
        
            
                
            
        


Out of the frying pan, into the fire. . .


From bad to worse . . .






Is
this the situation Chance “Cash” Register finds himself in? It
soon becomes evident: he’d left the backbreaking factory job for a
position as shipping clerk in a smut warehouse—that was closer to
being stuck in a lunatic asylum, as opposed to an easier way to pick
up a paycheck. It’s 8-to-4. Monday-through-Friday. Forty
mentally-taxing hours a week. In a bug bin.






The
job itself seemed stress-free initially, the owner sane, decent . . .
so this was not the issue. Problem was the downright psychotic and
mentally skewed coworkers.






But
this is the way it is throughout the land for most non-monied peeps
without connections and/or silver spoon advantage. You took abuse to
stay alive, put grub on the table, make rent. Register knew he was
fu*ked, but needing to make a dream happen, without having to
go through the rigamarole of dealing with a big publishing entity and
the BS that very often goes with it, he had to endure somehow, put up
with the sadistic loons and their insanity . . . long enough to see
his beloved anthology printed and out there . . . his way.






Question
is: Will ‘Nam vet Register be able to take the craziness long
enough to scrape the funds together before he either suffers a
serious breakdown and ends up in the VA nut ward . . . or slammer—for
confronting a venal bully or two.
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“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
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“Good read.”


—Hidden Gems
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“Kirk
Alex gets right down to it. There’s not a wasted word. If you don’t
know his work, you should.”


—Mark SaFranko, author of No Strings and Lounge Lizard

 



 




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, Kindle Book Review
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“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
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–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
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“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 Spitting Off Tall Buildings
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Preface


Let me mention right now, anyone looking for thrills/spills/chills—go
to my Edgar “Doc” Holiday thriller series, or my noir novels:
Throwback & Backlash, or even the horror tome,
Lustmord: Anatomy of a Serial Butcher, because you won’t
find it here. Anyone looking for raunch, go to my raunch tomes, one
of which is the story collection Ziggy Popper at Large—because
you will not find it here.






What
you will find is a series about a blue-collar type who comes from a
humble background & works/endures a string of blue-collar
shit-jobs to make a dream happen—and that is to self-pub an
anthology (consisting of LA taxicab tales, as well as other crap he’d
lived through in a hellish place called Hollywood).






That’s
what you can expect between the covers here. Yes, I toiled away in a
smut warehouse as a shipping clerk for a couple of years in order to
see a book in print. And there were other books and other dead-end
jobs. The way it is for so many of us (who aren’t connected and/or
do not have access to “shortcuts”) that so many do and are slick
enough to get away with (without paying the piper).






Some
readers; no—make that LOTS of readers—will be able to relate.
Others—of course—those born with a silver spoon (and their
ilk)—won’t be. Ask me, at this point, if this 70-year old manual
laborer gives a fuck.






K.A.

Dec.
27, 2021

Tucson,
AZ



“I took any work I could get. I was a roofer, a cab-driver, I
worked in the vineyards. But I had to work hard, and at the
end of the day I was fucked. I couldn’t do anything.”


—Derek Raymond, author of I Was Dora Suarez

 



“The
first thing writing must do is save your own ass.”


—Charles Bukowski


Chapter 1

As we walked I
could not help but notice how vibrant she appeared. I had to
admit, I didn’t know her, but she looked damned good in those tight
jeans and high heels. The blond hair played in the breeze. Christ,
what a woman. And that guy Noah was nailing it every night. Some guys
had all the luck. Woman was married, with two kids—and looking this
desirable. Proof that it was possible; and she had a career, stayed
busy. Capable. All this went through my mind. My first impressions of
her. Of course, impressions change as we get to know people and
discover what they are really like behind the facade, the veneer.
That was to come later.

We reached the front
door to the warehouse. This was the door with the wrought iron bars,
the door I’d had slammed in my face that first day I stopped by
here and had been told by the beefy/cyclops-like broad that they
weren’t hiring. Now I was back, having access and entry.

Baggett, the warehouse
manager, had preceded us by several feet. He’d punched in his code,
stepped in, and held the door open for Renna and I. We entered the
lobby. There were open cubicles on our left and several women siting
at desks with computer screens and were talking on the phone, taking
orders and/or mollifying customers. To our immediate right was a wall
with a large plate glass through which you could see, what I assumed,
was the owner of this operation and his office. There was a
middle-age guy in there, sitting in a high-backed leather swivel
behind a clutter-free desk, reading a paper. We entered this office.

Not sure what I
expected Seymour Jerome Schinitsky, aka Soupy or Sy or Skip, to be
like; maybe a mob-type chewing on a thick stogie. This was the
impression I’d been under regarding the adult industry, that it was
controlled by “connected” types. Well, this guy was far from
Italian. Dude had a schnoz, was balding. Slight of stature. Bearded.
Early fifties. Looked like. What hair he had had been dyed a shade of
black and was fluffed out over the top of his ears. This dude, as
well, had a gold hoop dangling from one of his ears. One day someone
is going to explain to me what all this means: men and their fucking
earrings.

