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Dear EVO, 
I tried to articulate my private preoccupations 

and relate them to a community past present and 
future in a text called ‘‘Public Solitude,’’ which I 
submitted to this paper. The text was published 
in the December 15 issue under different title, and 
so cut by the editors as to eliminate its social 
context (as a speech preached from Boston pulpit), 
its historical context (references to Thoreau, Emer- 
son, Chuang Tzu and extensive citations apropos 
of present American psychic crisis by Whitman), 
as well as some contemporary perceptions on the 
nature of the material City. Furthermore some an- 
thropological correlatives were left out, as well as 
suggestion and explanation of the Hevajra Tantra 

as sourcebook for psychedelic ritual. 
The reader of EVO’s text is left hanging with a 

negative put-down of the older generation as a con- 
clusion of the essay, and that was not the conclu- 
sion I had written. I had quoted Whitman to empha- 
size a love-desire common to all generations, ‘‘ad- 
hesiveness’’ he called it, by which he prophecied 
that the U.S. of the future might be ‘‘anneal’d into 
a living union.’’ 

Yr. obdt. servant, 
Allen Ginsberg 

Dear Allen, Z 

Allen Ginsberg, you are full of more shit than 

any ten poets that I can think of. I don’t mean to 
say that you are not a great poet and a great man, 
but you will lead us all to damnation if you are not 
challenged and contradicted in a way you yourself 
say is healthy in your article ‘‘Renaissance or Die,”’ 
EVO 12/15/66. ‘‘A dialogue between these two con- 
tradictions is a good healthy way of life, one contra- 
dicting the other.’’ 

Well, I don’t want to turn the world on all at 

once. I don’t think everyone is capable of the shock 
that LSD brings to the nervous system. Some must 
pass on to their next reincarnation first. At least 
that’s the way I see it. The world right now is 
a vast repository of hate and pain. Too much hate 
and pain to be played with in the way you advocate, 
A few of us are learning to love again, and, as you 
say, acid is the chief-agent of this new learning. 
Little by little, one step at a time, one person at 
a time, we are turning on to the long lost love we 

have all always been carrying around in our own 

sweet warm bodies. 
Orgies, yes. More LSD, yes. Satisfaction of 

desire leading somehow to ultimate release from 

desire (salvation), yes. But all at once and every- 

one at once, no. NO. A million suicides and the 

end of the world, no. For Christ’s sake man, stop 

and think before you get carried away by your 

own messianic fantasies. 

Not that what you ask for is at all possible. You’re 

just plain full of shit. It can’t happen that way. It 

never could. People, masses of people, history 

can’t change that way. America right now resembles 

nothing more than it does a vast time bomb which 

is all set to go off if it receives too great a shock, 

Are you trying to set it off and blow us all up? 

Ass! Look around you baby. Just go for a walk some 

night down Avenue B. The place is crawling with 

fuzz. And they are out to get us. They are really 

up tight about something. They are out to kill. 

That world of machine people you speak of in your 

article, they are out to kill and be killed. They are 

going to commit suicide. They are doing it already. 

Every day a Daily News headline bears witness to 

this truth. Let them go, man. Let them go. Let 

STEERAGE 
Riding the crest of time between the old 

year and the new it would seem prudent to 
see where the ship is being steered. 
Last week scientists met at the capi- 

tol to discuss the emergency of the im- 
pending ruined ecology. 
Whispers and rumors electrically travel 

‘through the wire of assassination: the 
President, Malcolm X, Dorothy Kilgallen, 
the 13 witnesses. The sudden cancer at- 
tack of Jack Ruby. 
In less paranoid political circles the 
discussion rages as to whether or not a 
southern military oligarchy really is in 
power in Washington. More intelligent 
paranoids are wondering whether the CIA, 

having had such vast success manipula- 
ting foreign governments, is not now ex- 
perimenting with the control of its own. 

Since the current president has made 
Congress) into a non-functioning ridiculed 
body of 500 some odd dirt farmers, held 
in subservient check by nothing more 
than crude blackmail, most people, it would 
seem, are ready to accept the fact that 
we do not have a representative govern- 
ment. 

The population is balanced on the head of 

a pin, half of it living in the bygone 
days of the industrial revolution, the other 

half living in the promise of the 2lst cen- 
tury. The older, practiced, powerful half 
of the population is recreating their youth 
of war, nationalism and survival struggle. 
The younger half of the population, when 
not busy escaping the world that they have 
inherited, is thinking of peace in a uni- 
fied world with a rational economy based 
on technologic abundance. 

The extreme right and extreme left 
‘both intuitively sense that a bear is in 
the cave. Both are running scared from 
the form our technology seems to be 
taking -- totalitarianism. 

Crew-cut college students, coming alive 
in the pepsi generation, are conditioned, 
but with increasing resistance, to go for 

that world die, and let it die as slowly as it wants 
to. Because if it goes off too fast it will carry us 
with it. 

The underground is a third world which is the 
hope of the future. The only one. Do you remember? 
We need you, man. We need your fire and your 
truth and your love. And you need us too, whether 
you know it or not. 

‘“*There can be no compromise with evil.’’ -- from 
the ‘I Ching.’’ Do not trust in the damned world 
of the past. We must save ourselves, for our world 
is the world of the future. And we must begin to 
create it now as if it were already true. It is al- 
ready true in our secret hearts. It is in mine. 
Let the dead bury the dead. Let them-go, man. 
Let them go. 

I see you standing at the gates of Auschwitz 
waving to us from a page in EVO, and I ask my- 
self is it hello or good-bye. What the fuck are you 
doing there anyway? That place -- past or future? 

With love, 

Jack Rader 

Dear EVO, 
In a world full of publications devoted to setting 

up smoke screens to hide our social diseases you 

are to be commended for the lurid and ballsy di- 
rections which you expound. 

Thanks for kicking Ugly Bird in her vestigial 
balls. Thanks for showing that LBJ is still ofay 
(where’s Lee Harvey Oswald when we need him?) 

I especially like the articles on the jail system 
in this great land of ours. How’d you like a first- 
hand account of military prisons that’ll curl your 
molars? 

I dug the article on the titty-boppers (thanks for 
the mammaries). The land that spawned Timothy 
Leary thanks you for the Illusion Pepper. 

Helpful hints -- If you receive one of those mass 
produced, computerized legal documents i.e. park- 
ing tickets and various other minor summons, take 
a large red crayon and scrawl ‘‘WHAT IS THIS?’? 
on it and send it back. A rubber stamp marked 
REJECT works well too. 

There are a variety of paper punches available 
which neatly fuck up computer punch cards. 

Millet seed is still available in some health food 
stores. Smoking it makes you very strange. 

I hope somebody can use this trivia. 
Rob Howard 

8 Gardner Street 
Allston, Mass. 

P.S. George Hamilton’ still sucks (but not well). 

the Cadillac, just like poppa did. The 
hairy ones are dropping out of the rote 
systems of education to pursue the anci- 
ent guru system. 

Traditionally in most cultures youth 
turn for guidance to their elders. The 
new gypsy class has its Alan Watts, 
Timothy Leary and Allen Ginsberg none 
of whom are over 50. The shortage of 
elders has been produced by highly ac- 
celerated cultural changes which have 
divided the tribe. The young braves can 
no longer make any sense of the old- 
war-horse, big-stick-carrying elders. 

Young leaders are coming forth and if 
we can interpret our future from their 
trends we shall indeed not be saved 
from a ruined ecology, nor totalitarian 
technocracy, nor from mind and motive 
control. 

The danger which fosters the rescuing 
power remains eminently a danger be- 
cause the new gypsy class is slow to 
recognize its strength as a psychic, econ- 
omic, political force. The danger comes 
from the rapid transformation since the 
atomic bomb of the ionosphere affecting 
the electromagnetic structure of our minds 
as well as the weather and magnetic 
field which has produced a subtle but 
radical change in environment and pro- 
duced with the help of electromagnetic 
extension and psychedelic chemicals atom- 

ic children with radical, trom their par- 
ents’ point of view, thought processes. 
The differences produce fear in the older 
population which reacts blindly and hos- 
tilely, as a manifestation of the collective 
unconscious on a national scale. SE- 
QUENTIAL, CIRCUITAL THINKING EN- 
COUNTERS LINEAR MECHANICAL 
THINKING. 

In 33 years the millenium will be 
upon us. It is not too early to begin 
to consider ourselves the elders of the 
new millenium. 

W.H.B. 

a 
aad 

A receipt to keep one’s self warm a whole winter’ 
with a single billet of wood: Take a billet of wood 
of a competent size. Fling it out of the garret 
window into the yard and then run down stairs as 
‘hard as ever you can drive, and when you have got 
it, run up again with the same measure of speed; and 
thus keep throwing down and fetching up, till the 
exercise shall have sufficiently heated you. This 
renew as often as the Occasion shall require. 

Nathaniel Tow, 1777 
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‘CONCENTRATION CAMPS U.S.A. 

The Arizona road dipped suddenly out of 
a high serpentine ridge and fell straight 
out like a great javelin dropping ever 
faster and deeper down, down until it 

was lost from sight in the blinding rays 
of a white-hot sun. 

To all points stretched the desert. Off 
in the dim, shimmering distance were the 
brooding, purple peaks of the incongru- 
ously snow-capped Vulture Mountains. 
Like mute towers that seemed to hang 
suspended above and beyond the endless 
track were the jagged escarpments of 
Black Butte. Eagle Eye and Fore Paw -~ 
names of a by-gone frontier -- that 
marked the outermost rim of this re- 
mote world, dead and baking in 105 de- 

gree heat. 
the eyes, set fire to the throat and numbed 

the brain. = 
The silence was consuming. Even the 

occasional truck or car that whined along 
the highway scarely broke the deathly still 

of the place. 
At noon, the vast desert stood utterly 

mute, unfeeling, removed, beaten down 
with unsufferable heat. Here and there, 

off against the distant horizons a sudden 
grey swirl -- a ‘desert devil’ -- would 
spin noiselessly, like some aboriginal 
shade condemned to wander aimlessly 
forever across the ancient desert floor. 

Several hundred yards off the only road 

to go through the desert -- a road which 

seemed to have tenuous life of its own, 

hurrying, anxiously, to get out as quickly 

as it could -- there stood a cluster of 

single-story buildings, white in the sun, 

surrounded by a high barbed-wire fence. 

A broken empty shack marked the en- 

trance to the site of the Wickenburg 

Federal Prison Camp, one of six loca- 

tions scattered across the United States 

which had been set aside under the terms 

of the 1950 McCarran Act to serve as 

so-called detention camps if an ‘‘inter- 

nal security emergency’’ were declared 

by a single person, the President of the 

United States. American citizens could 

be imprisoned in such a camp solely on 

‘‘suspicion’’ that they would ‘‘probably 

conspire to commit espionage or sabo- 

tage.’’ 

