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Jackie Curtis 

Bio 

When I was a student in paradoxology at the 
University of Spirit Lake in Washington, my professor 
told me that my mission in life was to see through 
the veneer of ambiguity, enigma, language, mathematics, 
science and existence. To this end, I have travelled 
around the world collecting serious and 
whimsical puzzles. 
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The Star 

The Star is ideally beautiful 
The Star is pure 
The Star is profoundly good 
Beauty and spirituality combined to form 
a mythic super-personality 

Worshipped as heroes 
divinized 
The Stars are more than objects of admiration 
a religion in embryo has formed round them 

The Star is like a patron saint to whom the faithful 
dedicate themselves. 
Will there ever be words for the vicissitudes 
of the milk and suffering of the mouth? 
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The Scarlet Was Green 

Homing with hopeless he-shes and hoary hookers 
Unrealistic and idealistic 
Mindlessly masochistic 
sullen, abrupt sadistic 
the vulgar tart 
with platinum gold plated heart pinned to the sleeve 
of her sleeveless angora sweater. 
While women weep 
sobbing sullen sheep 
shepherds shameless shyness shifts shopworn 
to butcher shop shinbones 
shifted twixt 
precocious mosquitos were everywhere 
smittin' and knittin' the flesh of this couple 
like twine condemned to a bed 
in a dried up, mysterious ghost town 
erect and still a mite haunted 
they came 
they continued til finally they completed 
still heated, he untied her 
and lay, still, beside her 
well rid of her finishing school and enjoying 
the freshly picked fruits of a brand new harvest 
his hands, 
his stillness, 
his extravagant horn of plenty 
hushed like the hotel itself 



relaxed, they enjoyed silent silence 
he rolled his own 
as she learned in their silence 
a golden orbit spun 
temptation resulted from just one and one 
desire was doubled 
silently they began a duet 
the ceiling above them so disinterested 
while they right below it 
alive and unmoving 
no motive for proving they'd meet as they did 
once again 
Both the Cowboy and the Lady 
instinctively knew that they had appetites 
which condemned the night 
to its timeless clock 
to a sandless rhyme vast accommodating conveniences 
extolled by the ticking rhythms 
that had not seen the light in this town where 
a shadow counts as kinfolk 
gathered in dozens in court shadow trial 
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The Dead Are Dancing With The Dead 

The soul is the desperate hope of a man 
that he may live forever. 
A hope and a delusion. 
Doesn't the soul live on after the body? 
The soul does not exist. 
The pyramids in Egypt harbor skin and bones 
which would be more useful to the earth's fertility. 
But man yearns to be immortal, even to the extent 
of preserving his dust. 
Is immortality so cherishable? 
The desire for immortality is in the nature 
of things. 

A•stone thrown into the air yearns to fly on forever 
and struggles against the wind that hinders its speed 
against the earth which pulls it back to its bosom. 
Once the wheel turns it must complete its dizzying career 
to the end of time ••• 

The voice breaks into echoes that 
it may not vanish and become 
part of the silent air ••• 

Petals of a flower battle 
against the cold hands of winter. 

Nothtilg willingly relinquishes its 
form and condition. 
Man is like 
the stone and the wheel 
and the flower 
and the voice. 
His ingenuity and fear, however 
have created a shadow which 
lives on forever ••• 
His aoul. 
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Husband Number Six: Peter Groby 

LOVE is an astonishing thing, even in art. It can do \ 
what no amount of culture, criticism or intellect 
can do, namely, connect the most widely divergent poles, 
bring together what is oldest and what is newest. 
It transcends time by relating everything to itself 
as a center. It alone gives certainty, it alone is right, 
because it has no interest in being right. 

He had loved and in loving found himself. Yet most men 
love in order to lose themselves. 

Everything in the world can be imitated or forged, 
everything but love. Love can be neither stolen nor 
imitatedJ it lives only in the hearts that are able 
to give themselves wholly. It is the source of all art. 
To be loved is not happiness. 
Every man loves himself. 
To love: That is happiness. 

* 
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I was the writhing vehicle 
of their lust 

rendered helpless 
by the mountain delirium 
of their bodies 
locked into mine 

This then 
was the prize 
and I was thrilled at my success 
sexy and shameless, yes 
I was wandering aimlessly 
I bartered my body 

Yes, that's right 
I hustled at night 

Did my homework at home but I 
made it into the streets 
and the streets whispered "roam" 

Shame on me how could I be 
racked with sin which I could see 
darkened despair 
Was life so grand? Was it a game? 
Revel and rapture ignite the flame! 

I learned how to satisfy a king 
trapped in a nightmare of guilt 
Dame Lady Shame had built 
Gallant gamblers shout out TILT! 
The Bravo Brigade 
Blue Denim on Parade 
on parade 
on parade 
on parade 
on PARADEI 

* 
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I came all the way from Rhinestone River where 
they catch the light. 
(Pearl snaps a picture) 
watch the birdie! (Click) Gotcha! Oh pook ••• 
I told you to watch that nasty little birdie! 
He's my one and only little parakeet, I call him 
Tea Kettle because he's always got something on! 
(She blows the whistle) 
Time for teal Pearl! 
(Pearl gets cups and saucers) 
My how the time flies. 
(Gets a fly swatter to swat the flies) 
Shoo fly don't bother me ••• Pearl 
where are my mosquito nets? 
Hasten child, my blood runs ••• cold! 

