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17 Then came adolescence—half my waking life spent locked behind the bathroom 
door, firing my wad down the toilet bowl, or into the soiled clothes in the laundry 
hamper, or splat, up against the medicine-chest mirror, before which I stood in 
my dropped drawers so I could see how it looked coming out. Or else I was 
doubled over my flying fist, eyes pressed closed but mouth wide open, to take 
that sticky sauce of buttermilk and Clorox on my own tongue and teeth—though 
not infrequently, in my blindness and ecstasy, I got it all in the pompadour, like a 
blast of Wildroot Cream Oil. Through a world of matted handkerchiefs and 
crumpled Kleenex and stained pajamas, I moved my raw and swollen penis, 
perpetually in dread that my loathsomeness would be discovered by someone 
stealing upon me just as I was in the frenzy of dropping my load. Nevertheless, I 
was wholly incapable of keeping my paws from my dong once it started the climb 
up my belly. In the middle of a class I would raise a hand to be excused, rush 
down the corridor to the lavatory, and with ten or fifteen savage strokes, 
beat off standing up into a urinal. At the Saturday afternoon movie I would leave 
my friends to go off to the candy machine—and wind up in a distant balcony seat, 
squirting my seed into the empty wrapper from a Mounds bar. On an outing of 
our family association, I once cored an apple, saw to my astonishment (and with 
the aid of my obsession) what it looked like, and ran off into the woods to fall 
upon the orifice of the fruit, pretending that the cool and mealy hole was 
actually between the legs of that mythical being who always called me Big Boy 
when she pleaded for what no girl in all recorded history had ever had. “Oh shove 
it in me, Big Boy,” cried the cored apple that I banged silly on that picnic. “Big Boy, 
Big Boy, oh give me all you’ve got,” begged the empty milk bottle that I kept 
hidden in our storage bin in the basement, to drive wild after school with my 
vaselined upright. “Come, Big Boy, come,” screamed the maddened piece of liver 
that, in my own insanity, I bought one afternoon at a butcher shop and, believe it 
or not, violated behind a billboard on the way to a bar mitzvah lesson.  It was at 
the end of my freshman year of high school—and freshman year of 
masturbating—that I discovered on the underside of my penis, just where the 
shaft meets the head, a little discolored dot that has since been diagnosed as a 
freckle. Cancer. I had given myself cancer. All that pulling and tugging at my own 
flesh, all that friction, had given me an incurable disease. And not yet fourteen! 

19 But then, because I would very shortly be a corpse anyway, I went ahead as usual 
and jerked off into my sock. 
...If only I could cut down to one hand-job a day, or hold the line at two, or even 
three! But with the prospect of oblivion before me, I actually began to set new 
records for myself.  
…I cry, I have been stricken with diarrhea!—and once behind the locked 
bathroom door, slip over my head a pair of underpants that I have stolen from my 
sister’s dresser and carry rolled in a handkerchief in my pocket. So galvanic is the 
effect of cotton panties against my mouth—so galvanic is the word “panties”—
that the trajectory of my ejaculation reaches startling new heights: leaving my 
joint like a rocket it makes right for the light bulb overhead, where to my 
wonderment and horror, it hits and it hangs. 
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20 I am the Raskolnikov of jerking off—the sticky evidence is everywhere! 
...I burrow through the week’s laundry until I uncover one of my sister’s soiled 
brassieres.   
…“Oh beat it, Big Boy, beat it to a red-hot pulp—” so I am being urged by the little 
cups of Hannah’s brassiere, when a rolled up newspaper smacks at the door. And 
sends me and my handful an inch off the toilet seat. 

21 …—in the meantime resuming the stroke, indeed quickening the tempo as my 
cancerous organ miraculously begins to quiver again from the inside out. 
...Beat on then! beat on! “Lick me, Big Boy—lick me a good hot lick! I’m Lenore 
Lapidus’s big fat red-hot brassiere!” 

22 …just as I lurch from my perch on the toilet seat, and with the whimper of a 
whipped animal, deliver three drops of something barely viscous into the tiny 
piece of cloth where my flat chested eighteen-year-old sister has laid her nipples, 
such as they are. It is my fourth orgasm of the day. When will I begin to come 
blood? 

33 I tear off my pants, furiously I grab that battered battering ram to freedom, my 
adolescent cock, even as my mother begins to call from the other side of the 
bathroom door. 