A relentless glare blinded 

Since 1952 this grim site -- along with 
‘five others -- had been prepared to hold 
several thousand citizens. The evidence 
is clear that during the Korean War there 
had been every intention to use it. No 
less than on 24 occasions U.S. Congress- 
men and Senators have tried to have an 
‘““internal security emergency’’ declared 
on the strength of ‘‘evidence’’ that ‘‘Com- 
munists’’ were on the verge of over- 
throwing the country through their as- 
serted ‘‘subversion’’ of the civil rights 
and peace movements and key trade unions. 

Sixteen years after the passage of the 
McCarran Act, its Title II -~ the Emer- 

gency Detention section -- was still in 
full force as the law of the land. Nowa 

new war -- in Vietnam -- undeclared, 

unpopular and the growing source of bitter 
frustrations and irrationalities which could 

well spawn a crisis even worse than the 
paroxysm, known as McCarthyism, which 

throttled the nation with fear during the 
1950’s -- threatened to make a grim 
reality of ‘“‘emergency detention’’ for 
America. 

“For better or worse, we seem to 
be moving toward a deeper involvement 
and. a wider war in Vietnam,’’ said Ar- 
thur M. Schlessinger, Jr. in the August 
12, 1966 issue of Saturday Evening Post. 
“This, I bélieve, is THE CONDITION 
WHICH WE MUST ANTICIPATE AND FOR 
WHICH WE MUST PREPARE. As the 
war increasingly dominates and obsesses 
our national life, we can look for the 
appearance of associated symptoms: the 
oversimplification of issues, the exchange 
of invective, the questioning of motives 
and loyalties and the degradation of de- 

bate. 
‘“‘Before we know it, we may be devel- 

oping an atmosphere which only requires 

a new McCarthy to beceme a new Mc- 
Carthyism,’’? he commented pointedly in 
considering the rising tide of paranoid 
politics in America that equates peace 
and civil rights movements with a ‘“Com- 
munist’’ take-over of the country. 

The war in Vietnam could easily generate 
such an atmosphere; it could easily and 
quickly escalate to the brink of war with 
China, plunge the nation into all-out mobili- 

zation and set the stage for the immedi- 
ate declaration of an ‘‘internal security 
emergency’’ by the President that would 
fill the detention camps with thousands 

of American citizens -- ‘‘potential spies 
and saboteurs’’ -- virtually overnight. 

It was of course difficult to imagine such 
a terrible thing as I looked out over the 
vast desert. But there was one of the 
detention camps, Wickenburg, sitting be- 
fore me -~ silent, empty of prisoners 
at the moment -- but waiting and ready, 
like some infernal bomb that the slight- 
est political accident or wholly unexpected 

stupidity could blow sky high. 
I could not help but recall the anguish 

of the late United States Senator, William 

Langer, the wonderfully non-conforming 
Republican from North Dakota, one of a 
handful in Congress who fought a truly 
principled struggle against the McCarran 
Act during those stormy days of 1950 
when the country was fighting a war 
10,000 miles away in Korea and wracked 
by the hysteria of McCarthyism at home. 

“So now it is proposed to have con- 
centration camps in America!’’ he cried 
at the end of his long, one-man fili- 
buster against final passage of the Mc- 
Carran Act. 

‘‘We can be absolutely certain that the 
concentration camps are for only one 
purpose. Namely, to put in them the 
kind of people those in authority do not 
like. So we have come to this!’’ 

He had no sooner uttered the last words 
when he suddenly crashed forward to the 
Senate floor. 

In the ensuing clamor, as the stretcher 
bearing ‘‘Wild Bill’’ Langer’s prostrate 
form was carried out of the Senate cham-. 
ber, a reporter covering the tumultuous 
uproar was heard to remark: ‘‘They’ve 
just carried out the Bill of Rights -- and 
don’t you forget it!’’ 

How did the detention camps come into 

being? The Internal Security Act of 
1950 (popularly known as the McCarran 
Act) has a section called Title II] which 
specifically provides for the establish- 
ment of so-called detention centers. Title 
II authorizes the Attorney General of the 
United States to apprehend and detain 

continued on page 15 
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EXODUS 1:1 

By Barry Schell 

California is seeing a mass evacuation 
of its gypsy “‘beatnik’’ population. The 
beatniks of the Haight-Ashbury District 
of San Francisco are being forced to 
leave their homeland, compelled to wan- 

der the streets of unknown cities. They 
are not alone in their plight for survival: 
the entire young segment of the state will 
come under the grips of the new plague, 
the plague of California politics. Not 
even the sanctuary of the University clois- 
ter will protect them any longer. Bad 
times are envisioned with the expected 

appointment of John McCone, former head 
of the CIA, as the new president of the 

University of California. 
There has always been ferment in L.A. 

where the cops are brutal and the people 
unfriendly. The people have not changed, 
the majority are not screaming for dras- 

tic measures. Only California state poli- 
tics have changed with Ronald Reagan 
taking the governorship on a platform 
of ridding California of ‘‘undesirable ele- 
ments’’ (that element partly being the 
acid-takers of Haight-Ashbury and other 
like districts). 

Already 50 agents have been trained at 

U.C., Berkeley, for the express purpose 
of catching acidheads. They act and 

look like beats. They are the arm of 

California’s new LSD law, one of the 

strictest in the country, and have infil- 

trated the scene in the Haight-Ashbury 
to the point where, after multitudinous 
arrests, a case’ of giant paranoiahas setin. 
‘Nobody is sure if the new hippie in town 

he is talking to is the fuzz or not. 
The Haight-Ashbury district, radiating 

about eight blocks in any direction from 
the corner of Haight Street and Ashbury, 
is the center of West Coast hippieism 
and an internal underground sub-culture. 
It is the home of the famous Psychedelic 
Shop, a major gathering place for mind 
exploders, and is where Allen Ginsberg 

once lived and wrote. Now it’s all over 
because of the State House. 

There were signs of the coming catas- 
trophe as long as two years ago, when 

the anti-discrimination housing bill was 
defeated. Then last summer California 
became the second state to legislate an 

anti-LSD bill, thus jeopardizing the posi- 

tion. of almost everyone who lives in the 

Haight-A., which has been considered by 
many the acid capitol of the world. This 
has culminated in the election of an indi- 
vidual who is dedicated to ridding Cali- 
fornia of all heads, political radicals and 
literally of culture. 
City Lights Bookstore and the Psychedelic 
Shop were both raided for selling ‘‘por- 
nography.’’ = 

This is just an indication of what’s to 
come. The heat has been building as the 
police get more bold, and vice and nar- 
cotics agents have begun swarming over the 
city like death locusts. The use, posses- 

sion or sale of LSD is nowamajor offense 

under the law, just like marijuana. 
The turmoil in L.A. is totally expectable, 

owing to the political structure of Los 
Angeles County. But why has San Fran- 
cisco now been chosen for martyrdom? 

Possibly it is because Californiais split 
into two different cultures: The north 
is much freer and easier in which to be 
whatever you are, while the south is 
neon, controlled by the money of the 
Samuel Yorty right wing. Reagan is from 
the south as is his crony Samuel Yorty, 
the Mayor of Los Angeles. 

In Regan’s campaign he constantly made 
references to the evil going on in the 
S.F. Bay Area. Most Bay Area freaks 
threw this off as political rhetoric. But 
now the heat is on and is increasing every 
day, and as the heat increases more and 
more hippies leave the state. With the 
inauguration of Reagan growing imminent 
paranoia has set in and the desire to get 
out before getting busted. Paranoia is not 
a new thing to the Haight freak, but never 
has it been so intense. Never before has 

it reached the proportions where they are 

even afraid to leave their pads even when 

they are not holding. Arrests for anything 

are frequent no matter how small or silly 

the offense. 
But why slam the Haight freak seek- 

ing his own mind-consciousness in his 

little hole in the ground? Why perse- 

cute these young gypsies living by them- 

selves and for themselves in their own 

surroundings? Why not leave them alone 

with their Kesey, their mind dreams, 

grass and acid? Because, like the soldier, 

they are expendable. They are the last 

Just recently the 

group with no rights; they have no power 
nor do they wish it. They are ‘‘weirdos’’ 
to point at and say ‘‘Get rid of them.”’ 
They are free. They are the last of the 
mindfuckers. 

And so because of any or all of these 
things these dreamers and inner travelers 
are forced to disband their communities, 
split from their friends, and wander ina 
paranoid diaspora until the state des-~ 

troys itself in its frenzy of persecutive 
righteousness or the revolution restores 
dignity to America’s outcast visionaries. 
~Some will split for Mexico to see if 

the heat will be as bad as prophesied. 
Most will come east to New York and 
the East Village. They will arrive by 
ear, thumb and bus. They will arrive 
vacant, wasted by the long trip and the 
feeling of dispossession. They have been 
thrown out of their homeland. And in the 
words of the Stones, ‘“‘Have mercy, have 
mercy baby, have mercy on me.’’ 

IN A BIND ? 

Are you faced with some painful prob- 
lem -- something delicate, embarrassing, 
urgent and frustrating -- which requires 
topnotch ethical skill, guidance and ex- 
pertise? Something you would like to 
discuss personally gratis for a human 
relations program? 
It can run the gamut from being an unwed 
mother to sexual fears or problems with 
parents or children. Itcanbe social, legal, 
marital, health, financial or familial. 

If we feel your problem is urgent and 
we are able, we will try to put you in 
contact with eminent professionals free. 

To insure privacy, give FIRST name 

only, phone number, hours available, and 

why you need help. Your reply will be 

treated confidentially. Limited to adults. 
Write Box H EVO, 147 Avenue A, New | 

York City, New York. 
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“THE MIRACLE IS YOU” 
thing. In fact, some of his pictures are 
simply astounding, and I don’t think I 
shall soon forget the sight of a gentle 
little grey-haired and bespeckled Ameri- 
can grandmother, her skirt above her 
waist, fumbling with the flash attachment 

on her Instamatic, trying to get a pic-~ 
ture of her own operation while Tony 
pulled out lengths of her intestine. 

Both Jensen and Decker tell the same 
tale of Tony’s gift. As a very young boy, 
he is reported to have spent three weeks 
alone out in a rain forest ‘‘learning to 
concentrate’’ by knocking coconuts off 
high trees through sheer force of will. 
Occasionally, for a change of pace, he 
would turn this power on green leaves, 
turning them brown. But, they relate, 
it wasn’t until he laid his bare hand on 
a playmate’s accidental knife wound that 
the true nature of his power became mani- 
fest. The wound healed under the touch 
of his fingers. This was in 1948 and Tony 
was ten years old then. He’s been using 
this healing force ever since. 

