


..SHE RANG THE BELL FOR THE MAID.
AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, A RED-
HAIRED, FRESH-COMPLEXIONED, &
RATHER PRETTY MAID CAME IN. SHE
SEEMED TO GAG ON THE SMELL.
IT WAS A HIGHLY UNUSUAL SMELL
FOR SO OPULENT A PLACE: THAT
OF A LOWDOWN BROTHEL. DIRTY
HAD GIVEN UP TRYING TO STAND ON
HER FEET UNLESS SHE HAD A WALL
TO LEAN ON. SHE SEEMED TO BE IN
HORRIBLE PAIN. | DON'T KNOW AT
WHAT POINT IN THE DAY SHE HAD
SMOTHERED HERSELF IN CHEAP
PERFUMES, BUT IN ADDITION TO
THE INDESCRIBABLE STATE SHE HAD
GOTTEN HERSELF INTO, SHE GAVE
OFF A SOUR SMELL OF ARMPIT &
CROTCH WHICH, MINGLING WITH THE
PERFUME, RECALLED THE STENCH
OF AN INFIRMARY. SHE ALSO REEKED
OF WHISKY, & SHE WAS BELCHING...
THE ENGLISH GIRL WAS AGHAST.
‘YOURE JUST THE PERSON

NEED,” DIRTY ANNOUNCED, ‘BUT
FIRST YOU HAVE TO GET THE EL-
EVATOR MAN. THERE'S SOME-
THING | WANT TO TELL HIM’
THE MAID VANISHED; DIRTY, NOW
STAGGERING, WENT & SAT ON A
CHAIR. WITH GREAT DIFFICULTY SHE
MANAGED TO SET DOWN A BOTTLE &
A GLASS ON THE FLOOR BESIDE HER.
HER EYES WERE GROWING HEAVY.
HER EYES TRIED TO FIND ME. | WAS
NO LONGER THERE. SHE LOST
HER HEAD. IN A DESPERATE VOICE
SHE CALLED OUT, ‘TROPPMANNI
THERE S NO REPLY.
SHE GOT UP & SEVERAL TIMES
NEARLY FELL. SHE MADE IT TO THE
BATHROOM DOOR; SHE SAW ME
SLUMPED ON A BENCH, HAGGARD &
WHITE. IN MY DRUNKENNESS | HAD
JUST REOPENED THE CUT IN MY
RIGHT HAND. THE BLEEDING, WHICH
| WAS TRYING TO STANCH WITH A
TOWEL, WAS DRIBBLING RAPIDLY
ONTO THE FLOOR. DIRTY, IN FRONT
OF ME, WAS STARING AT ME WITH
EYES LIKE AN ANIMALS. | WIPED MY
FACE, THUS SMEARING BLOOD OVER
MY FOREHEAD & NOSE. THE ELEC-
TRIC LIGHT WAS GETTING BLINDINGLY
BRIGHT. IT WAS UNBEARABLE, THIS
LIGHT THAT WORE OUT THE EYES.
THERE WAS A KNOCK AT THE DOOR.
THE MAID CAME IN, FOLLOWED
BY THE ELEVATOR ATTENDANT.
DIRTY SLUMPED ONTO THE CHAIR. AF-
TER WHAT SEEMED TO ME LIKE A VERY
LONG TIME, HER EYES LOWERED & UN-
SEEING, SHE ASKED THE ELEVATOR AT-
TENDANT, 'YOU WERE HERE IN 1924?'
THE ATTENDANT ANSWERED YES.
‘| WANT TO ASK YOU— THE TALL OLD
LADY... THE ONE WHO FELL DOWN GET-
TING OUT OF THE ELEVATOR & VOMIT-
ED ON THE FLOOR... YOU REMEMBER?"
DIRTY WAS ARTICULATING THROUGH
DEAD LIPS, SEEING NOTHING.

