
        
            
                
            
        


PREACHER BY DAY,

PREDATOR BY NIGHT . . .

In a van he
christened the Meat Wagon, Cecil Biggs cruises the shadowy streets
and back alleys of Southern California on the prowl for victims.
Young or old. Male or female. Makes no difference. Black, white,
Hispanic. Makes no difference. So long as he’s able to lure them
with dope and cash—and haul them back to his dungeon of depravity.

For fans of Dean
Koontz, Shirley Jackson, Jack Ketchum, Thomas Harris, et al., and
prefer their horror fiction raw and real—with a slice of twisted
humor.
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Alex writes with a rare flair for the genre.”
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Murder, mayhem, organ theft,
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“Hard
Noir, Holiday by Kirk Alex is the 4th installment of the Edgar
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“And if you gaze for long into an abyss, the abyss

gazes
also into you.”


—Friedrich Nietzsche


Preface

Note: the thing
about “philosophers” is that they’re usually full of shit and
don’t know one bit more about life and existence than the rest of
us. But since this whack job Nietzsche’s quote seemed
appropriate, I thought I’d include it here.

Also, in my humble
opinion, the great sages and/or philosophers were not Freud, Jung or
Heidegger, but gifted artists like Van Gogh, Picasso, Delacroix,
Manet and Monet, Gauguin, et al, who made far greater statements with
their masterful art creations than overrated brainiacs like
Schopenhauer, Pythagoras, Diogenes, and the rest with their pearls of
wisdom. Agree or disagree, that’s my take on it. And as we all know
by now, opinions are like bungholes: everybody has one.

Might want to
include here why I decided to tone down the sex. Well, at least quite
a bit of it. Sex and violence don’t mix, not on paper, not in
fiction or on the screen. Especially when rendered in excruciating
and repulsive detail that we’d rather be spared. It might, however,
mix and often does in real life. These insane sacks of fecal
matter—aka serial killers—do get off on what they do sexually.
You see, the violence enhances the lust. For some. For most. Have
done enough research on it over the years to know and get it.

For other slayers?
It’s enough just to administer pain/crush/maim/murder. It’s a
sickness. Like heavy drinking or pill popping or shooting smack for
that elusive kick—that it never delivers the way it did during that
first jab of the spike.

So, yes. I went
through the thing again. How many years now, since starting the book
back in 1987? Here it is, April 30, 2026. Subtract 1987 from that and
what do you get? Four decades. Give or take. On a single book. It’s
insane. It’s scary crazy. Never, ever did I envision myself
spending this many years on a splatter tome. WTF? Am I nuts? I
must be. And I’m not even obsessed with the genre. Does it deserve
respect? Of course. Why? Because we’re dealing with that deepest of
fears from day one: Death. We all parish. We all go
under. So yes, it’s a thoroughly valid genre.

But you know what
else? It’s not my favorite by a long shot. I love noir and “dirty
realism.” I also enjoy writing about the many years I spent working
mindless, dead-end/soul-crushing blue-collar shit jobs. Decades of
it, just to pay bills and buy time to do the one thing I have loved
more than any other, which is to write. Writing was the lifesaver,
writing is what kept me afloat and sane—when there was nothing else
to hold on to or offered anything close to respite.

So, reading,
writing and jogging saved this poor bastard’s butt. What else?
Did I work on other things while toiling away on this mind-numbing,
half-million-plus word tome about a twisted dude like Cecil Omar
Biggs? Of course. Had to, either that or go totally nuts. Damn book
gave me nightmares at some point in the mid-‘90s and I had to step
away from it for a few years. Did return to it. Had to. If you don’t
finish what you start you’re not a writer, what you are is a
bullshit artist. And yes, I also worked on other things at the same
time.

Now, in response to
two complaints that kept coming up in the many reviews this slasher
novel has picked up over the years. Main one being: Pearleen Bell’s
stripper stage act went on too long. Solution is so easy, folks. No
one is twisting anyone’s arm to read the entire passage. Don’t
care for it? Don’t see the point (although there is a great point
being made here actually: the woman is hot, and thoroughly
untouchable). She strips because she has a need for money. This does
not in any way mean she is a loose woman. To Cecil, the mentally
defective dipstick in our repulsive tale, this is not only
unacceptable, but makes him want to own and dominate her (&
others like her) all the more.

Yes; the dude is
mentally defective. He has to have her BECAUSE HE CAN’T HAVE HER.
Question is: Will he or won’t he get his hands on the babe? And
should he nab her and do unspeakable things to her, will she get
through her ordeal psychologically and/or physically unscathed? I’m
not telling here. Read the book and find out. Anyway, I did reduce
LaBelle’s stage act by about 40% (and don’t regret it in the
least).

The other reaction
from some readers was this: How could anyone—ANY WRITER—write
anything this insane and twisted? My response? Because it goes on.
It’s part of the world we live in. Ever heard of Charlie
Manson? Ever heard of John Wayne Gacy?—who tortured teen boys and
buried them under his house in lime? Ever heard of a piece of shit
called Jeffrey Dahmer and what he did to his victims? Ever heard of a
sex offender/serial freak named Dean Corll, who nabbed innocent
youngsters and tortured them to death for kicks? Ever heard of BTK?
Need I go on?

Want a safe bedtime
story to read before you turn in for the night? Lustmord ain’t
it. Truth is, this author did not have to resort to inventing much. I
had read extensively in true crime for years before sitting down to
craft this horrific tale. Far as invention goes, all I had to come up
with was the characters. To be sure, they are my creations. One
hundred percent. Characters were invented, as were specific
locations, storyline. But the things done to victims, and getting
inside the head of Cecil O. Biggs and his mixed-up sidekick Marvin
Muck? Nope. There is plenty of data in books on
defective/self-loathing/mentally skewed psychos (male &
female) written by those knowledgeable in the shrink profession.

And so, alas, I
hope this is the final version. And I’ll be able to walk away from
Ceil Omar Biggs once and for all—for good! Amen.