* 



There Is An Aura About Them 

From across the room, even without my glasses. 
There is an AURA about them. 
It's funny too, because they're wearing 
just any old clothes. 
But they will choose their colors. 
On your left there is Stanley Perring. 
On your right, Jackie Curtis. 
There is an AURA about them. 
Who are they? 
No matter how much is indicated on the wall 
directly behind them 
there is still that aura. 
There always WAS that aura. 
They are smoking, True ••• and the dog is fighting 
with the cat. 
Stephen Arbex is asleep in the back room. 
There is a parachute on their ceiling and a shrine 
near a window that reads or rather announces GIRL 
MACHINE flanked by photos of The Virgin Mary, 
Candy Darling and Lana Turner. 
In an authentic church relic that might very well be 
real gold and once held those religiously kept flames, 
there is encased a tube of lipstick that Carroll Baker 
gave to Jackie Curtis. 
There are dead flash bulbs on the window ledge. 
They rest in peace. 
Three Penguins and a copy of Back to Godhead. 
Half a dressing gown adorns the center window. 
There is a champagne bottle (empty) on the third 
window sill which has growing on it more than 
an artifical flower, it is quite justifiably the 
number a. The number of new life. There is so much 
in this one room ( and there are other rooms with just 
as much, or little) that one feels transported to some 
other time, or other place ••• but never really quite 
forgetting exactly where you are. Each of these 



people, truly are, people ••• or are they? truly? They 
are devoured by all and all is devoured by them. It 
is simply quite awesome. One must stand back, unless 
there are those who prefer to take the proverbial 
giant step and become closer. Anything and everything 
seems to be possible ••• if you dare. But keep your 
eyes open, unless it is a kiss you want ••• 
there is an aura about them. 

* 



The Fighting Finger Waves 
or 

Those Fabulous Fan Belts From Fresno 

1975 Hollywood, California 

A white woman child. 
A semi-sleazoid summer blonde-surfer girl 
Making waves 
without the wizardry of 

I 
status quotient I 
emotionally unstable 
styptic Venus Paradise coloring pencils 
belonging to painted princess of the 
Permanent platitudinous Plus-Perfection Conglamiserate 
of Platinum Tresses SOLD to 
The Many, Many More millions of 
Mademoiselles, Madames, Miss, Mrs., Ms. 
(And as recently revealed Mr.s' as well!) So-o-ol 
The bleaching of hair has not died in just one cup 
but RUNNETH OVER 
The blood thirsty follicles, screaming 
"MI-MI-MI" 
Until beauty parlors grew into Chic Salons 
all from bleach pots that never said DYE .•. CRUDEI TABOO! 
Smelling of dry blood-pew-stinky-odors 
of odious de rigeur-mortis 
even "Cartoonical" 
Fatal fenmes fetish forming in the personages of such 
sin-touch tailors to pussy 
cat-fish-female populated galaxies in Hollywood 
(Swinuning pools, movie stars, palm trees, glamour, 

glory and hemoglobin-multi-faceted diamond 
kaJ;at-crystalline saltine 
in the appearance usually as ordered 
like a dog's grave) a.k.a. this rover crossed over ••• ) 



In jaundiced journalism - yellow snow melts: 
exposing whispers, private lives, deaths, marriages, 
divorce, the~ trappings of the "happy trails to you" 
left by Hollywood playboys, millionaires, 
box office byzantium bamboozlers, boozers, 
bimbos with boo-boos, stocks & blondes, 
Oscars Best Each year! 
The tinsel tack tree of a limelighted life 
among the ever young 
As chronicled by "LOLLY" 
That low life, gold lamay lima bean brain 
inhabiting the body of blow hard blimpies 
bringing shopping bags of blubber from the big blaring 
babies bronzed shoe horns 
A mountainous malignant mammary suffering from delusions 
of MANI/AC-NE 
the bloody blemish on many 
a movie land Lassie's famous film star face •.. LOUELLAI 
PARSONS, no man of the cloth was she •.• 
no woman of the hour or even 
a secret member of Elsa Maxwell's well hushed up circle 
of October Lesbian love fests. 
Lou-Ella. 
Two names for one woman. 
A large scale marmnal whose typewriter scored large 
legions of scarlett ribbons (none dared to call treason) 

It was a wise potato chippie of the netherworld 
night nurse nuance 
knowing nothing more than "Never say 'no' 
in the Devil's Bungalow 
Say, 'Thank you.• 11 

And so he was created ••• 
The Harlot's Habadasherer 
Heaven on Earth turned Celluloid Swampland 



Sinking the stiffish stylish shoulder pads 
of the stenciled stardom's 
fashion conscious "status quo" 
(word had it that a former Chinese laundromat on the 
strip ••• ) 
this was an ancient philosopher 
turned philanthropist turned 
all the way around into a diadem of beauteous bust darts 
and seams to charter the more catered to calves 
in the crow's nest 
of the crowned blueblooded clothes horses 
in Hollywood's House of Terror-Haute Couture 
simplified and 
equal to Cinemas cope, stereophonic stereotypical 
torpedo-tense like royal red tapestries, 
to sing out in the more acclamated acoustical 
characteristic aristocratic arts and crafty 
witches brew 
Of needle and thread and materials woven in 
the wombs of winged warbrides 
the very same ladies who begat 
the early American look in 
leathers for m'lady in accessory 
A criminal blueprint was devised: 
Those WASTE NOT WANT NOT WITCHES from the wishing well 
The Wash and Wear Dream Factories 
Wash and Wear Apparel - L.A. 

I 

The identical garb that climbed record charts 
during the celebrated Christmas made more 
merry by Dl'I."rY DOTS duets for Miss Head 
Always afoot 
and the audacious ex-real estate agent turned designer 
of coherent as well as incoherent 

costumes 
along the crisp clear 
lucid lustrous lines of those legendary ladies 

\ 



whose luminous lasticity was due largely to \ 
the eternal flame that burned bright within the lamp 
unto those famous feet of the fantasy • 
female found felicitatious for free world fact and fiction.~ 
And as any book, so as not to be judged by her cover-bound 
in cleverly semi-precious fine tooth comb encrusted four 
leaf clover cluster clinging in clandestinate neuro-surreal 
rhythmic ruffled 
feather beds of fine french lace; \ 
The beaded bodice which acquired the brute force 
of a shield of armor for battle 
The exposed ex-Earth Women 
take to the scream world's happy mediums who dress them 
like well air conditioned nice little salads 
The stellar constellation 
Appealing appelation 
Public proprietress pretending to be the Princess Picaque 
on pro-new line approbation, serving fools and 
mortal foods and morsels on an astral chessboard 
The silver screen. 

* 



Mom Eternal I 
"It is the work one does himself", my Mother told me, 
"and not what is handed to him ready made that has the \ 
constructive power." 