Other countries have sent scientists to 
investigate this phenomenon, and it is re- 

ported by Dr. Decker that Japanese doc- 
tors attempted to obtain recordings of 

Tony’s brainwaves but that he blew the 
encephalograph (SP) right out when he 
turned on his ‘‘power.’’ As in the story 
of Edgar Cayce, Tony and his like are 

actually performing their wonders as in- 
struments of a higher power or cosmic 
force, but in Tony’s case, he claims, this 

force takes control only through his hands 
from the forearms down, leaving him men- 

tally conscious and relaxed. Dr. Decker 
further describes the experience as a 
state of localized trance where at the 

last moment the operator must make his 

conscious mind ‘‘drop out’’ or become 
momentarily distracted, in order for the 

‘‘Holy Spirit?’ to take control. He de- 
scribed one tooth-pulling operation when 
his hands suddenly froze in mid-action, 
and from across the room, Tony told him 

to start whistling, to sing a song. Decker 
did so, freed his mind, and the ‘‘con- 
trol’’ took over again. - By Philip Procter 

Tony Agpaoa is an unusual ‘‘doctor’’. 
He is a psychic surgeon, one of the 
few men alive in the world today who 
can perform open-body surgery without 

the use of a knife. With only his bare 
hands, he is purportedly able to lay open 
the flesh of a completely conscious hu- 
man being, reach inside, remove organs 
or bits of tissue, and then reclose the 

wound -- no pain, no infection, no scar. 
He’s a 27-year-old Filipino who prac- 

tices his art in a four-room house at 
Quezon City where he lives with his 

wife, child and fifteen relatives. 
Dr. Tony has become so well 

known that he hopes to build a permanent 
clinic with his earnings in Baguio to be 
able to treat persons from all over the 

world. He has already been visited by 

the curious and the cure-seekers from 

Germany, England, Japan, Canada, the 

US and the USSR -- to name afew. Al- 

though he is certainly the most flam- 

boyant, such healers are quite well estab- 

lished in the Phillipines, perhaps the best 

known being the Espiritistas, a group 

operating in a church founded by a Bro- 

ther Terte, who claims to have been 

performing feats of magnetic healing and 

psychic surgery since the end of WWII. 

His services are deeply religious in na- 

ture, and he is somewhat outraged at 

Tony’s ‘‘showmanship.”’ 

In spite of the fact that there is never 

a scar of any sort, Tony will sometimes 

place a strip of white surgical tape over 

an area he’s just entered -- tape which 

he ‘‘cuts’? with a karate blow of his 

forefinger, or a well-placed breath from 

his mouth. **T don’t have to do it,’’ 

Tony explains, ‘‘but I do have to shock 
the patient into health-consciousness; into 
thinking they are getting well.’’ As with 
all ‘‘faith healing’’ itis in the final analysis 
dependent upon the subject’s state of mind 
as to whether a cure will remain perma- 
nent or not; and Tony makes no claims 
to absolute results. Nonetheless, remark- 
able and long-lasting cures have been 
reported and substantiated. 

I first heard about this ‘‘wonder healer’’ 
in a pamphlet prepared from a lecture by 
Dr. Bernard Jense, a nutritionist and 

chiropractor who runs the Hidden Valley 

Health Ranch near Escondido. Jensen 
and wife and a group of 30 Americans 
travelled on their own funds to the is- 
lands in order to witness Tony’s miracles 
first-hand; and many of them were operated 
on. Of the persons worked on in his 
group, Jensen claims that half of them 
claim long-lasting curative results. 

I also sat in on some ‘‘home movies’? 
taken by Dr. Nelson Decker, another 

nutritionist who made a pilgrimage in 
1965 and has since become the only Ameri- 
can to have practiced psychic surgery 
himself, assisting Tony in over 150 opera- 
tions and performing seven on his own, 
Decker’s color films, shown to amoderate- 
sized paying audience as part of a local 
lecture series, were rather amateurishly 
shot and badly focused in places. But 
even though Dr. Decker kept saying that 
“it's better perhaps that these pictures 
aren’t clearer,’’ they were clear enough 
at times to create a very real feeling 
of nausea -- which I suppose proves some- 

% 

In this sceptical Western world, where 

we leave it up to Hollywood to amaze 
us, Disney to delight us, Vietnam to 
excite us on Channel 7, Tony and his 
Significance may elude our understanding. 
Perhaps it is only for a simple, uncivil- 
ized (!) people such as the Filipinos 
to garner benefits and meaning from such 

shaky blurred and 
underlit pictures are as close as we’d 
like to be to the spiritual reality of such 

I, for one, believe that it is 
no longer so -- that the revelation of such 

“‘modern’?’ 
world is part and parcel of. the major 

*And to explain 
these happenings, I prefer the words. of 
Dr. Jensen and Dr. Decker to those of 
Joe Pyne: ‘‘The healing must come from 

You 

events. Perhaps 

events. 

metaphysical events in this 

change of our time. 

within. Don’t look for a miracle. 
are a miracle.,’’ 
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SPACED OUT 
E, E. Bernard, a psychologist at North 
Caroline University, Raleigh, N.C. Dr. 
Bernard is presently investigating what 
he calls ‘‘out-of-the-body experiences’’ 
sometimes referred to as Astral Pro- 
jection. 
HAYDEN: What is Astral Projection‘ 
BERNARD: It refers to an experience. 
Not an externally observable phenomenon, 
but an experience. It’s an experience of 
being out of your body. You know, if 
you ask yourself the question, ‘‘Who is 
the I who is now speaking?’’ there is 
no answer you can give to this probably, 
but we all have some kind of intuitive 
feeling that we know who the I is...well, 
this is the thing that is outside the body. 
Invariably, it is the intelligent, articulate, 
reasoning part of oneself which has separ- 
ated from the body. 
HAYDEN: What do you call this part? 
BERNARD: Well, there are many names 
for it -- Mind, Soul, Spirit, Astral Body. 
Call it anything you like. Call it the 
Alpha-body. These names don’t mean 
anything. There’s nothing sacrosanct 
about a name, After attaching a name 
to something you still don’t know what 
it is. 
HAYDEN: Then you’re referring tosome- 
thing completely separate from the phys- 
ical body? 
BERNARD: If this word names anything 
at all, then, presumably, it names some- 

thing apart from the physical body, yes. 
But there’s nothing mysterious about that. 
I suppose if the word electro-magnetic 
field, generated by nerve potentials, refers 

to anything at all, it’s referring to some- 
thing apart from the nerves. And-we 
don’t regard that as any mystery...We 
don’t know anything more about it than 
we do about this Astral Body. 
HAYDEN: Is Tibetan Astral Projection 
via silver thread the same as yours? 
BERNARD: I have no idea whether it’s 
the same or not because I don’t know that 
much about either one of them. The 
only way I can tell whether they’re the 
same is to take a good hard look at both 
of them. If I find that exactly the same 
conditions, and only the same conditions, 
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precipitate these kinds of experiences, 
then I’d guess that they’re the same. 
HAYDEN: Some Buddhists say they can 
see their ‘‘silver thread’’ as they wander 
about. 
BERNARD: A lot of people report this. 
This silver cord bit is not uncommon. 
A lot of nice, Republican, Midwestern 

housewives who have experienced Astral 
Projection have reported being attached 
to their bodies by some kind of cord. 
When a color is ascribed to this, it’s 
usually silver. But in many, many re- 
ports, there’s no mention of any kind of 
connecting link. Probably in 50% of 
the cases they are not aware of any con- 
necting link. ° 
HAYDEN: You’ve experienced Astral 
Projection? 
BERNARD: I think I have, yes. 
HAYDEN: And what did you experience? 
BERNARD: Exactly the experience I’ve 
just described. The experience of being 
detached from your body. 
HAYDEN I’m sure many of us have felt 
that way at some time. 
BERNARD: Perhaps you’ve experienced 
projection too. 
HAYDEN: I don’t think my experience 
coincides with what you’re explaining. 
BERNARD: Suppose you and I both have 
the experience of being detached from 
our bodies -- separated from them physi- 
cally for some period of time -- and in 
one case it’s triggered off by drinking 
and in another case it’s triggered off 
by fatigue, distress, or perhaps it just 
occurs spontaneously while we’re sleep- 
ing. Since we’re different people, it’s 
plausible to assume that our experience 
will be different. For one, I’ve spent 
more time studying it, sol might be less 
panicky than you. You might be more 

afraid of the experience than I would 
be. There could be a variety of differ- 
ences. It’s entirely possible that you 
might be aware of a kind of body that 
is projected...you feel that you are in 
some sense embodied, whereas I may 

not be. 
HAYDEN: This may, or may not, be a 
mystical experience, then? 
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BERNARD: Right. It’s just impossible 
to tell whether we’re talking about the same 
phenomenon or not. 

HAYDEN: Is there any connection be- 
tween an OBE and an LSD trip? 
BERNARD: Well, they’re vastly different. 
Subjectively they have nothing in common 
at all. There are a few instances of 
a person reporting his discovery of being 
on an OBE while taking a psychedelic. 
But this doesn’t seem to be the kind of 
thing which a psychedelic precipitates. 
HAYDEN: Then the OBE doesn’t ‘‘ex- 
pand the consciousness?’’ 
BERNARD: Well, it doesn’t expand the 
consciousness in the same way as the 
psychedelic does, but it doesn’t usually 
expand the consciousness the way a mag- 
nificent love affair does. It doesn’t ex- 
pand one’s consciousness the way being 

turned-on to painting does either. 
HAYDEN: Then you donot draw any paral- 
lels between the OBE and LSD trips? 
BERNARD: No, I definitely do not, and 
I think that the psychedelics are not a 
promising agent for triggering off an 
OBE. With LSD too much else is going 
on, it’s hardly comparable to the light 
trance state we were talking about a while 
ago. On the contrary, this is on the other 

end of the spectrum. If you’re wide open 
and everything is going on at a furious 
pace, this is no time to relax and get 
out of your body... 
HAYDEN: You firmly believe in out-of- 
the-body experiences? 
BERNARD: I’m impressed with the data... 
very impressed with it. I’m soimpressed 
with it that I feel it’s worth spending my 
time and some money studying it. Be- 
lief is a very different matter to be sure. 
I can’t possibly answer the question how 
I or anyone else can do this. IfI pick 
a little town in North Carolina ‘that I’ve 
never been to, project down there in the 
middle of the night and write down ten 
license numbers of cars along the street, 
Snap back, hop in the car, drive right 
down there and look, and I’m right; that’s 
exceedingly improbably to have occurred 
by chance. To talk about hallucination 
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TANGIERS: Pipedream of America 

A Young Turk. 

