
        
            
                
            
        

    

LIFE IS A CAKEWALK FOR SOME.


FOR MANY OTHERS IT’S ANYTHING BUT.

 




As you may (or may not know), I have always appreciated blue-collar
tales by those who have spent time in the trenches, whether it’s
Tom Kromer (Waiting for Nothing), Edward
Anderson (Hungry Men), Bukowski (Post
Office), Jack Black (You Can’t Win), George
Orwell (Down and Out in Paris and
London), Lucia Berlin (A Manual for
Cleaning Women); or even Jean Rhys and her melancholy
woes of heartbreak and struggle that she experienced throughout her
life and deftly threaded into her novels.

 



Granted,
some of these folks maybe have lucked it at some point (just a tad).
No matter. Because as far as I’m concerned, to a one, paid dues and
knew what it’s like to go without, what it’s like to endure
demeaning toil in order to make rent and put grub on the table.

 



Yes.
Exactly. False Eyelashes & Tight Jeans Got Me Sh*t-Canned
at the Bean Cannery is #7 in the Chance “Cash” Register
blue-collar series & is dedicated to anyone who has been there
and can relate.


HIGH PRAISE FOR KIRK ALEX


Hush-Hush Holiday


“Kept me guessing and on the edge of my seat.”


—Hidden Gems

 



 




Hard Noir Holiday


“Living up to its title, this hard-edged P.I. epic


dives into desert darkness and action.”


—Publishers Weekly/BookLife

 



 




Throwback & Backlash:


Love, Lust & Murder Series


“Starts out crazy, ends even crazier in the second book.”


—Hidden Gems Review

 



 




Lustmord: Anatomy of a Serial Butcher






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


—Jeff Bennington, Kindle 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. There is no wiggle room in what he writes and what he sees; bad
is bad and good is rare. Apparently the writer has struggled a long
time to get this book published, and it’s a good thing he did. 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. At one time or another, everyone can identify with Chance,
being unemployed and very low on funds. It’s short, easy to read,
and well worth the reader’s time.”


—Paul Lappen, Dead Trees Review

 



 




Working the Hard Side of the Street –


Selected Stories / Poems / Screams


“. . . this is a nicely put together piece of work.”


—BookLore

 



 




BLOOD, SWEAT and CHUMP CHANGE


L.A. Taxi Tales & Vignettes

 



“After
reading BLOOD, SWEAT AND CHUMP CHANGE — L.A. 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

 



 




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
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“The meek shall inherit shit.”


—Katherine Dunn, One Ring Circus:


Dispatches from the World of Boxing


Chapter 1

And so it starts.
All over again. Hunting for work. Going over wanteds on
the Net. Craigslist, Snag-a-Job, Indeed. There are others, but have
stuck (mainly) with these three, otherwise it can turn into a real
boondoggle and you get lost and find yourself wasting a lot of time.
I mean, it’s bad enough that I still waste time looking at pussy,
tits & ass.


Chapter 2

Day is just about
done. Did some searching for work on the Net, but not much. It’s
hard to wrap your head around it. Again. Have lived like this for so
many years now: either stuck in some low-paying job I don’t care
for or else in search of one.

You want to write? This
is what it’s like for most of us. Sure, a few hit it big, but
most—and I mean most—are stuck in the mire like this.
Look, writing has kept me going when there was nothing else. . . .
Hell, don’t want to belabor it—other than to state never expected
to be still trying to land some job at my age. That’s all.

 



Got an interview for
tomorrow at 11:30 a.m. Overnight pressure washer. We’ll see how
that goes. Been scanning places for work. Low on funds, as usual,
while millionaire Hollywood assholes bitch about not winning the
Oscar for Best Picture. Motherfuckers. Somebody ought to take these
cocksuckers, strip ‘em naked, and flog them in front of the whole
world to see.


Chapter 3

What is amusing,
perhaps baffling would be a better way to describe it, is when the ad
states “Must pass drug test.” And you go in and the sweaty
dude’s eyes are bloodshot. He’s clearly blasted on something. And
there you are, stressing to be booze and drug-free and are
able to do the job, while the cat behind the desk, in his late
30s/early 40s, is totally ripped.

Drugs? I don’t give a
shit who uses drugs. All am doing here is merely pointing out the
“irony” of what this old dude, me, is dealing with in an effort
to survive.

It’s Thursday. Did I
mention it? If not, am doing so presently.


Chapter 4

The bottling water
company gig. Mulligan. Got it through the temp agency on Grant.
Ready Temp. My feet ache. These are 5-gallon bottles of filtered
water. They come down off the conveyor and I’d grab one and jam it
into the upright honeycomb rack. Some of the bottles had a handle,
some did not.

