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18. Tragedy

Mitzi and Chip invested the next few years into building up Chip’s Cyclops Penis Enlarger business from their new London headquarters. Although the business was already profitable and afforded a comfortable lifestyle, they both thought it might be fun to turn it into a real moneymaker.

They invested in R&D, new marketing strategies, and sales promotions. They branched out from the backs of men’s magazines to the backs of medical periodicals and on to medical trade shows and adult sex device trade shows. In addition to paying hard-core porn filmmakers to feature the device in their films, they put together a crack field sales team to travel door-to-door to rest homes all over Western Europe and North America. Soon they had a slick catalog highlighting their top-selling items: the Cyclops Swedish Penis Enlarger in blue or silver and the Cyclops African Extra-Large Penis Enlarger in brown or black.

For both Mitzi and Chip, their personal lives took a back seat to their business interests. Socializing was usually combined with business meetings, sex was purchased from reputable, high-caliber call boys, and vacations weren’t even a consideration. For this concentrated period of time, Chip and Mitzi were as industrious as most other working people, a big change from their previous lives of leisure.

By 1961, Cyclops was a thriving business, and Chip and his business partner Mitzi were very, very wealthy. But, after four years of non-stop, exhilarating work, the business now seemed to run itself. Like funeral directors, there would always be a market for penis enlargers, that is, until medical science could cure death and impotence. Chip and Mitzi were now ready to turn their attention elsewhere.

Chip wanted to spend more time on his beloved autoart, and swinging London was just the place to showcase it. London was fab, it was boss, it was now. Vespa mopeds were fashionable, women wore bouffant coiffures, and everyone was doing the Twist. Chip went straight from serious business entrepreneur back to the art-digging party animal he used to be and was always meant to be. Sometimes he had to take a green doll or two to keep up the pace or a red doll or two to slow down the pace, but he kept his stash well out of reach from his doll-crazy sister.

Mitzi was still drawn to the silver screen and would sometimes meet filmmakers in her social milieu. Several directors, struck by her beauty, had asked her to appear in their movies. She turned down Roger Corman and William Castle, but decided to accept a starring role in Randy Bates’ next movie.

Randy, an up-and-coming British horror film director, looked more like the business executives that Mitzi had dealt with over the past few years than the creative genius he was touted as being. But behind the business suit, thick spectacles, and gummy smile was an inspired mind, and Mitzi thought it might be fun to try her luck in Zombies on the Moon.

However, before filming began for Mitzi and before Chip could show his new Vespart pieces, some troubling news reached them from the states. Nisi was going to have to be moved from her West End apartment.

* * *

When Mitzi landed at Boston’s Logan Airport, she was nervous about seeing her twin sister again. Zombies on the Moon wasn’t scheduled to start filming for two months and Chip had a gallery showing scheduled in two weeks, so Mitzi had elected to make the journey back to the states to relocate Nisi. The last time she had seen Nisi was sixteen years earlier, when she had called Mitzi a filthy slut. And that was during a pleasant visit. Mitzi couldn’t imagine how her twin would react to being moved out of the only home she ever knew.

On the cab ride over to the West End apartment building, Mitzi reread the letter from Boston’s Urban Redevelopment Committee stating that the West End was designated to undergo urban renewal and that all residents were required to evacuate. They were requesting Mitzi and Chip’s assistance in the evacuation of Denise Doudell, who, to date, had been uncooperative. Mitzi also received another letter from Clementina begging her to get the “mean old hippo” out of the building.

When Mitzi arrived at her old home, she was amazed to see how the area had been razed. Scollay Square was entirely erased. The sole remaining West End tenement building housed Nisi, Clementina, and Walter, and it was up to Mitzi to save their lives before the City of Boston wielded a wrecking ball at them.

As she climbed the worn staircase, she looked magnificently out-of place in her smartly cut, décolletage Givenchy black wool dress and bell-brimmed black hat with its long, flowing pink scarf. She was now thirty-six years old but looked even more beautiful than she did at twenty. She knew she would be a dramatic contrast to her sister’s appearance.

Walter, looking a little older and a lot more stupid, greeted her at the door. “Mitzi! C’mon in! Lemme getcha a beer.”

Mitzi declined the beer and was greeted by Clementina, who looked very old and very tired. They sat down at the cluttered kitchen table, and Mitzi delivered some good news to them. “You two have worked very hard taking care of Nisi, and Chip and I are very grateful. We’re sorry you’re losing your home, but we’ve bought another one for you in Miami. And you’ll still receive a regular income from us.”

Walter stood up and began tooting in his beer bottle. “Yippee! Florida, here we come!”

Clementina looked coldly at Mitzi, however, like she was waiting to hear more.

Mitzi, sensing her great-aunt’s anticipation, remembered she had overlooked one detail. “Oh, yes. You’ll never have to take care of Nisi again.”

With that news, Clementina rose, walked to the refrigerator, and popped open a beer bottle. Walter was shocked. “Ma, you don’t drink!”

Clementina took a hearty swig from the bottle and burped. “I been waitin’ a lotta years for this beer. It sure does taste good.” She took another swig, wiped her mouth with her arm, and asked, “So, you gonna go tell the Blob?”

“Everything is arranged for tomorrow. We’ve got movers coming tomorrow morning to pack anything you’ll want to take to Florida. Of course, you’ll have all new furniture and appliances and clothes down there. In the afternoon, a wrecking crew will be here to widen Nisi’s bedroom window, just like you recommended. Then we’ve got a cherry picker to move her down to a flatbed truck. The truck will take her to a bungalow outside Portland, Maine, and we’ve arranged for round-the-clock nurses to care for her.”

