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Lady Chatterley’s Loafer
On a frosty morning in March, Clifford and Connie Trotz 
went for a walk in the forest of footwear. A stiff breeze 
whistled through the shoe-trees and scuffed the wing-
tipped grass surrounding Loafer’s Lane. The well-heeled 
couple paused in the clearing to watch a bronzed babyshoe 
play in the mud. 

“I’m sorry we can’t have a pair of our own,” sighed 
Connie. 

Clifford, weighing an idea, decided to put his best foot 
forward. 

“It would almost be a good thing if you had a babyshoe 
by another loafer,” he suggested. “It would be just like our 
own ... we could teach it to walk, flip-flop and carry on. 
Don’t you think it’s worth considering?” 

Connie frowned. The babyshoe — her baby shoe — was 
just an “it” to him. 

“What about the other loafer?” she asked, walking on 
thin ice, so to speak. 

“Does it matter very much, so long as it holds its tongue. 
You had that penniless loafer in Germany, Herr Birken-
stock, remember? And a few sneakers behind my back. All 
forgotten now.” He eyed her curiously. “You and I are in the 
same boot. If we continue to think on our feet, we ought 
to be able to arrange this thing. Besides, the real secret of 
marriage ain’t socks. It’s sole.” 

Connie winced. 
She did not know if he was right or not. 
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She tried to put herself in his shoes, unable to father 
footwear of his own. Sure there had been other loafers – in 
particular, one well-endowed galosh that had swept her off 
her feet. But her desire for male loafers was somehow only 
an excursion from her marriage with Clifford; the habit of 
intimacy formed by years of sharing the same bedroom 
slippers. ‘But then again,’ mused Connie, ‘if the shoe fits ...’ 

“And you really wouldn’t mind which loafer’s babyshoe 
I got?” she asked him. 

“I trust your instinct of decency and selection. You 
wouldn’t just grab the first loafer to come along, now would 
you?” 

“Of course not,” snapped Connie, suddenly fearing the 
possible consequences of her innate promiscuity. What 
would she do if she ever got athlete’s foot? She would have 
to tell Clifford and then ... 

No, she would never be able to tell him. Instead she 
would simply run away and hide.
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Naked Lunch at Tiffany’s
I am always drawn back to neighborhoods where I have 
lived – for instance Queens Plaza, where I had my first 
apartment. The date palms have died of meat lack, the well 
filled with dried shit and mosaic of a thousand newspapers. 
Johnny dowses Mary with gasoline from an obscene Chimu 
jar of white jade. Even so my spirits heightened. 

It never occurred to me in those days to write about 
Holly Golightly, a thin wholesome American cunt. 

Holly Golightly had been a tenant on the roof of Nedick’s. 
One night it was long past twelve, I woke up at the sound 
of Doctor Benway calling down the stairs, exasperated and 
stern. “Miss Golightly! You cheap Factualist bitch!” 

The voice that came back, welling up from the bottom 
of the stairs, was silly-young and self-amused. “Oh, darling, 
I’m sorry. I’ll go wash my ass. So there I was completely out 
of K.Y. in the headwaters of the Baboon’s asshole ... ” 

“Shut up you fool. Bitch marry so many times so many 
gooks and spics she don’t know her accent from her ass!”

“Oh, don’t be angry, you dear little man. And if you 
promise not to be angry” — her voice was coming nearer, 
she was climbing the stairs —  “I might let you palpate my 
internal hemorrhoids.” 

Doctor Benway’s face swelled, tumescent with blood. 
His lips turned purple. 

Holly smiled. “The next time a girl wants a little 
powder-room change, take my advice, darling: fuck 
her in no gravity. Your jism just floats out in the air like 
lovely ectoplasm, and females are subject to immaculate 
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conception ... Reminds me of an old friend of mine, Rusty 
Trawler, one of the handsomest men I have ever known 
and absolutely ruined by wealth. He used to go about with 
a water pistol shooting jism up career women at parties. 
Won all his paternity suits hands down. He never used his 
own jism you understand.” 

The following afternoon I could feel the heat closing in, 
feel them out there making their moves. I was just tying 
up for my morning shot when in burst Golightly, the spit 
hanging off her chin like rancid semen. 

“Darling!” she cried. “Turn over, I’ll give it to you in the 
ass.” 

A kicking junky can make a whole apartment stink with 
a death smell. “No thanks, I can do it myself.” 

“Look what I just bought,” she beamed, thrusting two 
rubber cocks in my face. “I just had to buy some little 
something. They’re from Tiffany’s.” 

Maybe writing about Holly wasn’t such a hot idea 
after all. 
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9 ½ Weeks: The Long March 
The first time we were in bed together he held my hands 
pinned down above my head. 

“Some works,” he explained, “distort the historical facts.” 
He was moody in a way that struck me as romantic. 
“Some works describe heroic characters,” he told me 

softly, strengthening his grip on my wrists. “ ... characters 
who always violate discipline ... or create heroes only to 
make them die in an artificially tragic ending. Some works 
do not present heroic characters but only middle characters 
who are actually backward people, caricatures of workers, 
peasants or soldiers. In depicting the enemy, they fail to 
expose his class nature as an exploiter and oppressor of the 
people, and even go so far as to prettify him.” 

“You’re hurting me,” I said. 
“Then,” he continued, ignoring me, his voice husky and 

passionate, “there are works, such as this, concerned only 
with love and romance, pandering to philistine tastes and 
claiming that love and death are eternal themes. All such 
bourgeois, revisionist trash must be resolutely opposed!” 

He was funny, too. 
“All reactionaries are paper tigers.”
He was always saying funny stuff like that. 
He was big and bright and interesting to talk to. He gave 

me pleasure, he gave me pain. 
“Works of art which lack artistic quality have no force, 

however progressive they are politically. Therefore ...” He 
paused to pinch my flesh. “… I oppose both works of art 
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with a wrong political viewpoint and the tendency towards 
the poster and slogan style which is correct in political 
viewpoint but lacks in artistic power.” 

The second time we were together he picked up my 
scarf from the floor where I had dropped it while getting 
undressed, smiled, and said “Would you let me blindfold 
you? The people’s state protects the people.” No one had 
blindfolded me in bed before and I liked it. I liked him 
even better than the first night and later couldn’t stop 
smiling during my period of self-criticism. I had found an 
extraordinarily skillful lover. 

“You’re an extraordinarily skillful lover.” 
He shook his head. “Helmsman,” he corrected. 
The third time he repeatedly brought me within a hairs-

breadth of coming. He would stop and exclaim, “To link 
oneself with the masses, one must act in accordance with 
the needs and wishes of the masses!” 

When I was beside myself yet again and he stopped 
once more, I heard my voice disembodied above the bed ... 

“Most worshipped and beloved leader, I will struggle to 
defeat all bourgeois intellectuals.” 

The fourth time, when I had mastered the basic 
principles of Marxism and felt comfortable with hyperbole, 
he used the same scarf to tie my wrists together. 

“You must preserve the style of plain living and hard 
struggle.” 

Yes, he was hard and we struggled constantly. It seemed 
as if March would never end. The weeks wore on and 
became an arduous blur. I no longer even knew my own 
name. 

He raised the whip and smiled. 
“Art and literature must operate as powerful weapons 
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for uniting and educating the people and for attacking and 
destroying the enemy.” 

He attacked and destroyed me, night after night. Until, 
finally, nine and a half weeks later, spring arrived, along 
with thirteen copies of a little red book. 

A writer, eh? I should have known.


