
sometimes stuck in his tongue so far 
I could feel it on my retina.
He said he'd give It to me any way 
I wanted, but all I wanted was his 
autograph. I had other things on 
my mind, like my overdue rent and 
my ex-husband who was harrassing me.
So the famous astronaut told me 
he'd tell me what it was like in 
outer space if I had dinner with him 
and drinks later in his hotel room.
I didn't show up, and the next day, 
while I was on the stage dancing 
to Lovin Spoonful, he came in, 
stood with his hands on his hips, 
glowered at me, and said, 
just who the hell do you think you 
are, you little tramp, and then he 
left, slamming the sunshine and door 
behind him. The famous astronaut 
had the right stuff, all right, he'd 
met the President of the United States, 
seen Earth from outer space where 
he'd defied gravity and nausea for 
Americans like myself. He even 
had a nice smile. But I had 
my mean ex-old man and 
overdue rent on my mind.

WHEN IT WAS FUN, IT WAS VERY VERY FUN

Sometimes it was fun being a go-go girl,
usually on a payday, and probably
when it was a full moon, some night when
everyone was inexplicably happy, even Duke,
because the place was packed and he was tripping
on some good acid, and Dick the machinist
was happy, had brought us girls a 5-pound
Whitman's Sampler and made us new tiptrays
on his machine, carved our names on them,
then painted them fluorescent to glow under
the black lights, our names in lights, at last,
and Big Dave and Little Jim were happy,
having brought their camera to take our pictures
when Duke wasn't looking, and Dick Dale's
surfer guitar was hanging ten, so hot
that the guys and their dates now and then got up
to do The Twist and the bouncers didn't make them
sit down, and the pool hustlers were winning
and tipping for the first time in months. Even
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Fat Bob was tipping 2 dimes instead of just one,
and Suzie Q was getting married instead of
getting an abortion, and two celebrities
wanted to date us, and the 3 tables of El Toro
Marines were back from Nam, and a customer
who was cute gave Carolee a real pearl ring,
and after I danced football signals —  off sides,
time out, touchdown —  to "Mony Mony," my favorite
customer who only came in every 6 months gave me
$5 and told me again that I was as funny as
Carole Lombard and how for sure soon I would
get discovered, and afterwards at Belisle's
for breakfast, we were all still happy,
and I could afford steak and eggs
and a slice of fresh strawberry pie.
And later in bed before sunrise
I'd think how fun it had been, how
someday I'd look back on all this and think ...
but then, tomorrow 
was another day.

FRYING PORK CHOPS TOPLESS

Brandi Blue thought the topless craze 
would cure us all —  even The Establishment —  
of our uptight ways and so she got 
silicone shots to size 38C to dance topless 
for 10 dollars an hour at the Purple Haze.
Brandi Blue wasn't a very good dancer 
but she smiled and bumped and grinded 
and the guys liked it, gave her 
lots of tips, and one of the regulars, 
a pool hustler, wanted to take her to bed.
Brandi Blue took him home with her 
and cooked him his favorite food, 
fried pork chops, topless, him grinning, 
while the pork chop grease-pops flew 
onto her jiggling breasts, making her 
nipples good and hard.
I didn't approve of her frying pork chops 
topless, especially in front of 
her little girl, but Brandi Blue just 
tweaked, don't be uptight, 
be out of sight.

23


