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stuff — and all the conflicting reports — and he even was taping
from the TV later — he didn‘t go home for three days — he was
even taping the TV soundtrack — when Ruby — did that — awful
thing. When he sealed the truth off from us forever by firing a
single shot — the lips of the one man who might have told us all
about it closed forever by one single little bullet shot — or was it
two?

Carla

| wanted to be a sex-goddess. And you can laugh all you want to.
The joke is on me whether you laugh or not. | wanted to be one —
one of them. They used to laugh at Marilyn when she said she
didn’t want to be a sex-goddess, she wanted to be a human being.
And now they laugh at me when | say | don‘t want to be a human
being, | want to be a sex-goddess. That shows you right there that
something has changed, doesn‘t it? Rita, Ava, Lana, Marlene,
Marilyn — | wanted to be one of those. | remember the morning
my friend came in and told us all that Marilyn had died. And all
the boys were stunned, rigid, literally, as they realised what had
left us. Like a flame going out — like a moth fluttering away —
like the moon not rising full on the proper night — death, bone-
white death. If the world couldn’t support Marilyn, then wasn't
something desperately wrong? And we spent the rest of the
goddamn Sixties finding out what it was. We were all living
together in this loft on East Fifth Street, before it became dropout
heaven — before anyone even said ‘dropout’ — way back when
‘commune’ was still a verb? We were all old-movie buffs, sex-mad;
you know, the early Sixties. And then my friend, this sweet little
gueen, he came in and he passed out tranquilizers to everyone —
and told us all to sit down — and we thought he was just going to
tell us there was a Mae West double feature somewhere — and he
said . . . he said . . . he said, ‘Marilyn Monroe died last night." And
all the boys were stunned — but | — | felt something sudden and
cold in my solar plexus — and | knew then what | wanted to do
with my life. | wanted to be the next one — | wanted to be the
next one to stand radiant and perfected before the race of man, to
shed the luminosity of my beloved eountenance over the struggles
and aspirations of my pitiful subjects. | wanted to give meaning to
my own time, to be the unattainable luring love that drives men on,
the angel of light, the golden flower, the best of the universe made
womankind, the living sacrifice, the end — shit.