40 “They worship a Jew, do you know that, Alex? Their whole big-deal religion is 
based on worshiping someone who was an established Jew at that time. Now how 
do you like that for stupidity? How do you like that for pulling the wool over the 
eyes of the public? Jesus Christ, who they go around telling everybody was God, 
was actually a Jew! And this fact, that absolutely kills me when I have to think 
about it, nobody else pays any attention to. That he was a Jew, like you and me, 
and that they took a Jew and turned him into some kind of God after he is already 
dead, and then—and this is what can make you absolutely crazy—then the dirty 
bastards turn around afterwards, and who is the first one on their list to 
persecute? who haven’t they left their hands off of to murder and to hate for two 
thousand years? The Jews! who gave them their beloved Jesus to begin with! I 
assure you, Alex, you are never going to hear such a mishegoss of mixed-up crap 
and disgusting nonsense as the Christian religion in your entire life. And that’s 
what these big shots, so-called, believe!” 

42 At least he had the cock and the balls! Pregnable (putting it mildly) as his 
masculinity was in this world of goyim with golden hair and silver tongues, 
between his legs (God bless my father!) he was constructed like a man of 
consequence, two big healthy balls such as a king would be proud to put on 
display, and a shlong of magisterial length and girth. 

46 More than twenty-five years have passed (the game is supposed to be over!), but 
Mommy still hitches up the stockings in front of her little boy. 

49 His scrotum is like the long wrinkled face of some old man with an egg tucked into 
each of his sagging jowls—while mine might hang from the wrist of some little 
girl’s dolly like a teeny pink purse. And as for his shlong, to me, with that fingertip 
of a prick that my mother likes to refer to in public (once, okay, but that once will 
last a lifetime) as my “little thing,” his shlong brings to mind the fire hoses coiled 
along the corridors at school. Shlong: the word somehow catches exactly the 
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brutishness, the meatishness, that I admire so, the sheer mindless, weighty, and 
unselfconscious dangle of that living piece of hose through which he passes 
streams of water as thick and strong as rope—while I deliver forth slender yellow 
threads that my euphemistic mother calls “a sis.” 

61 “Look, I don’t believe in God and I don’t believe in the Jewish religion—or in any 
religion. They’re all lies.” 
...“There is no such thing as God, and there never was, and I’m sorry, but in my 
vocabulary that’s a lie.” 

72 But I am something more, or so they tell me. A Jew. No! No! An atheist, I cry. I am 
a nothing where religion is concerned, and I will not pretend to be anything that I 
am not! 

78 CUNT CRAZY 
Did I mention that when I was fifteen I took it out of my pants and whacked off on 
the 107 bus from New York? 
...Hannah and Morty were to stay overnight in Flatbush with Morty’s family, and 
so I was put on a subway to Manhattan about ten o’clock—and there boarded the 
bus for New Jersey, upon which I took not just my cock in my hands but my whole 
life, when you think about it. The passengers were mostly drowsing off before we 
had even emerged from the Lincoln Tunnel—including the girl in the seat beside 
me, whose tartan skirt folds I had begun to press up against with the corduroy of 
my trouser legs—and I had it out and in my fist by the time we were climbing onto 
the Pulaski Skyway. You might have thought that given the rich satisfactions of 
the day, I’d have had my fill of excitement and my dick would have been the last 
thing on my mind heading home that night. 

85 Did Sophie put together the two tits and the two legs and come up with four?  
…My own father—fucked shikses? I’ll admit under duress that he fucked my 
mother … but shikses? 

87 Now: did he fuck between those luscious legs the gentile cashier from the office, 
or have I eaten my sister’s chocolate pudding? 

98 In Calabria you see their suffering counterparts sitting like stones in the churches, 
swallowing all that hideous Catholic bullshit;… 

101 Thirty-three, and still ogling and daydreaming about every girl who crosses her 
legs opposite him in the subway! 
Still cursing himself for speaking not a word to the succulent pair of tits that rode 
twenty-five floors alone with him in an elevator!  
...He simply cannot—will not—control the fires in his putz, the fevers in his brain, 
the desire continually burning within for the new, the wild, the unthought-of and, 
if you can imagine such a thing, the undreamt-of. Where cunt is concerned he 
lives in a condition that has neither diminished nor in any significant way been 
refined from what it was when he was fifteen years old and could not get up from 
his seat in the classroom without hiding a hard-on beneath his three-ring 
notebook. Every girl he sees turns out (hold your hats) to be carrying around 
between her legs—a real cunt.  
…Still can’t get over the fantastic idea that when you are looking at a girl, you are 
looking at somebody who is guaranteed to have on her—a cunt! They all have 
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cunts! Right under their dresses! Cunts—for fucking! And, Doctor, Your Honor, 
whatever your name is—it seems to make no difference how much the poor 
bastard actually gets, for he is dreaming about tomorrow’s pussy even while 
pumping away at today’s! 