I will close the
preface the same way I did in the previous volume: the
author/publisher is not responsible for any breakdowns, facial tics,
insomnia, depression, loss of appetite, loss of hair, sexual
dysfunction, bouts of insanity, stretches of lethargy, marriages
and/or unions disintegrating, time spent in therapy, stays in the
bughouse, shakes, quakes, chronic headaches, heart problems, prostate
issues, vomiting, nausea, episodes of anxiety, suicidal tendencies,
inexplicable urge to do bodily harm to your fellow humans, and any
other ailments—large or small—that you may experience as a result
of having read and been scarred by LUSTMORD: Anatomy of a Serial
Butcher. You have been advised. Proceed at your own peril.

April
30, 2026

Thursday,
11:04 a.m.

Tucson,
AZ



“I still don’t know what death is even though I’ve watched it
happen to others, and I never will until it happens to me.”

—Derek
Raymond, author of The Hidden Files


1

They were at it
again. Heard more than he wanted to.

“J.J., don’t!”

“Shut your mouth,
whore!”

“I can do better. You
know I can.”

“Told you to shut
your pie-hole!”

“Better not hit me
no more, J.J.”

“Beat you to
death! Filthy heifer cunt!” Slaps and screams followed. “Why,
you ain’t even a real whore! Where’s my whiskey money, washed-up
bitch? Spent on shoes and ice cream for that worthless little shit?
Why come? Since when’s the fugly bastard more important than me?”

More slaps followed.
Screaming. The next sound was the male’s: a deep grunt, as though
on the receiving end himself. Furniture was thrown, dishes. The woman
shrieked.

“We’re out of
ass-wipe, over-the-hill heifer, and you got nerve to waste money on
ice cream and shoes for the worthless pissy!” Dogs barked, a
real ruckus was in progress up there. The boy pretty much ignored it
all. Went about in a calm way burning his spiders, tearing wings off
flies.

The view, from where he
stood at the grimy window on this tenement landing between the third
and fourth floor, gave one about as much hope and peace of mind as
the hell taking place up there on the fourth floor: a back parking
lot with cracks in the pavement, pot holes and loose cement chunks
and gravel that had, over time, become the unofficial dumping site
for neighborhood wrecks. Autos of various makes and sizes, pickup
trucks, vans, gutted. Some without doors and windshields or wheels,
had been abandoned to rust on cordwood or cinder blocks, bricks,
piled rocks.

Knee-high weeds grew
from fissures in the concrete. There were scattered stacks and piles
of threadbare tires and strips of black rubber throughout. There were
rusted out mufflers, gas tanks, radiators and grills and engines that
had long ago been stripped of anything useful.

 



Down, toward the right
end of the parking lot-cum-junkyard, where the dumpster was located
and over-flowing to capacity with refuse, dead foliage, and an
assortment of fractured and discarded bargain-basement/low-rent
coffee tables and nightstands, sofas and chairs, toasters, crock
pots, washers and dryers, refrigerators and other appliances, large
and small, with additional mounds of plastic trash bags bloated and
splitting at the seams, that surrounded it at the base, were a couple
of stray dogs engaged in the act. Something the boy had been exposed
to enough times in the past, so that in and of itself held no real
interest, only these two were stuck together in such a way that he
had never witnessed until now. Ass-to-ass, literally. On all fours,
heads at opposite ends. Evidently wanting to separate, untangle, and
not able to do so. The male would pull one way for a while, dragging
the other with him, then the female mutt would pull, or try to, in
her direction, forcing the other dog to back up, neither getting
anywhere. Mexican standoff? He couldn’t say. This was East LA. What
was going on?

 



It was only moments
earlier that they had been in front of the building, fucking, to be
sure, but doing it the way they were supposed to: the male, forepaws
atop the other’s hind end, while he pumped away from behind. The
boy’s mother, with whom the boy had walked up, having been
thoroughly disgusted by the sight, had tossed one of her pumps at
them. The dogs hadn’t bothered to separate—or maybe even then had
not been able to, instead had traveled the short distance to the left
of the tenement, where the driveway and entrance to the lot in back
was. And here they were, still at it, only stuck in this crazy way.

 



What was it J.J., his
dogcatcher step-daddy had said to him about it that time? Couldn’t
recall the exact words.

“Ever see ‘em
stuck, boy, it’s ‘cause the bitch has got her snapper locked on
the male’s prick and he ain’t gettin’ out until he shoots his
load in her. Then the head of his prick, fat like a light bulb, goes
down. Only then can the male take his dick back. Now, them horny
young studs don’t get it, and it’s fun to watch ‘em panic an’
struggle to pull out. Ain’t happenin’. What a man—what knows
dogs—does then is to calm the asshole down. Only thing that works.
Calm the motherfucker down.”

Cecil wondered if
that’s what was going on, if only in a casual way. Because the
mongrels, the junkyard, and the heaps hardly mattered beyond what
went on in them at night, as well as during the day: local
prostitutes, some who lived in the building, sneaking about with
their johns, junkies in a crazy frenzy to slam a needle, bums seeking
out vehicles with missing seats to take a dump in.

He’d taken more than
one girl to one of the forgotten sedans himself, gotten them to pull
their panties down and show him what they had.

 



None of that rated this
mid-morning. No. What mattered and preoccupied his thoughts were the
spiders and fat flies he enjoyed burning to a crisp on his side of
the window. He watched the flies throw themselves mindlessly against
the pane, while spiders waited patiently, hidden away in various
corners of the window frame, to snag a meal.
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Tween stood at the
window, book of matches in hand, doing the thing that sent the
familiar sensation through him. Setting things on fire, living or
not, did it for him. Even though it was beyond his comprehension how
or why the mere sight of fire and destroying things in this fashion
had the effect that it did on him, did not stop him from yearning for
more of the same.

 



Drawing his attention
above his head, in a web in the upper right corner of the frame, a
newly trapped fly struggled to untangle itself, to no avail. Spiders
knew the game better than anyone. The web was sinewy, tough, and this
spider’s latest victim was not going anywhere. As expected, the
spider emerged soon enough from within its lair. Moved toward the
prey. With bated breath, the kid waited until the predator was
practically upon the doomed insect before striking the match,
reaching up, and roasting both.

 



There were other flies
he pounced on, clutched in his fist, and dealt with. Large, shiny
green flies, who made the loud buzzing/grating noise that added to
the thrill, he caught and relieved them of their wings. They were
incredibly easy to grab: dumb flies who kept throwing themselves
against the grime-streaked pane as if expecting to be able to drill
through the glass somehow and join up with thousands of their ilk at
the dumpster below and anywhere else throughout the lot.

