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NEW YORK CITY IN 1979

THE WHORES IN JAIL AT NIGHT

—Well, my man's gonna get me out of here as soon as he can.

—When's that gonna be, honey?

—So what? Your man pays so he can put you back on the
street as soon as possible.

—Well, what if he wants me back on the street? That's
where I belong. I make him good money, don't I? ‘He knows that
I'm a good girl. B

—Your man ain't anything! -'\; says that if I don't work
my ass off for him, he’s not going to 1et'me back in the house.

—1I have to earn two hundred before I can go back.

—Two hundred? That ain't shit! You can earn two hundred
in less than a night. I have to eam four hundred or I might just as
well forget sleeping, and there's no running away from Him. My
baby is the toughest there is.

—Well, shit girl, if I don’t come back with eight hundred I get
my ass whupped off.

—That's cause you're junk.

—1T ain’t no stiff! All of you are junkies. I know what you do!

—What's the matter, honey?

—You've been sitting on that thing for an hour.

—The pains are getting bad. OOgh. I've been bleeding two
days now.

—Q00gh 00gh OOgh.

—She's gonna bang her head off. She needs a shot.

—Tie a sweater around her head. She's gonna break her
head open.

—TYou should see a doctor, honey.

—The doctor told me I'm having an abortion.

—Matron. Goddamnit. Get your ass over here matron!

—1 haven't been bleeding this bad. Maybe this is the real

abortion. e i
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—Matron! This little girl is havmg an abortlon ou do some-
thing. Where the hell is that asshole woman? (The matron throws
an open piece of Kotex to the girl.) The service here is getting
worse and worse!

—You’'re not in a hotel. honey.

—It used to be better than this. There's not even any god-
damn food. This place is definitely going downhill.

—Oh, shutup. ['m trying to sleep. I need my sleep, unlike you
girls, cause I'm going back to work tomorrow.

—Now what the hell do you need sleep for? This is a party.
You sleep on your job.

—I sure know this is the only time I get any rest. Tomorrow
it's back on the street again.

—If we're lucky.
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LESBIANS are women who prefer their own ways td male
ways.. .

e LESBIANS prefer the convoluting halls of sensuality to dlre;\
W g

LESBIANS have made a small world deep within and sepa-
rated from the world. What has usually been called the world is

the

Convoluting halls of sensuality lead to depend on illusions.
Lies and silence are realer than truth.

Either you're in love with someone or you're not. The one
thing about being in love with someone is you know you're in
love: You're either flying or you're about to kill yourself.

I don't know anyone I'm in love with or I don't know if I'm in
love. I have all these memories. I remember that as soon as I've
gotten fucked, like a dog I no longer care about the man who just
fucked me who I was madly in love with.

So why should I spend a hundred dollars to fly to Toronto to
get laid by someone I don't know if I love I don't know if I can
love I'm an abortion? I mean a hundred dollars and once I get laid
I'll be in agony: I won't be doing exactly what I want. I can't live

oan L uve,
normaJl 1.e. with love so: there is no more life.

e world is gray afterbirth. Fake."AII'of New York City is
fake is going to go all my friends are going crazy all my friends
know they're going crazy disaster is the only thing that’s happen-
ing.

Suddenly these outbursts in the fake, cause they're so open,
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spawn a new growth. I'm waiting to see this growth. :

I want more and more horrible disaster in New York ¢
desperately want to see that new thing that is going to
this year.

JANEY is a woman who has sexually hurt and been ga)
hurt so much she's now frigid. .