By Nick Ehm, 

I arrived in Tangier, Morocco, in the late spring after lunch, I gave myself another shot, and pinned 
of 1966. With me was my long-standing but newly- and nodding, I once again set out to explore Tan- 
wedded old lady, Elizabeth. Our arrival was due gier, spaced. 
entirely to the profits of six months of successful I decided to take a taxi to and to investigate the 
drug dealing in New York City, with an occasional open air market, bordering off and marking the 
straight job as a false front for my income. beginning of the ‘‘casbah,’’ or native quarter from 
We arrived looking just as we wanted to, that is, the rest of-the city. 

newly-wed tourists, American, wealthy, eagerly wel- I left my taxi to walk, peering at the unending jum- 
comed by customs officials. While in the States we ble of stalls and spread-out rugs, all displaying 
had lived together as modern day pagans, with huge their wares openly beneath the afternoon sun. 

manes of hair and mod clothes, accompanied 24 Suddenly, I was rudely being called to and shouted 
hours a day “by driving rock and soul from our at by a single, filthy street urchin, always waving 

FM radio. some extended object in his filthy hand in my face. 
Our house had been spacious, warm and brightlyI stopped to look and saw that the proferred mer- 

painted, while ‘our tenement building was occupied chandise was my own billfold, containing my pass- 
almost solely by fellow-hipsters. port and identification which the boy had already 
Now we had reached Tangier after almost a year picked from my unwatched pocket and now offered to 

of work and planning. We came with the set intention resell to me. I had no choice but to pay his price, 
of remaining regally stoned for as long as we could which was about one dollar, and after regaining my 
and then continuing north to England, smuggling hash billfold, to listen to his pidgin street English offer- 
to sell in Liverpool and to take back to the U.S. ing enticing pleasures. ‘‘You want cop o, meester?’’ 

Upon arriving, our expected stay in Tangier wasor ‘‘You buy good hash maybe, huh, Joe?’’ were 
one month. mixed with offers of his mother, his virgin sister, 

As it was, our first month passed unseen as ahimself or perhaps his two buddies who would fuck 

dense cloud of opiates and hashish settled over one another or a goat in front of you for your amuse- 

us. ment. This last cost about 50 cents. 

1 remember first coming across the sign in the As a pitchman, he was a real dynamo. Inter- 

pharmacist’s window on my first venture into the ested I bent down towards him and asked softly where 

city alone. Simple and neat, it read in Arabic,I might buy some hash. immediately he began to 

French and English ‘‘Wholesale drugs sold. No pull me along by the hand, saying confidently such 

prescriptions required.” things as ‘‘Right thees way, Senor, to the finest of 

My blown but kept in check mind and smoothed hashishes.”’ Ses 

out haste to inquire within were rewarded by my We wandered down the filthy, narrow, imitation 

purchasing 12 one-grain morphine ampules and one Streets running between the stalls and oceasional 

ounce of water soluble opium crystals, reputed to buildings until we came to a fairly open spot with 

be dynamite when injected directly into the vein. a canopied table, sitting in and on the opening and 

My whole purchase came to just under $15. rugs of a tented stall. Behind the table sat a white 

The next eight days and nights were all spent robed merchant, crosslegged on the ground. The 

within a six-foot circle of pillows and cushions boy pointed and jabbered that this was the man with 

on the floor of our terraced hotel room. Half under whom I should speak about buying hash. 

the ever changing sky and half indoors, we roused On the table between us lay varying sizes and 

ourselves only for another shot, approximately every chunks of a substance that looked exactly like either 

six hours of our semi-conscious day. Night and domestic cat shit or rocky clay stones. The mer- 

day merged and became a Single unbroken passing chant spoke no English so my questions and barer- 
of light gray. Time held no significance whatsoever. chant spoke no English so my questions and barter- 
It simply continued to hang in stagnant, unnoticed ing were carried on through the interpreter street 

existence, very much like ourselves. urchin. 

On the ninth day, we stopped long enough to straighten The lumps on table I reaily recognized as being 

the room, wash ourselves in the hall bath and gohigh grade hashish of two types. One was called 

downstairs to the hotel cafe for a non-hypodermicaliy “‘chares’’ and came from India in pieces varying 

fed meal. Returning with Elizabeth to our room in size from that of an egg to an 18-inch cylinder 

as thick as your forearm. The other hash was 
‘““if,’? rock hard and deliciously smooth Moroc- 

can hash. After a time the poker~faced merchant 
picked up and wrapped in canvas a piece of the kif 

about the size of a small loaf of French bread. 

For this I paid him $48, giving $2 to my wonderboy 

street connection. 
Thus our first month passed with us finishing 

off the shooting O and falling back more heavily 
to smoking hash. ; : 

Later, the flickering days passing by unnoticed, 
still another month passed, at the end of which! 
awoke to find us each with only $50 a piece re- 
maining from our original bankroll. 

I had to decide then whether or not we used our 
remaining bread to ship home to the States or if 
we were to chance living for two months here in 
Tangier in the casbah at about $25 per person per 
month. 

I talked to Liz about it late one night and after 
much thought decided that we would stay on, risk- 
ing possible shipment home, penniless and at the 
consulate’s convenience. ° 

From our hotel we obtained a guide who took us 
deep within the casbah to an ancient but still sturdy 
apartment building. 

We climbed the foul-smelling stairs to the fourth 
and final floor. There we were shown the apart- 
ment for rent. It consisted of two enormous rooms, 
running the width of the building and opening onto 
an actually large terrace which looked down on the 
street scene below. Along with a small cooking al- 
street scene below. There was a small cooking al- 
cove and ‘‘pissoir’’ in the hall. We took the place 
at $5 per month. 

Afterwards when I could persuade Elizabeth to 
join me in the streets, we found and bought rugs, 
cushions, pillows and a very low bed structure made 

of hardwood and leather thongs. This we placed 
at the back of the terrace and covered with cush- 
ions and pillows, rugs and skins. This is where 
we spent most of our time together, the other fur- 
nishings scattered and occupied at times by- our 
newly found head contemporaries. They, like our- 
selves, had come and been held spellbound by the 
ebb and flow of unnamed ecstacies which make up 
the city of Tangier. 

Gradually, after a few weeks in our new diggins, 
we began to feel settled. From waking to crashing, 
we smoked huge amounts of straight hash in clay 
and water hash pipes. Elizabeth took to putting 
and water hash pipes. Elizabeth took to puttering © 
in the tiny cooking alcove producing different sur- 
prise appetizers. 

Now and then, when a friend and/or connection 
would call, we would sprawl sultan-like on cushions 

and occasionally speak between pipefuls. The days 
began to fill and be appreciated once more. Each 
day brought us some new insight to ponder. 

At no time did we stop smoking hash and return 
to normaley. The world existed for us only as a 
continuing dream of beauty. By now we were straight 
hash smokers. Everything we had sought in geting 
high seemed. to be provided by this single gummy 
resin. 

Three months and $45 of our $100 spent later, I 
decided to invest my remaining cash in drugs and 
make the run to England. Keeping enough aside 
for our steam passage to Liverpool, I managed - 
to pick up just under three pounds of prime hash 
from friends and hipsters. 

Then we began to once more change our appear- 
ances into what was now required. By then I had 
grown a full beard with an even fuller head of hair. 
Liz’s hair hung straight, black and shining to the 
backs of her knees. We had both chosen to wear 
a simple cotton robe with a hood known as a ‘‘ja- 

laba’’ and sandals. From these, we shaved and 
cleansed ourselves, putting on our freshly pressed 
suits, and trailing baggage, caught a taxi to our 
steamer. Once there we walked eagerly and ex- 
citedly on board wearing the pressed hash taped 
to our own bodies. Not a glance or question was 
directed towards us. 

Three days later we docked in Liverpool almost 
penniless and with a single address. We spent 
our last cent on a cab from the ship to our friend 
Tigger’s house, where by sheer luck we found Tig- 
ger home from sea and enjoying a rest. His im- 
mediate offer of hospitality and lodging was ac- 
cepted with eyes moist and hearts full, 

Liz and I stayed almost three weeks at Tigger’s 
home. We smoked and exchanged stories, his of 
his seaman’s life and mine of my feeling of being 
reborn in Tangier. 
We sold a pound of the hash to some of Tig- 

ger’s friends. With the $200 profit, we booked 
steamship passage to New York and from there 
went on to California. We returned seven months 
after leaving, older, wiser and two pounds of hash 
richer. . 

It was this same hash that I sold in San Francisco 
at a tremendous profit, allowing me to build the 
house in which I now sit and write. Through the 
window above my desk I can see the waves breaking 
against the rocky shoreline beyond the pine grove. 
Upstairs Elizabeth reads from a book of myths and 
legends to our two sons. 

And so I sit and sometimes dream of times and 
places past. And when the remembered scenes begin 
to fade, 1 simply fill my ivory hash pipe, and smok- 
ing, bring peace and clarity back- to my troubled 
mind, 



Since the artist has, like the worker 
and the colonial subject, known humilia- 
tion, he works to win back his dignity. 
This work I call the work of art. 

To be an artist is a social qualifica- 
tion, a condition peculiar to a minority. 
Not all artists are good ones; bad artists 
are artists nevertheless, expressing their 
humiliation more obscurely or for a more 
confused public. I believe that modern 
art has been stolen by the oppressor in 
our society. The theft was made pos- 
sible first by the artist’s lack of aware- 
ness, then by the naivete of modern art 
during its early stages, in its search for 
a language and its apparent concern with 
trivial stylistic grounds. Men like Picasso 
added to the confusion by their openly 
indulgent play of virtuosity in the creationy 

“ART IS TOPSY-TURVY 
JUST NOW ,IT IS 
CONCEIVED EITHER 
AS AN OBJECT OF 

PLEASURE OR AS A 
A DECORATIVE 

OBJECT !” 

of ‘‘museums without walls.’’ The modern 
artist is consequently considered not as 
a composer but as an interpreter. The 

more vital issue actually calledfor acom- 
plete change of the game; it demanded 
that we speak for the oppressed, that we 

give him an awareness of his situation, 

that we gradually create asociety based on 
solidarity instead of competition. 