102 Look, at least I don’t find myself still in my early thirties locked into a marriage 
with some nice person whose body has ceased to be of any genuine interest to 
me—at least I don’t have to get into bed every night with somebody who by and 
large I fuck out of obligation instead of lust.  
...How much longer do I go on sticking this thing into the holes that come 
available to it—first this hole, then when I tire of this hole, that hole over there … 
and so on. 

103 I don’t blackjack the ladies, I don’t twist arms to get them into bed with me.  
...This one has a nice ass, but she talks too much. On the other hand, this one here 
doesn’t talk at all, at least not so that she makes any sense—but, boy, can she 
suck! What cock know-how! While here is a honey of a girl, with the softest, 
pinkest, most touching nipples I have ever drawn between my lips, only she won’t 
go down on me.  
…And yet—go understand people—it is her pleasure while being boffed to have 
one or the other of my forefingers lodged snugly up her anus.  
…The endless fascination of these apertures and openings! You see, I just can’t 
stop!  
…I have affairs that last as long as a year, a year and a half, months and months of 
love, both tender and voluptuous, but in the end—it is as inevitable as death—
time marches on and lust peters out. 

104 Imagine it: suppose I were to go ahead and marry A, with her sweet tits and so on, 
what will happen when B appears, whose are even sweeter—or, at any rate, 
newer? Or C, who knows how to move her ass in some special way I have never 
experienced; or D, or E, or F. I’m trying to be honest with you, Doctor—because 
with sex the human imagination runs to Z, and then beyond! Tits and cunts and 
legs and lips and mouths and tongues and assholes! 

105 Which is why I ask: how can I marry someone I “love” knowing full well that five, 
six, seven years hence I am going to be out on the streets hunting down the fresh 
new pussy—all the while my devoted wife, who has made me such a lovely home, 
et cetera, bravely suffers her loneliness and rejection? 
...“You! You and your filthy cock!” cries the most recently disappointed (and self-
appointed) bride-to-be, my strange, lanky, and very batty friend, who used to 
earn as much in an hour posing for underwear ads as her illiterate father would 
earn in a week in the coal mines of West Virginia: “I thought you were supposed 
to be a superior person, you muff-diving, mother-fucking son of a bitch!” This 
beautiful girl, who has got me all wrong, is called The Monkey, a nickname that 
derives from a little perversion she once engaged in shortly before meeting me 
and going on to grander things. 

106 “An educated, spiritual person! You mean, miserable hard-on you, you care more 
about the niggers in Harlem that you don’t even know, than you do about me, 
who’s been sucking you off for a solid year!” 
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107 “I’ll tell the world about you, you cold-hearted prick! I’ll tell them what a filthy 
pervert you are, and the dirty things you made me do!”  

124 Today boys and girls not even old enough to be bar-mitzvahed are sucking on 
marijuana like it’s peppermint candy, and I’m still all thumbs with a Lucky Strike. 
...Look what I have done with The Monkey—given her up, run from her in fear, 
the girl whose cunt I have been dreaming about lapping all my life. 

126 For had I kept it all inside me, believe me, you too might have arrived home to 
find a pimply adolescent corpse swinging over the bathtub by his father’s belt. 