IN FEARFUL ~ EMBARRASSMENT
THE TWO SERVANTS CAST SIDE-
LONG  GLANCES,  QUESTIONING
& OBSERVING ONE ANOTHER.
‘Il DO REMEMBER' THE ATTEND-
ANT  ADMITTED. TS  TRUE’
[THIS MAN, WHO WAS IN HIS FORTIES,
MAY HAVE HAD THE FACE OF ATHIEVING
GRAVEDIGGER, BUT IT WAS OF SUCH
AN UNCTUOSITY THAT IT SEEMED
TO HAVE BEEN PICKLED IN OIL].
‘A GLASS OF WHISKY?" DIRTY ASKED.
NO ONE ANSWERED. THE TWO
CHARACTERS STOOD THERE IN DEF-
ERENTIAL, PAINFUL EXPECTANCY.
DIRTY ASKED TO BE GIVEN HER
PURSE. HER GESTURES WERE SO
SLUGGISH IT TOOK A LONG MINUTE
FOR HER HAND TO REACH THE BOT-
TOM OF THE PURSE; AS SOON AS
SHE FOUND THE STACK OF BAN-
KNOTES, SHE TOSSED IT ON THE
FLOOR, SAYING MERELY, ‘GO SHARES."
THE GRAVEDIGGER HAD FOUND
SOMETHING TO DO. HE PICKED
UP THE PRECIOUS STACK & BE-
GAN COUNTING OUT THE POUNDS
ALOUD. THERE WERE TWENTY IN
ALL. HE HANDED TEN TO THE MAID.
‘WE MAY LEAVE? HE
ASKED AFTER A WHILE.
‘OH, NO, NOT YET. PLEASE, SIT DOWN."
SHE SEEMED TO BE SUFFOCAT-
ING; BLOOD WAS RUSHING TO HER
FACE. SHOWING GREAT DEFERENCE,
THE TWO SERVANTS HAD REMAINED
STANDING; BUT THEY TOO BECAME
RED & ANXIOUS, PARTLY BECAUSE
OF THE STAGGERING SIZE OF THE TIP,
PARTLY BECAUSE OF THE IMPLAUSI-
BLE, INCOMPREHENSIBLE SITUATION.
DIRTY REMAINED MUTELY PERCHED
ON THE CHAIR. THERE WAS A LONG
SILENCE: YOU COULD HAVE HEARD
OUR HEARTS INSIDE THEIR BODIES. |
WALKED OVER TO THE DOOR, PALE &
SICK, MY FACE SMEARED WITH BLOOD;
| WAS HICCUPPING & ON THE POINT
OF VOMITING. IN TERROR THE SERV-
ANTS SAW THAT WATER WAS TRICK-
LING ACROSS THE CHAIR & DOWN
THE LEGS OF THEIR BEAUTIFUL
GUEST. WHILE THE URINE WAS GATH-
ERING INTO A PUDDLE THAT SPREAD
OVER THE CARPET, A NOISE OF
SLACKENING BOWELS MADE ITSELF
PONDEROUSLY EVIDENT BENEATH
THE YOUNG WOMAN'S DRESS—
BEET-RED, HER EYES TWISTED UP-
WARDS, SHE WAS SQUIRMING ON HER
CHAIR LIKE A PIG UNDER THE KNIFE.
THE TREMBLING, NAUSEATED
MAID HAD TO WASH DIRTY, WHO
SEEMED CALM & CONTENT ONCE
AGAIN. SHE LET HERSELF BE WIPED
& SOAPED. THE ELEVATOR MAN
AIRED THE ROOM UNTIL THE SMELL
HAD COMPLETELY DISAPPEARED.
HE THEN BANDAGED MY CUT
T0 STOP THE BLEEDING.
THINGS WERE ALL BACK IN THEIR

PROPER PLACE. THE MAID WAS
PUTTING AWAY THE LAST ARTI-
CLES OF CLOTHING. WASHED, PER-
FUMED, MORE BEAUTIFUL THAN
EVER, DIRTY WAS STRETCHED OUT
ON THE BED, STILL DRINKING. SHE
MADE THE ATTENDANT SIT DOWN.
HE SAT NEXT TO HER IN AN ARM-
CHAIR. AT THIS POINT, DRUNKEN-
NESS GAVE HER THE FORSAKEN CAN-
DOUR OF A CHILD, OF A LITTLE GIRL.
EVEN WHEN SHE REMAINED SI-
LENT, SHE SEEMED FORSAKEN.
OCCASIONALLY SHE WOULD
LAUGH T0 HERSELF.
‘TELL ME’ SHE AT LAST SAID TO
THE ELEVATOR ATTENDANT, ‘DUR-
ING ALL THE YEARS YOU'VE BEEN
AT THE SAVOY, YOU MUST HAVE HAD
LOTS OF REPULSIVE EXPERIENCES.
‘OH, NOT ALL THAT MANY, HE RE-
PLIED, ALTHOUGH NOT BEFORE FIN-
ISHING HIS WHISKY, WHICH SEEMED
TO GIVE HIM A BOOST & RESTORE
HIS COMPOSURE. ‘THE GUESTS HERE
ARE WELL-BEHAVED, AS A RULE’
‘OH, WELL-BEHAVED— THAT'S A
WHOLE WAY OF LIFE, ISN'T IT? JUST
LIKE MY DEPARTED MOTHER WHEN
SHETOOKATUMBLEINFRONT OF YOU
& PUKED ALL OVER YOUR SLEEVES..."
& DIRTY BURST INTO DISSONANT
LAUGHTER, TO WHICH, IN THAT EMP-
TINESS, THERE WAS NO RESPONSE.
SHE WENT ON: ‘& DO YOU KNOW WHY
THEY'REALLWELL-BEHAVED? THEY'RE
SCARED, DO YOU UNDERSTAND?
THEIR TEETH ARE CHATTERING—
THAT'S WHY THEY NEVER DARE LET
ANYTHING SHOW. | CAN SENSE THAT
BECAUSE I'M SCARED MYSELF— YES,
MY GOOD MAN, | AM. CAN'T YOU TELL?
EVEN OF YOU. SCARED TO DEATH— "
‘WOULDN'T MADAME LIKE A GLASS OF
WATER?’ THE MAID ASKED FEARFULLY.
‘SHIT!" DIRTY CURTLY ANSWERED,
STICKING OUT HER TONGUE AT
HER, ‘| HAPPEN TO BE SICK, DON'T
FORGET THAT. | ALSO HAPPEN TO
HAVE A FEW BRAINS IN MY HEAD.
THEN: 'YOU DONT GIVE A FUCK,
BUT THINGS LIKE THAT MAKE ME
WANT TO VOMIT, DO YOU HEAR?'
WITH A MILD GESTURE | MAN-
AGED T0 INTERRUPT HER.
AS | MADE HER TAKE ANOTHER SWAL-
LOW OF SCOTCH, | SAID TO THE AT-
TENDANT, ‘ADMIT THAT IF IT WAS
UP TO YOU, YOU'D STRANGLE HER’
‘YOU'RE RIGHT, DIRTY YELPED,
‘LOOK AT THOSE HUGE PAWS,
THOSE  GORILLAS  PAWS  OF
HIS. THEY'RE HAIRY AS BALLS.
‘BUT, MADAME,’ THE ATTEND-
ANT  PROTESTED, ‘YOU KNOW
'M HERE TO OBLIGE YOU!
‘WHAT AN IDEA! NO, YOU IDIOT,
| DONT NEED YOUR BALLS. I'M
FEELING SICK TO MY STOMACH.
AS SHE CHORTLED, SHE BELCHED.
THE MAID DASHED OUT & CAME