The boy snatched them
up, yanked the wings off, and watched with something like inner
satisfaction as they kicked out with their spindly legs on their
backs, on the sill, kicking out frantically, that enhanced the
experience for him. There was no denying it, no explaining it, the
combo: fire and subsequent death, not only heightened the senses all
around, but clearly left him in a state of arousal, just as there was
no denying he felt responsible for what was taking place up there on
the mezzanine at the top of the staircase.
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There were four
apartments up there. Four doors. Having been sloppily painted
different shades of brown to mask the graffiti. The door on the left
was to the apartment the kid’s family lived, door on the far right
was to a unit a prostitute named Coco Garcia rented. Two doors in the
middle, against the far wall, belonging to families on food stamps
and welfare, stayed closed.

 



It was here that the
door on the far right opened again, and Coco Garcia, the gap-toothed,
obese Latina prostitute stuck her head out. Whore was 40, looked
older easy. This was the same streetwalker who had introduced his
mother to some of her tricks for a cut of the cash.

“They’re at it
again, huh kid?” said Coco. “I wouldn’t take that shit off no
man. Let’s hope she beats the snot out of his fag ass this time.”

The boy said nothing.
Looked up. Could see the prostitute through the waist-high iron
railing. She was in her usual black bra and underwear. Too tight for
her. Both: bra and underwear, moth-eaten. Breasts were pale mounds of
flesh. Mascara and rouge made her a repulsive sight. Left him sick to
look at her swollen face and fat arms with the weird tats, and he
turned away to mind his spiders and flies.

He was down to his
remaining match and this bothered him. Heard the prostitute curse
under her breath, withdraw, and shut her door.

“Lemme get this
straight, bitch,” shouted his stepfather, “you stayed out
all night and a good part of the morning and all you got to show for
it is a handful of coins? Why, you ain’t even good at whorin’! To
call you a whore would be an insult to all the hard-working whores
out there! Hear what I’m saying, bitch? You ain’t even good at
sellin’ your cooter! You don’t rate!”

“It’s the boy’s
birthday, Joe. I wanted to do something for the boy this once.”

“You ain’t even got
enough coins left here for a bottle of rotgut —”

“He needed shoes,
Joe. It’s his birthday.”

“How many times I
gotta hear about the bastard’s birthday, goddamn you! Ain’t
enough here for a taste, and you got nerve to spend on shoes and
birthday cakes and ice cream!”

“Can’t you do
without for a while? We’ll get some money later —”

“Why should I have
to do without, bitch? Why should I have to suffer? Didn’t I tell
you to abort the bastard? Didn’t I?”

“There was no money
for it, asshole! You drank everything I brought in—like
you’re doing now!”

“You’re blaming me?
It’s my fault?”

“You’re fault? YES!
I had to do something to make it up to the kid—after what you been
doing to him!”

“After I what?”

“Boy was cryin’,
redneck motherfucker! Had to make it up to him!”

“By buyin’ him new
shoes?”

“Used shoes!
Second-hand!”

“Was the ice cream
second-hand?”

“Deserve to have your
throat sliced, faggot, for what you done! Under the blanket!
Last time. I was no more than four feet from you both, at the other
end of the sofa!”

“You know I blacked
out! Got no idea the fuck you’re implyin’ here, evil witch! This
is nothin’ more than some made-up bullshit to excuse pissin’ away
our meager resources!”

“Shut your mouth,
pedo, or do I gotta shut it for you? That what you want? See
me drive a blade into that skinny hillbilly neck next time you pass
out, racist cracker?”

“Who you callin’
pedo, nigger whore?”

“I’m Creole!”

“You claim! Ain’t
nothin’ more than a common, high yella street whore!”

“Creole! Is
what I am! Creole!”

“Ain’t answered my
question: Who you calling ‘short eyes’?”

“If the shoe fits!”

“How about I shove
these Gene Autry kicks I got on my feet right up your nasty
shitter that’s as wide and stanky as the Third Street Tunnel?”

“How you got them
scars in the pen, ain’t it? Tryin’ to turnout cons was straight!
Pedophile asshole!”

“Scars is from knife
fights! Fightin’ off fags to keep ‘em from takin’ my backside
in the shower whenever I dropped my soap! You know all this!”

“White trash!
Short eyes!”

“I ain’t never
touched that little turd, not to my knowledge!”

“You blacked out?”

“What I said! You
heard! Ain’t got to pretend you didn’t!”

“What you always
say!”

“Why didn’t you
open your mouth if you knew it was goin’ on?”

“I couldn’t! You
know I couldn’t! Chiva knocked me out. Could hardly see what
was playin’ on the tee-vee!”

“But you wasn’t so
out that you could make up tales just to irritate me! Spread lies
about people it gets ‘em shanked, dumb whore! How many times
I gotta remind you about rumors?”

“Not people! You!
Molester!”

“After all I done for
the little bastard? Saved you from that greasy sidewalk pizza vendor
on Hollywood Blvd your stupid ass got knocked up by? Got a short
memory, tramp. Greasy Guinea was sellin’ your low-grade ass on
the side to his customers to cover his overhead.”

“What I remember
is that I was better off, Alabama alkie!”

“So she claims,”
said her hubs. “Got real nerve to accuse me of shit I ain’t
guilty of, leastways that I was aware of at the time.”

“From now on, better
sleep with your eyes open, Ozark stump jumper! I got time an’
patience! Drive a hot blade in that cold
scrawny neck when you least expect it!”

“I’m right tired
of your threats and disrespect, is what, jizz -guzzling gutter
tramp!”

There was a loud slap.
The woman screamed. Thudding followed. Someone got slammed against a
sideboard. More screaming and yelling superseded the tumult. Angry
dogs barked inside the apartment.
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Cecil Omar Biggs
stood at the landing between the floors, struck the last match and
fried a black widow spider with it. Through with that, he was
back on the green flies: easy to catch, while they kept at the filthy
windowpane, buzzing. He’d sever their wings and place them on the
window sill. Got a real kick from watching them kick their legs this
way.