The guy wasn’t queer,
neither was Noah evidently, and yet both dudes had the earring, so
did the Touhey cat. You’ll never catch me having my earlobe
pierced. Fuck that, and the fad (whatever it is supposed to mean).

Soupy had a large
birdcage in there. A green parrot sat on a perch on top. There was a
trophy for managing a winning kids’ hockey team on his desk; framed
photos on the wood paneled walls of the man with his teams back in
Jersey. A hockey fan, no doubt. The desk, as noted, was neat/clean,
as was the office and the mahogany shelves in back of him. A
nice/clean office managed by a nice/clean gent.

He came across as easy
going. Small hands. Large nose. He wore bifocals. We shook.

Renna got me out of
there. We reached another office on our right. Door was wide-open. A
woman in her 40s (with a short do and hair the color of carrots), sat
at a computer screen in a corner to our immediate left, was busy
tapping away on the keyboard.

“Luella, meet Cash.
Cash, Luella,” said Renna. “He’ll be taking over for Claude and
his wife.”

Luella lifted her head,
nodded. I waved, and we moved on past it and I was taken through a
swinging/aluminum-type door with a Judas window. To our immediate
left was a waist-high counter against the entire length of the wall,
about twenty-five feet or so. Baggett was standing at a UPS computer,
working the keyboard when we walked in. Renna asked him to show me
around, explain the job.

Baggett nodded.

“What will he be
doing?” he asked.

“I thought we might
have him take over for Claude and his wife.”

The warehouse manager
nodded some more.

“You’re in good
hands with Bernie,” said Renna, and left us.


Chapter 2

I wasn’t looking
forward to being stuck in the warehouse and working as a shipping
clerk, not upon first being given the impression there would be
something a little more interesting I’d be involved in, nor was I
thrilled to be working with someone like this Bernard “Dodo”
Baggett character. Then there was the cyclops broad I’d passed
sitting in a cubicle in the front lobby: the Evil Eye/the cracked
lens/the mustache.

I’d had my heart set
on doing something/anything creative—and the forces were determined
to keep me in my place by having me doing more menial work like this.

There was a dwarf of a
Russian immigrant there carrying a stack of eight or ten VHS tapes to
his work table. Man could not have been more than five-feet tall.
Large head for his body. Heavy belly, strong shoulders. Walked like a
bear, a weightlifter; he could have been at one time. Glasses. This
guy’s left eye was fucked up. The cyclops broad had a bad right
eye, with this guy it was the left. I’d walked into a fucking
asylum of some kind.

There was puss oozing
out of the corner of the short dude’s eye. He paused to dab at it
with a paper towel, while Baggett introduced us. The Russian’s name
was Yuri. We shook. He wore a polo shirt way too tight and small for
him, the breast pocket bulging with candy. He reached inside the
pocket for a lemon drop, shoved it in Baggett’s face.

“No lemon drops,”
scowled Baggett. “No like.”

“Lemon no like?”
said the Russian.

“You know I don’t
like lemon. Why are you trying to give me a lemon drop? What
else you got?”

The short Russian
reached inside his shirt pocket and pulled out a butterscotch candy.
The warehouse manager didn’t care for that, either.

“Good!”
insisted the dwarf. “Why you no like? I like.”

“No butterscotch/no
lemon,” insisted the warehouse manager.

With the third try the
Russian came up with a Tootsie Roll, and watched Baggett snatch it
from his hand, quickly unravel the wrapper, and jam it in his mouth.

“Ah, good! Gooood!”

The Russian released a
guffaw, so did the other Russian seated at a work table twenty feet
to my right. This guy was in his early-30s, had dark hair,
tobacco-stained teeth that were bent. Baggett walked me over:

“Fyodor, meet Cash.
He’s taking over for Claude. He’ll be doing basically what Claude
did.”

We shook.

This guy Fyodor was
maybe 5’5”. Seemed to favor tight clothing: blue cords, polo
shirt. There were two rows of metal shelves in back of him, maybe
thirty-feet-long, that contained stacks of adult videos, and there
was an additional shelf against the back wall that held full-color
VHS boxes of Rocks-Off videos that were sold to retailers. The tapes
in the first two rows were sold as mail-order items to customers
only.

The VCR Room was to the
immediate right as you walked through the warehouse door and was the
size of a larger-than-average walk-in closet. The shelves against the
wall on the far side in this confined space were loaded with banks of
VCRs, maybe a hundred of them, the opposite wall contained
three-quarter-inch masters; between each bank of thirty VCRs was a
monitor up at the top.

So there were three
monitors up there above the VCRs, and then to the right, against the
right wall that was about ten-feet by twelve-feet long, sat more
monitors perched at the top shelf. There was a color set in a corner
with one of those tv talk shows on: Maury or somebody. Two oblong
metal work tables, connected end-to-end, took up most of what space
there was in the center of this oblong room.