My Mother's name is Jenny and my Father's name is Johnny. 
He was a Sailor and She was a Singer. Somewhere in the 
forties in New York, a band started playing My Mother's 

favorite song •• • 
You and your smile 
hold a strange INVITATION 

A song she'd heard in an MGM movie with the same name. 
It starred Dorothy McGuire and Van Johnson. My Mother 
had a voice with a subtle allure beckoning 
beyond the veil of rhythm and blues without leaving the 
rooms of heaven, heralded by trumpets while a band of 
angels proclaimed her presence ••• 

Somehow it seems 
we've shared our dreams 
but where? 

Indeed? Where? 
It was The Great White Way and the journey toward 
American Victory was everyone's aim without a doubt, 
and without a song the day would never end 
the War our country waged 
like a temporary loneliness longing for 
the solitude of United States of America's stationary 
Orbit in Victory's Garden of Eden where Ladies and 
Gentlemen all out were told, "The choicest life is 

the life this Country Can Lead! 

Time after time 
in a room full of strangers 

our love will bloom 
suddenly you are there 



.. 

And there he was, like an early morning glory not at 
all cluttering up the vine ••• On Liberty from the Navy 
(They Got the Gravy) My Mother was first attracted to 
my Father because he so resembled her favorite popular 
singer, BING CROSBY. 

Where ever I go 
you're the glow of temptation 

He was a Southerner, a Rebel. She was a Northerner, A 
Yankee. Opposites attract. They became close and in 
no time were on their way to A Church Wedding - wedding. 

Glancing my way 
in the gray of the dawn 
and always your smile 
holds that strange INVITATION 

They were altar bound; within a warm Cathedral .•. now 
'they' would march as 'one•. Where they gathered in 
the sight of God, toward tomorrow, they would become 
enveloped in the only bonds they would leave the War 
with, the bonds of Holy Matrimony. To Love, Honor, 
Obey .•. to Cherish, in sickness and in Health. 

There they stood on this cynical threshold this very 
certified sacrament having been 'serialized' by the 
second bonafide battle our country had begun. This 
cliff hanging Hero and his Lady Fair! Love had been 
encouraged so as to have been 'swept• clear ••• across 
the countryll Meanwhile, Uncle Sam pointed imperiously 
at red-blooded all American Men indicating the now 
famous logo ( "UNCLE SAM WANTS YOU!") It even rhymes 
with, WORLD WAR TWO 1 l l Never mind OVER THERE• My 

I 

Mother to be, her Husband to be, A Sailor once again 
would casually be shipping out to sea for an anticipated 
Victory, was presently taking the gigantic giant 
step into MARRIAGE ••• by way of the stunning triumph of 
love, please, leave us not forget one of the most over
sold commodities of the forties ••• LOVEl 



I •1 

There theY were, saying I Do inside of a Roman CATHOLIC 
church as if TIME! had been called. He, off the ship 
on Liberty being spent on the Northern shore with a 
Northern sweetheart, it was then that the clergyman 
pronounced them, quite succinctly I am sure, 
MAN AND WIFE• 

It is precisely at this moment we have been educated to 
learn that said RING goes on THAT finger, preceding the 
very exciting five words, "YOU MAY KISS THE BRIDE." 
This is the kiss at this time that makes it all too 
clear that time (I am referring to the War) is running 
the ship, time is running a TIGHT SHIP, as a 
matter of fact, they will set sails upon unchartered 
waters, rushed is this My Mom's maiden voyage. 
A romance so rude, whisked beyond white lace 
becoming something even more vulgar than converted rice, 
making haste for the heart's desire. 

\ 

All of a simpering sudden, the simplest(!) 
and sacred most sensitive soul 
(To say nothing of the soul that is not half so inclined) 
seems to have suffered the worst of disillusions 
somewhere at sea, or dismantled perfection from perhaps 
underneath the briny foam atop the snow capped waves 
above the water which floats majestically across seven 
of them, seas, that is. Vous Comprendez? 
(I am referring to a possible mythological 
wherein we would have to go below where Poseidon 
or perhaps Neptune would indeed intervene, 
and only in MY CASE ••• which as I heard it was the 
NEXT CASEl) ••• And like the myths of this particular 
spirit, likened earlier to that of Neptune (et al) 
conceiving of some silly shanghai-honeymoon at sea, 
mind you, in a bunk bed while the world raged on 

within the confines of war(II), 

\ 

and don't tell me it was not confined ••• on Land, 
in the Air, and at Sea along with such nautical 
appliances as: Submarines, Periscopes (Up? did you say?) 



Sailors at hand on Deck while down below they are 
dealing the deadly torpedos along with the MayDays of 
the DaY•••the Newlyweds (My incipient parents) having 
to do severely WITHOUT our sweet, pristine world where 
the wedding bells have been known to break out the news 
from a way atop (and on highl) that the New World's 
Man (So you should now and forever know that I do not 
harbour fantasies that my Pa is from another galaxy) 
and wife (this non-fantasy includes My Mal) serene in 
sumptuous Navy Splendour ••• not a dream or whimsical 
make believe (don't you think I'd like to say to some 
one some day, SMil,E ! I WAS BORN IN A HOSPITAL TOO 1 ! ) 

Even though (and here's the juicey part people) 
my Pa (Oh, my Pa Pal) took a powder when I was two. 
It is time for the throngs of relatives to be wishing 
them (this goes for the Ma Ma I remember, as well ••• 
and may she always be sol) well, wishing well for them 
upon the r-r-r-road they had so long ago embarked 

\ 
\ 
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upon beginning anew. Alone with the rest of their 
lives to make it all come true, all right, in loveland. 

Jackie Curtis 
the product of this love 

* 



What could Be Worse Than Verse 

Wher~ oh where? 

In the broom closet, perhaps? 

1 shall stare, I swear! 

