Chapter 6

I got NPR on the
radio. They’re interviewing some British guy/travel writer who
had spent time in Siberia and has written a book about it. It’s
interesting material, presented in an interesting and intelligent
way. Information about a part of the world very few get to
see/experience. Am learning more from this interview than I have
learned about the region in the two years from the Russians I work
with. Ironic, but true. One learns very little about Russia from
these Russians (not that the country ever interested me in any
genuine sense, other than in a fleeting way perhaps).

The father is leaning
on his table, reading his Russian/English dictionary, the son is in
the john in back. Ten minutes later the son appears and then the
father as well, seem interested in the interview upon hearing Siberia
mentioned.

 



The father is standing
in my area, cranks up the volume, straining to hear and understand
what is being said over the air. The son is there. The son walks back
to his own radio, turns up the volume on the same station so that now
we have “stereo.”

Life expectancy in
Siberia is 45 years of age. There is lack of food. Vodka is
available. There is malnutrition . . . due to acid rain having
contaminated crops and wild life, for which villagers depended upon
for their survival. One fellow dropped before the travel writer’s
very eyes from hunger, died. Some people he attempted to interview
were reluctant to speak out, the old fear of communism difficult to
shake, others were clearly open once they got going; others still,
remarkably were angry at the way, they feel, the US interfered in
their country and the reason Communism was abandoned. There were
types who were actually quite angry that their leaders had decided to
abandon Communism:

“What was it all for?
We worked so hard to make our great leader Stalin’s dream come
true; we worked so very hard to make it possible and were so close to
achieving the dream . . . and then United States and Europe interfere
and cause everything to fall apart. . . .”

I listened to these
last comments unable to keep from shaking my head. Incredible.
Another idiot unable to see the light, another idiot actually
defending Communism and a tyrant like Stalin. Anal fools.

 



Once the interview is
over, finished, Fyodor Kolinsky disagrees with everything that had
been said/discussed on the radio. He disagrees with the journalist’s
tone and the comments he had made, his observations regarding
starvation and poverty. To be expected.

First he says: “Yes,
the man speak the truth. . . .” But then his ensuing comments
contradict that. “This is true about food,” he says, “but if
you have money you can find food to buy.”

I don’t bother with
it. If there is one thing I have learned is that everything I hear
from these Russians I work with is to take it all with a grain of
salt.


Chapter 7

Thursday’s
morning Soupy enters and makes it a point to call my name. He’s
got a sheet of paper in his hand he wants me to see. Gives it to me.
I start reading. It’s a review of his cheerleaders video: Pom-Pom
Pussy. The guy, whoever he is, reviews videos he sees on the web.
Gave it a great review. I read it, start to, say to Soupy:

“You going to watch
me while I read it?”

“I want it back when
you’re done,” says he, and returns to the front. I’m reading
the guy’s review. He’s got to be kidding, pulling my leg, as they
say—or did they ever say that? Did anyone actually ever say that?
Who invented that line? Got to be pulling my leg?

Too many superlatives,
too much praise. Did this reviewer see the same lame/tame/lackluster
video I saw? The video that never, not once, gave me wood; that never
even got me thinking to yank on my hammer? Hey, it’s easy-as-pie to
give anything a rave. On the other hand, it’s much harder to offer
up an honest critique. Am not talking about being negative for the
purpose of being negative, but being honest in a constructive way.

 



I return the
review and catch some ribbing as a result (that the other guy had
loved the video and I hadn’t).

“Hey, what do you
want me to tell you? I just don’t care for silicone. . . .” Nor
do I like seeing rhinestones and/or rings dangling from vagina lips,
nor do I like my pussy shaved, nor do I like seeing all that ink on
skin, nor do I like cottage cheese/cellulite in my videos. . . . And
then Freddie, me, Russ are standing there by the Pitney-Bowes
discussing this issue, with Stubblefield saying: “I don’t know .
. . I liked it.”

Sure, Freddie boy . . .
you sleep under the man’s roof, what are you supposed to say? Not
only that, but when was the last time the ex-con was even able to get
it up?