The white-haired,
dorky-looking guy who had appeared in the lobby when I picked up the
video camera that day was there: red polo shirt two sizes too small,
protruding belly, baggy jeans. His hair had been dyed a dark brown
and looked like shit, it always did, (with older dudes trying to hide
their age).

“You sort of met Russ
Saturday,” said Baggett. “Russ, this is Cash. He’ll be doing
shipping.”

We nodded, and Russ
went about his business. So much for that. I got the feeling this guy
felt threatened. Why else go out and dye your hair to look younger?
He was in his early-60s. There was a young guy there. Mid or late
20s. Dark-haired, tall and thin. Had a ball cap on, loose-fitting
Ozzie Osborn T-shirt over loose-fitting faded jeans. Quiet type.
Native or Hispanic, or bit of both. Baggett introduced him as Manny
Cabrera.

“Nice to meet you,”
I said. We shook. Manny held a couple of masters in his hand and was
standing against that side of the room, trying to place them, or else
looking for something on the shelf.

“Come on,” said
Baggett to me, “I’ll show you where the shrink-wrap machine is.”

We walked to the end of
this room and another door. A large glass panel had been installed to
the right of the door, so that you could see the shrink machine, the
Coke machine in back of it, break table, women’s john. The shrink
machine was being operated by yet a third Russian: silver-haired,
energetic. On the fit side.

“This is Grigori,”
said Baggett. “Meet Cash. He’ll be working with us.”

Grigori smiled. Pumped
my hand with genuine enthusiasm. I got good vibes from this guy.

“Welcome,” said
Grigori, and resumed shrinking smut videos.

Baggett and I each
grabbed a chair at the break table there. In back of us were the two
johns: men’s to the left, and the women’s to the right of it. To
the left of the men’s john, against the back wall, were more
shelves: thick particle board this time, metal frames, with large
cardboard boxes containing hundreds of flattened full-color video
boxes.

Baggett fired up.
Mentioned that they had a few smokers in the place. What could I do?
Object? Not at this juncture. I mentioned I enjoyed lighting up a
stogie now and then.

He explained the job to
me, what it was about. They shipped porn videos to customers all over
the world. Mail order videos went in black & white boxes, videos
in the larger color boxes were sent to retailers. I would be handling
the regular mail orders as well as the Priority mail orders; Yuri
handled the FedEx. He, Baggett, and Abner (that I had yet to meet)
did retailer orders, that were sent via UPS, sometimes FedEx.

This is what I dreaded,
that I would be stuck working with the Transparent Man, the
shifty-eyed smoker with a type of white skin that looked like it had
been smeared over with charcoal powder.

I didn’t get it. Some
you trusted and felt at ease with, right from the get-go. I know I
haven’t met that many I felt this way about. From time to time,
yes—not that often, definitely not that often. And then there was
the other kind, the kind that I was in the presence of, the type you
trusted as far as you could throw.

I hadn’t cared for
the guy from the beginning, and now this was the very same individual
they were going to stick me in the warehouse with. Could I take it?
I’d walked away from the factory and had to take it.
I needed work, and I would be around all this great smut I wanted to
look at and jack to. Granted, nothing came close to having the real
thing, a warm body to be with, tits to fondle and pussy to taste, all
that; great, healthy womanly butt to lick, all that, but if you
couldn’t have the real thing there was this: what remained:
fantasies and imagination, or pornography.

Well, I had both now.
Imagination and porn.

This guy Baggett
dragged on his cancer stick, while I pretended not to be bothered by
the smoke. Not only did I not care to be around it, but I was
allergic to it; cigarette smoke caused cramps in my belly. Always.
Cigar smoke? Nope. Although with stogies there was that nasty
aftertaste to deal with. But the smoke hardly bothered me. It was
this other: cigarette smoke and the five-hundred-plus-toxins it
contained. And yes; this was a former-smoker saying this. Picked
up the habit in ‘Nam. They were free; and brought the habit back
home with me. Did quit back in the mid-70s. And what a bitch it was.
One of the toughest. But I did it. And now I’d have to be around
this poisonous crap that caused cancer and killed peeps. Trapped.
Cornered. So you endured.

The bigger question
remained: Would I be able to endure this cockroach type of
character? This guy whose name was Bernard Deodado Baggett, aka
Bernie/aka “Dodo.” I’d looked right through the maggot that day
when I showed up to pick up Renna’s video camera, and he hadn’t
cared for it, turned away, hadn’t been able to look me in the eye;
and here I was sitting across the table from him nodding my head and
listening and pretending that there was a chance that there hadn’t
been that initial dislike between us at all.

I needed the job. I
had to stay out of the factory.

I felt plenty
uncomfortable sitting there listening to the guy talk. Just wanted
the “orientation” to be over. Finally, it was.

“That’s about it,”
he said. “Oh yeah, might as well introduce you to the girls in
front.”

I told him I’d
already met the woman with the red hair.

“Luella?” he said.

“Right. Luella.”