With golden hair and angel's face 
his virgin silk shirts torn and a-tear 
a frightened dear 
(no growling bear) 
and smooth like dove' s down 
not one hair 
But I say this, "beware" 
he seethes inside, like Lucifer himself 
for all through time he's been as such 
the darling lad of the young girl's touch 

a petted prince 
a fawned on faun 

11 from dusk till dawn 
The smile remains 
for ne'er will one of the warlocks e'er complain 
he may appear as forlorn as the tear 
that he wills you to 
kiss from his velvet peach cheek before dying 
your ribbons then flying 
his two eyes now your only sky 
the sun your love 
the moon, both hearts 
constellation, sans doute, the embryonic embrace. 
As virgins make love the gods do recline the clouds 
wisk away every bittersweet wine the thorns in a 
thicket they hide for a swine devotion is notion, and 
lust rages lotion, an ocean of warm willing wanton-like 

waves, a shore of discreet, 

\ 



t discarded heart strings to tie to the stars 
ei:: ~ve chosen as brigh~-for what night 
y ld light up such a space as you've woven 
cou ... 
An intricate pattern 
Narcissus left Saturn to catch seven rings from a planet 
far off, when he learned of it's name he was caught 
in the game round and round he did vie 
til his vanity cry was of anguish and outrage, 
alas, not one ring could he budge whilst the poor lad's 
brains turned to fudge his reflection reported 
a mysterious imperious smudge ••• 
he screamed for a river, the nine planets 
replied not, for a planet can't talk to an Indian Giver, 
Narcissus was shrewd but donkey' s manner' s made rude 
every action the fraction of him, the planets are poor 

but who can fool what is pure? 
Til the last rally of strength you endure, 
time will tell that's for sure, all in vain he approached 
several waterbeds shorn of sharp shapen time threads, 
for beauty he prized more and the useful 
he did disdain and the stain of his grappling 
with grapes of discord shant disappear soon. 
See the ninny Narcissus he barely can hiss us his lips 
never kiss us and what mind is left does not miss us 

poor lad is a lapdog 
in the labyrinth of the moon ••• and it hurts his 

precious 
pride they say in town because the moon is made of 
those weird fun house mirrors. Narcissus had been 
doomed to hear only the evil laughter of mockery, 
a flock of furry beasts howling, scowling, vulgar 
growling beasts and pig men that Circe turned into the 
sheriff a long time ago when she and one were two and 

only God could make a three. 
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MUSCLE GRIN/MUSCLE LIFT 

subtitled: "Chuck Barris" (The Hat) 

He took me into the dark. When at last we 
were alone and sheltered by the fullness of the moon 
hiS arms grew naturally between my own. Then up and 
around my back until the worn warmth that was his 
right hand, and the equally worn yet just as warm left 
hand joined together to hold the nape of my neck from 

behind• 

We were face to face and our lips quivered 
with the sudden realization that we were going to 
collide, kissing one another like so much wet 
paint .•• wild, living walls of flesh. Flowering tongues 
of fire burning across the short space of air between 
us. These were quiet noises and our own sweet tasting 
liberties (We took them with one another countlessly) • 

Under his lumber jacket of humble plaid was a 
traditional thickness of flannel underwear tops covering 
his extravagant build. My fingers though quick were 
trembling as they ambitiously rolled the material up, 
up, up to get close to his grinning pectorals appearing 
as some coffee stained hard gold tan. His fever was 
sexual and quite contagious bringing his wild tongue 
upon the sides of my white hot throat before 
its travels would reach the hungry cleft in my smooth 
surrendering chin, which was just the slightest bit 
beneath the fullness of my lower lip on the face he had 
clutched in his truck driving hands as if to steer me 
and drive me down along a whispering road beyond the 
prairies and all kinds of promise. 



Without the sound of our obviously rapid 
hearts we found each others thighs and what 

beating d bet h 
h 

a"'" and bar ween t em. Soon the pants on 
bung e vi 

lig
htly sweaty and swollen legs were sliding down 

ours ' ietlY, beneath our courageous chorus of knees in this 
;ed beat night and our human blend of natural sexes dug 
their private way onto e~ch other's flesh of flame, 
trying to quench a sleeping search for some limped 

intnortalitY• 

catching a breath seemed obsolete between our 
mouths (so active), and boiling moist with crashing 
kisses and arms of steel away around me. My wild hands 
ran across his head, all through the bush of unruly 
silk hope to my touch to his hair. My fingers combing 
contentedly, their own career, coincidentally meeting 
up with his forehead, eyelids, nose, all the skin 
around his face and cheek-bones and his LIPS ••• chin 
and without so much as a blink I could tell I would 
never tell. Only the best parts which according to my 
temperature were yet to come. A cozier couple would be 
hard to find. For I am reminded that even the secrets 
of life and death do not reveal themselves to just 
anyone who cries out desperately followed by the proper 

punctuation ••• 

the question mark ••• 

He would not release his hold on me. 
He did not exactly try but then I wasn't exactly the 
thoroughly professional sigh come true for coming true 
seemed to have us racing bizarrely toward "the thrill." 

What a thrill! 

* 



'l'he plural Face on the Blue Muse 

in a mythical taxi, alone with my memory 
1 caine eter living with cameras and typing in bed 
off th8d •distinctly hear the voices of the violet shadows• 

coul ' 1 and stars ... the transient seasons of the 
spiritSwisdotn of the endurance of magical thinking. 
secre t 1>eat of my heart telling the time in reassuring 
FiVerY being the paradox museum in bloodless flesh and 
hUJllan smiles planted from Birdseyes - and then there 
frozen 
were NUNS• 
G imorous hobbies 

a faces were forming with every turn of the page 
:ylling in love with the dead man 
a~s face so smoothly glued along side my mirrors 
my mind safe in the knowledge he had come 
smiling in peacoats from unperceptive levels of life 
long lower east side dollars sense memory 
confused buttons showing symbolic imagery metaphor, 
five, six high hopes from the afterglow 
of a harbor light mist in my homeroom/mist with a "T" 
worded with woo and surrounded with salients 
who smiled at the state of our fair skin 
and listened hup-two 
wild dreams alive with ciagrette ifs and or butts 
influencing each other in collective lullabyes 
swinging from boughs of gold plated honors of 
social conscious of pseudo rapacious recall 
every ill of it all 
program cards telling us what's playing 
in school now 
lunch in the middle of classes so far 
falling in further a maze, a plethora, a 
general glucose designed by who knows. 
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f highness hidden from view 
stelXl o 

'l'be sY the p.A• 
~

0
tces on d and about as I sit thinking of MGM backlots 

11
nd aroun rs who tutored the stars in the sun 

the teach:£ the stars ) 
(the son 

and JudY 
1,a.na d LiZ 
MicJceY an 

tional velvet Na turallY, life ••• made up and tested 
and na 

te in requested 
EiXlS "··•in congested Gersuw 

d ROdgers and Hart• 
ani ing and ,dancing the kids put their show on 
S ng h • bl' always in triumph t eir average was iss. 
programs on d.elaney cards, delaney cards, program cards, 

bus pass, train pass, lunch pass, .!. pass. 
What was my r.Q.? What was my I.D.? 