He had an unusually
large one now. Desperate to burn it. Went through his pockets in
search of matches. Dug up a book. No matches left in it. Kept
searching. Found another. A single match left. Struck it. Lowered the
flame toward the frantic fly. Fat fucker. On its back. Stupid
legs frantically kicking at the air that accomplished nothing. He
wanted to kill them all. Like rats and cockroaches, flies ate shit
and vomit and he hated them. Flies were maggots and nothing gave him
more pleasure than putting them out of their misery.

Got him but good. Last
match. That was it. Gone. All. What would he do? Keep catching them
and tear their wings off? He’d have to find some more matches
somewhere soon. While happening to look up toward the top of the
windowpane at a couple of flies banging their heads against the
glass, his eyes wandered toward the ceiling, up there in both
corners: large cobwebs, too. Couldn’t reach those. He wished that
he could. There were also plenty of dead moths along the window sill
that he felt like frying . . . only he needed matches for that.

 



Landing was littered:
beer cans and soda bottles, cigarette butts and empty cartons;
bologna packaging and candy bar wrappers; used condoms and Tampons.
He shoved his worn sneaker around in there, in search of a possible
match, a cheap lighter . . . and found nothing but scampering roaches
and a scrambling mouse. He cursed. Needed fire. The yelling and
fighting in the apartment kept on: more cheap jack furniture being
destroyed. His stepfather’s dogs underscored the chaos with their
incessant snarling and general noise. Then he heard John Joseph
release a blood-curdling howl.

The apartment door
opened like a cannon shot, and his mother, smeared mascara mixed-in
with tears streaming down from swollen shiners, scrambled down the
flight of stairs toward him like a mad woman. She surely was. Crazy.
Harried. He loved and was repulsed by her.

 



There was panic and
terror in those wide-eyed peepers, even—incredibly enough—genuine
glee. He noticed, too, couple of her front teeth were chipped
or missing this time. Couldn’t tell exactly. There was blood in and
around her mouth. Besides, Ma was moving too fast. No different from
the way she had of fleeing from a trick (she’d ripped off).

She descended the
stairs in her usual manic way, with John Joseph, drunk and
slobbering, nose and face bloody, in his soiled OD green army boxers
and worn, mis-matched white socks, staggering in the doorway, the
birthday cake haphazardly balanced on the palm of his left hand,
while he held on to the doorjamb with the other to steady his aim.

He cursed and hurled
the birthday cake that she’d only bought moments earlier. J.J. sent
the cake flying through the air as she neared the landing where the
boy stood. The youngster pivoted in time. The cake grazed the top of
her head, and a good deal of it deflected and spattered the back of
the boy’s neck.

“Half a whore!”

“Up yours,
chickenhawk!” rejoined the boy’s mother, and continued on
down the next flight to make her way toward the lobby below.

“I’ll kill you,
bitch! Kill you both!”

John Joseph ducked back
inside, to reappear seconds later with the box the boy’s footwear
was in, reached in and pitched one of the shoes at the kid. The shoe
bounced off the top of the boy’s head and plowed through the
windowpane. The blow had smacked the youngster with such force that
it spun him around and left him wide open and defenseless for the
second shoe that followed and nailed him between the eyes. The blow
sent the kid reeling into the corner on the right. The boy buried his
face in his hands, not to cry, but to deal with the throbbing pain
the only way that he knew how.
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John Joseph Biggs
staggered back into the unit, slammed the door shut, and could still
be heard cursing and carrying on at the top of his lungs.

“That’s right: kill
you both, so help me! Cake and ice cream, when I ain’t even got
enough to wet my beak! Good-for-nothing, two-bit half-a-whore! Cake
and ice cream! No ass-wipe in the crapper, but there she is
throwing good money away on the little bastard! Out of dog food, out
of ass-wipe, nothin’ left to drink—and the bitch throws money
away with both hands! What I get for marryin’ a madwoman! My
own damn fault, right there. Could’ve married up! No, not me!
Had to marry down! Insane over-the-hill heifer! Probably got Mad
Cow. Wouldn’t surprise me none.”

 



The boy was squatting
in the corner of the landing and wiping his bloody nose with the back
of his sleeve. There was no stifling the tears by now. He heard the
door to their apartment open again. Looked up to see Juicer Joe
leaning against the door jamb and pointing a shaky finger at him.

“What was you
doin’? Playin’ with matches, boy? How many times I gotta tell you
not to play with fire? Wasn’t enough you burned our home down an’
forced us to have to move to a rat nest like this what we can’t
even afford.”

“I wasn’t playing
with matches.”

“Like hell you
wasn’t,” said his stepfather, barely able to hold on to the
jamb. Vomit and blood dribbled down his chin. He had one of his
barking large mutts with him on a leather belt that he had a
difficult time holding on to.

“What you sittin’
there for like a punk asshole? Bring that useless, over-the-hill twat
back here before she goes out and kills herself! You heard what I
said, Pissy? Go get your mother! What chu you waitin’ for?”

“What can I do?”
said the kid, rising to his feet. “She never listens to me. . . .”

The father swiped at
his chin with his hand, limped back inside, to reappear a short while
later with a beer bottle. Noticed that a swallow of brew remained. He
drained it, and the bottle was hurled at the boy, who saw it coming
and turned in time. The bottle caught him across the lower back and
knocked him off his feet. The kid was doubled up on the floor,
wincing in pain.

“You heard what I
said, Cecil Omar? Quit your fakin’ and bring that confused
tramp in here before she dives under a bus. Wouldn’t break my heart
none. Trouble is, ain’t got insurance on her. Could never scrape
enough to take out a policy on the wretched slut! Understand what
I’m sayin’, boy?”

Cecil looked up. Could
not move from the pain and remained lying on the littered floor of
the landing.

“And don’t you dare
so much as think about runnin’ off to that molester’s place,
neither, boy! I catch you again at Turdbull’s, I’ll not only
waste his sorry ass, but I will slaughter that pet hog of his and be
happy to do it! I will! Can count on it, boy! Chop him up into
pork chops to sell to the Guatemalan meat market down the street! Ya
hear? Ya hear what I’m sayin’, Pissy? I catch you at that
pedophile’s again, little motherfucker, you won’t hardly like
what I do!”

The boy, bothered by
the ugly and untrue things that were being said about the only kind
friend he’d had in the world, didn’t dare respond, didn’t dare
utter a word. But then it happened. Couldn’t stop himself.

“I would if I could!
Only he’s dead! And you killed him!”