We walked to the lobby.
There were four cubicles there against the far wall. The cyclops was
in one of them, and there was a light-skinned black girl in the booth
nearest the front door. The big broad with the evil eye and cracked
lens was on the phone to a customer. She hit the keys on her computer
keyboard while speaking into the receiver.

“This is Gerda,”
said Baggett. “Or Buffy.”

I nodded. “Buffy. . .
.”

“Some people call her
that.”

Buffy stayed busy with
the guy on the other end of the line. At first pause, Baggett said:
“Buffy, want you to meet Cash. He’ll be working in shipping.”

She offered a small
wave with her fingers that held the phone against her shoulder, while
with the other hand dipped into the pile of French fries on an open
sheet of wax paper next to a double-cheeseburger and a large Coke.

“We met. Sort of,”
I explained to the warehouse manager. Buffy shoved fries in her
mouth, while speaking to the customer on the phone.

“I couldn’t tell
you that, sir. I believe Mona’s bosom is real. How large?
Forty-two, double Ds; yes sir. What does she do in the video? She
does everything, sir. . . .”

Buffy was clearly
annoyed and losing patience by the minute. There was another cubicle
and another woman. Brunette, 29. Big tits, big ass. Five-foot-eight.
Deirdre. Heavy smoker, with an infectious giggle. Baggett was
flirting with her.

“Dinner, dancing. . .
.”

“The dinner part
sounds good,” said Deirdre. “I don’t know about the dancing.”

We were at the cubicle
nearest the door. The high yellow’s name was Teleza. Busy as well.
The intro was quick. I thanked the warehouse manager. It was agreed I
would start the next day. I was gone, and glad of it.


Chapter 3

Bought a 6-Pack of
Red Dog to celebrate. At last showed the guts to cut the
nightmare that was the plant loose. Although the following not so
funny (I suppose), Grunt Press returned Gimme My Change. What
is the matter with these people? What is the matter with the East
Coast publishing houses? Are they that stupid? That ignorant?

And yet, AND YET, in
spite of feeling letdown (once again for the 90th time; couldn’t
tell you how many rejections I’ve received over the past 25 or 26
years—couldn’t tell you), anyway, somehow felt glad/okay about
it, as now I can follow through and put the book out myself (right
after the anthology is out there). The Gimme My Change will be
the second book to be published by my very own Tough Enough Press!

Sitting in this room,
the bedroom/office pulling on a bottle of Red Dog from time to time
and needing to get back to this prose poem about Christine. Would
love to finish this thing. Have spent so many months on it at this
point. Perhaps now, not having to worry about making it down to the
sweatshop six-days-a-week, I’ll be able to nail it. Perhaps now
I’ll be able to finally get inside it, follow through and complete
it to my satisfaction.


Chapter 4

I rode the bike
down to the smut warehouse the next morning. I was shown what the
order forms looked like, how to pull tapes. Orders were programmed
into the computer system by the ladies in the front office: Luella,
her daughter Joanna (who was out on maternity leave, from what I
picked up) and Yuri’s daughter Varvara. Latter was in her 30s and
looked like she was dealing with a PMS attack. (I was to find out
soon enough: she always had that look on her face: rain or shine.
24/7.)

My immediate work space
was a corner situated at the end of the long counter as you stepped
through the aluminum door, entering the warehouse. There was a wall
to the right of my elbow, a wall in front of me with a couple of
shelves containing postal bags. Printer was on the counter to my
left.

At about a certain time
of day, in the afternoon, we/at our end, would print the orders out.
Showing me what an average order looked like, Baggett pointed out the
shipping address, the names of the titles and their corresponding
number. There would be the title of the video and a number next to
it. You went down aisles until you came across the tapes you needed
to fill the order and stacked them on a table in back of my corner
work area.

“Place orders on the
table for as long as space is available, double-check each order,
checking off each title to make sure it’s correct, then pack the
order into a postal Priority box. Depending how many tapes the order
consists of determines the postal size box you go with.”

FedEx was handled by
the Russian dwarf with the oozing eye. Those orders went to
retailers. His work space was a few feet to the left of me. Baggett
also worked in that general area with the Russian dwarf.

And then Bernard had
Yuri’s son, Fyodor, show me how to use the Pitney-Bowes postage
machine, located about twenty-five from the aluminum door, in that it
was situated along the main drag of this warehouse about the size of
your average mom & pop grocery store (not that many of those even
existed these days, but you get what am getting at).

Here’s the bitch of
the thing: If I strained, I might understand about a third of what
this Fyodor guy with the rotting teeth was struggling to explain. I
figured if I kept my eyes on his hands and what he was doing, pushing
what buttons, etc., I’d be able to figure it out on my own later.
The Russian was impatient and that clipped English way of speaking
(no different from the way the Vietnamese spoke back there in the
sweat shop hades I’d just escaped from) drove me nuts. At least
I was away from Flowing Wells and that nightmare.

