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2
DULLSVILLE

DULLSVILLE DOES NOT HAVE a specific geographic loca-
tion. It follows you around like a pack of hound dogs on the trail 
of a fugitive. Just when you think you’ve made your escape, in the 
distance you hear the howling of real estate speculators,  ad guys, 
boutique owners, and other assorted vampires. Before you know it, 
they’re upon you, transforming what you thought was a safe haven 
into… Dullsville. After the good citizens of Dullsville have con-
sumed and destroyed every last vestige of originality, creativity, and 
irony, they look at each other (dully, of course) and wonder what 
happened. But not for long. Soon they are on the move in search of 
further prey. They may be the people you don’t know and don’t want 
to know, but they will find you.

The biggest mistake I ever made was staying too long after the 
Dullsville invasion of my neighborhood began. At first, the few 
scouts of the dull blended in like the spies they were, but the few 
soon turned into many. I knew what was happening because it had 
happened to me before in another city but I stayed anyway. I still 
had a few friends scattered around the neighborhood, which made 
it endurable, but there were fewer of them every year and I knew 
the end was near. I knew I should pack up and join the exodus but 
I kept putting off my departure until it was too late. Dullsville had 
swallowed me up.

The only reason I stayed was my girlfriend, a woman with whom 
I never should have been involved. She was beautiful but very naïve 
and I harbored the delusion that I could educate her. Things turned 
out otherwise. In fact, it was she who gradually eroded my sen-
sibilities to the point that my healthy contempt for the residents 
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6
JOHN AND ELSA

ONE FINE SUMMER EVENING, a devil was sitting at the bar 
of a trendy nightspot which the single young women of Manhattan 
purl through like schools of shimmering fish. Manhattan abounds 
with these devils, as any young woman can readily attest, and this 
particular fiend did not differ significantly from any of the rest. 
Dressed all in black, he nursed an Absolut and cranberry juice as he 
scanned the room for female prey. It should be added that this devil, 
who had a real devil’s name, had chosen the sobriquet John Collier 
for his earthly sojourn, a sly joke on a deceased author with a partic-
ular interest in devilish doings.

As his eyes wandered the room he was suddenly transfixed by 
a delicious blonde in a little black dress who had just walked in the 
door, just the sort of blonde who warmed the cockles of his black 
heart. His eyes glowed like cigar embers as she made her way down 
the bar and, to his delighted surprise, took the seat right next to his. 
He rubbed his claws together in wicked glee as he contemplated his 
opening line, for the very purpose of his Hellish mission was to steal 
toothsome young women’s’ hearts and, with any luck, to appropriate 
their souls.

“Excuse me,” he said suavely, “you must be from Heaven, for you 
surely are an angel.”

Had she been an ordinary young woman she might have smiled 
wanly as the question, “Who is this creep?” automatically came to 
mind. In the case of most young women, the question is often more 
rhetorical than pejorative since they can often be won over in a mat-
ter of two or three cocktails but this wasn’t most young women and 
the devil’s riposte so delighted her that she responded with a peal of 
the loveliest laughter that he had ever heard.

John and Elsa
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“And I suppose you’re from Hell,” she rejoined as her full, red lips 
parted in a brilliant smile.

This keen observation so discombobulated the devil that he was 
briefly at a loss for words. “Heh, heh,” he lamely managed. “Would 
you like drink?”

“I believe I would. Is that Absolut and cranberry?”
“Yes it is.”
“I’ll have one of those.”
The devil’s spirits soared. Young women who drink vodka often 

become quite malleable in a very short matter of time.
“My name is John Collier,” he said as he paid for her drink with 

a Hell note, the counterfeit currency demons manufacture by the 
bundle to confound the orderly flow of trickle down economics.

“Elsa Smite,” she volunteered as she downed her drink in one 
gulp. “Let me pay for the next round.”

Her offer greatly excited the fiend for young women who pay for 
men’s drinks are much to be coveted and he was tempted to take her 
at her word but he had an even more devilish plan in mind.