“What was that?”

“You killed him.
Set his house on fire. You know you did!”

“You’re a damned
liar, Pissy!”

“Killed his pet pig.
Had you a party in the backyard of the house where we stayed. Fed
pork chops to your friends. You made me eat a pork chop before I knew
it was Parfrey, then laughed. You laughed, alkie! You was glad it was
Mr. Turnbull’s pet Parfrey. You was so happy you and them assholes
couldn’t stop laughing about it! Only you don’t remember, ‘cause
you was too drunk! Ask Ma! Go ask Ma! Alabama alkie.”

“Who you callin’
alkie, shitbird?” shouted his stepfather. “Best shut your
lyin’ ass, boy. Yer just like her. Ain’t nothin’ but a
worthless bag of pig waste! Hear what I’m sayin’? Before I give
ya another dent in that lop-sided skull to match the one you got!
How’s that, boy? Want a second dent? Cave your temple in to
go with what I give ya when you was still inside your whore mamma’s
belly?”

“He was an old man
and he was my friend. Mr. Turnbull and Parfrey was my only friends!
You stole his money and beat an old man who could hardly walk, J.J.!
You did! And you burned him down so no one would get it was
you done it! You and them redneck billies and beaners you drink with.
It was you!”

“Now I know for sure
you set our home on fire, pyro bastard! Merely guessed at it
before! Testin’ you out. Ain’t guessin’ nothin’ no more, am
I? To get back at me! Scurvy little prick! I’ll cripple
you and that Creole tramp now for sure! Guarantee it! Got
my word, Pissy! Free myself! Cripple you both! Be
worth gettin’ sent to the chair fer! Sure would! Give myself
the best gift of all: Liberty! Soar like a bird! Wild and free
raven! ‘Stead of bein’ stuck with good-for-nothin’
sanity-suckin’ vermin like the two a ya!”

The door at the other
end of the mezzanine opened and the same tired, wasted street whore
who lived there stuck her head out.

“Fuck you want,
VD-slingin’ slut?” said J.J.

The woman’s
pink-rimmed eyes were about half open, not that it mattered, because
the appallingly bad bleach job that was her hair practically hung
over them. She had a black negligee over the bra and underwear this
time. Just as worn and moth-eaten as what she wore underneath.

“Spare a drink, J.J?”

“Get your nasty culo
back in that stanky sty you crawled out of. This is family
business.”

“Make no mistake: Got
my bloodshot eyes watching every step your creepy ass makes,
maricón. Goes for the rest of us in this building. Karma gonna
come knockin’ on your door one of these days, psycho. Bet on
it.”

“Who you callin’
‘maricón,’ you tub of shit?”

John Joseph yelled at
the dog to go after her. The woman withdrew quickly enough, and
slammed her door shut in time.
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J.J.’s glare was
back on the boy. Yanked on the makeshift leash, pulling the dog
back, who would not stop barking and tugging on the belt. This was
one manic animal. Out for blood. Anyone’s blood.

“Get up, you
little turd! I end up gettin’ sent back to Q I’ll know it was you
ratted me out! Suspected you’d be no good. Felt for sure you’d
turn out like this before you was even excreted while still
inside that dirty street whore’s belly! Sure did! In
the womb. Was right, too, wasn’t I? Are you gettin’ up?
Best get up. I’ll turn this beast on you, so help me!”

The canine tugged too
hard, causing the drunk to trip on his feet and stagger against the
door jamb, driving his face into it, exacerbating the nose injury. He
cursed. Wiped blood with the back of his hand. The man gave the dog a
few whacks on the head with the end of the belt, then pointed at the
youngster.

“Get him, Mojo!
Get the little snivel snot down there! Get him!”

The dog charged,
pulling the drunk to the stairs. Caused him to miss a step, and down
he went, falling on his backside and was dragged the rest of the way
down to the landing, cursing both: child and dog. The boy, having wet
himself by now, grabbed the shoe and managed to scramble out of the
way in time, crying for help, pleading.

“Daddy, don’t!
Please, Daddy Biggs! Please, Daddy, don’t! I’m sorry, Daddy! I’ll
get her! Daddy! Daddy!”

John Joseph Biggs rose
to his knees, hissing, in a rage.

“Who you callin’
‘Daddy,’ Pissy? After what you just said to me? After you
done disrespected me with your lies? Daddy? After them
foul insults you dared insult me with? If I told you once I musta
told you a hunnerd times: I ain’t your Daddy,
boy! Just ‘cause I married that whore mama of yourn that don’t
make me your Daddy! I ain’t nobody’s Daddy! Whore was in
need of coachin’. Somebody with know-how to guide her along, show
her what’s what: find her chorizo and huevos to lick
and blow; keep track of the cash. Nothing more to it! So don’t
you dare insult my intelligence by implying I was the one knocked up
that dumb bitch! You hear? Hear me, worthless motherfucker!”

He probed for something
to pick up out of the pile of litter to throw at the kid. Settled for
a nondescript bottle. Flung it. Found an empty whiskey fifth. Threw
that down the flight of stairs at the fleeing boy. Missed. The bottle
hit the wall. John Joseph could be heard shouting over the breaking
glass.

“Don’t you never,
ever call me ‘Daddy,’! Didn’t ask to be
nobody’s Daddy! Not me! You address me as Mr.
Biggs when you speak to me! Not ‘Daddy.’ Never Daddy.
Only hitched my wagon to the sick heifer on account I musta
been outta my fuckin’ mind at the time!”

He felt like chasing
after the kid. Was in no condition. Dog didn’t get it. Kept
tugging, and forced the man down to his knees once more.

 



John Joseph rose,
kicked the animal, then began whacking away at it with the belt.
Yanked hard on the makeshift leash, and made it back up the stairs to
the apartment door. Went in. Slammed it shut.
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Cecil Biggs held
on to the handrail as he descended the stairs with measured steps and
could easily pick up on the commotion his mother was the cause of in
front of the tenement. And the slobbering dog catcher who had
married his mother before he was born and given him his name had
yelled at him to bring her back. He had cursed at him, pitched shoes
and bottles at him, and demanded that he go out there and fetch her.
Threatened to turn his dogs loose on him if he didn’t.