 



These racks sit on a
pallet: 5’ high, 4’ across. The 5-gallon bottles of filtered
water come out of the mechanism that washes the empties, then they
enter the filling phase, & drift on the conveyor, whereby I grab
a bottle (weigh about fifty pounds): one hand by the handle (if there
is a handle, not that all have them), the other hand goes on the
bottleneck, and swing the sucker off and into one of the holes in the
rack. And so, you go to it, got to keep up, or else the works get all
screwed up.

There is a system here.
If the bottles jam/get stuck on the conveyor, this causes a major
problem, in that the system shuts down, etc. So there is no way to
slack or take a break—unless the bottles (for some reason) don’t
come right out the carousel—due to lack of empties being fed at the
other end.

 



After a while your arms
and feet begin to ache. Blisters develop, but you keep going, got to
keep going. For should you not be able to keep up with the car
payments the car gets repossessed—and in this case, you might as
well end it, because you are dead. Because it is nearly impossible to
get hired without wheels. Most employers will not talk to you if you
don’t have a car.

Got a bicycle?

No good.

Need a car.

And besides, some of
these jobs are so far that it would be nearly impossible to get to
w/o a vehicle.

 



Now, the other gig
(inside the closed-off area by the plexiglass) that one enters by
climbing stairs that go over the conveyor that handles the empties,
consists of pulling empties out of the honeycomb rack and placing
them on the conveyor behind me.

You give the bottles a
shove and go under the gizmo that sucks up caps (which some of the
bottles sport) and spits the caps back out into trash can in back of
it. Temps like me are here because the robot broke down. Gig might
last a week, not exactly sure. And once this ends, I’ll have to
look for something else.


Chapter 5

Met some decent
dudes here. Super’s name is Haskel. Shaved head. Late 50s.
Super fit. Works out. (Like I used to once.) Easy going manner.
Angelo. Hispanic dude. About 44. Sloan. New white dude. In his 40s.
Owns his own landscaping business. Junior. Black dude. About 35.
Lean. Front teeth missing.

The guys all work hard,
help each other. It takes team effort to do this. You bet. Some of
the jobs are much harder than others.

Two Cliff bars a day
just does not do it. Need real food. Get weak early on, etc. Humid
inside. No AC. Hot. We sweat and clothes show it. I mean soaking wet.
Underwear, plus socks. What can you do?


Chapter 6

Got word from the
temp agency that they didn’t want me to go in tomorrow. Thought
this was odd, because before Sloan and I left Haskel’s office he
seemed pleased with us both and said to come back Friday.

I worked so hard at
this place—and now this. Disappointed? Yes. Very. Even
phoned Sloan at home to let him know.

“How old are you,”
asked Sloan, “if you don’t mind my asking?”

I told him.

“Man, for a guy your
age you work like a motherfucker. There’s guys half your age who
can’t keep up.”

I wondered if he got
the same message. He said he had 2 on his cell that he hadn’t had a
chance to look at.

“Now you got me
worried that one of those messages might be from Haskel letting me
know not to come in.”

“I don’t understand
it. I put in a real effort, Sloan. I’m really disappointed.”

“You can’t let it
get you down,” said he.

We hung up.

 



None of the places are
calling back. Not the bakery on Broadway (looking for a dishwasher),
not the landscaping outfits, not the water restoration, not the pest
control business out there on the north-west side.


Chapter 7

Saturday.
Start new job at the University come Monday afternoon. Steam-cleaning
carpets. Supposed to meet someone named Berrick at 3:30 p.m. Off at
midnight.

How will this go? Who
knows? You hope for the best, is all. $11.00 per hour. Forty hours a
week, according to Mona at the temp agency. Nice Latina, this Mona,
as is the other: Antoinette, in that they are pleasant and helpful.
Decent all around. For without them, I’d still be hurting, looking
for work.

 



Remain bothered some
for not being called back at the water bottling plant. You bust your
ass, work damned hard—end up with cuts and blisters on both hands,
blisters on toes of right foot, aching all over—and it isn’t
enough. WTF? What’s going on, man? What is it that certain
supers/peeps want? That you give up a pint of blood? Vital organ?

Yes, it irks.

To hell with it.
Thought Haskel had more class. Came across as a true gent. One just
never knows (when it comes to people). What can you do other than
move on?

 



Monday will be a test.
Know it. Will have to prove myself—all over again. The way it is
from job to job. Show ‘em you’re a worker, not a slacker. Show
‘em you’re a Team Player, not an anti-social loner. Cooperate. Do
what is required. Get the job done.

 



Speaking of getting the
job done: have not been writing at all. Quest for work has made it
literally impossible to stay focused on composing sentences. Am
hoping, once am settled at the new gig, that I can resume, get back
to it. What else is there?


Chapter 8

Met the gang.
Old dude in charge, and the rest: men and women. Most of them
Hispanic. Couple of white dudes. One or two of the women were
lookers. All seemed nice enough. The religious dude, Digby Dribs, of
the heavy gut and white goatee, reminded me of Col. Sanders. Was
often teasingly referred to as Col. Sanders.