E She doesn’t want to see her husband anymore. There's
S

ing between them.
Her husband agrees with her that there’'s nothing i
4% between them.
But there’s no such thing as nothingness. Not here, ()
~% death whatever that is is nothing. All the ways people are tall
#¥, to her now mean nothing. She doesn't want to speak words
= are meaningless.
%_‘ Janey doesn't want to see her husband again.
The quality of life in this city stinks. Is almost nothing, I
people now are deaf-mutes only inside they're scream
: BLOOD. A lot of blood inside is going to fall. MORE and MG
.. because inside is outside. :
_ New York City will become alive again when the peo;
=y begin to speak to each other again not information but real 4y
-~ tion A grave is spreading its legs and B NG FOR LOVE,
E Robert, Janey’s husband, is almost a zombie.
A He walks talks plays his saxophone pays for groceries a
& like every other human. There's no past. The last six years did
> exist. Janey hates him. He made her a hole. He blasted into
\X He has no feeling. The light blue eyes he gave her; the gent
=3 hands; the adoration: AREN'T. NO CRIME. NO BLOOD. THi
NEW CITY. Like in Fritz Lang’s METROPOLIS.
(N This year suffering has so blasted all feelings out of her s
~. - become a person. Janey believes it's necessary to blast open
mind constantly and destroy EVERY PARTICLE OF MEMOR!
THAT SHE LIKES.
\. A sleeveless black T-shirt binds Janey's breasts. Pleat
.~ black fake-leather pants hide her cocklessness. A thin leopard t
winds around her neck. One gold-plated watch, the only remem
rance of the dead mother, binds one wrist. A thin black leat,
v~band binds the other. The head is almost shaved. Two round pr
scription mirrors mask the eyes. '
Johnny is a man who don’t want to be living so he doesn't

appear to be a man. All his life everyone wanted him to be some-
thing. His Jewish mother wanted him to be famous so ha
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| live the life she was living. The two main glrl.fnfands he,,,;:ig
2| wanted him to support them in the manner to w’ruch :hey

Ay weren't accustomed even though he couldn't put his
\ands on a penny. His father wanted .tum to shut up. )
Johnny wants to do is make music. He war;ts to keep 1

» and everything who takes him awa from his music off 2‘;

' i 5 afl desire.
e he can't afford human contact, hg cal Ord

fute he hangs around with rich zombies who never have
g to do with feelings. This is a typical New York artist attl :,:
s | ;
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\ K City is a pit-hole: Since the United States govemn-
rn:vu::;;r decic‘;ed that New York City is no longer part of the
A Htates of America, is dumping all the laws the rich peop{e
wich as anti-rent-control laws and all t.helpeople they don't
| (artists, poor minorities, and the media in gene:_ral) on the
andl refusing the city Federal funds; the {&mencan boul:-
{o has left. Only the poor: artists, Puerto I_R'Jcans who cgnt
il 1o move... and rich Europeans who t'leefng the terrorists
| ylve a shit about New York....imlabl't this city.
Meanwhile the temperature is getting hotter and hotter so |
W bhe can think clearly. No one p_elrcewes. No one cares. Ins.ane ‘%
Wailiess come out like life is a terrific party. \
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(N FRONT OF THE MUDD cLuB, 77 WHITE STREET

T i les drop out of a limousine. The women are
'llllll‘:zjoofllff?tscgﬁg poor peoplg who were in ten years ago wo{ee ‘
‘i years ago. The men are just neutral. _All the poolr1 peop 4
who're making this club fashionable so the rich want to hang (')(lzlh
lwin, even though the poor still never mak_e a buck off the ni
plensure, are sitting on cars, watching the rich people walk up to
P c;ur;bzﬂe creeps around the club's ent;ance. " An open—shgrted
pliinny guy who says he's just an artist is ch?osmg who he IJTE:t
{nto the club. Since it's 3:30 A.M. there aren't many creeps. 1hé
uitist won't let the rich hippies into the club.

—Look at that car. -
—Jesus. It's those rich hippies’ car.

—Let's take it. -
—That’s the chauffeur over there.
‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘ n..-...m..a..-...,__h“_m'__‘,d".
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—Let’s kidnap him.

—Let’s knock him over the head with a bottle.

—I don’t want no terrorism. I wanna go for aride,

—That'’s right. We've got nothing to do with terr
We'll just explain we want to borrow the car for an hour,

—Maybe he'll lend us the car if we explain we're 1,
ists-in-training. We want to use that car to try out terrorist tri

After 45 minutes the rich people climb back into their Ii
sine and their chauffeur drives them away.

A girl who has gobs of brown hair like the foamonac
cino in Little Italy, black patent leather S&M heels, two unfi
ionable tits stuffed into a pale green corset, and extremely f
lonable black fake leather tights heaves her large self off a
top. She’s holding an empty bottle.

. Diego senses there's going to be trouble. He gets off hig
top. Is walking slowly towards the girl.

