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For Marilyn Monroe
(fuck all my husbands)
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Jackie Curtis

Bio

When I was a student in paradoxology at the
University of Spirit Lake in Washington, my professor

i 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

tars aifé more than objects of admiration

s lthemselves.
ere ever be words for the vicissitudes




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

B o to butcher shop shinbones
shifted twixt
precocious mosquitos were everywhere
smittin' and knittin' the flesh of this couple
like twine condemned to a bed

i ; Bb: in a dried up, mysterious ghost town
oM ¥ o Bk o erect and still a mite haunted
X ‘ they came
they continued til finally they completed

18 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

nt horn of plenty
the hotel itself
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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 dia
once again
Both the Cowboy and the Lady A
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
I” a shadow counts as kinfolk
gathered in dozens in court shadow trial

Ydnola. 3o g% 1
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The Dead Are Dancing With The Dead i

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
7 it may not vanish and become
- part of the silent air...
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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, I
because it has no interest in being right. i

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
imitated; it lives only in the hearts that are able

to gi 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!

?(lgprned how to satisfy a king
=d in a nightmare of guilt




I came all the way from Rhinestone River where
they catch the light.

(Pearl snaps 2 picture)

Watch the birdie! (Click) Gotcha! Oh pooks..

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 tea! 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

o f ) From across the room, even without my glasses.
R s ‘ 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.

§ i ‘ Who are they?
LoNim 1 No matter how much is indicated on the wall
e 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.
3 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,
‘e is encased a tube of lipstick that Carroll Baker
o Jackie Curtis.
e dead flash bulbs on the window ledge.
st in peace.
uins and a copy of Back to Godhead.
ng gown adorns the center window.

ch has growing on it more than
wer, it is quite justifiably the
of new life. There is so much

d there are other rooms with just
that one feels transported to some
p ace...but never really quite
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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
Ak or
Th05§ Fabulous Fan Belts From Fresno

1975 Hollywood, California

A:ﬁhite woman child.
A' emi-sleazoid summer blonde-surfer girl
Making waves
without the wizardry of
status quotient
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 welll) So-o-o!
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...CRUDE! TABOO!
Smelling of dry blood-pew-stinky-odors

ous de rigeur-mortis

Ca cal®

. fetish forming in the personages of such
lors to pussy
le populated galaxies in Hollywood

. usﬁally as ordered
) a.k.a. this rover crossed over...)




In jaundiced journalism - yellow snow melts:
& : exposing whispers, private lives, deaths, marriages,
divorce, the true 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!
I 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 mammory suffering from delusions |
of MANI/AC-NE |
the bloody blemish on many 3 ‘
* a movie land Lassie's famous film star face...LOUELLA! b
- 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 mammal whose typewriter scored large
legions of scarlett ribbons (none dared to call treason)
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t was a wise potato chippie of the netherworld
1t nurse nuance
g ‘nothing more than "Never say 'no'
)evil's Bungalow
?n"u.|“
created...
labadasherer
rned 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
8ROV stripese Y K
g 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.
‘Thi entical garb that climbed record charts
g the celebrated Christmas made more
DITTY DOTS duets for Miss Head
oot
‘?{heious ex-real estate agent turmed designer
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"of a shield of armor for battle |

whose luminous lasticity was due largely to
the eternal flame that burned bright within the lamp !
unto thos » famous feet of the fantasy

ioun& 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; ‘l
The beaded bodice which acquired the brute force

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 2

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.



o : o Mom Eternal

e
nIt is 'ghe':‘ work one does himself", my Mother told me,
wand 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 songee.- I
‘ : You and your smile
3 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...

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

Indeed? Where?

Tt was The Great White Way and the journey toward
merican Victory was everyone's aim without a doubt, ;
and without a song the day would never end &
the War our country waged i
‘ temporary loneliness longing for

de of United States of America's stationary
Victory's Garden of Eden where Ladies and
11 out were told, "The choicest life is

: s Country Can Lead!

Time after time
in a room full of strangers

» love will bloom
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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

y my Father because he so resembled her favorite popular |
singer, BING CROSBY.

e e S Where ever I go

LOX. W : 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.

S Glancing my way

PO P et in the gray of the dawn

AR and always your smile

SR 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.