“I couldn’t do that,” he protested coyly, flashing an enormous 
wad of bogus currency.

Ignoring the wad, Elsa Smite insisted, “But I insist.”
“Well . . . all right,” said the devil with the most exquisitely pa-

tronizing reluctance. “I guess I’ll let you twist my arm.”
And so they drank and chatted into the night. The devil em-

ployed all of his maleficent charms and gradually ensnared the young 
woman in his diabolic web. By midnight he was confident that Elsa 
Smite was putty in his claws. Yet, when he offered to drive her home 
in the red Lamborghini he had conjured up outside, he did not get 
the response he expected.

“No,” she said, “I’ll take the subway.
The devil was aghast. “The subway?! You can’t do that. Not at this 

time of night.”
“I’m sure I’ll be safer on the subway than with you in your luxu-

rious automobile,” she said demurely. “There’s no telling what might 
happen if you get me alone in such a tempting situation. Besides, I 
am a firm supporter of mass transit.”



111

 9

 THE  ADENOIDAL  ARTIST

ALAN GOLDFLUGEL, FORMER FAILED law student, 
had finally found his true vocation. With the help and encourage-
ment of his mentor and drawing instructor, Olivia Loaf, late of the  
Instituto del Pacifico in Mexico City where he had attended a six 
week residency program, Alan had emerged from his cocoon and 
become a full blown artist in the not so   lengthy tradition of the very 
well known Derek Schnoigel.  He now walked around the street in 
silk pajamas and a beret while smoking a Cohiba cigar claiming he 
was the new Schnoigel although Schnoigel himself was not dead. 
Well, sort of not dead.

When Goldflugel was asked what sort of work he did, he would 
proudly proclaim that he was an adherent to the latest fad, “Thought” 
art, though he had most assuredly never had a thought in his life.

Now, I may not have mentioned that Olivia Loaf was not only 
his mentor and drawing instructor, but his lover, even though she 
was at least thirty years older than her much younger protégé and  
bedfellow. You may wonder why Olivia had picked out Alan to mold 
into the fine stuff of  those who rise into the artistic firmament faster 
than a speeding bullet and then move on to Hollywood. Well, to put 
it bluntly, he was the only man who would fuck her, and he did it 
with such gusto she practically melted in his arms. You see, Olivia 
wasn’t just sixty-two years old, she insisted on dressing like a teenag-
er from the Lower East Side. The results were rather bizarre, to say 
the least, but Alan seemed to appreciate her highly individual pre-
sentation and respond to it with appropriate lust. For her own part, 
Olivia now required some sort of lubricant to keep up with Alan’s 
priapism, not that she was complaining, mind you.

The Adenoidal Artist                                             
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13
THE CONSCIENCE OF A CONSERVATIVE

I HAVE NO CONSCIENCE and I hope I never will. In my  
opinion, conscience is for rubes and turkeys who don’t understand 
the realities of the world we live in. They don’t understand the con-
stant threat we are under, they don’t understand that there are other 
people out there, call them chinks, sand niggers, spics, and so on, 
people who want everything we’ve got. They want to take it away 
from you! Hell, I want to take it away from you! That’s the American 
Way!

I work in finance and I’m proud of it. I don’t produce anything 
but pots of money for myself. The market is a zero-sum game and 
in any game there are winners and losers. What do you want to be? 
Well, go sing some folksongs around a campfire while I’m raking in 
the dollars. I could care less about all you idiots whining about jus-
tice and fairness and equality and all that other nonsense.

Some people might call me a sociopath. But they’re wrong. Who 
gives a flying fuck about the society? I’m a psychopath, pure and 
simple. Look out for number one!

That’s my motto. You can get rich too if you just follow my ad-
vice. First, give me all your money so that I can “invest” it. That’s 
what we call pulling in the suckers. I take all the money and you 
suck. That’s all I’ve got to say on that subject.