The bottle keeps waving. Finally the girl finds some cour
heaves the bottle at the skinny entrance artist.

The girl and the artist battle it out up the street. Some of t
people who are sitting on cars separate them. We see the
throw herself back on a car top. Her tits are bouncing so hard g

lent, cause she isn't getting enough. Better give us a better sho
She sticks her middle finger into the air ag far as she can. §
writhes around on the top of the car. Her movements are so spa
modic she must be nuts.

A yellow taxi cab is slowly making its way to the club. On
one side of this taxi cab’s the club entrance. The other side is thy
girl writ(h)ing away on the black car. Three girls who are pro
tending to be transvestites are lifting themselves out of the caly
elegantly around the big girl's body. The first body is encased
into a translucent white girdle. A series of diagonal panels leady
directly to her cunt. The other two dresses are tight and white,
They are wriggling their way toward the club. The big girl, whom
the taxi driver refused to let in his cab, wriggling because she's
been rejected but not wriggling as much, is bumping into them,
They're tottering away from her because she has syphilis.

Now the big girl is unsuccessfully trying to climb through a
private white car's window now she’s running hips hooking even
faster into an alleyway taxi whose driver is locking his doors and
windows against her. She’s offering him a blow-job. Now an ugly
boy with a huge safety pin stuck through his upper lip, walking
up and down the street, is shooting at us with his watergun.

40

: The dyke sitting next to me is saying earlier in the evenin L
pillod at this safety-pife t".‘:
s ‘a

' 's sti heat'’s squeezing

'y four o'clock A.M. It's still too hot. Wetl -
alllu:v The air's mist. The liquid's that seeping out of human :
puies is gonna harden into a smooth shiny shell ﬁp we're @-

) become reptiles. A ‘ =
‘I’\lti one wants to move anvmoreﬁk_l}lp.\one'-wa’nts _to be in a L
Iy Physical-possesst o to hell even in this night. o

Johnny like all other New York inhabitants doesn't want any-

\ 1o do with sex. He hates sex because the air's hot._‘l?gg_an.se. Ef
lings are dull, and because humans are repulsive. -~ &

ther New Yorker's he's telling females he's

E lu:l.meaal}a;}&enf faggots ought to bum in hell and tglgyw
I1¢'s doing this because when he was sixteen yedis oiah i

t‘mlls who wanted him to die s;uc_:k him in the Mercdalt:jl

aiines and all the marines cause this is what they do raped his

i doses of coke. ‘ _
P Ulll(ag;a?r?goesn't go directly toward self-satisfaction cause
Wl iho following mechanism: X wants Y apd, fqr _whatever reasonist
\wasons, thinks it shouldn't want Y. X thinks it is BAD because
wiits Y. What X wants is Y and to be GOOD. . .
Baudelaire does the following to solve tl_ns m}emrpa.
unilerstands that some agency (his paren.ts, soclety,_ his nﬁlmiesfs'
si0,) is saying that wanting Y is BAQ. This agency 1§ ag; gn '%‘rhe
yght. The authority will punish him be.cause hg s - T :
authority will punish him as mu(_:h as possible, p}lmsh me purn;s1 "
e, more than is necessary till it I'las to be obxpous to ema-lrla,'o_t
{hat the punishment is unjust. Punishers are unjust. All agtnon g
ilyht now stinks to high hell. Therefore there is no GO an
HAD. X cannot be BAD. ‘
It’s necessary to go to as many extremes as possible.

<y~
T

to have sex with

As soon as Johnny sees Janey he wants

lior. Johnny takes out his cock and rubs it. He :wal!:s over to

Innév puts his arms around her shoulders so he's pinning her
ainst a concrete wall. _

" Johnny says, “You're always talking about sex. Are you

going to spread your legs for me like you spread your legs a]} the

ime for any guy you don’t know?" _ ' >
l Janéy repties,.”I'm not fucking an e-oaUse sex is a [
prison. It's become a support-ef-t iS”post-capitalist system igj

. . g =
art. Businessmen who want to_ meke money have-to tu up

R R _’_,-.\V"‘"
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product that people’ll buy and want to keep buying. Sin
American consumers now own every object there is plus
don’t have any money anyway cause they’re being squeez#
between inflation and depression, just like fucking, these busi
nessmen have to discover products that obvious necessity sell
Sex is such a product. Just get rid of the puritanism sweethe
your parents spoonfed you in between materialism which t.
gsexual revolution did thanks to free love and hippies sex is a
rific hook. Sexual desire is a naturally fluctuating phenomenn
The sex product presents a naturally expanding market. No
capitalists are doing everything they can to bring world sexual
desire to an unbearable edge.