BACK WITH A BASIN. SHE SEEMED
ALL SERVILITY, & UTTERLY DECENT.
| SAT THERE PALE & LISTLESS.
| KEPT DRINKING MORE & MORE.
‘& AS FOR YOU— , THE NICE GIRL,"
DIRTY BEGAN, THIS TIME ADDRESSING
THE MAID, ‘YOU MASTURBATE, & YOU
LOOK AT THE TEAPOTS IN SHOPWIN-
DOWS FOR WHEN YOU'LL SET UP
HOUSEKEEPING. IF | HAD A FANNY
LIKE YOURS I'D LET EVERYBODY SEE
IT. OTHERWISE, ONE DAY YOU'LL HAP-
PEN TO FIND THE HOLE WHILE YOU'RE
SCRATCHING & DIE OF SHAME!'
APPALLED, | ABRUPTLY TOLD
THE MAID, ‘SPRINKLE SOME WA-
TER ON HER FACE— CANT YOU
SEE SHE'S GETTING ALL HOT?
THE MAID IMMEDIATELY STARTED
BUSTLING ABOUT. SHE PUT A WET
TOWEL ON DIRTY'S FOREHEAD.
DIRTY DRAGGED HERSELF OVER TO
THE WINDOW. BENEATH HER SHE
SAW THE THAMES &, IN THE BACK-
GROUND, SOME OF THE MOST HID-
EOUS BUILDINGS IN LONDON, NOW
MAGNIFIED IN THE DARKNESS. SHE
QUICKLY VOMITED IN THE OPEN
AIR. IN HER RELIEF SHE CALLED FOR
ME, &, AS | HELD HER FOREHEAD,
| STARED AT THAT FOUL SEWER OF
A LANDSCAPE: THE RIVER & THE
WAREHOUSES. IN THE VICINITY OF
THE HOTEL THE LIGHTS OF LUXURY
APARTMENTS LOOMED INSOLENTLY.
GAZING OUT AT LONDON, | ALMOST
WEPT, | WAS SO DISTRAUGHT WITH
ANXIETY. AS | BREATHED IN THE
COOL AIR, CHILDHOOD MEMORIES—
OF LITTLE GIRLS, FOR INSTANCE,
WITH WHOM | USED TO PLAY AT
TELEPHONE & DIABOLO— MERGED
WITH THE VISION OF THE ELEVA-
TOR ATTENDANT'S APELIKE PAWS.
WHAT WAS HAPPENING, MOREOVER,
SEEMED TO ME TRIVIAL & SOMEHOW
LUDICROUS. | MYSELF WAS EMPTY.
| AS SCARCELY EVEN CAPABLE OF
INVENTING NEW HORRORS TO FILL
THE EMPTINESS. | FELT POWERLESS
& DEGRADED. IT WAS IN THIS UN-
COMPLIANT & INDIFFERENT FRAME
OF MIND THAT | FOLLOWED DIRTY
OUTSIDE. DIRTY KEPT ME GOING;
NEVERTHELESS, | COULD NOT CON-
CEIVE OF ANY HUMAN CREATURE
BEING MORE DERELICT & ADRIFT.
THIS ANXIETY THAT NEVER FOR A
MOMENT LET THE BODY SLACKEN
PROVIDED THE ONLY EXPLANATION
FOR A WONDERFUL ABILITY: WE MAN-
AGED, WITH NO RESPECT FOR CON-
VENTIONAL PIGEONHOLES, TO ELIMI-
NATE EVERY POSSIBLE URGE, IN THE
ROOM AT THE SAVOY AS WELL AS IN
THE DIVE, WHEREVER WE HAD TO /
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