“We need to put Dribs
in a white suit,” said I.

Worked with a short
Mexican dude—and I mean short, under 5 feet. Rio. Forty. Married.
Beat colon cancer recently. In U.S. 3 months. The irony being he had
a passkey that gave him access to Homeland Security offices.

Huh?

Rio was illegal, no
doubt, but somehow was able to find employment. Had the necessary IDs
and got in. From Nogales.

But hey, who am I to
judge? I’m a nobody cleaning carpets in offices assigned to peeps
who pull down anywhere from $160,000 to over 300-grand a year.

Right?

Yes.

The job? Work itself?
Piece-of-cake. Three of the offices were small, one was about the
size of my living room—which is not large to begin with. And that
one belonged to the Chinese dude, a “Dr.,” who was paid big bucks
and was a fan of Che Guevara.

Che, did you say?
Yep. Commie slime, as so many professors are. (And to those commie
punks who feel that communism is constantly and unfairly being
maligned, I say this: go look up Tiananmen Square and the way the
Chinese government slaughtered more than three thousand of their
unarmed citizens for simply wanting democracy. Democracy; not to
overthrow the commie a-hole/murderous government, but Liberty,
Freedom of the Press and Freedom of Speech.)

My guess was he was a
professor, degree in AI, Artificial Intelligence. Neat office, with
lots of wood-carved trinkets, Native American, etc., rare coins and
paper money. Rio was fondling some of it. I suggested it was not a
good idea.

 



There were lots of pics
of students on corridor walls. What was baffling is that so many of
them were foreigners, from Asia, India and the Mid-East; very few
Caucasian American/Hispanic-American or African-American students—on
the same floor as Homeland Security offices with signs on doors:
Entrance Not Allowed Without Clearance.

 



Some of the students
and few of the faculty were working late. One woman, in fact, in this
particular Homeland Security office, greeted Rio. She was about 50,
heavy set, Caucasian. Asked if he was the one who cleaned her carpet
the night before.

“Yes, I did,” said
he.

“Thank you. You did a
very nice job.”

He smiled back. “You’re
welcome.”

We moved on to the
utility room, got the equipment: stain cleaner, spray bottles.

Even after a long
lunch, we were done by 8 and sat around texting: Rio to his wife, and
me to my sis, letting her know how easy the gig was.

So far, so good.


Chapter 9

At four p.m. we
were driven in one of the white trucks over to Building M and dropped
off. I’d cleaned carpets over the years and used a buffer (with
round brush) at that warehouse loaded with garage door parts, so it
was no big deal.

Was cleaning carpets
again with Mateo. Mexican with a dark, thick beard that goes down to
his chest. Five-foot-seven. 55. Works two jobs. Been doing it this
way for years. Leaves his day job with the school district, then
comes over here in the afternoon.

When does this guy
sleep? Good question. Averages about three hours from the time he
quits cleaning carpets to the time he gets ready to go to the day
gig.

Owns 20 acres in
Catalina, plus a house in town, plus a Lamborghini and Honda Civic.
Once he started to talk he went on. I listened out of politeness,
also what he had to say was quite fascinating. Brother was a big time
drug dealer, etc., who had been given 150 years. Was assigned to a
work program near Douglas and escaped with a white farmer’s help.
Mateo’s brother’s wife paid the farmer $35k.

 



The farmer would come
by on his horse near the field where the convicts toiled. Mateo’s
brother Rodrigo and the farmer became “pals,” in that Rodrigo,
never lifting his head, would speak under his breath to the farmer
whenever the farmer would ride by. Enticed him with a plan that would
reward the farmer with an easy 35-grand in cash. The plan was he
would rush the farmer on his horse, pretend to knock him off to the
ground, leap up on the saddle and ride the relatively short distance
into nearby Mexico.

“The horse would be
let go and would return to the farmer on its own,” said Mateo with
a grin.

We were sitting in one
of the meeting rooms, done for the night, and just waiting for the
clock to run out. Very often, due to his brutal schedule, Mateo would
slump in one of the leather swivels and doze. This time he had a
story to tell and I listened.

 



Mateo’s brother
remained in Mexico, never to return to the US, no matter that the
authorities “pleaded” with him to come back.

“Another time my
brother asked the friend of my sister, a woman with three kids, who
was strapped for cash, if she would go to Kentucky to pick up some
money for him. She agrees. Drives out there, only to end up being cut
up into pieces. The killers who did it sent my brother pictures of
the body they cut up.”

I let it be known I’d
rather stay broke and live the way I was than get involved in
smuggling drugs.

“I’m in heavy debt
and on food stamps,” said I.

Mateo looked at me.

“I would kill myself
if I was like you.”