127 “Jerk me off,” I am told by the silky monster. “Here? Now?” “Of course here and 
now. When would you expect an opportunity like this to present itself a second 
time? Don’t you know what that girl is who is asleep beside you? 
…Faking it, but saying under her breath, ‘C’mon, Big Boy, do all the different dirty 
things to me you ever wanted to do.’ ” 
“Could that be so?” “Darling,” croons my cock, “let me just begin to list the many 
different dirty things she would like you to start off with: she wants you to take 
her hard little shikse titties in your hands, for one.” “She does?” “She wants you 
to finger-fuck her shikse cunt till she faints.” “Oh God. Till she faints!” “This is an 
opportunity such as may never occur again. So long as you live.” “Ah, but that’s 
the point, how long is that likely to be? The driver’s name is all X’s and Y’s—if my 
father is right, these Polish people are direct descendants from the ox!” But who 
wins an argument with a hard-on?...When the prick stands up, the brains get 
buried in the ground! When the prick stands up, the brains are as good as dead! 
And ’tis so! Up it jumps, a dog through a hoop, right into the bracelet of middle 
finger, index finger, and thumb that I have provided for the occasion. A three-
finger hand-job with staccato half-inch strokes up from the base—this will be best 
for a bus, this will (hopefully) cause my zylon jacket to do a minimal amount of 
hopping and jumping around. To be sure, such a technique means forgoing the 
sensitive tip, but that much of life is sacrifice and self-control is a fact that even a 
sex fiend cannot afford to be blind to. The three-finger hand-job is what I have 
devised for jerking off in public places—already I have employed it at the Empire 
Burlesque house in downtown Newark. One Sunday morning—following the 
example of Smolka, my Tom Sawyer—I leave the house for the schoolyard, 
whistling and carrying a baseball glove, and when no one is looking (obviously a 
state of affairs I hardly believe in) I jump aboard an empty 14 bus, and crouch in 
my seat the length of the journey. 

129 “Go in anyway, fuck the disease,” says the maniac who speaks into the 
microphone of my jockey shorts, “don’t you understand what you’re going to see 
inside there? A woman’s snatch.” “A snatch?” “The whole thing, right, all hot and 
dripping and ready to go.” 
...“Look, do you want to see a cunt or don’t you want to see a cunt?” “I want to! I 
want to!” “They have a whore in there, kid, who fucks the curtain with her bare 
twat.” “Okay—I’ll risk the syph! I’ll risk having my brain curdle and spending the 
rest of my days in an insane asylum playing handball with my own shit—only what 
about my picture in the Newark Evening News! 

131 So what in God’s name am I doing in a side seat at the burlesque house jerking off 
into the pocket of my fielder’s glove? 
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...Yes, only what if later, after the show, that one over there with the enormous 
boobies, what if … 
...I attach to the sluttiest-looking slut in the chorus line.  
…She pushes Drake’s Daredevil Cupcakes (chocolate with a white creamy center) 
down over my cock and then eats them off of me, flake by flake. She pours maple 
syrup out of the Log Cabin can and then licks it from my tender balls until they’re 
clean again as a little baby boy’s. Her favorite line of English prose is a 
masterpiece: “Fuck my pussy, Fuckface, till I faint.” When I fart in the bathtub, she 
kneels naked on the tile floor, leans all the way over, and kisses the bubbles. She 
sits on my cock while I take a shit, plunging into my mouth a nipple the size of a 
tollhouse cookie, and all the while whispering every filthy word she knows 
viciously in my ear. She puts ice cubes in her mouth until her tongue and lips are 
freezing, then sucks me off—then switches to hot tea! Everything, everything I 
have ever thought of, she has thought of too, and will do. The biggest whore 
(rhymes in Newark with poor) there ever was. And she’s mine! “Oh, Thereal, I’m 
coming, I’m coming, you fucking whore," and so become the only person ever to 
ejaculate into the pocket of a baseball mitt at the Empire Burlesque house in 
Newark. 
...Down the aisle from me a fellow-addict fifty years my senior is dropping his load 
in his hat. 

133 I stand over the circle of water, my baby’s weeny jutting cutely forth, while my 
momma sits beside the toilet on the rim of the bathtub, one hand controlling the 
tap of the tub (from which a trickle runs that I am supposed to imitate) and her 
other hand tickling the underside of my prick. I repeat: tickling my prickling! I 
guess she thinks that’s how to get stuff to come out of the front of that thing, and 
let me tell you, the lady is right. “Make a nice sis, bubala, make a nice little sissy 
for Mommy,” sings Mommy to me, while in actuality what I am standing there 
making with her hand on my prong is in all probability my future! 
...Well, where is this right mind on that afternoon I came home from school to 
find my mother out of the house, and our refrigerator stocked with a big purplish 
piece of raw liver? I believe that I have already confessed to the piece of liver that 
I bought in a butcher shop and banged behind a billboard on the way to a bar 
mitzvah lesson. 
Well, I wish to make a clean breast of it, Your Holiness. That—she—it—wasn’t my 
first piece. My first piece I had in the privacy of my own home, rolled round my 
cock in the bathroom at three-thirty—and then had again on the end of a fork, at 
five-thirty, along with the other members of that poor innocent family of 
mine. So. Now you know the worst thing I have ever done. I fucked my own 
family’s dinner. 