Only how was he
supposed to do it? How was he supposed to get her to stop carrying on
and come back inside? This was never easy, never even made sense. The
only way anyone was ever able to control her when she got this bad
was to surprise her from behind and force a straitjacket on her. And
since he didn’t have a straitjacket, nor was old enough or strong
enough to get her into one (even if he’d had one with him), what
was the purpose? Why bother with it?

But he did as told,
tears streaming down his dirty face, tears brought on by fear of what
she might do to herself this time, tears brought on by fear of what
John Joseph would do to him later if he failed.

He was hurting in
different places. Made walking a task. Cecil proceeded down the last
flight of stairs to the lobby. What’s the use? It won’t work.
Never did. He was stuck. Nowhere else to go. No one to turn to. If he
ran away, where would he go? End up where? Rollers would catch him
and bring him back and make it worse for him, like before. The
straitjacket seemed to be the only answer, not that he wished
the assholes in their white coats would appear and do that to his
mother again as they had in the past. Ma had never liked being taken
away this way, not that anyone could blame her. She usually screamed
and kicked and did her best to resist and fight back. Last thing he
wanted to see happen again.

He paused there,
leaning against the mailboxes covered in graffiti, the pain in his
head and back forcing him to take a breather. He didn’t have to
bother with what they’d written about him and his family. Knew it
from memory. You see something enough times it sticks with you. He
wished he could have blocked it out, only there it all was:

 



WHATS
FRUITY ALL OVER & got NUTS In-side? J J Biggs with A MOUTHFUL OF
TESTICCLES pissy-the-sissy drips urine in his PANTIES J.J.
pimps his WIFE COCO GARCIA IS A HORE & Got Penis Breath PISSY
IS A PUSSY CHARLETT BIGG IS A DIRTY STANKY HOAR J.J. IS HER
PIMP JOHN JOSEF BIGG is a Di-generate wife beat(HER) BLOw JOBS
R US/see CHARLOTTe BuGGS, plus JJ BIGS IS A turd & Dirty Dog
Napper - QUEER 4 SURE

 



There was something
about Cecil’s misshapen head. Kids never stopped teasing him about
it. Their favorite label for him, other than “Pissy,” was
“Football Head.”

 



Sissy
the Pissy FeLL OUT of bed and PUT a DENT in his HEAD / I’d rather
be DEAD than be like “FOOTBALL HEAD”!!

 



Never mind that it had
nothing to do with any kind of accidental fall from a bed that caused
it. J.J. battering his pregnant mother before she gave birth to him
was the reason behind it, and the hick had picked up where he’d
left off post birth to spite her for not having listened to him and
aborted him. The oval-shaped indentation above the right brow, very
near—but not quite as high as the hairline—was the result of
those assaults.

 



There was more
graffiti. Words ran together after a while, blurred. The way he
preferred it. Had trained himself over time for it to happen this
way. He wiped his eyes, but the pain would not let up. He winced,
clenched his teeth. Looked up. Moved to the center of the lobby.
Continued looking up between the banisters to see John Joseph glaring
down at him from above with a gun held loosely in his hand that he
clumsily aimed down at him.

“Should bury you
both . . . is what I should do.”

The boy heard him
retch, and stepped back in time to avoid being rained on by the bile.
He crossed toward the entrance.

“What am I supposed
to do? He’ll shoot me if I don’t do what he says.”

He might. J.J.’s
threatened to lots of times before. Pointed a gun in his face and
pulled the trigger . . . only the gun never had bullets in it. This
time could be different. Could be he means it this time.

How do I talk her into
coming back inside? How do I bring her back to the apartment before
the men in the white coats show? She wouldn’t pay any attention to
me. His mother always liked to laugh hysterically when she got like
this. Was either laughing or cursing out everybody, sometimes both:
laughing and cursing at the same time, and it embarrassed him,
always.

He realized he had wet
his pants and that was something else he couldn’t do anything
about.
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Cecil walked
outside, stepped into the blinding East LA sun. He could see his
mother a short distance away, on his right, standing on the sidewalk
of this busy boulevard, bending over for everyone to see whatever it
was they wanted to see.

She seemed to be saying
that all those people in passing cars could kiss her big naked butt
as far as she was concerned. She then rose and shook her large
breasts at them, thrust her chest out that way and shook it all very
well for them. Cecil’s face remained flushed as he shook his head,
wanting to talk to her, wishing to communicate with his mother.
Wished to tell her to stop, to please stop and come back inside.

On the verge of tears
all over again, he stood and watched and found it unbearable.

“Ma. Please, Ma.
Ma. . . .”

She turned to look at
him. At least he’d managed to make her do this much. She paused
with the wild gestures and walked toward him.

“Where’s the
other?”

“What, Ma?”

“Shoe!”

“I don’t know, Ma.”

“Where is it,
bastard boy?”

“Take me with!
Please, Ma!”

“Find it! Find
the other shoe!”

“No! I can’t!”

“You can and you
will!”

“Take me away from
the Alabama alkie! Please get me away!”

She yanked the shoe
from him and slammed him across the face: one way, then the other,
then pitched it at him as he dropped to the ground. He rose, picked
up the shoe, and scrambled out of there. The boy hurried in the
direction of the junkyard-cum rear parking lot of the tenement slum.

By the time he returned
with the heretofore missing shoe, Charlotte Yvonne Biggs was in the
street, standing in place next to a parked car, facing traffic. She
looked down with a grin on as a heavy stream of urine poured out of
her. Once finished, the expression on her face was clearly one of
great satisfaction and she resumed with the shouting and laughing,
cursing and weaving, then moving a bit east of there toward where the
cop car was double-parked.

She looked both ways,
then directed her sight at the cop directing traffic a third of a
block to the right of there at the intersection. She saw him glance
her way more than once. Last time he did this she took the
opportunity to flip him the bird with her free hand. The cop had left
his black-and-white cruiser parked a few yards from where she was.
The boy’s mother walked toward it, and scaled the hood of the
police vehicle.

“No!” her
boy cried out. “No, Ma! No!”

“World’s been
shitting on me since day one!” said his mother to no one.
“Here’s where Charlotte Yvonne stops taking it!”

She looked back at the
cop long enough to make certain that he was aware of what she was
about to do, and squatted.

“What chu up to,
Charlotte?” asked a drunk Latino male passing by, and chuckled.