 



And so Thursday night,
as well as Friday night, I spent looking at this lame video about
cheerleaders. Truth was, the only thing it had to do with
cheerleaders is the costumes these tired/hardcore LA mamas are
wearing, but that’s neither here nor there. I know what it is: to
get quality you have to spend real money, something Soupy Schinitsky
is not prepared to do. Also, who am I to tell this guy how to do it?
You see, he’s never made videos before and it shows. Someone was
always there doing it for him. The man is fine with
business/promotion/all that, but since he isn’t interested, not
even remotely interested in pornography, how could anyone expect him
to be good at making porn? Moot point.

The next time Soupy
walks by I swear off pornography for good. Tell him I’m getting rid
of my television set. Soupy laughs heartily, says: “Yeah. Right!”

And I wonder myself if
I can do it. Did it before, wonder if I can do it again . . . and
when there’s so much good porn coming out these days, perhaps not
from my boss Soupy, but from others out there.


Chapter 8

Contacted the
Online bookseller the other day. They’ll be sending me
instructions on how to submit information regarding Streets of LA.
Still no word from the East Coast distributor. Is this a bad omen?
For three weeks now they have been promising that they would have me
set up . . . and here I am, waiting. Three weeks. This is
almost like dealing with that flakey graphic artist.


Chapter 9

Another day ground
out at the warehouse. Wearing, as well as weary of it all. They
do their best to grind you into the ground.

There was that bit the
other day with Sheba walking past on her way out of the warehouse,
with Freddie in his chariot following. (Abner no longer able to stand
her; so now the one-legged dude is the chauffeur). Anyway, they pass
by, and she utters under her breath: “He’s an asshole.” Meaning
me. After having stood up for her whenever anyone said anything
negative about this warped little cunt, this effed-in-the-head
slut who took that ten-inch rubber dildo up her anus. And what’s
the point? Buk was right: Most people you meet will turn out to be
rectums. Not all, but most. So many/so damned many of them aren’t
worth the trouble. But you try/keep trying. . . .

And then Joanna walks
in with a big, wide grin on her unattractive countenance. For me?

“Hello, Cash,” she
says to me.

What’s up with this
mixed-up loony? What now? This is one of the original 8-balls. No
shit. Surreal. The snake pit, and I’m stuck in it. Stuck. For so
long now. STUCK.

I smile back, say
hello. What else am I going to do? She ought to check back into the
psycho ward. I need the job, the paycheck.

“Why don’t you get
me some purple roses like that, Cash!” she yells out. On Gerda’s
desk sits a bouquet of purple roses that her common-law hubby Manny
had got her for upcoming Valentine’s Day.

“Are we involved?”
is my response to this.

She says: “I WANT
SOME PURPLE ROSES, CASH!”

“If we were involved
I’d get them for you, since we’re not—”

“I DON’T CARE
ABOUT THAT! I JUST WANT SOME PURPLE ROSES!”

She’s in the back,
screams at Bernard:

“BERNIE, I WANT
YOU TO GET ME PURPLE ROSES! DID YOU HEAR WHAT I SAID?”

Bernard is bemused.
Maybe flustered is a better word.

“DID YOU HEAR WHAT
I SAID, BERNARD?”

She sits at the table,
then gets up to use the restroom. Is back out at the table, lighting
up.

I’m pulling tapes,
going about my business. Her mother is back there, having joined her.
I can hear them talking. Joanna says:

“Hey, Cash, I think
you’re an asshole and you should go fuck yourself.”

She’s saying this to
the guy who went out of his way to get those flowers for her
birthday, the only guy who made the effort. No, I hadn’t been the
one who had paid for it entirely, but beside the point. Buffy and her
significant other still owe me three bucks and change, but to hell
with that. What irks is the way the loudest/noisiest bitches in the
place bad-mouth people whenever they feel like it.

Lunatic asylum. The
mother had spent some time in one, so has the daughter, no doubt. And
I need the money—for rent/bills/the press. Unfortunately Soupy
isn’t here to hear it. The ballbusters are raking people over the
hot coals; mostly me, that is, the guy who helped them both move.
Short memory ballbusters. And they wonder why they can’t
find a man who’ll stay with them. Any man, any sane man, that is,
would prefer death than to have to spend any great length of time
with these psychotics.

The daughter leaves to
go to the other office, thank god, where she belongs. The mother
returns to hers in front.