Nevertheless, you are inevitably de- 
feated by the contradictions inherent in 
your situation. You want to speak to 
the masses in a language which they 
cannot understand. I want to make them 
understand in the following way: by 
setting art upright on its feet again. Art 
is topsy-turvy just now; it is conceived 

either as an object of pleasure or as a 
decorative -object. Art, which is meant 
to intensify our consciousness, is alien- 
ated. 
As things stand now, the oppressed 

classes need an art which increases their 

awareness of things, not an art of deco- 
ration. They need an image of the world 
which corresponds as closely as pos- 
sible to the world as itis. If you change 
the rules so that art ceases to be a mys- 
terious, mythological, luxurious object and 
becomes an exercise of the mind and an 
image upon which we can base our under- 
standing of the world and of society, 
then you will have a foundation on which 
to build a new language. Everything must 
be called by its name! 

The central problem is the eternal 

tendency to denigrate those positive quali- 
ties which are foreign to us, and to fol- 
low fashion. When the middle class is 
in power, it quite naturally finds the 
screams of tortured prisoners pathetic 
and disgusting. Middle-class art, when 

‘considered in relationship to fear, naked- 

MAT TAPES TO: 1: 
The Aesthetic Imperative 

THE ARTIST 

HIS DIGNITY 

ness and the humiliation of tortured poets, 
has something of the SS’ uniform and smell 
of toilet water. Do we want a change of 
chains? Do we want to transfer the bene- 
fit of ‘‘la cosa mentale’’ to the victims? 
The only other ‘‘cosa mentale’’ is geom- 
etry, for geometry has to do with form 
and order. 

I find it extremely anachronistic, how- 
ever. A fully conscious man should act 
wholeheartedly, neither forgetting nor ig- 
noring present-day problems or the exist- 

ence of oppressor and victim. This 
drama permeates all of daily life down to 
its smallest details: beauty and ugliness, 

man and woman, the strong and the weak, 

the educated and the illiterate, etc. 
Until we have thoroughly understood 

the humiliation inflicted and endured in 
this world -- and evil is nothing but man’s 
humiliation of his fellow man -- our idea 
of what we call ‘‘life’’ will be highly 
superficial. And if ‘‘la cosa mentale’’ 
to which art aspires means complete 
understanding, we must give to every 
element which helps to create poetry the 
same recognition we accord to the dis- 
coveries of science. 

If art’s main quality is to emancipate 
each individual as well as society as a 
whole, we must work towards a poetry, 

a painting, and a music which frees us 
and awakes in us revolutionary emotions. 
The identification of the artist with the 
underdog is important in the amount and 
quality of emotional emancipation that he 

frees. 
If the light gun of painting could bom- 

bard the mind from the inside and the 
outside, spreading out the emotional struc- 
ture and illuminating it totally, we could 
begin to see how, when, and where emo- 

tions act and react. 

We could see as a poet. 

We could grasp reality as a poet that 
grasps more reality -- sur-reality -- as 

compared to the minimum of reality that 
we use in our half asleep way of life. 
This minimum reality forces us to see 
only one side of things and generally 
that side which interests us the most 
selfishly. We find ourselves opposing 
our stupidity to the opposite stupidity, 
instead of realising that the contrary of 
stupidity is awakeness. 

Can we grasp in our minds a total pic- 
ture of where we live? If so, it will 

waken us to an integral individuality. To 
awaken this integral individualtiy one has 
to exercise oneself to an all-at-once 
picture, a happening in our minds of the 
total goings-on of each moment. 

Can our minds resist this ‘‘all-at-once’’ 
perception of reality? I believe that they 
can, after grasping at once and all around 
us as a spherical history that closes on 
us constantly. The notion of ‘‘picture’’ 
becomes modern and revolutionary if we 

are enveloped by it instead of just hold- 

ing it in front of us. But this all-at-once 
happening should be one with the ultimate 
realities -- death, Vietnam, love -- to 
introduce the dialectics of history in the 
art we use to see the world. I believe 
that what is new in the realm of emotions 
is a need for programming the way our 
minds work. 

This is a dare thrown in the face of 
the modern artist. Technology is pro- 
voking him to develop at the same de- 
gree of intensity. It is shocking to see 
such fragmentation in the field of those 
who should discover and create the struc- 
ture of emotions and the fields of energy 
that flow from one emotional structure to 
the next. 



There is in the world something greater 
than the- achievements of all civilizations 
with their cultures, religions and philoso-~ 

phies, something even greater than sci- 
ence -- that new altar above all altars 

where modern men and nations worship, 

finding there a more true and universal 
faith -- the only one which, having no 
dogmas, can remain humble and thus 

progress. 
But even if science could transform, 

as it does now the whole outlook of man 

and the external conditions of his exis-~ 
tence, the inner misery, ignorance and 
suffering of the human soul would re- 
main. Saviours have come through the 
ages, heroes and guides; the face of the 
world has changed but not the nature of 
man. Something greater is needed than 
the visitations of the past: a visitation 
of the eternal, something which is there 
already, unnoticed, in its manger, under 
the stars, unfolding before men the infinite 
marvel: a most profound and silent reve-~ 
lation -- a most profound and silent 
revolution, opening within man the gates 
to the superman. 

It is only a state of consciousness. But 
so unlike the one we know in our every 
day state that those who experience it feel 
as far removed from their ordinary selves 
as that self is removed from that of the 
dumb brute. For this state of conscious-~ 
ness stands as high above mind as mind 
above instinct or impulse. And it seems 
to spread and to develop generation after 
generation in a slow, silent and sure 
manner. 

This state is called by some super- 
consciousness or ‘‘Cosmic Conscious- 

ness,’’ for it makes man feel one with 

the universe. It isa state-of pure 

bliss, of ecstatic awareness, a light of 

understanding which embraces all beings 

and all things -- something more than 

love, for love is selective, exclusive. 

It transcends emotion as well as intel- 

lect. It is a state of absolute peace, all 

fears, doubts and anxieties once and for 

all vanishing as clouds before the sun -~ 

a state of absolute freedom, plenitude 

and certitude, of oneness with the eternal 

and the infinite. 

It comes unexpectedly, without apparent 

how or why or wherefrom, not necessarily 

to the wisest, the most learned or virtu- 

ous, the most perfect. (It is not the most 

perfect gem which has become the first 

living thing, nor the most perfect animal 

which has become the first man. It is 

not the most perfect man who reaches the 

superhuman state.) It comes generally 

to the humble. 
oe 

The first time I met one of the privi- 

leged it was on a solitary road insouthern 

France, while returning with some fel- 

low students from an evening lecture in 

the country nearby. We were walking in 

the night when a song like a paean of 

glee arose, and we met a man whose like 

I had never seen. He told us why he was 
singing: ‘I am nothing. I know nothing. 
I own nothing. And I am alone. ButlI 
am the happiest man in the whole world.’’ 
For long we listened to him, marvelling. 

He had the greatest of all possessions: 
this joy which possessed him. And he 
left, leaving behind something, to us radi- 
ant in the night. 

The ‘‘Greatest Thing’’ cannot be pro- 
duced or obtained arbitrarily by any device, 
effort, or training. All the psychological 
disciplines, the elaborate methods and 

‘‘yoga’’ of the oriental or occidental mys- 
ticism fall short of securing it. It seems 
to be simply given, granted, bestowed, 

and resembles most what the theologians 
have called ‘‘pure grace.”’ 

For this experience, though lasting in 
most cases but for a short instant, has 
durable effects. It leaves a seed of 
inner growth which in time produces its 
flowers and fruits. 

Sometimes, however, the visitation can 
last for long periods. 
New York, an artist, sculptor of repute, 

who for a whole month was in the ecstatic 
state of supra-mental consciousness. He 
wrote afterwards, without preparation, an 
extraordinary book of science ‘‘The Uni- 
versal One,’’ which in spite of a lace of 
technological language contains illuminat- 
ing concepts of cosmology and even of 
practical chemistry. 

Another case of a long duration of the 
spiritual event is that of the now departed 
Djivendranath Tagore, the elder brother 
of the poet, mathematician, philosopher, 
who for one month also enjoyed the bliss- 
ful state. He told me at length how it 
came and went, reproaching himself for 
his inability to retain it lastingly. But 
the inner man is apparently not ready, 

in the laboratory of nature, for the perma- 
nence of this state which will be that of 
the superman. 

That this state is no more dependent on 
exterior circumstances than on inner de- 
sire or preparation appears in the fact 
that it often occurs in the most dread- 
ful environment. A soldier in France 
told me that he experienced it suddenly 
during World War II in a foxhole. And 
I know a workman in the Ford plant, 
in Detroit, who felt several times its 
ecstatic spell in the midst of the noise 
and turmoil when at work. 

In every station of life and grade of 
intellectual or moral development, men 

and women can be chosen for the great 
Gift. 

Among the women, one here in New York, 

having received it, started without funds 
one of our most outstanding schools of 
art. Some, having no other qualification 
than that of ordinary society women, were 

chosen. One of them afterwards found 
this appropriate definition of the state 
of consciousness in which we usually 
live: It is an ‘‘anachronism.’’ 

I know, here in, 

This is how a young woman described 
it. She experienced it at the very mo- 

ment she was trying to take her own 
life, without any reason other than an 
inconscient will to break through and 
transcend the obstacle which separates 
man from his supramental, superhuman 

self, 
But though all those who have passed 

through this revelation of exstatic con- 
sciousness express it in almost identical 
terms, none of them tries to offer any 
mental description or concrete represen- 
tation of the infinite essence and reality. 
For this revelation is not mental but supra- 
mental, and the infinite essence is not con- 
crete but transcendental. It does not lend 
itself to the kind of dogmatic formulation 
of which ordinary creeds and beliefs in 

all religions are made. Butit compensates 
for the absence of any mythological ele- 
ment with a deepening of the mystical 
sense and experience of what is funda- 

mental in all religions. 
That is why the teachings genuinely 

inspired by this experience, as that of the 
Buddha or of Lao Tse, decline to de- 
liver any information about ‘‘God,’’ or 
the ‘‘soul,’’ or the ‘‘life after death.’’ 
For these are but mental constructions, 
which differ in all contending ‘‘revela- 
tions’’ and religions. They are, at best, 

different forms of imagining that which 
transcends all sense images. They can 
be used if needed as visible symbols 
of invisible realities -- any human idea 
is a kind of idol ~- provided they are not 
mistaken for the reality itself behind the 
representation, and for the light beyond, 
which the mind cannot comprehend. 

When this light is seen, it becomes a 

matter of indifference to express it through 
any belief or disbelief whatever. For 
belief and disbelief are as dumb as the 
ass and the ox in the night of a Nativity. 
Thus, the one who knows can recognize 
the truth behind any creed and idol. 
He can also remove any obstacle of creed 
and idol before the eyes ready to recog- 
nize the truth. 