“What’s it look
like, Jesus?” said Charlotte.

“I’d do it myself,”
said the man. “Except that pissed piggy maricon is comin’
this way with his billy club, baby.”

“Ask me if I give a
shit.”

“You just did.”

“Hey!” yelled the
cop. “HEY!”

This did not dissuade
her in the least. When she finished, she climbed down on the side
where the boy stood clutching the shoes.

“Take me with,” he
pleaded. “Ma. Take me with.”

“Hell is where I’m
headed, little bastard! That where you want me to take you? Hell?”

“Hell is bein’
with J.J.!”

“Gimme that!”

“What, Ma?”

“I said: Gimme the
shoes!”

“No!”

“Wanna toss ‘em
far as the eye can see!”

“NO!”

She yanked the shoes
from him, then began slamming him across the face with either shoe:
right across the right side of his face, the left across the left
side, drawing blood.

“You was caused it
all! You wuz the one, ugly bastard! Can’t stand the sight of you!”

“No, Ma! Please!”

The cop ran up, billy
raised. Yelled for her to stop.

“Now, lady! Cease
and desist!”

“Fuck you, piggy!”

“I insist!”

“I insist you eat
the pile of shit I left on the hood of your pig mobile, cocksucker!”

He whacked her across
the buttocks, hard. She spun, howling. Pitched the one shoe at him,
then the other, both missing their mark as the cop managed to duck in
time. She cursed some more, then laughed, and darted out into the
busy thoroughfare.

“MA!”

Woman was in a world of
her own at this point. People in cars did their best to avoid
slamming into her without crashing into other cars, parked or moving.

 



Ma, don’t!
Cecil felt like yelling out again. When he opened his mouth to call
out to her, warn her that she could get run over, traffic noise
cancelled him out: bus and truck horns and even a jackhammer going
strong a few houses to the right of there with plenty of dust
billowing. Heavy smog and diesel exhaust fumes made it difficult to
see what was going on exactly at the end of the block with the DWP
street crew where his mother seemed to be headed, dodging and weaving
between moving cars, trucks and vans.

 



A battered pickup
pulling a wrought iron trailer loaded with branches, tree stumps and
tools of the landscaping trade appeared from the left, in the lane
nearest the sidewalk, made every effort to go around her, to swerve
and prevent the inevitable. There was no way this time, as traffic in
the lane to the left of it prevented it. The boy screamed with all
that he had in him, yelled to his mother to look out for the truck,
to get out of the way and not to go on with what she was about to.
And he knew that it would do little good. Sensed this would be it,
the one time finally that she would succeed. It had been her wish for
so long. He’d witnessed her failed suicide attempts in the past,
too many to count. This time, this day she would follow through all
the way. Do it for sure.

 



The pickup slammed on
its brakes, skidded to a stop inches from slamming into her. She ran
past, into the lane over and was struck by a deep purple lowrider
hearse with a grinning Grim Reaper skull on its side in the lane to
the left of the truck that sent her flying into the air. When she
dropped back down soon enough it was to land on the windshield,
practically destroying it and causing the lowrider driver to slam on
his brakes seconds later, forcing it to skid left, into the
intersection and oncoming traffic.

Ma was jettisoned in
the opposite direction, away from it, and landed a few feet in front
of the street crew, and subsequently plowed into and knocked down
barricades like pins in a bowling alley. She continued on, tumbling
and spinning toward the helmeted jackhammer operator drilling the
pavement a few feet from there, and Charlotte was swallowed up by a
cloud of dust and diesel exhaust.

 



This was what the boy
initially saw from where he stood in the street, distraught and
screaming at the top of his lungs. He ran in the direction along
parked cars soon enough, entirely beside himself. Couldn’t see
where she was or what was taking place. Ma couldn’t be dead. Didn’t
matter that she had been trying to kill herself all along. Charlotte
hadn’t been right. “Crazy,” they said. Men who used her. Paid
her to do ‘em. Neighbors were always saying she was not right in
the head. The boy hoped his mother was not dead.
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Images of the
event, especially during recurring nightmares that continued to
plague him more than thirty years later, were far from crystal clear.
The jackhammer operator had a way of remaining obscured by a
combo-fog of dust caused by the jackhammer and rising steam from
damaged and cracked radiators.

Cecil Omar Biggs
remembered the intermittent/far from clear glimpses of the operator’s
goggles, the hard hat, sleeveless khaki shirt, mud-caked Levi’s and
construction boots—and his mother’s blood spattering, covering
the workman as the bit continued to bore into her and tear her apart.
And in these flashbacks, Cecil Omar Biggs saw himself as a young boy
running down the street toward where it was happening, then pausing
there in the mound of dirt outside the ditch in the pavement and
frantically screaming his lungs out, trying to stop it, howling so
hard that his guts ached, not that it did anything to stop it.
Because the bit continued its dirty work, down across his mother’s
upper body, tearing it open and drawing that bloody mess out, that
whole sickening, tangled mess of lungs/heart/belly parts and
intestines.

 



Not that he understood
it or even had a clue why it was happening, but he could’ve sworn
he saw the man shout over the ruckus, words that amounted to: “Bust
up my marriage, will you? Ruin my life, will you?”

Cecil had no real idea
what it meant, what the jackhammer operator was in a rage about, all
he wanted was for him to stop doing what he was doing to his Mama,
just stop it, not that Cecil’s tears and wailing phased the ditch
digger any. On the contrary, he appeared to be enjoying himself:
determined as well as demented, his jaw and face, and then rest of
his head seemed to undergo a type of surreal/fluid-like
transformation to that of an eyeless/skinless human skull from which
blood poured from both eye sockets, nose cavity and jaw, while he
continued to drill with maniacal fervor. The skull without skin, the
grinning big white teeth, that was something like the evil skull on
the lowrider purple hearse that had been responsible for causing her
to suffer this way.

“DON’T DO IT!
PLEASE DON’T! YOU’RE HURTING MY MOM!”

“Your Mother?”
the psycho with the death-skull said through clenched teeth and a
mouth without lips, while looking up momentarily.

“This whore? She’s
a whore. GET IT? WHORE!” He was back focusing on the
very mayhem he was the cause of. “Why’d you have to
tell my wife? Why? Why wreck a marriage over a twenty dollar BJ?”