Chapter 10

Freddie wheels
himself in. Gives the small Russian the Thumbs-Up. They do this
comical exchange every day:

“How are you?”

“I am fine.”

“Good day today.”

Soupy walks in, says to
Freddie: “Thought you weren’t coming in today, thought you
weren’t feeling well.”

“No, I’m all
right,” says Freddie.

“So where’s Sheba?
Did you forget to pick her up?”

“The Princess?
Thought Abner was picking her up.”

“No, we decided that
you would pick her up—and not only that, but that you would take
her to her AA meeting this afternoon at 3:00 p.m.”

“I’m supposed to do
that? I don’t recall you saying that I was supposed to pick her up.
Thought Abner was the one assigned to do that.”

“No, we agreed that
you would get her and take care of it,” says Soupy in a congenial
tone. This guy is one of the better people. I love Soupy, so help me.
No, he is not perfect, none of us is—but the decency transcends all
that, the fairness, the consistency in the way he treats people . . .
always there, and I say this without kissing up, I say this never
having given any of his videos Thumbs-Up unless I truly felt the
video deserved it. No one else here has the balls, the nerve.

 



Soupy is gone. Freddie
remains, somewhat dumbfounded. Flustered. Bernard says something to
him, then I do, a joke, since his haircut:

“Trying to make time
with her, eh Freddie?”

“Me?” says
Stubblefield. “Not hardly. Now, here’s a girl with a pretty face
. . . and no one wants to get near her.”

I bring up the fact I’d
defended her for over a year, anytime people would put her down, then
I said: “As desperate as I am, I wouldn’t go near her. If you put
a gun to my head and said make it with the broad, I’d say pull the
trigger. She said something the other day that finally pissed me off.
I don’t give a fuck what she does; bitch turns on people.” And
that last line was really meant for all the backstabbers and
underhanded types in the joint with short memory spans.

Stubblefield says:
“That angel out there had a nervous breakdown because of her.”

Is this guy serious?
Did he call Abner Finklehoffe an angel? Abner? Abner may be
cool now. I distinctly recall the first six months and what a
nightmare that punk created for me, the punk who was so wrecked on
Ecstasy.

Angel? Abner?

“She caused him to
have a nervous breakdown,” says the ex-con. “He refused to deal
with her anymore. A damn shame. Pretty girl like that. She’s a
mess.”

What’s the point? The
only way away from all this craziness is to get the hell out . . .
and don’t I wish I could. Don’t I wish it. Every day, every
damned day. Here is what is probably the best and easiest job I’ve
ever had, working for the nicest employer I’ve ever had . . . and
yet the crazies have turned it into some kind of unbearable hell.

Bernard is quietly at
the computer, standing there, doing something. Freddie shrugs, wheels
himself to the rear to light up.


Chapter 11

Short while later
I walk in back to use the john. Say to Stubblefield:

“How come the woman
doesn’t get herself a driver’s license so guys like you and Abner
wouldn’t have to drive her?”

“She’s got a
license. Had one in Vegas. Too many tickets. Too many tickets in
California. . . .” He blows smoke, says: “What’s the
difference? She’ll probably be dead in two weeks.”

I go in, take a leak.
When I step out, he’s gone. Just as well. They move in cliques,
these “nice folks.” Cliques. Something I never could be
part of. Never wanted to be part of. Never understood. Cliques. The
phoniness of it.

 



Later, the
ballbuster walks in: Sheba, that is. Our paths cross. She says
hello. What can I do? Ignore her entirely? I can’t do that. It’s
too obvious. I return the greeting, but say nothing else. Am at the
shrinker, when she sits down at the table to answer her fan mail. I
say nothing to the broad, shrink tapes. Moment later, she’s gone.
Good.


Chapter 12

At 1:30 p.m. I’m
at the table by the postage machine. Soupy sticks his head in,
says to me:

“Cash, you never got
back to me with your re-evaluation of Pom-Pom Pussy.”

I tell him I had only
sat through two scenes and didn’t see the rest because he did not
seem interested in feedback. He is. Wants to know what a “regular
joe” like me thinks.

Here is a capable
businessman, solid administrator . . . all that, but does not have a
clue as to what a video ought to have in it. What? Because all
his videos were made by other people; but since those other people,
most of them, have gone their own way, he is on his own. He tells me
he wants me to look at one scene in particular. I promise I will.