Not long after, am in
my corner filling orders, when the aluminum door bangs open. I looked
in the direction, to see Mr. Stubblefield, Freddy, friend of the
owner, wheel himself in from the front lobby. White-haired dude was
in his late 50s. Clearly rough around the edges. I sensed I better
watch my step around this guy.

He was stocky, had a
handlebar stash white as snow, and he was down to one leg. The right
leg had been amputated at some point above the knee, and so there was
a stump. There was also lots of gravel in that voice, and he coughed
constantly and was seldom seen without a cigarette. This was the guy,
friend of Renna’s father who went way back, and did the writing for
the Soupy & Co. catalogue and porn mag.

And then, at about
10:00 a.m. the first of the truly disturbed nut-cases walked in:
Abner Finklehoffe. Toothpick thin, 5’11”. Baggy pants and frayed
sweater. There was an odor to him. Wore ragged clothing. Not out of
necessity, you gathered, but out of some misguided fashion agenda.
The shoes were black, scuffed. Old-time, from decades ago. Kid wore
glasses with blue lenses. Hair was short and had been bleached blond
in swatches, dyed a shade of brown in other places.

I’d spent my whole
life keeping to myself, pretty much, through Basic and Advanced
Infantry, and society made it tough on you. Peeps didn’t care for
loners you soon find out, in the real world out there. You had to be
a member/one of the tribe, because if you weren’t, you were thought
of as some kind of freak. Live & Let Live did not exist with
certain folks. You belonged, or you were a fucking outcast and
treated as such, misfit of some sort.

I had never wanted to
“fit-in or belong” and was fine with it, why couldn’t
they be? Why? Because humans were nothing more than a (slightly)
higher form of animal. There it is. And because they couldn’t wait
to make life tougher on you when you kept to yourself.

I thought this time I’d
make the effort to change that around a bit, by reaching out, make
life easier. Possibly. The bullshit may not be the same, but it’s
still bullshit.

Kid talked non-stop.
Blasted on something. Flying. For sure. Went around announcing to one
and all his birthday was coming up. Couldn’t shut up about it. Odd.
Would I ever do something like that? Let people know that my birthday
was due? Never. In fact, my way is to keep it to myself. Would
never want anyone to know. Would never wish to be embarrassed by
being presented with a birthday cake or the like, not that it ever
happened while growing up. Never saw any of that, not once, none of
the siblings did. Just the way it was.

But this Finklehoffe
jerk went on and on. This day and the next and the next. I
looked around to see what and how others reacted to it. Looked like
they tolerated it. They knew the kid was wasted, on shit. And so, in
my effort to reach out, I was new, wanting to make a favorable
impression, I buy the kid (in his early 20s, mind you, and not really
a kid), one of my favorite books: Knut Hamsun’s Hunger.
Inscribed it. A fitting gift, I thought, since this was the other
thing the punk couldn’t shut up about, that he was a writer. Never
mind the only writing he ever did was in a journal that he kept. Had
never heard of Knut Hamsun or Charles Bukowski; never read any Eugene
O’Neill or Tennessee Williams or August Strindberg, but he called
himself a writer.

I presented him with
the book on the day. He appeared appreciative, until he asked what it
was about and I told him: the protagonist determined to make a living
strictly with his writing and nothing else; goes hungry, lives in
fleabag dumps. It was do-or-die with Knut Hamsun. Novel was
biographical. One of the best I’d ever read. Everything by Hamsun
was good. Every book of his I’d ever read was fine. Many highly
regarded writers had been influenced by him: Henry
Miller/Hemingway/John Fante/Bukowski, others. Finklehoffe did not
seem impressed.

Since the birthday, as
a topic, was no longer valid, he was on something else that he
couldn’t shut up about: his Volvo. See how unique I am?

“While others my age
own slick and fast wheels, I went out and bought myself ‘the safest
car on the road,’ a Volvo,” said he. “Everybody, all my
friends, thought I was nuts, but I got what I wanted.”

Turned out the Volvo
caused him nothing but trouble. Lemon was always in the shop. Just a
crappy looking bucket that he had been forced to unload eventually.
And did.

Obviously the kid was
loopy, wasted. You name it: LSD/Ecstasy/who knew? But I wasn’t
about to give up on someone this quickly. You had to give peeps a
chance. A shot. Right? I was the new guy and thought I might
try to fit-in. I needed the job. It did get me out of the
soul-crushing factory.

I’d been a Russ Meyer
fan for as long as I could remember, waited practically with
bated-breath for each Russ Meyer flick to appear. Once, in the early
70s, even drove all the way from West Hollywood to Pasadena to see a
Russ Meyer double-bill, and thought: these days nobody made better
porn than Buttman, John Stagliano. John Leslie was also very good at
what he did. There was Ben Dover/Henry Paris/Damiano, not many
others. And so whenever the topic came up, I’d bring up their
names, because they were the best at what they did. For even in porn
there had to be talent in back of the camera, as well as in front.

Some, who were in smut,
didn’t get the concept. They thought all they had to do was show
two people shagging, having sex—and you cleaned-up, made a mint.
Not so.