136 She wasn’t bad-looking, this whore, sort of round and dumpy, but in her early 
twenties and with a big pleasant open face—and just stupendous tits. Those were 
what we’d picked her out for, after driving slowly up and down the Via Veneto 
examining the merchandise on parade. The whore, whose name was Lina, took 
her dress off standing in the middle of the room; underneath she wore a “merry 
widow” corset, from which the breasts bubbled up at one end, and the more than 
ample thighs rippled out at the other. The Monkey came out of the bathroom in 
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her short chemise (ordinarily a sight that made me very hot, that cream-colored 
silk chemise with a beautiful Monkey in it), and I meanwhile took off all my 
clothes and sat naked at the foot of the bed.  
…“She says you have a big one.” “I’ll bet she says that to all the boys.” Then they 
stood there in their underwear looking my way—waiting. But so was I waiting too. 
…It had to come to pass, two women and me … so now what happens? Still, you 
see, I’m saying to myself No!  
…Oh, very witty that reply, very nonchalant indeed, only we continue to sit there 
motionless, me and my hard-on, all undressed and no place to go. Finally it is The 
Monkey who sets our lust in motion. She moves across to Lina, above whom she 
towers (oh God, isn’t she enough? isn’t she really sufficient for my needs? how 
many cocks have I got?), and puts her hand between the whore’s legs. We had 
imagined it beforehand in all its possibilities, dreamed it all out loud for many 
many months now, and yet I am dumbstruck at the sight of The Monkey’s middle 
finger disappearing up into Lina’s cunt.  
…I mean there was just so much to do. You go here and I’ll go there—okay, now 
you go here and I’ll go there—all right, now she goes down that way, while I head 
up this way, and you sort of half turn around on this … and so it went, Doctor, 
until I came my third and final time. The Monkey was by then the one with her 
back on the bed, and I the one with my ass to the chandelier (and the cameras, I 
fleetingly thought)—and in the middle, feeding her tits into my Monkey’s mouth, 
was our whore. Into whose hole, into what sort of hole, I deposited my final load 
is entirely a matter for conjecture. It could be that in the end I wound up fucking 
some dank, odoriferous combination of sopping Italian pubic hair, greasy 
American buttock, and absolutely rank bedsheet. Then I got up, went into the 
bathroom, and, you’ll all be happy to know, regurgitated my dinner. 

138 “Me? You’re the one who stuck your finger up her snatch and got the ball rolling! 
You kissed her on the fucking lips—!” 
…And then, Doctor, she began to berate me about Lina’s tits, how I hadn’t played 
with them enough. “All you ever talk about and think about is tits! Other people’s 
tits! Mine are so small and everybody else’s in the world you see are so huge—so 
you finally get a pair that are tremendous, and what do you do? Nothing!”  
…“I am not a lesbian! Don’t you dare call me a lesbian! Because if I am, you made 
me one!” “Oh Jesus, no—!” “I did it for you, yes—and now you hate me for it!” 
“Then we won’t do it again, for me, all right? Not if this is the fucking ridiculous 
result!” Except the next night we got each other very steamed up at dinner—as in 
the early days of our courtship, The Monkey retired at one point to the ladies’ 
room at Ranieri’s and returned to the table with a finger redolent of pussy, which 
I held beneath my nose to sniff and kiss at till the main dish arrived—and after a 
couple of brandies at Doney’s, accosted Lina once again at her station and took 
her with us to the hotel for round two. Only this time I relieved Lina of her 
undergarments myself and mounted her even before The Monkey had come back 
into the bedroom from the john.  
…When The Monkey stepped out of the bathroom and saw that the ball game 
was already under way, she wasn’t entirely pleased. She sat down on the edge of 
the bed, her little features smaller than I had ever seen them, and declining an 
invitation to participate, silently watched until I had had my orgasm and Lina had 
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finished faking hers. Obligingly then—sweetly, really —Lina made for between my 
mistress’ long legs, but The Monkey pushed her away and went off to sit and sulk 
in a chair by the window.  
…The bane of existence was the abortions.  
…Unfortunately she could not manage, in her situation, any more than one—
“though she loves children”—and so was always in and out of the abortionist’s 
office. Her only precautionary device seemed to be a spermicidal douche of no 
great reliability.  
…It distressed me considerably that she should be so ignorant about a matter 
pertaining to her own well-being (there on the bed with her fingers wandering 
around in my damp pubic hair): That fucking Catholic church, I thought … 

140 “She’s the whore! And all you really wanted to do was to fuck her! You couldn’t 
even wait until I was out of the john to do it! And then you gave her my pills!” 