Clementina narrowed her eyes at Mitzi. “Yeah, but you gonna tell her she’s gotta move?”

Mitzi swallowed a big lump in her throat. This was the moment she feared, facing the insane Nisi. “I’ll go tell her now.”

She walked down the hallway to Nisi’s bedroom and rapped on the door. “WHAT?!” a voice shrieked from beyond the door.

“Nisi, it’s Mitzi. May I come in?”

“FILTHY WHORE SLUT! JUST LIKE YOUR MOTHER, YOU SINNING BITCH!”

As Nisi released a string of insults, Mitzi slowly opened the door. Once she had it open enough to see her sister on her bed, she was shocked.

Nisi had doubled in size since she last saw her. She sat on three kingsize mattresses and three box springs piled atop one another. Her face was buried in a mountain of flesh, covered only by blankets safety-pinned together, and she was eating whole double layer cakes like each was a single cookie. The Greatest Hits from the Vatican Choral Group blared from her record player and a makeshift voodoo altar covered an adjacent table. The room reeked of excrement and urine, and it was clear that Nisi was much too wide to pass through the doorway to get to the bathroom.

“GET OUT, YOU WHORE! I HATE WHORES AND I HATE YOU! I’M GONNA PUT A CURSE ON YOU, SO YOU’LL DIE! YOU’LL DIE, DIE, DIE!”

Amidst the chaos, Mitzi tried to explain to her twin sister what would happen to her the next day, but Nisi would not stop shrieking except to swallow another double layer cake.

“YOU DIDN’T EVEN BRING ME ANYTHING GOOD TO EAT, YOU SLUT! GET OUT AND GET ME SOMETHING TO EAT NOW! OR I’LL KILL YOU! I MEAN IT, TROLLOP!”

Mitzi closed the door and went back to Clementina and Walter. “I tried, but it’s impossible. I’ll arrange to have a doctor shoot her with a tranquilizer dart tomorrow. Don’t worry. Just try to get a good night’s sleep tonight and you’ll be on a plane for Miami tomorrow afternoon.” With that, she gave her good-byes and spent the evening at the Ritz- Carlton hotel.

* * *

Tears streamed down Mitzi’s face the next morning as she stood outside Nisi’s room with Boston Police Department Detective Charlie Washington. The slight, older man shook his head in amazement. “I’ve never seen anything like this in all my years. This takes the cake, for sure.”

Nisi lay in her bed, unconscious, with four tranquilizer darts projecting from her massive arm. On her bedroom floor, between the busy forensic officers, lay the very dead Clementina and Walter, both with eyes bulging open and each with pigeon feathers stuffed down their throats.

Mitzi felt nausea grip her, more at the smell than the sight. Eventually she was able to choke out, “Well, at least, now my sister will be locked up so that she’ll never hurt anyone else again. I guess I’ll have to stay around for the murder trial.”

The detective shook his head. “There won’t be a murder trial.” He removed a clear plastic bag from his coat pocket. The bag contained a handwritten note.

Deer Nisi,

We can nevver leve Westend so wear gonna comitt suside and nevver eat nothing again we been realy mean to pijons so we will let them kill us and we wont have no supper.

Clemintener

“We’ve got a suicide note.”

Mitzi’s body trembled so much she could barely get her words out. “B-but Clementina didn’t write this! It, it, it’s not her handwriting. It’s Nisi’s. And look how she misspelled her name. I have letters from Clementina to prove this wasn’t from her.”

Washington put the bag back into his coat pocket. “Forget it. The mayor isn’t going to ignore this suicide note. It would bring bad press to his urban renewal project if it were known a couple of displaced citizens were murdered because of it. Suicide’s one thing, but murder can cost an election. Nah, if this note didn’t exist, one would get created, believe me.”

Mitzi knew he was right, so, after throwing up her breakfast, she went ahead with her plans to move Nisi to Maine. She also made additional arrangements for the funeral services of Clementina and Walter.

Later that evening, while having sex in her hotel bed with Mike, a hired stud, she had trouble reaching orgasm. She couldn’t get out of her mind what a dismal life Clementina and Walter both had, and she was glad she wasn’t either of them. Unlike her, they lived in a world with unlucky pigeons, not lucky ones, and they even died with the taste of unlucky pigeon in their mouths. After much concentrated effort, she was able to get the whole sordid incident out of her mind and finally let her stud bring her to glory.

* * *

When Nisi woke up in the drained indoor swimming pool, she was not very happy, not very happy at all. Two male nurses trained to care for her at the Maine bungalow were hosing her down, and Nisi rolled across the pool floor trying to dodge the spray in vain.

Mitzi had instructed the nurses to remove her voodoo altar, library of religious books for little children, and record player, along with a television set and live telephone, before each hosing and to return them when the pool floor was dry. She also instructed the nurses to feed her anything she wanted without regard to her health, since that was shot to hell years before. And she gave strict instructions to keep her away from live pigeons, firearms, and sharp knives.

What Mitzi didn’t anticipate was how quickly Nisi’s nurses would quit on her. Eventually she made arrangements with the nursing agency to only hire the caretakers for a week’s assignment at a time before replacing them. It seemed a week was all anyone could take listening to “GIMME FOOD, WHORE!” round the clock.
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