“I don’'t want to be hurt again. Getting hurt or rejected Iy
more dangerous than I know because now everytime I get sexual:
ly rejected I get dangerously physically sick. I don't want to huit
again. Everytime I hurt I feel so disgusted with myself — thal
by following some stupid body desire I didn't HAVE to follow, |

killed the tender nerves of someone else. l.retreat into myself. I

again become frigid.”
“I never have fun.”

Johnny says, “You want to be as desperate as possible bul

m/

~. you don't have to be desperate. You're going to be a success.
% Everybody knows you're going to be a success. Wouldn't you like
™ o give up this artistic life which you know isn't rewarding cause
: -~,_ artists now have to turn their work/selves into marketablg
. * objects/fluctuating 1mages/fashlon have to competitively knife
- other like people, no feelings, loneliness comes from the world of
, rationality, robots, every thing one as objects defined separaté
§ from each other? The whole impetus for art in the first place i
gone bye-bye? You know you want to get away from this media
™ world.”
«{: Janey replies, “I don’t know what I want now. I know thl'
New York City world is more complex and desirable even though
r.':_f_’ everything you're saying's true. I don't know what my heart i§
<. cause I'm corrupted.”
g “Become pure again. Love. You have to will. You can do
what you will. Then love'll enter your heart.”
Y “I'm not capable of loving anycne. I'm a freak. Love's an
- obsession that only weird people have. I'm going to be a robot for
§"" the rest of my life. This is confusing to be a human being, but
“  robotism is what's present.”
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"“;‘5-'-—each other in the back because we're not people, can't treat each

“It's unnatural to be sexless. You eat alone and that's
Neaky."

“I am lonely out of my mind. I am miserable out of my mind.
tpen open what are you touching me. Touching me. Now I'm
rulnu into the state where desire comes out like a monster. Sex I

we you. I'll do anything to touch you. I've got to fuck. Don't you
understand don't you have needs as much as I have needs DON'T
YUl HAVE TO GET LAID?"

-Janey, close that door. What's the matter with you? Why
sion't you doing what I tell you?

-I'll do whatever you tell me, nana.

~That's right. Now go into that drawer and get that check-
hiok for me. The Chase Manhattan one, not the other one. Give
nin both of them. I'll show you which one.

—I can find it, nana. No, it's not this one.

—Give me both of them. I'll do it.

—Here you are, nana. This is the one you want, isn't it?

—Now sit yourself down and write yourself out a check for
#10,000. It doesn't matter which check you write it on.

—Ten thousand dollars! Are you sure about this, nana?

—Do what I tell you. Write yourself out a check for ten thou-
wand dollars.

—Uh O.K. What's the date?

-—It doesn't matter. Put any date you want. Now hand me my
ylasses. They're over there.

—I'm just going to clean them. They’re dirty.

—You can clean them for me later. Give them to me.

—Are...you sure you want to do this?

—Now I'm going to tell you something, Janey. Invest this.
lluy yourself 100 shares of AT&T. You can fritter it away if you
want. Good riddance to you. If your mother had invested the 800
nhares of IBM I gave her, she would have had a steady income
and wouldn't have had to commit suicide. Well, she needed the
money. If you invest in AT&T, you'll always have an income.

—I don't know what to say. I've never seen so much money
before. I've never seen so much money before.

—You do what I tell you to. Buy AT&T.

—I'll put the money in a bank, nana, and as soon as it clears
I'll buy AT&T.