141 “To you I’m just another her, anyway! You, with all your big words and big shit 
holy ideals and all I am in your eyes is just a cunt—and a lesbian!—and a whore!” 

153 Look at The Monkey, my old pal and partner in crime. Doctor, just saying her 
name, just bringing her to mind, gives me a hard-on on the spot!  
…The sex-crazed bitch is out of her mind! 

155 Subsequent to the marriage, his sex life consisted of getting into bed with his 
young and beautiful bride and jerking off into a copy of a magazine called Garter 
Belt, which he had flown over to him from Forty-second Street. 
... What caused her finally to run for her life were the little orgies he began to 
arrange after jerking off into Garter Belt (or was it Spiked Heels?) became a bore 
to both of them. A woman, preferably black, would be engaged for a very high 
sum to squat naked upon a glass coffee table and take a crap while the tycoon lay 
flat on his back, directly beneath the table, and jerked his dong off. And as the shit 
splattered on the glass six inches above her beloved’s nose, The Monkey, our 
poor Monkey, was expected to sit on the red damask sofa, fully clothed, sipping 
cognac and watching. It was a couple of years after her return to New York—I 
suppose she’s about twenty-four or twenty-five by this time—that The Monkey 
tried to kill herself a little by making a pass at her wrists with a razor, all on 
account of the way she had been treated at Le Club, or El Morocco, or maybe 
L’Interdit, by her current boyfriend, one or another of the hundred best-dressed 
men in the world. 

157 No, you pray and you pray and you pray, you lift your impassioned prayers to God 
on the altar of the toilet seat, throughout your adolescence you deliver up to Him 
the living sacrifice of your spermatazoa by the gallon— and then one night, 
around midnight, on the corner of Lexington and Fifty-second, when you have 
come really to the point of losing faith in the existence of such a creature as you 
have been imagining for yourself even unto your thirty-second year, there she is, 
wearing a tan pants suit, and trying to hail a cab—lanky, with dark and abundant 
hair, and smallish features that give her face a kind of petulant expression, and an 
absolutely fantastic ass. 
...She has an ass on her with the swell and the cleft of the world’s most perfect 
nectarine! 
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158 “To eat your pussy, baby, how’s that?” 
...Did I eat! It was suddenly as though my life were taking place in the middle of a 
wet dream. There I was, going down at last on the star of all those pornographic 
films that I had been producing in my head since I first laid a hand upon my own 
joint … “Now me you,” she said, “—one good turn deserves another,” and, 
Doctor, this stranger then proceeded to suck me off with a mouth that might have 
gone to a special college to learn all the wonderful things it knew. 
...She began by asking if I had ever done it with a man. I said no. I asked (as I 
gathered she wanted me to) if she had ever done it with another woman. “… 
Nope.” “… Would you like to?” 
“… Would you like me to?” “… Why not, sure.” “… Would you like to watch?” “… I 
suppose so.” “… Then maybe it could be arranged.”  

159 After the meal they said they wanted her to watch them screw.  
…She sat up on the bed with a temperature of 102, and they took off their clothes 
and went at it on the bedroom rug—“And you know what they wanted me to do, 
while they were making it?” “No.” 
...“Why did they want you to eat the banana?” “Man, I don’t know. I guess they 
wanted to know I was really there. They wanted to like hear me. Chewing. Look, 
do you just suck, or do you fuck, too?” The real McCoy! My slut from the Empire 
Burlesque—without the tits, but so beautiful! “I fuck too.” 

162 A Jewish man, who cared about the welfare of the poor of the City of New York, 
was eating her pussy! 

165 And yet that is where you find the girls who fuck. 
…That is the place to find the kinds of shikses Who Will Do Anything! 

166 To be sure that these Trojans really hold up under pressure, I have been down in 
my cellar all week filling them with quart after quart of water—expensive as it is, I 
have been using them to jerk off into, to see if they will stand up under simulated 
fucking conditions. 