E equals MC squared 
make me a star 
copy some homework and visit my husband 
the sophomore and the hard hat 

mystery match 
closing covers before striking 
the men in my life had always remained 

behind the scenes 
In constant demand 
I became fanciful, for I was fair and cornball bright 
alone and afraid in too many beds I never made 



i
k boY I wore tights 

ii! i,eatn p. 
5
oci on featherbeds 

1iJte fiction soul consumed by those 

d
ecorating inYi tongues on fire 

~suas ve • e.,er pe... facade, afraid to come to grips 

rearrangi~:a:ion with two hustl.ers. 
in one si tting gold, more gol.d and 1.iving easy 
Gone on ge I was horrified• 

i 8 1eazY, 10v ng hone men who woul.d seek me out when the worl.d 

sp01te to P 
"'as not in town 
mirrored inan juice 
magic marked me 
climbing to the top. 
paramount in paranoia 
. the anus of thorobreds 
~: the track of life's great horse race 

was I the jockey or the horse? 
What• s the difference in embracing 
when the gate goes from you both 
"'inning races, leading chases, paper faces and you call 
yourself a singer l I' 11 call myself a cab 
Help me, hold me, hand me honey 
harvest hands at happy harps. 
Having heaven as my major 
school was just a cameo 
all the students bent at teachers• 
whips and orders, how I hoped 
hoped for having victory with them ••• 
till confronted with the flesh and blood 
and the aura of an i 1 d 

1 
8 an ••• mental curtains iron clad 

c ad in irons, chained in churches• • • 
Would you be my friend for free? 

~e i~ou witty and your ward.robe• • • 
chic or hand me down? 
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often wondered 
\4llere "'as GO ;aduation lost in orbit, atom fusion 

0
n a bU9 to e around mY neck 

l us noos nuc e ill be denied no one 
justice"' call me Liberty? ~ollld th8 ~ the air , cause Jackie curtis is my name. 

,rbat "'asct strangelY to it, 
cps rea • o ualitY usuallY enters into it, 
se'JC aurrender so tender my gender • 
ge

nd
er a card to indicate the existence of one' s id 

1.D• on 
ll

ing in an outer galaxy 
tra~e 
~ith the elements 
those to endure shiP• of pal""' pieced together alpha beta basically 

bonor role billing I never looked on 

silllPlY on my way to where 

independent 
incandescent 
adolescent 
phosphorescent 
princely peasant 
joyous pathos 
narcissistic mystic sword echoing 

saints preserve us 
excommunicated 
Nicholas, Christopher, Lucy 
by the Pope of all people 
and of all people, a Pope 
One wonders about their mortal aptitudes 

and never endings• 

* 
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The Luscious sonata 

careerist 
(a stellar dome poem) 

S'tJeet daJlger 
classic 1etter 
sUfllllon thee, candY keY 
through fields of fire and folklore frenzy 

flotsa111 jetsam and Brenda di Banzee 

charitY colony 
such sacred souls 
such soiled holes 
flesh flesh and t110re flesh 
The 1110re I visit Marrakesh 
I see it's embryonic tonic 
half wit Hollywood demonic 

Lucky traveler 
str aight and leveler 
renegade reveler 
Last promise. 

-----



1.,ust pteinise 
... u}>le i:ose u.O ... g .,, •••• of sh•do"" tiinel.Y bOY 

9
11ocltJ.>• ob ,,.t..,:• t,oY' go .,..tur• bOY 

stas••• abO"" a i,,:ighter 1<nel.l, 
th• i,racel.••• of ursula tel.l 
th• 

0

iangin9 oli1"" of ooctor Eyego 
cl•ani•9 -k• and starohY jocks 
,ppea<• "l'l'8"entlY on oourt street 
toak free- ,.alk from KiJPbal.ink 

Rejoinder 
plural 
l sUJllllon 
rule the water pop pop's gang ha.S gone to slaughter 
Mammangani make shift aaughter 

sacred soul 
angel skin 
lets the sucrets salesman 
north of Broadway ther ' 
call it our world e s 

I encompass 
Jodee zee 
Gypsy Jay 
In a mattr 
stalwart ess 
mixed stuf fin' 

with mai 
engllsh mu£ dens 
como will fins 
Borst ov call me 

in 
a bin 
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ai. 41di.tl aanclS~e 

ti.llgg~ 
i,ti.gtit l .,,,,. ,;'""" cJJ.n•"'" of tb• tel-epbOn• r<ngi.ng 

ttie Jt ,,...
0

c1t ~o•s there? 
Jtllc,C ,.... a !!"eater clinging 

Ji.Ilg jangle jong 
ttie je"elrY sang 
(13ti.ghtl AS :sternityl) "'8 i,raceletS of U<...,_. - •t tak• 1ong 

costlY enough 
ttieY slide on and off • • • 
u1te second tiand pantyhose bUYS. 

Pr~sin9 fences 
as the honeY }laven cc,lllllences 
the folklore gala rigamarol.e 
Uke ole lCing wences 1.aus 
Regardez le beau praying mantis 
on the mantle of El.ia9 

Fast, judge tell the j\lrY 
coupled rhyming 
•ego breeze• 
ruled by reason 
•I am season• 
( sweatincrotchpussy) freezin' 

•Rain or Shin •Wh e columbine• 
ere• a the cabi Rocky Mount n that she' s in?" 

fuck the fun~ :Instinct Junction 
Can you call on fuck the fame 
ar clireat me a careerist 

'fl»:1.:- to th e nearest 
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rast, judge tell the jurY 
coupled rhyinin9 
"ego breeze" 
ruled by reason 
•i all\ season• 
{ sweatincrotchpussy) freezin' 

•Rain or Shin• col.umbine" 
•Wtier•' s the cabin that she' s in?" 
'Rock.Y Mount at I.nstinct Junction 
fuck the function fuck the fame 
can you call. 1118 a careerist 
ox airec:t. • to the nearest 

taUet. 