Now let’s talk about sex. I’m a married man with a horse-faced 
blonde wife in Darien, Connecticut. I’m not a homosexual or a shit 
eating pervert like many of my colleagues but I do like to get beaten 
every now and then by Madame Irma. Not like I’m guilty or any-
thing like all those smelly Hassids in pork pie hats who come to her 
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dungeon. I just like the tingling sensation of a riding crop across my 
ass every now and then. You should try it yourself if you haven’t al-
ready. I never fuck my wife but I do occasionally like to get together 
with my octoroon maid Lakisha and have her suck me dry. I’m hung 
like a bull, by the way. She won’t let me come in her mouth, however, 
and diverts my essence into jars, which she freezes for future purpos-
es. Don’t ask me what.

Religion? Religion is a problem but a very convenient prob-
lem. I myself am an Episcopalian though I never go to church and 
wouldn’t be caught dead at my own funeral. However, the Christian 
fundamentalists, the evangelicals, are very important in my scheme 
of things. I know they’re all a bunch of yokels, morons, and lunatics 
but for some bizarre reason they do all they can to keep me in power. 
Go figure. I mean these people are so stupid they have to look in a 
mirror to make sure their eyes are open. God bless ‘em!

Okay, we’ve already discussed sex and religion so let’s move on to 
the other subject that any good cocktail party hostess would tell you 
to avoid – politics. Buying a politician is very much like picking up 
a hooker. You want the hooker to be attractive and personable but 
you also want him or her to do exactly what you say. You’re the one 
paying after all. Now there’s this politician I know – I won’t mention 
his name – but he’s in my pocket. And just to keep him there, I fuck 
him up the ass every now and then. Figuratively, that is. This useful 
idiot always has his hand out like a chimpanzee in the zoo begging 
for a banana. And I make sure he knows what I want in return.

Now let me tell you a story.  I have a bad stomach, acid reflux 
they call it. I take these pills but my quack doctor says it comes from 
stress. “Stress?” I say. “Stress is my comfort zone. How long do you 
think I’d last in finance if I wasn’t stressed out all the time?”

“Maybe,” he says, “but I think you ought consider taking a few 
weeks off, take a vacation and see how it works for your stomach.”

“I’ll think about it,” I said, but I wouldn’t. Vacations are for all the 
lamebrain Mr. and Mrs. Front Porches of the world and their two 
weeks off. Then there are the heirs to great fortunes who are always 
on vacation because they can’t do anything else.

The Conscience of a Conservative                                            
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VALLEY OF THE DOLTS

 
ALTHOUGH THE VALLEY OF THE DOLTS has no 
specific geographical location, it’s outposts can be found from coast 
to coast, for example Locust Valley in New York’s Long Island where 
the Church of Scientology is quite in vogue at the moment, or the 
San Fernando Valley just over the hills from Los Angeles, where a 
brisk business in pornography thrives, and, of course, just up north 
in California, Mill Valley, where a typical block consists of a quack 
doctor with a metaphysical bent, a corporate lawyer who is married 
but furtively craves the comforts of certain all male bath houses in 
San Francisco, and a narcotics dealer of substance.

The Dolts is not a slang term for psychoactive pills out of a Jac-
queline Susann novel, though practically all the inhabitants of the 
Valley take them, On prescription, of course. Every morning the 
Dolts gather in their local chain coffee houses and play with their lit-
tle machines which have become the most important things in their 
lives. When they are not babbling to possibly non-existent people 
about purported business deals and such, they intently run through 
their “apps” seeking some sort of satisfaction in their self-imposed 
exile from the real world. They never talk to the people right next to 
them but rather spend their time in the microwave ether that sur-
rounds them like the amniotic fluid of the womb. 

Then the Dolts go to their jobs which are consistent and often 
futile attempts to sell other Dolts anything from dubious and often 
fraudulent stock market offerings to ridiculously priced handbags 
with designer of the moment logos plastered all over them. They call 
this “the economy” and are often worried about its “health”. They 
sit in partitioned cubicles in a large room like the faded souls in 

The Valley of the Dolts                                            