168 Tacked above the Girardi sink is a picture of Jesus Christ floating up to Heaven in a 
pink nightgown. How disgusting can human beings be! The Jews I despise for their 
narrow-mindedness, their self-righteousness, the incredibly bizarre sense that 
these cave men who are my parents and relatives have somehow gotten of their 
superiority—but when it comes to tawdriness and cheapness, to beliefs that 
would shame even a gorilla, you simply cannot top the goyim. What kind of base 
and brainless schmucks are these people to worship somebody who, number one, 
never existed, and number two, if he did, looking as he does in that picture, was 
without a doubt The Pansy of Palestine. In a pageboy haircut, with a Palmolive 
complexion—and wearing a gown that I realize today must have come from 
Fredericks of Hollywood! Enough of God and the rest of that garbage! Down with 
religion and human groveling! Up with socialism and the dignity of man! 

170 We pull into a diner in Dover, New Jersey, just as Tolerance begins to defend 
Negroes for the way they smell. 

172 He is also a participant in the circle-jerks held with the shades pulled down in 
Smolka’s living room after school,… 
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…I have heard the stories, but still (despite my own onanism, exhibitionism, and 
voyeurism—not to mention fetishism) I can’t and won’t believe it: four or five 
guys sit around in a circle on the floor, and at Smolka’s signal, each begins to pull 
off—and the first one to come gets the pot, a buck a head. 

175 Inside the new jowls, the old furtive Latin-American greaser comes to life. “So, uh, 
what do you do for pussy?” 
"I have affairs, Arn, and I beat my meat.” 

176 Smolka comes back into the kitchen and tells us she doesn’t want to do it. “But 
you said we were going to get laid!” cries Mandel. “You said we were going to get 
blowed! Reamed, steamed, and dry-cleaned, that’s what you said!” “Fuck it,” I 
say, “if she doesn’t want to do it, who needs her, let’s go—” 
“But I’ve been pounding off over this for a week! I ain’t going anywhere! What 
kind of shit is this, Smolka? Won’t she even beat my meat?” 
Me, with my refrain: “Ah, look, if she doesn’t want to do it, let’s go—” Mandel: 
“Who the fuck is she that she won’t even give a guy a hand-job? A measly hand-
job. Is that the world to ask of her? I ain’t leaving till she either sucks it or pulls 
it—one or the other! It’s up to her, the fucking whore!” 
So Smolka goes back in for a second conference, and returns nearly half an hour 
later with the news that the girl has changed her mind: she will jerk off one guy, 
but only with his pants on, and that’s all. We flip a coin—and and I win the right to 
get the syph! Mandel claims the coin grazed the ceiling, and is ready to murder 
me—he is still screaming foul play when I enter the living room to reap my 
reward. She sits in her slip on the sofa at the other end of the linoleum floor, 
weighing a hundred and seventy pounds and growing a mustache. Anthony 
Peruta, that’s my name for when she asks. But she doesn’t. “Look,” says Bubbles, 
“let’s get it straight—you’re the only one I’m doing it to. You, and that’s it.” “It’s 
entirely up to you,” I say politely. “All right, take it out of your pants, but don’t 
take them down. You hear me, because I told him, I’m not doing anything to 
anybody’s balls.” “Fine, fine. Whatever you say.” “And don’t try to touch me 
either.” “Look, if you want me to, I’ll go.” 
“Just take it out.” “Sure, if that’s what you want, here … here,” I say, but 
prematurely. “I-just-have-to-get-it—” 
Where is that thing? In the classroom I sometimes set myself consciously to 
thinking about DEATH and HOSPITALS and HORRIBLE AUTOMOBILE ACCIDENTS in 
the hope that such grave thoughts will cause my “boner” ’ to recede before the 
bell rings and I have to stand. It seems that I can’t go up to the blackboard in 
school, or try to get off a bus, without its jumping up and saying, “Hi! Look at me!” 
to everyone in sight—and now it is nowhere to be found. “Here!” I finally cry. “Is 
that it?” 
“Well,” I answer, turning colors, “it gets bigger when it gets harder …” “Well, I 
ain’t got all night, you know.” 
Nicely: “Oh, I don’t think it’ll be all night—” “Laydown!” Bubbles, not wholly 
content, lowers herself into a straight chair, while I stretch out beside her on the 
sofa—and suddenly she has hold of it, and it’s as though my poor cock has got 
caught in some kind of machine. Vigorously, to put it mildly, the ordeal begins. 
But it is like trying to jerk off a jellyfish. 
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“What’s a matter?” she finally says. “Can’t you come?” “Usually, yes, I can.” “Then 
stop holding it back on me.” “I’m not. I am trying, Bubbles—” “Cause I’m going to 
count to fifty, and if you don’t do it by then, that ain’t my fault.” Fifty? I’ll be lucky 
if it is still attached to my body by fifty. Take it easy, I want to scream. Not so 
rough around the edges, please!—“eleven, twelve, thirteen”—and I think to 
myself, Thank God, soon it’ll be over—hang on, only another forty seconds to 
go—but simultaneous with the relief comes, of course, the disappointment, and it 
is keen: this only happens to be what I have been dreaming about night and day 
since I am thirteen. At long last, not a cored apple, not an empty milk bottle 
greased with vaseline, but a girl in a slip, with two tits and a cunt—and a 
mustache, but who am I to be picky? This is what I have been imagining for myself 
…Which is how it occurs to me what to do. I will forget that the fist tearing away 
at me belongs to Bubbles—I’ll pretend it’s my own! So, fixedly I stare at the dark 
ceiling, and instead of making believe that I am getting laid, as I ordinarily do 
while jerking off, I make believe that I am jerking off. And it begins instantly to 
take effect. Unfortunately, however, I get just about where I want to be when 
Bubbles’ workday comes to an end. 
“Okay, that’s it,” she says, “fifty,” and stops! “No!” I cry. “More!” “Look, I already 
ironed two hours, you know, before you guys even got here—” “JUST ONE MORE! 
I BEG OF YOU! TWO MORE! PLEASE!” “NO!” 
Whereupon, unable (as always!) to stand the frustration—the deprivation and 
disappointment—I reach down, I grab it, and POW! Only right in my eye. With a 
single whiplike stroke of the master’s own hand, the lather comes rising out of 
me. I ask you, who jerks me off as well as I do it myself? Only, reclining as I am, 
the jet leaves my joint on the horizontal, rides back the length of my torso, and 
lands with a thick wet burning splash right in my own eye. “Son of a bitch kike!” 
Bubbles screams. “You got gissum all over the couch! And the walls! And the 
lamp!” 