Soupy’s warehouse was
full of inferior product. Yes, there was good stuff in there made by
that Euro Frenchman Spooge Demon, who rarely used women with fake
tits, and knew his lighting and camera, but the rest, so much of it
was pure dung, waste of the viewer’s time.

The people in the
warehouse didn’t seem to know anything about porn: not Russel Fisk,
not Luella, not even Soupy. It was “smut.” The Russians didn’t
seem interested, either. They might take a VHS tape home from time to
time, but the rest? No interest. Baggett had no interest, his main
obsession being sports; smokes, candy & sports. Bought USA
Today every day for that, and so the videos in the warehouse did
not suit him, as the porn hoes were stacked, for the most part, had
big tits and a figure, the type of babe I went for: tits and
wide-hips, (primarily the latter) and I did not bother to hide it.

But I soon got wind of
what was going on, what Finklehoff was about. He and Baggett go in
the back where the break table was, and he would discuss what it was
I’d mentioned with regards to Russ Meyer, Leslie and Stagliano, et
al.

“Did you hear what
that guy Cash said? He sounds like a real pervert.”

I could hear them
chuckle, whispering like spineless pussies, and not real men at all.
Nothing close to resembling men, the male of the species. In my book,
men did not carry on this way; only dorks and pussies and certain
females carried on in this gossipy fashion, because even real women
never stooped this low, either.

But the “Itchy
Snitch” weasel Finklehoffe would be back there every time, or he’d
be up front with Luella, informing her of same. Woman loved gossip.

“This guy Cash is
some kind of porn fanatic.” Or he’d be in Soupy’s office
bad-mouthing Touhey, the salesman who had shown me kindness that
rainy day. Weasel would be saying crap about Touhey and his
girlfriend Beata. Beata was a tall, classy babe in her early 60s.
Always friendly and courteous towards me. Felt Touhey was one
fortunate dude to have a woman of this caliber in his life—and yet
the druggie fuck was bad-mouthing her and her beau every chance he
got. What was going on? I picked up on the vibe early on: I
was walking on eggshells. One wrong move, and I’m out of work.

It became clear enough:
What a genuine sack-of-snot this mamma’s boy was. From New
York. Somewhere on Long Island (where his dysfunctional asshole
parents lived). Had taken hundreds of LSD trips. His parents hadn’t
been able deal with him and sent him to Arkansas to clean up his act,
where he caused trouble and was given the boot, whereby he convinces
his mommy and daddy to let him move here to attend U of A. Made the
trip with his mother holding his hand. Couldn’t drive out by
himself. He’s in his early 20s, mind. I left home at 18. Threw my
father against the wall for hitting one of my younger sisters, and
left, never to look back, never returned. This punk had to have his
mother drive out with him. WTF?

The kid behaved like a
human being for two days after I’d given him the book as a present,
and then he was back to bad-mouthing me to Baggett, the warehouse
manager. I’d be in my corner, doing my job, pulling tapes and
packing orders, and the two of them would be at the table in the
break area, whispering like a couple of old hens.

Was I back in it?
Another snake pit? Hellhole? Seemed like it. I hoped
not. I kept hoping not. But, man oh man. This was what it was
like when you worked for other people, when you were stuck in a
situation with others around. Some would be sane, but then you had
the loons, the warped motherfuckers; psychos to watch out for. The
backstabbing venal slugs who had to get their kicks by ruining your
day, by badgering and harassing. It went on, all over the world, just
like this. Shooting sprees in the workplace didn’t surprise me at
all. What surprised me was that there weren’t more of them.

Truth was this was but
the second shocker/letdown. First was having been informed what my
duties would be: shipping clerk. My heart sank. Had no
choice.

Recall Noah, Renna’s
hubs, asking (initially) what it was I did before I came here. Could
have lied, could have left out the factory stint, and instead
mentioned having attended that low-rent film school way back in the
early 70s, but no, I mentioned the plant.

I remembered his
reaction, in that it was no reaction at all. That’s what was
noticeable about it. It meant I wasn’t qualified to do anything
else. I wasn't making my living as a writer, so that meant I couldn’t
do anything creatively. I wasn’t in that league. Shipping
clerk is the best I could hope for/aspire to. Shipping clerk.

I knew in my heart of
herts, down in my marrow, I could write and/or direct rings around
the useless clowns in my sleep; but there I was, staring at another
no-future/no advancement potential nowhere-lowly-position. You looked
in the mirror and saw one thing. Others looked at you and saw
something else entirely.

It was par for the
course. At least I got away from the factory. Small victory. Or was
it?


Chapter 5

It was sometime
during the latter part of that week that it happened. I had gone
in back to get a cup of coffee early one morning, Baggett was there
doing something, stuffing tapes into a cardboard box, etc. Luella was
in the front at her computer; Russell Fisk was in the VCR Room doing
whatever he did in there. I took a sip my coffee by the break table,
saw that the VCR Room back door (the one to the right of the
shrinker) was open and, naturally, decided to walk in and say
good-morning to the guy.