But if the essence of the ecstatic con- 
sciousness is not rational but suprara- 
tional, not mental but supramental, it is 
however in the general line of biological 
and psychological development which has 
led from the pure sensitivity of plants 
to the emotional instinct in animals and 
to the mental, rational, logical faculties 
of man. And if no technique is known 
for the production and enjoyment at will 
of this supramental consciousness, at 
least some conditions are known, nega- 
tive and positive, which control its pos- 
sible manifestation, 

Concerning the psychological origin of 
Cosmic Consciousness, four steps, ac- 
cording to Dr. Bucke, can define its 
evolution: 

(1) From the primary faculty of excit- 
ability sensation appears and through com- 

continued on page 18 



~ DRAGULA 
I am sick, because I have given myself away. 
I have given myself to the people when they came 
so cultured, even bringing little gifts, 
so they pecked a shred of-my life, and flew off with a croak 
of sneaking exultance. 
So now I have lost too much, and am sick. 

I am trying now to learn never 
to give of my life to the dead, 
never, not the tiniest shred. 

...D.H, Lawrence 

By Lorraine Glennby 

Vampires live vicariously, feeding on 
the blood of the living; by ingesting life 
they support the illusion of life in them- 
selves. In this tradition the establishment 
today looms like amonolithic Dracula over 
the minds of countless Americans, suck- 
ing the creative energy from the nation’s 
artists and draining them of every po- 

tential drop of entertainment value. This 
is its life substance, for entertainment is 
the one thing that the vast army of con- 
sumer-zombies who serve the monster 

cannot provide for themselves (or so they 

believe) so they continue to pay for it 
with their cash and their consciousness, 
ignoring the fact that what they are buy- 
ing is illusion. Creative energy, when it 
is fastened upon by this modern Dracula, 

becomes not a means to authentic artis- 

tic expression and development, but acom- 

modity to be processed for profitable 

public consumption. The artist, once a 

source of truth and revelation, however 

maligned in his society, is no longer 

allowed self-possession. In the clutches 

of the establishment he becomes a mere 

supplier, a tool to be exploited until it 

dulls or until the supplies are no longer 

demanded. 
The ways and means by which this 

predator is perpetuated is subject matter 

for a volume of True Tales of Horror, 

Neo-American Gothic genre. The tales 

would be numerous, perhaps hundreds re- 

lating to the victims of each of Dracula’s 

conspicuous organs, like the press, the 

galleries, advertising, and television. 

The ‘‘slick’’? breed of all of these -- 

the biggest and also the most money- 

making -- ar rooted in an ironclad 

middle-class frame of reference which 

colors every idea as they represent it 

to the public. Witness the press. Artists, 

youth, Negroes, workers, any group or 

individual trying to effect any actual change 

in the society is immediately viewed from 

within the establishment as an outsider, 

a potential threat to be watched. Mean- 

while, their activities are reported and 

‘‘reviewed’’ in a patronizing manner. But 

diplomacy on the part of the press gives 

way to bias and distortion as soon as the 

outsider seems to be taking hold in the 

society and thereby infringing on their 

ingrained concepts of propriety (you know: 

KEEP OFF THE GRASS, YOU WEIRD 

SONS-OF-BITCHES!) 

When numerous artists bent on hard 

work and cheap living began moving to 

the Lower East Side, the press recog- 

nized a pulsating throat and seized upon 

it accordingly. ‘‘Bye-Bye, Greenwich 

Village, New York Has a New Bohemia’”’ 

announced a gleeful headline in the ‘‘Her- 

ald Tribune’’ shortly before it merged. 

Like all others of its ilk, the accompany- 

ing article is a projection of the cancer of 

conformism filled with smutty insinuations 

about the dark world of people who live 

with freedom from controls. The reporter 

offers this view of ‘‘life in the New Bo- 

hemia’’: 

‘¢ At night you can walk through Tompkins Square 

and listen to obscene poetry readings...you can buy 

an ice-cream cone or a stick of tea -- that’s gage, 

grass, or mar} man -~ on any street corner... 

there are t it-up joints that feature integration... 

BATS! THE LIGHT MUST BE 
ATTRACTING THEM... 

and LSD orgies...The women seem to have a certain 
happy vitality, yet there are times when they seem 
to wear a touch too much leather and seem overly 
fond of those high-heeled Sadie Massie boots... the 
East Villager is committed to...gutty, unpopular causes 
such as End the War in Vietnam and Ban the Bomb... 
In the New Bohemia...wall to wall roaches come 
with the cheap flats...underground movies are one of 
the biggest artistic kicks. Without pasting a label of 
obscenity on anything, we can only say that many 
of the titles of these experimental films cannot be 
quoted in a family magazine.’’ 

The establishment attitude towards the 

artists’ community, whether real or imag- 
ined, as evidenced in the press, is typi- 
cally one of secret salivation and mani- 
fest decorum; it reacts by moving towards 

it in recoil. But since reportage on life 
in the ‘‘fertile soil of art’’ is of wide 
popular interest and hence means good 

business, such surveys -appear at least 
once a month in the magazine section of 

one of the ‘‘family’’ papers or as a fea- 

ture in one of the slick consumers’ maga- 

zines. Regardless of the vehicle, how- 

ever, SOIL it remains, and the emphasis 

is invariably upon the prurient interest 

rather than the aesthetic or artistic one. 

But there is money in the House of 

Dracula, and money buys food, time, and 

materials with which to work. Should an 

artist approach or be approached by the 

predator in.order to secure these, he more 

often than not must pass en route a mer- 

chandizing, calculating Seylla and Charyb- 

dis in whose coils he will either be de- 

voured or drowned. 

Ey 

SUCKS 
.. WAIT / THEY... THEY'RE CHANGING. . . 
THEY'RE NOT BATS AT ALL... THEY'RE... 

YES, SIRE.’ AND AS THEY 
KILLED My DAUGHTER SO 
SHALL THEY SLAY YOU/ 
BUT NEVER FEAR... I'VE 
KEPT MY WORD. YOU'LL 
HAVE ETERNAL LIFE... THE 
ETERNAL LIFE OF THE UN- 
OFAD! THE FATE OF THE 
DAMNED.. .UNTIL SOMEONE 
ORIVES A STAKE IN YOUR HEART 
AS WAS DRIVEN IN MY 

DAUGHTER'S / 

Take the painter. Once the »rototypal 

artist starving unrecognized in _is garret, 
he now has the possibility of exhibiting 
his work to the public in the numerous 

galleries which line our cities’ more 
fashionable streets. But awake, dear 

reader: this is a True Tale, not a fairy- 
tale. The fact is ‘that Art is now big 
business; in the hot hands of enterpreneurs 

and gallery owners seeking profit and in 
the corroded minds of the customers 
seeking status and interior decoration, the 
handling of others’ work has become 
‘the art game.’’ 

in which the artist is 

the first to lose. The chips are stacked 

against him in various ways. A. gallery 

may offer a painter the equivalent of a 

salary with which to live and continue 

to produce paintings over a period of a 

year or two. During this time the gallery 

holds back from ‘‘pushing’’ his work with 

the result that, at the end of the time 

stipulated, the-gallery owner informs the 

artist that his work has not paid off. 

In short, the painter is made to recog- 

nize that he is in debt to the gallery for 

the sum of X dollars which he has received 

from them in payment and ‘‘good faith.”’ 

He then is given the opportunity to give 

over all the work he has produced up 

till then in payment of his ‘‘debt’’ and may 

even be given a token sum for whatever 

else he happens to have on hand at the 
continued on page 13 

It is a game 
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Coming Soon: 
By LIL PICARD : 

Our mind blows Art and Art blows our 
mind. Art is anybody’s business. Art 
is big business, and business becomes 

Art with big business. How do you take 
any stand in Art? What is good Art, bad 
Art, no Art, yes Art, real Art, any Art? 

Why Art at all? Do you like object Art, 
Why Art at all? Do you like Object Art, 
Abstract Art, Black Art, Minimum Art, 

Maximum Art (has to be born 1967), Sex 

Art, Anti-sex Art, Erotic Art, Cosmic 

Art, Art-is-Art Art, Life-is~Art Art, 

Art-is-Life Art, Psychedelic Art, Insane 
Art, Sane Art, Underground Art, Something 
Else Art, LSD Art, Amphetamine Art, 

Art for the insiders, Art for the out- 
siders, White House Art, Man~is-a-man 

Art, Art-Boutique Art, Art-Disposables, 
Art-Gimmick Art, Vinyl-Buttons-Fashion 
Art, Platonic Art, Art-International Art, 

Packaged Art, Fuck Art, Dirty Art, Clean 
Art, Art-as-architecture Art, Black Mask 

Art, Destroy the Museums Art, Fight 
the war game Art, Art uber Alles Art, 
Fruitfly Art, Sexual Organs Art, Abortion 

Art, Bellringing Chant Art, Everybody 
his own Buddha Art, You are saved, man 
Art, Art as a Religion Art, Anti-Religion 
Art, Love Art, Hate Art, Sell it, sell it, 

sell it Art, Washington Square Super Kitsch 
Art, I am doing my own soul Art and 

nobody else counts Art, Harper’s Ba- 
zaar, Vogue and David Susskind Art, 

Madison Avenue Dollar Art, Eager Beaver 
Publicity Art, No risque Art, Primitive 
Art, Art as Art goes, I don’t give a damn™ 
Art, gilt-edge Art, Art for the Lord and 
Loyds Art, Art Gang Art, Private Mafia 

Art Advisers, Inside Club Art, Fancy 
Paraphernalia Art, Paperdress Art, Com- 
ics Art, Manufactured Art, Anti-Vietnam 
War Art, Lousy De Gaulle Art, Neon- 

electric-electronic Art, Nature Art, I 

express myself Art, Never mind what 
others do Art, $25 Necktie Art, Gadget 
Art, Saucers and Cups Art, Multiples Art, 

POP*, ENDPOP*, OP*, ENDOP, Postpop, 
Postop and Minimumpop Art, Hard-edge 
Art and Soft-edge Art and Soft-hard-edge 
Art, Words Art, Look up a new word in 

the dictionary Art, University Art, High- 
school Art, Surrealistic and Anti-surreal- 
istic Art, Provincial Art, Healthy Art, 

Absolutely unhealthy depraved Art, Pure 
Art, Not so completely pure Art, phallic 
Art, Not so completely pure Art, Phallic 
Art, Photo Art, Happening to express 
Life Art, Destruction-Happening Art, Po- 
etic Art, Propaganda Art, Marshall 
McLuhan and the extensions of man multi 
media Art Art, Film and Balloon Farm 
Art, just doing watercolors, collage, oil- 

paint, pencil, lithograph and things Art, 
I wish I could paint with a laser Art, 

inkspot Art, Zen Art, I am retiring from 

the scene Art and split the scene Art, 

going into the desert Art, boring, boring, 

boring Art, utterly boring cool Art, I 

hate all Art Art, don’t think about any- 

thing just do it Art, let others worry about 

it all Art... 
There is a party everyday Art, dol get 

in free Art, everybody sponging on ev- 

erybody else Art, Corruption Art, Alien- 

ation Art, Colorfield and Postpainterly 

Painting Art, Projected Art, Art in the 

Mirror Art, Pastiche Art, Phony Chi Chi 

Art, from the Chelsea Hotel to the Ho- 

tel Stanhope silverdress manipulating op- 

erating Art and vomiting Art in Central 

Park, Cop Art, Naive Art, Old Masters, 

Young Masters, Middle-aged Masters Art, 

and Children Art under 13, and Children 

Art over 80, and Nude Art, Bikini Art, 

Food Art, Vitamin Art, Technology Art, 

Auction Art, Take it off take it off the 

taxes Art.,.Art Art Art Art Art,..Names 

Marc Morrel, a young artisthas his first 
uptown New York show at the Radich Gal- 
lery with a series of assemblages made 
from blue, red and white textile materials. 