182 Mandel the next day tells me that within half an hour after my frenetic departure, 
Bubbles was down on her fucking dago knees sucking his cock.  
The top of my head comes off: “She was?” “Right on her fucking dago knees,” says 
Mandel. 
...“All I know is I got laid, twice.” 
“You did? With a rubber?” “Fuck, I didn’t use nothing.” “But she’ll get pregnant!” I 
cry, and in anguish, as though it’s me who will be held accountable. “What do I 
care?” replies Mandel. 
...Why do I run home with my little bloodshot eye, imagining myself blinded 
forever, when half an hour later Bubbles will be down eating cock on her knees! 

183 Ba-ba-lu, speak to me, talk to me, tell me what it was like when she did it! I have 
to know, and with details—exact details! What about her tits? What about her 
nipples? What about her thighs? What does she do with her thighs, Ba-ba-lu, does 
she wrap them around your ass like in the hot books, or does she squeeze them 
tight around your cock till you want to scream, like in my dreams? And what 
about her hair down there? Tell me everything there is to tell about pubic hairs 
and the way they smell, I don’t care if I heard it all before. And did she really 
kneel, are you shitting me? Did she actually kneel on her knees? And what about 
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her teeth, where do they go? And does she suck on it, or does she blow on it, or 
somehow is it that she does both? Oh God, Ba-ba-lu, did you shoot in her mouth? 
Oh my God! And did she swallow it right down, or spit it out, or get mad—tell me! 
what did she do with your hot come! Did you warn her you were going to shoot, 
or did you just come off and let her worry? And who put it in—did she put it in or 
did you put it in, or does it just get drawn in by itself? And where were all your 
clothes?—on the couch? On the floor? exactly where? I want details! Details! 
Actual details! Who took off her brassiere, who took off her panties—her 
panties—did you? did she? When she was down there blowing, Ba-ba-lu, did she 
have anything on at all? And how about the pillow under her ass, did you stick a 
pillow under her ass like it says to do in my parents’ marriage manual? What 
happened when you came inside her? Did she come too? Mandel, clarify 
something that I have to know—do they come? Stuff? Or do they just moan a 
lot—or what? How does she come! What is it like! Before I go out of my head, I 
have to know what it’s like! 

186 Is it true that only if the sexual object fulfills for me the condition of being 
degraded, that sensual feeling can have free play? 

191 “You’ll understand this one. It’s about fucking. A swan fucks a beautiful girl.” 
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Ass 32 
Bitch 23 
Chink 1 
Cock 22 
Cunt 30 
Dick 5 
Fuck 75 
God damn 7 
Kike 5 
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Piss 1 
Pussy 15 
Shit 41 
Twat  6 

 