J 



bi,pS of stra"' 
tJlOse c 

e.:re as f:rolll ~~etill9 feet agl.o'l1? 
e.t lll'f JalllL core be bands us 
S'f tl18 110 }lat'vest bustier• s corps 

11
11-ndsoine -c,rds frotn Arthur Rock piles 

8
11itil-11g iC tna1te me "tne" 

!-iet']..itl inag 
bl.ue fe11ce 

,r11e candY keY 
,rlle Jd.llbUck • s bOY and me 
1,ett'f figlltS in gainelY Boom.to-wns 
1.ee.ditlg of niatni,e rllYtblll there 
g11osts • otller signals mark the Journey 
nB£>ad ,Attou:rneY", such a square 1 
rrril.b'f scott in 11ushed vibrato 

sings noayvandeX' aon' t you dare 1" 
MartY and Marion have al.l. gone to s'leep 

sheep in a slloe bOX 
baba bal>Y boO bOO bo peep 
losing or losing/'11inning or ,.,inning 
whY must Miss Bo Peep keep right on grinning? 
the great grave'l inning has gone out 

oayvander Boomgo'ld 
ironbead godcoin truce 
metal careerist trick at barlUan's brigade 

The Luscious Sonata. 



'l'be ~l 
AJnerican vampire 

or 
...-e Bee sucks 

'Where -.1.u 

success of her 

b
., t}le aurprisingdism and salacious sordid 

ted :1, s of sa 
oeligll t saucY scene songfest soirees 

freqnen ane sa,qage 
d i,nS 

sill an tY autton 1 ,nn;,i_tes as 
i,u.ss set punctured P a.1-
~ to bet' Nuttin' , 

1tno sting BettY t. , an, cuttin 
»ee for strut 1.n . 

e glutton Pissing part1.es . . 
th h priestess of . 11aneous Il\l.Sch:i.ef makers 
Hi9 d mass Jni,c:ed till-see 
111ess, an f sado starlets 
the society o 

r bottles tl rs 
broken bee d harmless hopeless bus e 

boods an handsome . f haril\OnY 
. i the hops O di lips sipp ng bl d from their own blee ng 

king the oo • 
sue tion the legs and labia 
not to men • 1· 

t as to label any gen:i.ta J.a •-'anted a fast 
no te desbutal demented desirable " 
a despera _ ~ 

cup O ~ 
of hot piss • 

when Hollywood hot spots were cooled down 
Button's Hapless Harbor of thighs 
Betty's ball room , 
bountiful big black boots ,- • 
her desperate digits demanded the desoxins of the 
Dorsey Brothers 
that they dared to deal to the dizzy dames 
with \he cordial companionship 
with the gay thin dimes for the quick good times 
~- with assorted sordid science fiction scenarios 

1th cynical celluoid cesspool of sin song sadness 
ned joy and madness 

m.eat mangler 
loudest lowest lawless lurid locker rooms 

-~•~-:the bouncing ball breaker 
om.es in the cringing cinema colony 



. · d ,,.,.o1ng bO"'e ~bing binges 

•'• .. •"""" bJ.ondS _..rang of bJ.atant 

,ettJ J,\lo121llt 
i,ei.119 t;11e d -d ~ JOOPPers 
.,_et-cta,,e_.d eont:t~ct pla:Yer s 
" __..l otO-.- • i c~•-" aS blonde i,offO ba t 
,ettY "' -~1d.n9 bone:Y 

.,,etelP'""° b6e9 tt1 ttaS 1110PPin9 JDOne:Y 
,rbi.18 !e d:t'lgged and funil:Y ,., ::;!•g tb• - bOY i,eating biS -at 
~,st tbO t,ar•. i,rick se,.ar1.Y HiJ.1.S ,.ans 

- it cs¢ to th~ i,u:ds and the bees 

,ettY .,,as flyin9 bigb ,o , .. g aS sh• didn't get her bounCY i,utt b,lrJ18d 

bY a beast of a beau 
,,bo l)eCallle a brat 
because ~zin9 

blazing 
cock tbJ:Ob gazing 

bUSY BettY 
put the tan9 back in bang 
the hot back in twat 
the tr11ckin9 back in fuckin 
the grin back in sin g 
sunnY, devilish teasi 
she's known to ~er f • ng and funny 
the bravura bed riends as Betty 

bunny 

Betty was sl 
till she y and spotted a fly 

gave more th 
to t.lle nd bl an the eye 
tdl.c,ae xo4 ooded guy 

happened by 

4. 'Betty 
4 nady 
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aettY t,etS 
r, • dOJll 
t11e bOre d suck 

can fUCJc an 
she th nerves of 
1uck e 11 

p still walk ta 
but 1ans on a treadllli.11 
61so syr 
sh8, 9 fabulous 

ttY ina1ces some tasty cracks 
Be "11" ct 
3 

big rings with thrl. 1.ng a s 
Tent of thrills in three big rings 

oreams of sawdust 
flawless flings and cryptic kings 

Kitchen love is very real 
tongues on fire can't conceal 
no one ever loves the meal 
Virgin punch bowl, blood red lips 
Betty claws 
hot flesh - it rips 
Timid stud spooks blood busboys fuck and tips 

11\lClwlg starlets• finger tips 
but thw on trips 

room for two 

• 
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13 G~lS l.S l 
_ _.:,,sed ,,1tb l3 g:i> gUCb 

i,e co~ bet"'een 
~ to aiff~ence 

.,,
1

r,.a -"~ta 
""' .,. ,,1• ,,.... t 1" front of "" 

G--4 ~t. c<J aJ.91 _,.. 8 tcbed oU ~ ~t,i. t"iir;o1l ,,_ gtart "1itb• 

J.oPeJ.1 J.~ JIO ~ee t.o ... p s1'1''" p•;'\J.<l• st'°" ..,od• 
,ti.,.; ,.... ... t i,e< 1" a -1.e"" the 1.onel.l.est 
So it. ?Jall to ge t1fied at once i. g of 
.., µ9" ,.. "' ,__ ~ei: on one str n 