The ditch-digger
resumed boring through the body at his feet, all the while his fly
swelling and his rigid groin bursting forth, literally tearing
through the zipper. The thing had a head on it the size of a doorknob
from which blood spurted, then flowed as if from a garden hose and
rained down on the spattered, mutilated body of Cecil’s mother,
finishing her off. It was then the crimson that flowed from the man’s
penis turned to sparks, fire; fire shot out from his member and
engulfed what used to be Charlotte Yvonne Biggs.

 



Cecil’s screaming had
gone on for quite some time afterwards, the son unwilling to give his
mother up, unwilling to accept what he saw happen to her with his own
eyes. He stood there sobbing, until absolutely spent, and collapsed
in the pile of dirt at the overturned MEN WORKING sign and
barricades.

Initially unaware that
the spattered workman, his member back inside his mud and
grease-stained trousers and no longer visible or a threat, had
dropped the J-hammer and picked up a sledge. Advanced with it toward
him. Cecil realized what was about to happen to him quickly enough
and rose to his feet. Taking several, awkward/backward steps away
from the mound, he backed into John Joseph, his stepfather, standing
there in his worn army jacket that had no stripes because the
chickenhawk molester had been given the boot years before for doing
things to recruits in his barracks in the middle of the night while
they slept soundly in their bunks. Heard his mother bring it up
enough times during their fights. “Chickenhawk!” is what
she had called him. “Redneck Molester! Short
Eyes!”

 



J.J. had the fatigue
jacket on, no trousers. Was still in those green army boxers with
beer and blood stains and mismatched socks. Had his large, knobby
hands clamped down hard on his shoulders. Held him in place.
Prevented him from running off, going anywhere. Wouldn’t let him
go, no matter how desperately Cecil struggled to free himself.

That’s when the
workman, no longer bearing the death’s head skull, had returned to
normal, whatever “normal” was—and began swinging the sledge in
the boy’s direction. It was here that Cecil O. Biggs, adult
version, became aware that he was trapped in a not-so-unfamiliar
nasty flashback and that it was spiraling out of control, taking him
places he did not wish to be taken. Enough was enough.

 



He did his best to yell
out, beg for help, freaking at all of it: what had been done to his
mother, the sledge coming at him; being held down by J.J. He screamed
to be spared, given a hand, rescued from the ugliness of everything.
Had his mouth wide open, not unlike that painting by Edvard Munch.
Exactly. The Scream. Only—just as in the painting—not a
sound emerged, no matter how desperately he needed to be heard.
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He’d battled it
for ages. Going on for the past thirty years. Nightmares and
flashbacks. That refused to go away and would not stop reminding him
at the way his mother, the unhappy broad, had cashed-in her chips.
The only possible respite he could hope to look forward to, from the
onslaught that the unpleasant dream had deteriorated into, was to
yank himself out of it through sheer will and determination. Always
far easier said than done, no matter how often in the past he managed
it.

 



Nightmare was clinging
and would not let him be. Have to fight it, Cecil. Resist. With
everything that you have in you. Refuse to go any further on this
Hell-Bound Express. Battle was on. As a result of the effort, he was
in and out of it presently, the struggle yielding dividends, yet
unable to free himself entirely (in one swift, clean break, which was
always the desired objective), even though, way off in the distance,
there was what vaguely, faintly sounded like the ringing of a
telephone.

 



Fuck this shit!
Had enough! I want out! I NEED OUT! NOW! Do it. Pull
yourself away from it. Eventually, gradually, the ringing
sound could not be mistaken for anything other than a phone, his
phone. In his bedroom. Telephone bleating. That’s when
the adult version of Cecil Omar Biggs broke through at last. Wrenched
himself—if not wide-awake—at least awake.
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Sat up. In a
cold sweat. Back stiff due to the Kevlar vest he rarely slept
without. Didn’t have to squeeze his groin to know he was hard down
there. These nightmares, as bothersome as they were, as heavy as
their toll was on his psyche, seldom failed to give him a hard-on.
Still, it was some price to pay.

 



Biggs was in his early
40s these days and just as mentally discombobulated as ever. The
indentation above the right brow was far more pronounced and
resembled a misshapen oval that overlapped into and was part of his
hairline. The dark eyes, his mother’s eyes, pain-wracked and
welling.

He dabbed at his face
with a corner of the bed sheet that reeked of something he not only
was used to, but found undeniable comfort in: BO. His own. Body odor
was acceptable, so long as it was not someone else’s.

He wiped his neck and
armpits. Something like a roach dropped out of nowhere, landed on his
chin and ran up toward a corner of his mouth. He slapped at it on
instinct, killing it, whatever it was, and just as instinctively spat
it out. Cockroaches wouldn’t let you be—like the phone, that
phone, that wouldn’t stop ringing. Seemed it would go on forever if
he didn’t pick up.

 



Did what he was able to
collect himself. Reduced the volume down a notch on the police
scanner that he preferred to leave on around the clock, just as he
liked to leave the all-talk and/or all-news radio station on while he
slept. He turned the volume down on this as well and pressed Record
on the answering machine. Lifted the receiver.

“Church.”

“You’re a bitch.”

The redneck next door:
Martin Thurman Roscoe, known to one and all as Marty, was speaking in
a deeper tone than was normal for him (in a feeble attempt to
disguise his voice). He’d had a couple of beers already, no doubt.

“What was that?”
said Biggs.

“You heard. You and
that negro Marvin. Couple of fags. Tutti and Fruity.
Coupla bitches.”

“Word is,
crevice-wipe, from ex-cons who did time on Terminal Island when you
were there and knew you well enough, you took wood up your backside
for nothing more than a taste of homemade hooch or a pack of smokes.”

“Lying peckerwood,”
said Roscoe. “Keep runnin’ your mouth, Biggs, and I’ll be over
there with my piece.”

“That pig you
attached your wide butt to is for show. Married her to get over.
Illiterate no-hoper.”

“Any idea what a
military style .45 can do to a punk’s face fired point blank,
faggot?”

“Bring it over
anytime you feel like it, Roscoe.”

“You talk tough on
the phone, nigger-lovin’ bitch.”

“You’re the one
making the obscene call, moron. I mind my own business.”

“How about I show you
the business end of this gat, asshole?”

“You threaten me,
make offensive remarks regarding
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