R T s, i

There they stood on this cynical threshold this very
ified sacrament having been 'serialized' by the

ond bonafide battle our country had begun. This

' hanging Hero and his Lady Fair! Love had been

. Meanwhile, Uncle Sam pointed imperiously
‘all American Men indicating the now
UNCLE SAM WANTS YOU!") It even rhymes

R TWO!!! Never mind OVER THERE. My
‘Husband to be, A Sailor once again

- shipping out to sea for an anticipated
ly taking the gigantic giant

.by way of the stunning triumph of
us not forget one of the most over-—
forties...LOVE!
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, saying I Do inside of a Roman CATHOLIC

There they were
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.

ely at this moment we have been educated to
a2id 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
mttergﬁ fact, they will set sails upon unchartered
waters, rushed is this My Mom's maiden voyage.

A romance so rude, whisked beyond white lace

pecoming something
making haste for the heart's desire.
AllslofFa simpering sudden, the simplest(!)
and sacred most sensitive soul

(To say nothing
seems to have suf

somewhere at sea,
underneath the briny foam atop the snow capped waves

above the water which floats majestically across seven
of them, seas, that is. Vous Comprendez?

~am referring to a possible mythological

erein we would have to go below where Poseidon

r De Neptune would indeed intervene,

MY CASE...which as I heard it was the
)eesAnd like the myths of this particular
:;q’ned earlier to that of Neptune (et al)

g of some silly shanghai-honeymoon at sea,

1 )L ‘a bunk bed while the world raged on

te confines of war(II),

e it was not confine
at Sea along with such
ymarines, Periscopes

It is precig
learn that s

fered the worst of disillusions

deesON Landl
nautical

even more vulgar than converted rice,

of the soul that is not half so inclined)

or dismantled perfection from perhaps

(up? did you say?)
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hand on Deck while down below they are |
Jealing the deadly torpedos along with the MayDays of )
ik m,%mﬁ-ﬂewlyweds (My incipient parents) having !
o as severely WITHOUT our sweet, pristine world where
; o bells have been known to break out the news
from a way atop (and on high!) 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
nptuous Navy Splendour...not a dream or whimsical }
make pelieve (don't you think I'd like to say to some
one some day, SMILE! I WAS BORN IN A HOSPITAL TOO!!)

sailors at

Even though (and here's the juicey part people)

my pa (Oh, my Pa pal) took a powder when I was two.

1t is time for the throngs of relatives to be wishing
them (this goes for the Ma Ma I remember, as welleeos
and may she always be so!) well, wishing well for them
upon the y-r-r-road they had so long ago embarked
upon beginning anew. Alone with the rest of their
lives to make it all come true, all right, in loveland.
A A Ty o) ’

i ~)

X Jackie Curtis
the product of this love
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Wherﬁ{ﬂiu rere?
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.Momncioset, perhaps?

vy, A

) With golden hair and angel's face

R his virgin silk shirts torn and a-tear
: > da dear

owling bear)
) dove's down

r this, "peware"
es inside, like Lucifer himself

through time he's been as such !
of the young girl's touch t

pét‘éedf. prince
wned on faun
dusk till dawn

pe'er will one of the warlocks e'er complain
7 appear as forlorn as the tear

‘he wills you to

his velvet peach cheek before dying

_‘.'f: sans doute, the embryonic embracee
love the gods do recline the clouds

ery bittersweet wine the thorns in a
is notion, and

de for a swine devotion
tion, an ocean of warm willing wanton-like
of discreet,




heart strings to tie to the stars

n a pbright™for what night
_such a space as you've woven
ttern B

saturn to catch seven rings from a planet

s name he was caught

anguish and outrage,

budge whilst the poor lad's

his reflection reported

imperious smudges « »

for a river, the nine planets

for a planet can't talk to an Indian Giver,

as shrewd but donkey's manner's made rude
the fraction of him, the planets are poor

\ fool what is pure?
¢ rally of strength you endure,
o1l that's for sure, all in vain he approached ;

orn of sharp shapen time threads, \Q

“m;prized more and the useful L A
ain and the stain of his grappling ‘

'of discord shant disappear soon.
‘Narcissus he barely can hiss us his 1lips
and what mind is left does not miss us

3

4 ) i an S,

o Zé’ﬂ&f E: sy

iy & il
T (s e i e de @ (5]

d it hurts his

e the moon is made of

Narcissus had been

ghter of mockery,
scowling, vulgar

e turned into the
one were two and

; town becaus
fun house mirrors.
sar only the evil lau
\ beasts howling,
and pig men that Circ
time ago when she and




ded heart strings to tie to the stars
_ as bright™for what night

such a space as you've woven
ttern 8 s

. saturn to catch seven rings from a planet
n he learned of it's name he was caught