~d d)e!l ,11er gtrU1lg ~ i,eaas•··• a r ttal.11 9 g1tl ,..S a -1.C tYJ?" of l,aJ' ,:QODl J,08" e 
• .,_.., "' "' ~ -st• of the cash register 

,rb8 illg on bOoir;e, 
i,otdet beJ:° to reiaiJld d oUt bOurb<>n bender 
ill }let t,le•:e l)eg the bOYS for a brand it I>~ f 

100 
praof i,ootch to he•- a.nm the batch• 

n•" l)atcb o 
,.. .,,.. .... of - 1,ackl.SSS -=~ ~gin to }>ring 
th• B girl to an alcoholic so-eJU.u.sting 

c:oberencY • ,._,..
9

th••• i,ra.rnY 1,a.cbel.01'S ,ritb bl.atant 
wedding bands to b\1Y her one more bl.oodY mary. 
!be b,atiD9 of be< bongo brains 1,reatbes benzedrine 
into l)atbr001I walls where the B girl. can decipher 

bet fate. 
1 freDZJ sewer fumeS 
and faulty toilet fixtures 
vbere atraiJus of a nickel.' s drop 
':;J :U/18 Miss B a bl.eary eye. 

11 
CIDl; .-.xtul of what was once a 

1 1IA1f • quarter to tbr 114 
9 

..... ee 
'UJ ~ 1:he place except 

" Girl. 

into tbe jukebox bucket 

royal fl.ush 

for Miss B. 



Friendless frails in flapping fringe 
found long lost near a beer barrel. 

cra!IIPed 
Uke creatures -who kick 

to keep JDOVin9. 
watered do'Wll 
their spirits pass, 
chit and chat 
an eye 
of SOllleone 
YES 
It's him. 
The bandsome str svooni anger 

ng over •B• 
Bis kind of 
Bis kind of woman• 
to aontiu promise 
could :ue 

?eault m 
CUli. sales risking 
far,_ 
by araq..-r and world of the war one management whiskey 
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l dOelil 
,r11e 11 gi.t _.-1.dS 

efe¢e t;11e }.i.q--- s 
d 

111
g Ul' t;11e f:raca 

1.1il'l' ftOlll reeJ.illg t and totter 
llil~n 

()tllet 13 gi.t 1118-tte:t? 
•s t;tie ,ib•t 11e'lil got_ber• rs flY creak free 

.,...tb, ,.,.,g10• ~ of cla•• 1ac1<ing heels 

so, etillg ciac 
t:be c1att rlY past the pieuaan 
patadi11g pOO ~ere? 
on tiet .,,ay to air for firerY fUJlles ...,.,,... ~:.sc,-nn • • featb-ering her arunJ<en nest 

of fabled._,_.. insures a spring and a 9'11ng 

slitted siu> -
to bet gait 
after all 111en 
that IS the thing• - tb• beer stained trodden hall of )late 

13 

girl's fro111 her i.JD.pure past forget to wave 

and flY fast 
Her sweat streaked bar stool 
that stung her calves and thighs to sl.eep 
have found another lazy Susan 
plucked and plastered 
like a willow planted f • Themen irm she'l.l. weep. 

make time 
the clock bas told f kindred spirits sh ~ ticking trips to tense amour 
Love is str u: the door 

the poets =ge 
but B girls rh striped hal yme from day t 
in ters dr o day 
dr-~~ of dramb:ed on dames 

"'41U.ng th e 
breaking tJJ.e billfolds of 
before as~ B girl's arm the buckskin b g for h admen 

er cherry. 





~s of 
ft 11e 

Jl!Pe6~ 
So;1d t'Je J.., of 
-..,.J atl ie9 -~ s of 
~- ae • i"e fact 
,-_ce atl ol fi"itlg 11er 
-~!e-t•ti:1fJ.ell outlce9 tbat 
CJP".:,t;!ell G!"J. aJl1l d - _.1> i _,,,8.,,e 9 ,.__..,. rootn 
tr'" t11• i,eeil ir• a ..-sltate after ...,..-
;~ 11'8 10n cbe p ~ ro<>'tll 
C, 'If/ ~ t;.b:'0ugb 

:: at•':J.!1 no ~~ prisoner l.
ectric cnair 

an e 
atid set ~-p:reci sts of not 
µIt• • )Iii.le consi 
set i,st It i,encb the B Gir 1.' s 
L.Ot. • pat _qe fo:t 
11"· ,.,,illl>' signed 

bOttoin 1.ine• 

pletl:- b(>ttodl un; little ago• 
fhe 1 epritzetS o bY no" 
eo uian than g:reen 
gore yello:'llS to .,,ande:t 
!(iSS B be9 
".shed up ... ,·p--arket. -•e trU,e 

f 
0111 saloon to .,,.. ,:µ.- lkin do'Wll an aisl.e co~ .. 

r l' areaJll of ~a g 
our B Git s 
_, in an A & p id 
gp,.f i -•""t b-a her shabbY S e • 
with a shoPP ng ....- .i 
s1ae bJ side• 
111

a she ain 1 t got a barrel. of money 
bl1t even a B girl's gotta eat 
and so brilliantly versed in the art of deception 
oar chovlY £nu plays tricks on suspecting eyes 
proving to check out counters once again 
that the B girl can at times be thought of as 
; better than a common thief • 
:c1a11.y wh&n apprehended, as our heroine was 

and always will be 
'ftle et • 
at tlle ernAl spiritual virgin 

~t minute 
and at tile 1US i ballllting her a ng mercy of some man 
Cllly 'IIO~ heart Is 

'l employed regions• 





11el.l-
1.a:ted 

oJ..d 1? 
0118 g s 

11ot "1:i:tll 1.e-rta.Y 
~e gi1l 1 al. 