 



It’s time to
make the post office run. I return, park the truck in the spot,
and as I enter the warehouse I hear Russ Fisk say:

“What was that about
earlier, something about a gun?”

Bernard is at the
computer, hasn’t seen me walk in, says:

“I think Cash is
losing it.”

These two-faced
snot-pickers can’t help being who they are. People aren’t
intelligent enough to read between the lines; they don’t take into
account what’s behind the spoken words, what I was getting at, the
feeling of having been let down by a cunt I supported, a cunt named
Sheba Darling, even though I didn’t even know her, still don’t
know her . . . had believed her to be sane—only she isn’t. Not
many are. They have no idea how many nut-cases like this Sheba I have
met over the years. How many? Hundreds. Easily. There was Tallulah,
to name one, up at Toby Silverman’s in North Hollywood. Forget it.

These are weak-minded
types like Dodo, who go home to their women who run the show, boss
them around; weak-minded-fools whose women have them by the balls.
Eunuchs. What else?

 



Fyodor Kolinsky
still away on vacation. So there is plenty of work to be done by
the three of us. I can’t wait for 4:00 p.m. to roll around so that
I can hop on my bike and get the hell away from it all.


Chapter 13

Heard from the
Internet bookseller. They sent me their instructions. Got to read
over the thing, put info regarding Streets of LA on a disk,
mail it to them. Trouble is I haven’t got a computer to do it on.
Might have to hire the lady out in Phoenix.


Chapter 14

Took a second
gander at the “office scene” the man wanted me to look at and
comment on. I did. Left my pecker limp. Only I couldn’t twist
the shiv in. I might’ve stuck it to the man initially, not out of
spite at all, but simply because the flick, for the most part, didn’t
have it.

This second time around
I just can’t do it; can’t rub it in. I suspected Mr. Schinitsky
had been involved to a greater extent this time, other than merely
being the money behind the production. Soupy may have attempted to
direct some of it, or even Renna may have had a hand in it, at least
this was the vibe I picked up and what gave me the incentive to
review it from the angle of your average/easy-to-please porn junkie.

Also, I wanted to
prove—if even to no one else but myself—how easy it was to write
a rave, shower a product with accolades and praise that may not
otherwise have been deserving.

So I wrote it down,
resorting to more than enough glowing terms, not to mention a heap of
humor, that was certain to leave the party at the other end feeling
pretty good, after all. And then, this a.m. left it on the man’s
desk to discover when he walked in.

 



We had a pretty
good laugh over it. He seemed to like what I had written. And I
did get a kick out of that. Making a movie, any type of movie: be it
adult or mainstream fare, was difficult enough. I also felt if the
guy was serious enough and stayed with it, who knew?—perhaps he
could actually develop a passable style. It was up to him. It was
hard to say whether he intended to pursue it or not, because, —as
we all knew—Soupy Schinitsky was primarily in it for the business
end.


Chapter 15

Kept to myself
most of the day, in my corner, working while listening to Susan
Tedeschi and some other tunes by Tom Waits/Leonard Cohen/Dinah
Washington/Elvis Presley. It helps. Keeps me going. Do what I can
to tune-out the rest.

 



When Freddie wheels
himself past, I say good-morning to him. He responds with same. When
the shrieker enters she never fails to shriek. This is a broad who
belongs in a straitjacket, a padded room somewhere. What in hell is
she doing raising two kids? Like mother/like daughter. They bad-mouth
the male of the species, and yet it is no wonder I don’t see them
being crowded by men. No man wants to get near them. Soupy “dates”
the mother. They are “friends,” as he has stated on occasion or
two. Friends. Well, everyone needs a “friend.” We
understand.

But the shrieker
screams and raises hell because somehow, in her deluded mind, she is
convinced this is funny & is amusing to others. Someone ought to
yell in her ear one day, just one time, when she least expects it, at
the top of their voice, just shout: HEYYYYYYYY! See how she
likes it. And that someone just might be me.