. ind and round he did vie

¢y cry was of anguish and outrage,

d he budge whilst the poor lad's
fudge his reflection reported

imperious smudges s

for a river, the nine planets
or a planet can't talk to an Indian Giver,
ey's manner's made rude

shrewd but donk(
the fraction of him, the planets are poor

fool what is pure?

rally of strength you endure, '
all in vain he approached '
- |

pen time threads, iy
ty he prized more and the useful ‘\
disdain and the stain of his grappling

- discord shant disappear soon. s
y Narcissus he barely can hiss us his lips
_us and what mind is 1left does not miss us ‘

s a lapdog

inth of the moon...and it hurts his
Ari

y in town because the moon is made of
‘house Mirrorse. Narcissus had been

r only the evil laughter of mockery,
beasts howling, scowling, valgar

and pig men that Circe turned into the
s time ago when she and one were two and
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muxally between my own. Then up and
until the worn warmth that was his
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er his lumber jacket of humble plaid was a
thickness of flannel underwear tops covering
gant build. My fingers though quick were
‘as they ambitiously rolled the material up,
> get close to his grinning pectorals appearing

. coffee stained hard gold tan. His fever was
d quite contagious bringing his wild tongue
ides of my white hot throat before
1s would reach the hungry cleft in my smooth
g chin, which was just the slightest bit
fullness of my lower lip on the face he had
his truck driving hands as if to steer me
down along a whispering road beyond the
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wWithout the sound of our obviously rapid
g hearts we found each others thighs and what

in
hz:; heavy and hard between them. Soon the pants on
zur 4 1ightly sweaty and swollen legs were sliding down,

jetlys peneath our courageous chorus of knees in this
sad heat night and our human blend of natural sexes dug
their prj,vate way onto each other's flesh of flame,
£rying to quench a sleeping search for some limped
1mortalitY'

catching a breath seemed obsolete between our
nouths (so activel, and boiling moist with crashing
kisses and arms of steel away around me. My wild hands
yran 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
punctuatione..

the question mark...
~ He would not release his hold on me.

d not exactly try but then I wasn't exactly the

ghly professional sigh come true for coming true

to have us racing bizarrely toward "the thrill."

© What a thrilll
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Face on the Blue Muse

H-M;? m; ?‘“ ;pf io eu*o.r('“ ) ; ; cal taxi, alone with my memory
?’9 wsa Ao Bz FLsm ~7 : 1 : i 1iving with cameras and typing in bed
. F x y hear the voices of the violet shadows;
.+.the transient seasons of the
t_he endurance of magical thinking.
heart telling the time in reassuring

the knowledge he had come
ts from unperceptive levels of life
side dollars sense memory

'g-ht mist in my homeroom/mist with a "T"
¢ and surrounded with salients
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s I sit thinking of MGM backlots
ed the stars in the sun

)

made up and tested

‘the kids put their show on
heir average was bliss.

cards, delaney cards, program cards,
' Junch pass, I pass.

‘m,,'fa' was fair and cornball bright
Jo many beds I never made

DO




poy I wore tights

: ggatherbeds
umed by those

on fire
 afraid to come to grips

r_wo hustlerse.
more gold an

was horrified.
‘who would seek me out when the world

d living easy

ag the horse?

rence in embracing

qoes from you both

ﬁ‘&‘a’ding chases, paper faces and
I'll call myself a cab

you call

ppy harps.

major
t at teachers'
W I hoped

ory with theme. «
jhg flesh and blood
island...mental curtains iron clad
L in churches.e .
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s of her
gadism and salacious
mgfgg{: soirees
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hopeless hustlers i A ‘
of harmony

from their own bleeding lips
ne legs and labia

1 any genitalia ;
demented desirable wanted a fast !
o7 piret
(. e 4

ot spots were cooled down
bor of thighs

, ?
ck boots -
s demanded the desoxins of the

to the dizzy dames P .

nionship
for the quick good times i
sordid science fiction scenatiﬁ-—-ﬁa

cesspool of sin song sadness
dness *

wless lurid locker rooms B
: ball breaker t
e cringing cinema colony
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