They are used as symbols of the Ameri- 
can flag. He has made those things him- 
self, stuffed the pieces of flag-striped and 
star-spangled textiles with cotton, like 
puppets or pillows, and has adorned them 
with yellow golden cords or metal chains 

Next Week: ART ART 

Phil Ochs records play continuously; 
they are the tape background sound to this 
strong anti-war assemblage show. Mor- 
rel has a definitive message and is a 
convincing protest Artist. Eis ‘‘J’accuse’’ 
is a visual statement. The best piece is 

“‘Cops of the World,’’ a large spreading 
spider-form in black plastic, inthe middle 
a steel helmet, a gas mask and a piece 
of material taken from the star spangled 

and locks. part of the American flag. 

LONG MAY IT WAVE 
The Ramparts red glare at the Radich 

Gallery Thursday evening 12/28. The 
Cops of the World zeroed in on one 
Marc Morrel, a 29 year old artist who 
was having his first one man show; a 
series of assemblages made from blue- 
red-white textile materials. O’re the 
bombs bursting in air the summons was 
served to Steven Radich by Patrolman 
Burns for publically displaying American 

flags that were defiled and mutilated 
(Penal Law 1425-16D). 

Mr. Radich realized ‘‘something was 
afoot when last Friday some plainclothes- 
men from the 19th precinct, headed by a 
Lt. Mahoney, came to look over the show.’’ 
‘*They had received many complaints and 
came to watch through the long perilous 
night.’’ The show consisted of stuffed 
american flags, puppets, and pillows a- 
dorned with yellow golden cords or metal 
chains and locks. One piece which did 
not amuse the blue coats was a spread 
out octupus with steel helmet and gas 

ee 

Hank DiSuvero of the N.Y. Civil Lib- 
erties Union, has taken the case. ‘‘There 
is a clear violation of the First Amend- 
ment,’’ Mr. DiSuvero said, ‘‘and there is 
no sanctity in the symbols of government, 
an artist has every right to use any 
materials for his art.’’ ‘In fact,’? Mr. 

DiSuvero went on, ‘‘there have been many 
cases of American flags used for such 
purposes: Jasper Johns for one. There 
was a case in Mississippi of a college 
professor who got in trouble for using 
the Confederate Flag.’’ 

The most recent case before the courts 
was the flag burning which occurred on 
the stage of the Bridge Theater. The 
License Department dropped the charges 
in November. Meanwhile Mr. Radich is 
getting together a statement to be signed 
by N.Y. artists and critics to protest 
the law. He is due to appear at Criminal 
Court, 52 Chambers St., January 4, Rm. 

207 at 9:30. And in the words of Francis 
Scott Key, ‘‘Oh say can you see the star 

spangled banner yet wave, O’er the Land 
of the Free and the Home of the Brave.’’ 



—-—» DRACULA SUCKS 
moment. Then the gallery promotes his 
work and keeps all the profits there- 
from. The painter has but to begin again. 

Or a painter whose work seems promis- 

ing might be given sums of money by the 
gallery on speculation, until his work 
proves how well it will sell, at which 
point he may be given a contract guaran- 
teeing him-a pecentage of the profits. 
Well and good. However, painters, like 
all artists, need to develop. Yet gallery 
owners are so insecure in what they are 
doing that they are unwilling to advance 
a painter money with which to expand; 

they prefer that he continue producing 
what has already proven salable. To 
the businessmen who ‘‘deal in art,’’ paint- 
ings and sculptures are simply stock. 
Most of them are not interested in their 
intrinsic value but in their potential mar- 
ket. As one painter put it, ‘‘I want to 
work bigger, to experiment with new 
materials, but they want to confine me to 

only a part of myself.’’ : 
If an artist’s work continues to sell, 

the artist himself becomes a market- 
able item. Once his name begins to be 
mentioned about in the right offices and 
at the right parties, the man himself 
begins to undergo a dangerous and debili- 
tating transformation into a celebrity. 
Then the image-makers move in, Dracu- 
la starts concentrating all its forces on the 
prey, and the artist dwindles into popu- 
larity. Or kills himself, and begins again, 

which is what ‘‘8 1/2’’ is all about. 
The society that destroys together en- > 

joys together as it strips the flesh and 
the privacy from each and every one of 

its idols and manufactured celebrities. 
They are a disenchanted multitude fran- 
tically trying to attain synthetic ideals 

while the real ones wither quietly away, 

unobserved. And the establishment profits 
by it all. 

Consider advertising. Advertising is an 
industry devoted to the manufacture and 
perpetuation of false ideals for the sole 
purpose of making money. To do this, 
advertising agencies employ some of the 
most talented and creative minds inAmeri- 
ca, exploiting them to the last possible 
degree. Of course, it should be mentioned 
that many might-have-been artists cap- 
itulate willingly to the machine, but there 
are others who approach it in an effort 

to secure a stepping stone, to get their 

work before the public. What they have 
to learn is that most of the art directors 
in advertising agencies and on magazine 
staffs are ‘‘nine-to-five artists’’ whose 
operations are actually extensions of the 
business ethic. Knowing that since the 
field is so competitive newcomers 

will agree to almost anything in order to 
get an assignment, they prey upon the up 

and coming artist. 
A common ploy of the agencies is to 

place ads in the papers to draw in what- 

ment and denied the credit for his own 
style and vision. “It is not uncommon for 
fashion magazines to photostat a photog- 
rapher’s work ‘‘to remember what kind 
of thing he does,’’ and then to extract 
from these certain unusual touches of 
style or setting which they then give to 
their own staff photographers to copy. 

Most photographs and illustrations 

should be sold for one-time use, -with 
payments based on their market, e.g. 
less for trade ads and more for national 
ads. Yet more than a few photographers 
have been contracted to shoot items sup- 
posedly to be used for trade ads and, 
having been paid accordingly, only dis- 
cover their pictures used in a national 
ad after the check has been cashed and 
it is too late. The victim has no recourse 
because, fully aware of their lie before 
the fact, corporations are wont to in- 
scribe on all such checks (on the back, 

of course): ‘‘paid in full; all rights retained 
by Firm X.”’ 

The ad agencies steal more than money, 
work, credit, and ideas: they also steal 
personalities. A basic concept behind 
the mass media is that, in order to 

sell everybody, you must use a nobody. — 
Hence the rise of the ‘‘mannequin.’’ It 
is significant that this term for an inani- 
mate model was not changed but that 

live human beings were made to fit the 
term. One such mannequin, now re- 
tired by choice, described to me how the 
fashion industry tried to ‘‘depersonalize’’ 
him: ‘In the agencies they process peo- 

ple like cheese, and they all come out 

the same -- American bland.”’ 
The result is often crippling; having been 

conditioned to project the flawless non- 
sexual image which has become the Amer- 
ican ‘‘ideal,’’ many actors and actresses 
who originally went into modeling to sup- 
plement their incomes find afterwa.ds 
that they are unable to act anywhere other 
than in television, where this insipid 
quality is the desired norm. 

Watch the forms wriggle up out of the 
darkness in a television tube. With a 
single gesture you can open Pandora’s 
box and watch the deluge of anaesthetic 
demons which daily pour over the minds 

-of America’s masses, entrenching them 
ever deeper in their mediocrity. The 
power behind them, the power behind all 
the machines is the enemy, the vampire 
establishment which will drink the blood 
of American brain cells until all is empti- 
ness and death. Only collective con- 

sciousness can ward off this end, and it 

is the artists who must inspire and direct 

that consciousness towards the realiza- 

tion of a world which uses technology for 

freedom and freedom for the meaningful 

expression of the individual. 

THE ADULT TOY STORE 
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THE KINETIC CRYSTAL BALL 

Crystal balls are traditionally a little cloudy, and 
mine is no exception. But may be this is all for 
the good for while the true shape of the future may not 
be visible in all its hard-edged accuracy it does 
make a better reflector for the images I want to 
project. Anyway, it’s a better game to play at this 
time of the year than the one they call ‘‘The Ten 
Best.’ 

Let’s being with TECHNICS. 
It won’t be long before a grainless film will be 

marketed which, amongst other things, will mean that 
8mm movies could be shown at Radio City Music 
Hall. Shortly after this emulsions will be made 
that have the same sensitivity to light as does the 
human eye, thus obliterating the curse of artificial 

light. And perhaps, even before this happens, one- 
quarter inch magnetic tape will be used in pocket- 

sized television cameras. And maybe film and 
editing equipment will be made totally foolproof 
and perhaps even durable. 

A compact rear screen projection unit will become 
standard equipment. Cinemas are going to be built 
with the same loving care for detail and function 
that was once given by architects to the great cathed- 
rals. (Len Lye is the first of these great archi- 

tects.) Their interiors will be organically designed 
so that the whole atmosphere will supplement the 
nature of the show taking place. Multi-screen pro- 
jection will become commonplace. 

The current trend towards private and storefront 
type cinema will sweep New York. The main func- 
tion of these is to provide a tool...a logical extension 
of the process of filmmaking which will give the 
artist a greater control and freedom over his work. 
I predict (and here my crystal clears for a moment) 
that in a couple of years New York and all major 
cities in America will be covered with storefront 
cinemas and theatres. 

As the synthesis between the arts grows, multi 
media will become the standard type of entertain- 
ment medium. Broadway will become the centre 
of programed and computorized extravaganzas, and 
any show that doesn’t mix its medias will be con- 

sidered old-fashioned in a very purist sort of way 
(like the playing of baroque music on instruments 
of the period.) 