 



Am a bit on the jumpy
side, you see. The war and all. Car backfires still make me leap . .
. not as bad as it used to be. But it still happens to this day.
Thirty years later. And I’ve got these nut-cases screaming all day
long. If the daughter, Joanna, isn’t around to rattle people, there
is always the mother (in that Norman Bates’ mother’s raspy voice,
cursing/yelling/laughing . . .) that sends chills up and down your
spine. Five-foot-three, she is, but that voice sounds not unlike
coming from the lowest depths of hell or death or from somewhere deep
down in the netherworld.

No one says squat to
them because they figure they would lose; no pull. She’s been
around too long and has the leverage. Is needed by Soupy and company.
So you tolerate. Do your best.


Chapter 16

I finish my work
by 2:00 p.m. and am at Fyodor’s table working with Yuri. Tapes
need to be stuffed in picture boxes, something called Rope-A-Hog;
and these women are three-hundred-pounds & over.
Enough to make you gag. But I don’t put this stuff down. It’s a
living for all. Bread and butter. Pays for my groceries and all else.
Also: these things sell.

Sheba Darling walks
past. It’s sad what she is doing to that pretty face. Wondrous blue
eyes/cute smile/blond hair even looks or should look good—even
though it came out of a bottle . . . but the drugs and booze this
chick has been on for so long now is clearly taking its toll. Why?
Why is this woman destroying herself?—throwing her life away?
She’ll never ever find another (better?) employer than Soupy. I
don’t get it.

“She wants to go out
like Marilyn,” Abner had quipped that time. He may be right. But
why would anyone want to waste their life away at 30 this way? My
problem had always been lack of money and the ensuing struggle and
deep-blue blues. . . . With this woman, there is none of that. She
can make good money and has . . . and has blown it all. Has had her
license revoked, even.

For what?

And why do I even
bother? Because it shows in her face . . . the damage this lifestyle
is exacting.

Drop it.

I only notice it’s
her when she says hello, pauses briefly to glance at a picture box,
and moves on to the rear.

And then the screamer
enters, shrieking, SHRIEKING AT THE TOP OF HER LUNGS! Lord help us
all. This is one imbecilic/fucked-up female. Ogre? Quite
possible; that, too. BANSHEE? YES. That, too. And more. Name
any and all.

“Men don’t last
with me very long,” she had said. “Because they’re weak.”

No, not because they’re
weak, but because they value their sanity and their hearing. Has this
“loose cannon” ever heard of Prozac?

I plug my ears with my
index fingers. Until the storm abates. She walks past. No reaction,
like she enjoys doing this to people. One of the hopeless
ball-breakers, a mess. And Freddie had wondered that time why I
didn’t “like her.”

Huh? Are you sane, man?
All your marbles intact? Just asking.

 



I make the post
office run, then make it on over to the adult video store on Stone.
Buy Stacked, Breeders. Some great models in there. Head
back. Help out Yuri at the shrink wrapper. Abner is stuffing flyers
at the table. Looks unhappy. Turns out his “great love” dumped
him a week and a half ago. No explanation. Nothing. Just quit talking
to him. Not a word. It hurt the kid, it was clearly evident, but he
picked things right up by dating a girl he knew before. Didn’t miss
a step. He’d spent a lot of money on Lysandra, taken her out to
dinner lots of times . . . and she dropped him without so much as an
explanation. I tell him I got no answers. Used to think I did. Men
and women just can’t seem to make it work. Why? That’s the big
question.

I hop on the bike. Head
east.


Chapter 17

If you’re not
with ‘em, you must be against ‘em. This is the way the mob
thinks. The way of the mob mentality. Not saying we got a mob going
at the warehouse . . . just that when they get together this is what
goes. You see, I never eat lunch with them, never sat down at the
table and had lunch with the lot of ‘em. This bothers the common
halfwit. Not saying that the guy who gave me the actual job is one,
but that some of the gang are. And what do you do? You do as you have
done for nearly fifty years of existence on this troubled planet, you
endure. You endure, my friend.

 



Somehow I manage to
avoid the shrieker in the a.m. She’s around, screaming at Bernard
or someone, is at the table in back chatting it up with her
throaty-voiced mother. They never seem to run out of gossip. But I
keep busy between the aisles, pulling tapes. Manage to stay out of
her way. If I could crawl away somewhere to stay clear of her forever
I truly would, but in this relatively small warehouse and with the
witch flying in on her broom every day, at least once a day (from the
other building) it is just impossible.