µte "' to i,etlle !(ot 8 spin9 
,, iv-1-acel-et .,,:t.tll e'<le-& ~a 

-, v ,t1I' i,t aed 9 es • ~d 
~ V ell J. j.!l ta .,,ea.JC1le~ bea"1en d jell"/• 
dJ"c;j.! b~ tea ainatl 
~ IIµ• to ~ gp 11121cle j ed• a'<I"/ 1>J..ue 
tll't _.iital-d tiollle follO~ d b1 a n 
~ 110118 i,e:i.Jlg otnPani-e 
.1oat 11',.-l j.S '/>CC ..... c1..ine 
v-- II G.v a,111• ....- ~~ 
(]IJt ,,15 _i,,n.,e• soda pol? 
Jt iS IJP II-"- d the 

,if>et .,.nf:/ 0 to"1a.t J..ipS 
i,l a11d ,..,.. t<Jiste r red :ttention 
11.s' tt•~s tecnnicolo d inerit heX' a bu.bbl.es? 
-11' illg be! oJ_racl 8 tn }>ehin . iied \liith 
d'>•" fot a tion fro ttle fl. 
tsbillg atten d to a bO 

" d ¢S geare 1 heX' 
cool ,i)lid'> is dO. • ces tel 
~ b].eS will don those ,rol. 
Ati'/ i,ul> ~ ...... n condi • gn 
Jll tier n_.. herself God for a si • 

~1iate teful to 
to and be gra 
{Utth~s not neon 
t1o it l)eing paged 
Sbe is 

b'/ baJld b the :ruJII.P• That area 
grapP41d ¥ back to her • ried 
It was all coming loring was once mar 
the strange grasp was exhip security in strictly 

._ __ ,low soft cus oney 
to aars~ 
dishonorable surroundidngs. i cheese flavored champagne 
SlU?ping sleeping pow ers n 
ma 'fllnisia 
Bat a B Girl travels in trespasser's footsteps 
., 110 doubt the icident occuring between the hungry 
11111d and the unsuspecting pair of victims l her buns) 
aec:ondary characters in a charming situation 
vllere actually on her way to the soda pop machine in a 
desert 11>tel setting where her course was diverted 
~ steel trap fingers frantically feeling 
lh IJl:llbhing at life. 
In:• she was still alive, she 
tbei ent concession mustn't forget• 

r Private 
procession begins t 

a the closing door. 
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11el-l-
1-ated 

J.d p 
0118 go S 

110-t 11ttll 1 e..r"a.<J 
,ttB j,11 }. a,J._.. 

f8 ti ,tO i,eg ~ot 8 i,119 
,1-J. l> J.Bt t;.118 g:eaSP 

~ r,tScB d t1i.t;.ll 9. d e"le-£ 
_...t,, : .<',.,_ tsce _,,oe99e a"'etl~ }.l-<J• 
~..ae 'i Y' .,,e- cl 11e d je 
,, @:I to 11et gptea ja111 all i,iue t~• ~c,111e ioac1~101'ed• a r,.a."lf 

J.
0
,,ecl ~xig fo axii.ed b1 

-; ~ J. JJl -,.ccOfllP }line 

""' ~s ~- soda pOP lPB-c 
J' t,,..t ,op •1 to"atd tb; s 
J»llP"'~c1 ~ tt1i.9tecl t red p ttention 
,,.t' ~• ~col 0 it ber a ul)b'les? 
..-;: 11et :e -1racle fro'lll })ehin.d ~J.ed 'llith b 
~-"il1g fat tetlt,i.on a bOttle 
~ t)IJ.S at geared to tel.1. heX' 
c:o01 ,i)licb i.9 i,ll dO• se ~0 ices 
,plll ~,s " dition th0 
pf __ ....n con siCJll• 

)let nu-- herself c;od for a 
Ill -11.iate grateful to 
to and be 
tottbet not neon 
1'0 it iS 1,eing paged 
Shi ii 
bf blJld the rusnP• That area 
gr&PP8d bY __ h, back to her. married 

,,.. all et1..,_g 1 ing ..,as once 
It strange grasp was exp or security in strict1Y 
tbl ~--,, w soft cUShioneY 
to----

0 

~able surroun~::• in cheese flavored champagne 
11urp1ng sleeping pow 
ma '!allisia 
Bit a B Girl travels in trespasser• s footsteps 
• no c1oabt the icident occuring between the hungry 
llllll md the unsuspecting pair of victims ( her bun 
IIClllduy characters in a charming situation 
-. actually on her way to the soda pop machine in a 
eiert mtel setting where her course was diverted 
1lf ltell trap fingers frantically feeling 
11111 trlbld.ng at life. 

: :~e was still alive' she mustn't for get 
+i...i _ concession • 
-au private p 

rocession begins at the closing door• 
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e' g o!'e1l evin9 • 
Sb e1 <ti.1lg 're aclli axn]:>1ers h ,,c •• e1>•1 g,•••• g acift"ood pore es 

fa: ;~iii.1lg JJ.::oltls e:>Cistfin~e:p:d dead, ditn 
ao l JJ.l<e i ]<et en c~ouse pip)( P c set scenes 
,tvc••• "! of pd.id •':'.:. th• ,<aitiM ,<i.ndo" 

sillloaett~e ..,or1d oUtsJ. e 

sla!'!'i1lg g to v,in • •"" • .,.. 1 i• no fool . t we correct a,nount of change 

'l'lle !:l gir be ltlust depoSl-
tie J<Jlo"'S s 

9 
,.,deed anY of an Arista merober 

if ,.,. nfidence f witll t,lle co ua1 accoster for the are 
so to her se:>C stie ¢es . d that the fizZY fake pop 

t,lliS t'l. e for h r careening on• ,111 ta•• : to i,ring aangerous aestinY .,ithin hi-S 
.,unl< ,noug ,mere Ju• 1aymen • s loins once appeared 

j.ting foyer wa d alive now grinding with a scissor 

1oyal an , 
harpener ' s fervour• :,.,,, i,egin to flY as far as .,Mr• Miss B has been 

biting clouds of very close chUlfllllY dust. 
eaving been in more accomodating situations with l.overs 

she sloughS it off but in point of fact is totally aware of what this 

lurid tongue 
was travelling to find 
to find land in her jungle of rain. 
Yes, her jungles were storming the gates 
th~ ti?ers ever burning bright 
drizzling then floodin 
m&e rt g mo als monsoon and on :~• vu blaring a second i::: paper pl.ate of an end 
oh,;: that song again pl.astic portabl.e radio 

she remember 
C' s est magnif' 
And it ique 

was 
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