At ten o'clock the next morning Nana is still asleep. A rich
salesman who was spending his winter in New York had
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installed her in a huge apartment on Park Avenue for six mont
The apartment's rooms are tremendous, too big for her tiny bod
and are still partly unfurnished. Thick sick daybed spreads ivo
handled white feather fans hanging above contrast the black-and"
red ‘naturalistic’ clown portraits in the ‘study’ that give an air
culture rather than of call-girl. A call-girl or mistress, as soon
her first man is gone, is no longer innocent. No one to help hai,
constantly harassed by rent and food bills, in need of elegant
clothing and cosmetics to keep surviving, she has to use her gox
to get money.

Nana's sleeping on her stomach, her bare arms hugging
instead of a man a pillow into which she’s buried a face soft with
sleep. The bedroom and the small adjoining dressingroom are tha
only two properly furnished rooms. A ray of light filtered through
the gray richly-laced curtain focuses a rosewood bedsteads cov:
ered by carved Chinese figures, the bedstead covered by whity
linen sheets; covered by a pale blue silk quilt; covered by a pale
white silk quilt; Chinese pictures composed of five to seven lay:
ers of carved ivory, almost sculptures rather than pictures, sur
round these gleaming layers.

She feels around and, finding no one, calls her maid.

“Paul left ten minutes ago,” the girl says as she walks into
the room. “He didn't want to wake you. I asked him if he wanted i
coffee but he said he was in a rush. He'll see you his usual time
tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow tomorrow;” the prostitute can never get any-
thing straight, “can he come tomorrow?" i

“Wednesday’s Paul's day. Today you see the furrier.”

“I remember,” she says, sitting up, “the old furrier told me
he's coming Wednesday and I can't go against him. Paul'll have
to come another day.”

“You didn't tell me. If you don't tell me what's going on, I'm
going to get things confused and your Johns'll be running into
each other!”

Nana stretches her fatty arms over her head and yawns. Two
bunches of short brown hairs are sticking out of her armpits. “I'll
call Paul and tell him to come back tonight. No. I won't sleep with
anyone tonight. Can I afford it? I'll tell Paul to come on Tuesdays
after this and I'll have tonight to myself!" Her nightgown slips
down her nipples surrounded by one long brown hair and the rest
of her hair, loose and tousled, flows over her still-wet sheets.

(’ e e ————
Bet—-—I think feminism is the only thmmes\
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Janey (yawning)—I'm so tired all I can do is sleep al

unly she doesn't fall asleep cause she's suddenly attracted .
luhnel who's like every other guy she's attracted to marred to a
fland of hers.)

Bet—First of all feminism is only possible in a socialist state.

Janey—But Russia stinks as much as the United States these
dnyn. What has this got to do with your film?

Bet—Cause feminism depends on four factors: First of all,
wumen have to have economic independence. If they don’t have
Hint they don’t have anything. Second, free daycare centers.
Abortions. (counting on her fingers) Fourth, decent housing.

Janey—I mean those are just material considerations. You're
Avoepting the materialism this society teaches. I mean look I've
Il lots of abortions I can fuck anyone I want—well, I could—I'm
atill in prison. I'm not talking about myself.

Bet—Are you against abortions?

Janey—How could I be against abortions? I've had fucking
five of them. I can't be against abortions. I just think all that stuff
I back in the 1920's. It doesn't apply to this world. This world is
(lifferent than all that socialism: those multi-national corporations
vantrol everything.

Louie—You just don't know how things are cause the femi-
filut movement here is nothing compared to the feminist move-
ments in Italy, England, and Australia. That's where women real-
Iy utick together,

Janey—That's not true! Feminism here, sure it's not the old
feminism the groups Gloria Steinem and Ti-Grace, but they were
HO s;ltraight. It's much better now: it's just underground it's not so
public.

Louie—The only women in Abercrombie's and Fitch's films
e those traditionally male defined types.

The women are always whores or bltches Thev have no
POWEL, e e

Janey—-Women are whores now. I thmk women every tmfé
they fuck no matter who they fuck should get paid. When they,
fuck their boyfriends their husbands. That's the way thmgs
only the women don't get paid.

Louie—Look at Carter's.films. There-are 1io’ women s roles
The only two women in the film who aren't bit players are France
who's a bitch and England who’s a whore.

Janey—But that's how things were in Rome of that time.

Bet—But, Jane, we're saying things have to be different. Our
riends can'’t keep upholding the sexist state of women in their work.

L el (A gl ,
PAY HER !