If I had the means to
turn myself invisible to stay clear of some of these nutmeg types,
these gnats, so help me, I would.

 



Sheba Darling
walks in and you do the decent thing to return her greeting. And
then the one-legged Tazzie devil, the guy who was “gonna be a
best-selling writer” (only no discipline & can’t wait to
blame others) makes it in. We exchange something or other.

Got that one over with.
All this is rather painful, mind you—when all I wish to be able to
do is walk in and do my work without having to mix with really most
of them. Manny in the duplicating room never bothers anyone. Why
couldn’t more people be like this quiet guy? No, they have to be
noticed/got to make the entrance/make noise/let the world know their
worthless/sorry/demented ass has entered the building. I mean if it
was executed in a decent manner (the way Soupy does it) it would not
be such agony to endure, or the way the Russians even come in in the
morning: say hello, and leave you alone. Usually.

Well, this takes a
degree of sanity, you see . . . something Joanna is in dire need of.
Sanity.


Chapter 18

At 11:00 I take
the company truck and drive down to Cousins for a sandwich and
lemonade, in hopes of seeing the attractive brunette I saw there last
week. No such luck. She’d looked hot in the jeans she had on.
It also feels good to be away from the nut cases, away from the
warehouse. I’d, no doubt, be canned by now if not for Soupy. It
matters little, or next-to-nothing to some people, if you come in
early every day and do your work and never call off or socialize
and/or shoot-the-shit with them, if you aren’t part of their
gossipy/screwy little crowd.

I’d wanted to see a
local chanteuse sing at the main library downtown, but realize how
impossible it would have been. From noon to 1:00. I didn’t want to
have to start work at 7:00 a.m. in order to get the hour off for
lunch and then have to fight traffic there & back and also have
to find the time to buy lunch somehow. So had to skip that. I could
have called in sick . . . I’d never called in sick before . . . but
no, oh no, not I. Don’t give them a single reason to pink-slip you.
But I should have. I love this particular singer’s voice.

 



Too soon, it’s
time to return to the grind and the crazies, the loonies.

The little Russian
keeps saying “copper-tubing.” What any of it means no one
knows, but he insists on repeating it, although it makes no sense at
all and has nothing to do with anything at the warehouse.
“Copper-tubing,” or else it’s:

“Yummy-yummy.”

“What did you say,
Yuri?”

“Yummy-yummy.”

“What do you mean?”

“Potato
yummy-yummy.”

The Russians eat
potatoes every day, potatoes and tomatoes and sour cream.

“Okey-dokey,” I
say, playing right along.

He repeats that, and
says it a few times. “Okay-dokey. Yummy-yummy.” And
“Copper-tubing.” A lunatic asylum.

I say:

“Bésame el culo,
amigo.”

“Bésa, what
you say?” he asks.

I bend over, point:
“Kiss my ass, puta! And shut the fuck up.”

“You,” is
his response.

This is so inane it
cracks me up. I have to laugh, so does he. Christ, help us.


Chapter 19

I get my work
done, do the printing (of invoices on the computer printer) at 1:00
p.m., as per usual. Finish that, and move on over to Fyodor’s
table (still out on vacation) and start popping tabs on tapes,
stuffing tapes in either picture boxes or white mail order boxes.
Glossy full-color picture boxes go to retailers, others: the plain
B/W ones with the Soupy Sandwich logo are for mail orders strictly.
And the shrieker walks past. No way to sidestep or avoid her. She’s
here, the genuine emasculator is here. On her way to the table in
back for a smoke. I know she’s going to utter something
off-the-wall and pointless.

She does. “HEY,
SUNSHINE!”

“Good to be seen,”
is my response.

“That’s right,”
she echoes. “Good to be seen.” It’s a half-chuckle that escapes
her throat. “You need a therapist, Cash.”

“Can you recommend
yours?” is my reply to that crack.

“I’m not in
therapy. Are you implying that I should be?”

“They say life is a
bowl of cherries. They got that wrong: it’s more like a bowl of
pits.”

“That’s ‘cause
you make it that way.”

No, it’s people like
you that make it that way. Being around certifiable psychotics
like you is what makes it that way.

I can recall even now
how nice and relatively peaceful it was around here while she was
away on the East Coast. Yes, her mother had been around
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