All I could do was
shake my head and smile. Fact was, didn’t matter how many houses
you owned, how many fancy rides you had, and how much money collected
interest in your savings account, because we all died with zip.
Zero. Nothing. We took nothing but the skins on our
bones and the kicks on our feet. I wasn’t even tempted
to say it. Only because it wouldn’t have made any difference to a
guy attached to his land and property.

Fact is: We’re given
a certain amount of time above ground, and then the curtain
comes down. No encore. No applause. Not a cheer or a single
handclap. But the slam of the coffin lid before they
lowered your bunghole down into the vortex of no return.


Chapter 10

At one point I
thought I’d operate the buffer in this confined office. (Most
were nothing more than cubicles.)

“You sure you know
how to use it?” asked Mateo.

“Nothing to it,”
said I.

He let me. Seconds
later the powerful machine spun out of control and hit part of the
baseboard and put a small dent in it (about the size of a silver
dollar). I thought for sure I was in serious trouble.

I’d used the machine
on Monday when I worked with Rio and there was no issue at all. I’d
cleaned the carpet in the largest office we did and No Sweat. It was
fine. Well, last night was certainly a screwup on my part. Mateo had
no choice but to let Berrick, the old super, know. So that’s what
happened.

 



No idea what my fate is
here. I do like the job. It only pays $11 an hour, but I don’t need
much. It looks like am taking over Rio’s assignment (since he
switched to days) and will be cleaning carpets on 3rd and 4th floors.


Chapter 11

I finished the
three hallways. It took 3 nights of hard work, but I got it done.
The hallways up there, on the 4th floor, were about the length of a
city block; so that was like 3 blocks all told. Carpet quite dirty in
places and I did my best with the floor brush, but could do very
little to get the ground-in grime and dirt out.

Dean’s office (for
this part of the campus) was up there, as was Homeland Security.
Mateo telling me Rio’s green card was “fake,” in that he paid
25k to marry a woman (who had done this twice before). So you had
this Illegal with the bogus Green Card having access to Homeland
Security offices. Mind-blowing. These folks are paid to keep us safe.


Chapter 12

Steam cleaned long
hallway carpet by myself, while Mateo sat in chair fiddling with his
cell, which was fine, as I needed to get used to working the machine.
And all went well, except at the end when we returned to the
utility closet, Mateo realized that there wasn’t enough of the
dirty water coming out into the drain.

“This is no good. The
carpet might not be dry come Monday morning.”

I wondered if we were
going back to suck up the water with the machine?

“I don’t feel like
it,” he said. “If the day crew notices that the carpet is not dry
it will cause problems.”

It was not until this
morning that it dawned on me what it was I had done: kept the switch
on left to Heat, when I should have had it on Vacuum (even though I
had all 3 of the other switches on Vacuum). Live and learn.


Chapter 13

This guy Mateo
works two jobs, as mentioned, and sleeps about three hours a night.
What he claims. Owns 20 acres in Catalina and a few classic cars,
along with a Lambo that he paid two-hundred & eighty-five
thousand for (that he bought used a few years back).

You tell me how a guy
like this can own a Lamborghini. Don’t matter if he works five
fucking jobs, man. Well, when you got a brother involved in smuggling
drugs. . . . Does it bother me? No. None of my business. Not envious
even. Nowhere near. I never wanted or needed a Lamborghini. It sure
would be nice to live in a nice house, though.

 



We’re on the first
floor. In the business building. Corridor is wide. He let me work the
spinning demon. Things are going okay. Got it under control here
(unlike what happened in that cubicle the other night). He wants to
cross the street over to the 7-Eleven to buy something to eat. Wants
to make sure that I have it under control.

“No problem,” said
I.

“Want anything?”

“No. I’m good.”

He leaves. He’s gone
for fifteen, twenty minutes. All goes well, until it doesn’t. The
thick cord slips under the powerful, twenty-inches in diameter,
spinning brush no more than a second or two, before I can catch it
and yank it back—and it’s too late. Because I can see where the
robust mother ate away about one half-inch of the insulation layer,
leaving the actual wire exposed.

Fuck. I shut the
machine off. Now what? Am I in trouble this time for real? Did I do
it? I can keep my mouth shut, or tell the truth. Let him, or someone
else, notice and lie my way out of it, claim innocence. Deny any
wrongdoing.

 



I’m working the
carpet cleaner when he returns. I pause. Shut it off. Decide to
level. Face the music. Point out where the cord is damaged. He
doesn’t like it.

“Can it be taped
over?” I ask.

He shakes his head.

“There is no taping
over,” he says. “The cable will have to be replaced.”

“Sorry. It happened
fast. I didn’t have time to stop the machine or yank the cord back
in time.”

“It will have to be
reported. Shit like this has to be written up.”

I didn’t have to ask
if I was done this time. He picked it up, did the rest of the
corridor himself.
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