Fisk seemed
preoccupied. If he’d wanted me to leave he wasn’t exactly clear
on it. I asked him something about something, just as a way to greet
him and make small talk.

“YOU’RE NOT
SUPPOSED TO BE IN HERE WHEN I’M WORKING! CAN’T YOU SEE I’M
BUSY? I DON’T HAVE TIME FOR YOUR BULLSHIT! I WANT YOU TO GET THE
HELL OUT OF HERE RIGHT NOW! YOU GOT THAT, GODDDAMMIT? I WANT YOU THE
HELL OUT! NOBODY ASKED YOU TO COME IN! I DON’T HAVE TIME TO ANSWER
ANY OF YOUR QUESTIONS! GET THE HELL OUT OF MY ROOM!”

Stunned, I was. Had
never expected and did not know what had brought it on. If I had
known the VCR Room was off-limits and the man did not want anyone to
talk to him in the morning I would have kept out. I was new here,
just had no idea what the ground rules were. I was under the
impression, with most people, most sane ones, when you started a job
you at least made some kind of effort to get to know the peeps. On
some level.

As mentioned, I’d
spent too much of my life being anti-social. Since this appeared
something like a new beginning, I thought I might attempt to change
things about myself, try a new and different approach, be a little
friendlier and outgoing. Yes, it went against my nature and beliefs,
but sometimes you had to try to let people know that you did not hate
the whole world and everything in it. You had to try—and I did—and
this was the result. I had a guy, who did not know me from Adam, his
face as red as a beet, shouting at me at the top of his lungs; just
yelling there, for no apparent reason that I knew of.

I stood still, took it,
waited for the insane motherfucker to run out of steam. When he did,
I turned and walked back out the same door I had gone in. The other
guy, Baggett, kept his head down as though nothing unusual had just
taken place, went about his business packing porn tapes, sealing
boxes with a tape gun. I remained rattled. Not sure what had just
gone down. What kind of place was this? What kind of snake-pit had I
walked into?


Chapter 6

We were at
Fyodor’s table, stuffing video boxes. My work was done and I
thought I’d keep busy by giving the guy a hand. His father, the
dwarf, was there. Tired in appearance, always. I wondered what from.
Maybe it was just that drooping eye, with the mucus running from a
corner of it. From time to time the dwarf would lower his eyeglasses
and wipe the mucus with a paper napkin.

I sat in a chair at the
end directly across the table from him. Directly in back of me was
the main drag. Dodo’s desk was a few feet to my left. About twenty
feet beyond that, to the left of his desk was the door with the Judas
window that led to the front lobby. Say about thirty-five feet to the
right of me was the break area and break table, the restrooms and
Coke machine, etc. As mentioned, the six-foot wide aisle is the one
peeps use to traverse from the front lobby and offices to the area by
the johns to light up and/or have their lunch.

“I am Yuri,” said
the dwarf. “What name you?”

We had been introduced
that first day, but there he was asking what my name was. I told him.

“Where born you?”
he wanted to know.

“I was raised in
Chicago.”

“Ah, Chicaga?
You was born?”

“Chicago is my
adopted home town. I was raised there.”

He kept asking where I
was born. I didn’t feel it was any of their business. I didn’t
like being given the 3rd degree by people I didn’t know or gave a
damn about. I wasn’t asking them these personal questions, why ask
me?

He rises and walks to
the shrink-wrap machine that is located in the break area. The son
got on about his wife back in Russia, that he was waiting for her and
the daughter to come out. The daughter was not his. This was his
second marriage.

“You married?” he
asked.

“Not anymore,” I
said.

“But you was
married?”

“Common-law,” I
said. “Same thing—in my eyes.”

“What this mean,
common-law?”

“We were living
together.”

He nodded. “I see.”

“But that was a long
time ago.”

“You not have kids?”

I shook my head.


Chapter 7

We continued to
snap tabs off VHS videos with a screwdriver. We’d place each
tape in a plastic black tray and shove said tape inside a full-color
Rocks-Off video box.

So am trying to appear
busy, when the father returns and lowers his weary ass onto that
chair directly across from me. He sits there, sleepy-eyed,
perpetually sleepy-eyed; that bad eye oozing puss, some kind of
disgusting fluid, something, that gives him that tired appearance,
although the man does as little as he can get away with.

“Lazy,” is what
Russ Fisk had labeled the Russians as did Soupy. Right on target.

The dwarf rubs his good
eye, cleans his glasses. It takes him a good fifteen minutes to wipe
his glasses on his shirt, puts them back on.

And then I see it
coming: he is about to sneeze. I remain put. I figure the man is
going to cover his mouth, or at least turn away from me. . . . Abner
is standing there at the edge of the table, to my left, counting
slicks.

I’ve got my eye on
Yuri. Am expecting him to—at the least —turn away
before he sneezes. We’re too close this way should he sneeze. He’s
got enough sense not to spray me. He must. Am weary/on edge, see him
tilt his head slowly back, his eyes close and his mouth opens wide,
wider, and then comes back, his head, snaps foreword, as he
sneezes. Full force. On me. The brain-dead fool sprays me
with debris!

I sit there, stunned,
red-faced and simply too stunned to move. This is impossible
to accept, that a grown man is capable of something this disgusting.
People have been shot for less. This warped little munchkin shit-head
just sprayed me full on and I can’t move. Am boiling inside, and I
know my face shows it: being a shade of deepest crimson.

I look at the putz
as he carries on like he has no idea what he just did. I sit there,
looking at him, staring/glaring at the empty-headed troll.
His son has taken it in. Saw it with his own eyes even.

“Thank you, Yuri,”
I say. Look at his son. “Your father just sneezed on me.”

The son turns to the
father. Says calmly something in Russian. Just another
every day occurrence. What this is with these people. Yuri looks
at me, says:

“I sorry; I sorry.”
And repeats the line once more.

It does me little good.
Abner makes a sound, something resembling a chuckle. Runs back to
where Bernard “Dodo” Baggett is at the UPS computer, tells him
what had just transpired. Baggett responds with:

“Good.”

It’s times like this
when you wish you didn’t give a damn whether you got sent up or not
for a few years, for knocking some asshole like Baggett or the
Russians, or the Itchy Snitch right on the ass—or worse.

My book, my precious
labor of love, keeps me from doing anything of the sort. I know what
I am capable of; I know myself well enough, know my anger and the
power of my upper torso—and I know what I would love to do. I know
what thrill and joy and immense satisfaction it would give me
to knock some of these gnats on their ass.

Instead, I rise slowly
from the table, walk in back to the men’s room and wash my face.


Chapter 8

I’m in my corner
doing my thing, double-checking an order, when I see Luella enter the
warehouse with a list in her hand. She opens the door to the VCR
Room, steps in. I hear her ask Fisk about a porn title in a civilized
tone.

“I DON’T KNOW!
WHAT ARE YOU ASKING ME FOR?! I’M NOT THE ONE IN CHARGE!”

“OH, WHY DON’T
YOU GO FUCK YOURSELF, ASSHOLE!”

“I’M NOT THE ONE
IN CHARGE! ASK THE PEOPLE IN THE OTHER BUILDING: I DON’T KNOW WHEN
THE TITLE WILL BE READY! IT’LL BE READY WHENEVER THEY’RE FINISHED
EDITING IT!”

“FUCK YOU, RUSS!”
Luella shouted back in his face, slamming the door shut on her way
out. She walked out the warehouse door. I took it in while doing my
work. Baggett was at his desk quietly doing something, stayed busy.

A moment later, Russ,
evidently having regrets, knowing his job could be at stake, even
though the man has been with Schinitsky for over fourteen years, but
knows this broad he just yelled at, gave a hard time to, also blows
the owner, is the owner’s girlfriend and that she has way more pull
where it counts than he ever did.

“I don’t know what
it was that I said that made her upset like that,” Fisk mumbled to
himself now as he stepped out of the VCR Room and walked through the
door with the Judas window and stepped into the lobby in front. A
short while later he’s back, mumbling some more:

“She’s gone. Why’d
she have to ask me about these things? I’m not the guy in charge of
production and editing. How am I supposed to know if a certain title
will be ready? Why not ask the people who are in charge of
that?—Renna and Noah and them. They don’t tell me what goes on.”

Baggett kept about his
business, never so much as raised his head. Man’s MO, never says a
word about matters of this nature, when people he fears are involved;
only those lower on the chain. He’ll make snide remarks, bad-mouth
peeps who can’t hurt him in any way, who can’t jeopardize his
position.

Russ re-enters the VCR
Room and closes the door shut.


Chapter 9

Weeks later. Am
in my corner packing smut. It’s going on 9 a.m. Baggett calls my
name. Wants me to go to the post office with him so that he can show
me what that end of it entails, where our two post office boxes are;
where the drops are made. How to pick up our mail. I walk out to the
parking lot, climb in the pickup truck with the dings and dents.
Baggett is smoking.

Something is mentally
wrong with this guy. He hears you when it is convenient for him to
hear you and will respond when he feels like responding. On the other
hand: If he’s the one doing the talking, he expects you to hear it
and respond accordingly, the way sane and halfway normal human beings
are in the habit of doing.

Riding with this slug
is not pleasant at all, and clearly could be what he is after.
Disrespect as a way of life. Okay; we’ll play the game. I need the
lousy paycheck. We’ll play your stupid-ass game. And I can’t help
but think: one solid punch in the mouth would cool this pussy-whipped
motherfucker. Would lay him right out and he’d be begging for
mercy. This is nothing more than a weakling, nothing close to
resembling a man.

We finish our business
at the post office. Return to the warehouse. It’ll be my job to
pick up mail in the morning, open it, separate it, give Soupy his,
Buffy hers, etc. Okay. Just another flunky at your service.
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