I do not see any increase in the quality of what 
goes on the film, and there will always be a sur- 
plus of badly conceived products, but because of 
the accessibility and perfection of equipment. the 
good stuff is going to come from some very strange 
and frequently humble origins. As it is now I be- 
lieve that some of the best filmmaking going on 
now is being done in 8mm by people who are quite 
anonymous to the public and who the industry would 
consider as total filmic illiterates. What this real 
underground is shooting today will form the CONTENT 
of the films of tomorrow. 

I’m not going to try and bullshit my way through 
this one, but I’m fairly sure it’s going to contain 
large elements of the erotic. Suddenly there will be 
such a profusion of good old fashioned sex that 
the taboos of the last several thousand years will 
crumble to dehydrated semen. So too will plot and 
the tensions created by the artificial manipulation 
of human affairs. These will give way to the new 
dramatics of light and color. And then, one day, 
all cinema, films, painting, drama etc. will all dis- 

appear because they will be no longer needed. They 
will not be needed because we shall have learnt how 
to communicate with our minds...We shall be able to 
project and receive patterns of thought, histories, 
designs, sounds. We shall have learnt how to com- 
municate, totally, with one another. 

That, dear, reader, is my millenium. Of course, 

if the apocalypse catches up with us, the most im- 
portant kinetic activity the survivers will have to 
cope with will be the re-discovery and manufacture 
of the candle. 

An Event of Literary Importance 

DOWN HERE # 1 
a magazine from the East Village 

ever creative talent happens to be around. 
Then they tell the applicants that, although 
they are not being hired, the agency “‘wants 
to see what they can do.’’ They are in- 
structed to write, shoot, or design some- 
thing in relation to a particular theme 

and submit their work after the weekend. 

The applicant believes he is being tested, 

whereas the agency is simply trying to get 

some fresh approaches. After seeing 

the fruits of the labor of 15 or 20 young 

artists, the agency is satisfied to dis- 

miss their work as unsatisfactory and, 

after the dejected creators have gone 

home, rework their writing, photos, or 

designs into a successful, high-paying 

campaign. 

Often the professional photographer or 
illustrator finds that not only his ideas 
but even his finished work is stolen 
while he is deprived of adequate pay- 

Orders are pouring in from all over the country for this collector’s item. 
First run expected to sell out in four weeks. DOWN HERE is the first 
publication of Tompkins Square Press. It represents the East Village in 
its perspective and content. 

Ist Issue: $1-00 & 10c postage 

CONTENTS 

~—Ist U.S. pub. of an excerpt from a banned novel by 
Guillaume Apollinaire 

—letters of L-A. poet Charles Bukowski 
—2 plays by Ruth Krauss 
~-poems by John Wieners and Alden Van Buskirk 
—Marat/Sade paintings and drawings by Nick Sperakis 
~ Critique, interview, filmography, photos on the Kuchar 

Brothers, filmmakers 
~—Poetry by Bremser, Bloom, Heath, Inman, 

Matson, Mednick, Micheline, Perkins, Richkin & more. 

MATCHLESS 
32 ST MARKS PLACE, N. Y. C. 

HOURS— NOON TO 10 PM 

FRI. AND SAT. TO MIDNIGHT 
GROOVY GIFTS 

Sub. (4 issues): $3.50) 

AND PAPER DRESSES 

Free with purchase of SENSUOUS 
EXQUISITE EARRINGS 

EAR PIERCING Se eg 
THE CONRAD SHOP 

118 MACDOUGAL STREET 

GE3-5355 

Available now at 

Tampkius Sguare Books 

97 Ave. B, N.Y.C. 982-7190 

6 p.m.—11 p.m. 

DOUBLE FEATURE SHOWS 
4 CHANGES WEEKLY 

BEST MOVIE BUY IN N.Y. 
PRICE 40-65c TOP 

ST. MARKS THEATRE 

133 --2nd AVE. — GR 3-5222 

Available soon at other bookstores. 
Bookstores may order at full discount. 

= We have Leonore Kandel’s 
THE LOVE BOOK 

(City Lights Clerk Arrested For Selling !) 

$1.25 pl Oc 0 cil orde 
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Clifton Fadiman. 5 vols. in one. y 98 

s 

. THE ART OF PAINTING in the 20th 

‘Hardbound. Orig. $10.00 

SSSSHHOSSSSESSSSHSSSSSSSSSSHHFHSSCHSLEESOE 

BOOKS TO SPEND AN 
INADEQUATE XMAS BONUS ON 

THE ART OF EATING. Intro. by 

- swe : for the best in books, paperbacks, 
LICENSED BY THE N.Y. STATE BANKING DEPT. Art. KA SEEN ED BYE Nove eee ate litle mags, underground presses, 

and publishers’ overstock— 

11 St. Mark's Place 

Kighth St. Bookshop 

475-9191 

749 pp. Hardbound. Orig. $ 7.50 
Greenwich Village's Famous Book shop, 

Century. Ed. by Pierre Seghers. 17 West 8th Street 
Illus. in full color. 7-1/4"x 10-1/8". $3 98 

Li 

THE DILEMMA OF THE MODERN JEW ©, © ement @ & arenewite @ 1. baxendell /@ ¢. eave @ @ calin 
By Joachim Prinz. Hard- S$] 00 Be ay ee ne ee Re Er ae ELTA 

bound. Orig. $ 4.50 . oe 
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LORD HAW-HAW & WILLIAM JOYCE. $1 00 @ |. medermot 7 eS, TURTLE-NECKS 
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FRANK HARRIS: The Life and Loves esi D BUG THE SYSTEM © &. montgomery 
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FREE SCHOOL OF NEW YORK 
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—--. CONCENTRATION CAMPS 
‘“in such places of detention as may be 
provided by him...all persons as to whom 
there is reasonable ground to believe 
that such person PROBABLY will con- 
spire with others to engage in acts of 
espionage and sabotage.’’ 

Such procedure is contingent upon the 
declaration of an ‘‘internal security emer- 
gency’’ by the President alone under cer- 
tain conditions -- namely, an invasion 
of the United States or its possessions; 
a declaration of war by Congress; or an 
‘“insurrection’’ within the United States 
in aid of a ‘‘foreign enemy.’’ 

During August and September of 1950, 
the United States Senate witnessed the 
turbulent passage of the McCarran Act, 
whose primary provision required that 
organizations, periodicals and individuals, 
accused of being ‘‘agents of a totalitar- 
ian power’’ by the Attorney General, 
register themselves as such with the 
Justice Department. 

The detention camp provision was, inter- 
estingly enough, NOT an original part of 
the McCarran Act. In point of fact, the 
original proponents of the McCarran Act 
fought AGAINST inclusion of the Title II 
detention camp proposal, scoring it as 
‘*a concentration camp measure.”’ 

RAMPARTS 

MAKES PEOPLE MAD: 
YOU SHOULD READ OUR MAIL. NEAR- 

LY EVERY DAY SOMEONE WRITES TO 

TELL US WE’RE CRAZY, RADICAL, AN- 

ARCHIC....OR WORSE. AND THOSE ARE 

JUST THE POLITE ONES. FORTUNATE- 

LY, WE’RE NOT TOO SENSITIVE ABOUT 

THIS. AS A MATTER OF FACT, IT 

GIVES US A RATHER PERVERSE PLEA- 

SURE. BECAUSE THAT’S WHAT WE’RE 

IN BUSINESS FOR---TO STIR CONTRO- 

VERSY, URGE DISSENT, NURTURE AN 

HONEST DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. 

WHEN RAMPARTS PRINTS A STORY 

SUCH AS DONALD DUNCAN’S CRITICISM 

VERSITY WITH THE CIA, OR THE MYS- 

TERIOUS DEATHS SURROUNDING THE 

KENNEDY ASSASSINATION, WE DO IT 

BECAUSE WE FEEL THESE ARE FACTS 

THE AMERICAN PEOPLE SHOULD KNOW 

EVEN IF THEY DON’T AGREE, THE 

WAY WE LOOK AT IT, A LOT OF IN- 

NOCUOUS DRIVEL PASSES THROUGH 

THE NEWSSTANDS THESE DAYS. WE 

FEEL THERE IS A NEED FOR A MAGA- 

ZINE SUCH AS RAMPARTS THAT IS 

MEANINGFUL, HONEST AND AT THE 

SAME TIME ENTERTAINING. 

SEE WHAT YOU THINK. A 12 MONTH 

SUBSCRIPTION TO RAMPARTS WILL 

COST YOU ONLY $5.44, IF YOU DON’T 

LIKE WHAT YOU READ, WRITE US A 

NASTY LETTER. 

WE GET A LOT OF NICE MAIL, 

RAMPARTS 
LIBERTY CIRC CO INC 
32 UNION SQ 
NEW YORK 10003, N.Y. , 

ATT: MR LIONEL HEYMAN 

GENTLEMAN: PLEASE SEND ME RAM- 
PARTS FOR 12 MONTHS AT THE SPE- 

CIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICE OF $5.44 

STATE 

> 
PAYMENT ENCLOSED 

BILL ME 

**k WE’LL ADD AN EXTRA ISSUE FOR 

SAVING US BILLING EXPENSE. 

(Pere TP 

The detention camp proposal as pre- 
sented by a group of Democrats in the 
Senate was readily crushed by the Mc- 
Carran forces -- who then turned around 
and added the measure (in even more 

severe form!) to their own bill, calling 
it Title II of the McCarran Act. 

A mere seven United States Senators 
voted against the McCarran Act on Sep- 
tember 12, 1950, and they were swamped 
by the 70 who passed the measure Later -- 
on September 22nd -- three more joined 
the original seven in a courageous but 
foredoomed attempt to sustain President 
Harry S. Truman’s vigorous, yet futile 
veto of the McCarran Act. 

With typical candor, President Truman 
had warned in his historic veto message 
that the McCarran Act ‘‘put the govern- 
ment of the United States into the thought- 
control business.’’ What the President . 
did not say was that the McCarran Act 
also put the government into the con- 
struction business -- the construction of 
concentration camps. They are now up 
and ready -- and have been for more than 
fourteen years -- waiting to be filled, 

according to a law of the United States 
which today is still in full force. . 

Who would be picked up in the event 
Title II were ever invoked? How many 
people would be put into the detention 

camps which have been ready and wait- 
ing since 1952? What agency is entrusted 
with the pick-ups? 

While the precise answers to these and 

related questions have never been offi- 
Throughout the 1950 Senate debate (col- 

loquy is a more descriptive word) on 
Title II, both Hoover and the FBI were 

unquestioningly referred to as THE su- 
preme arbiters as to who and how many 
would be picked up. 
My own estimates, based upon actual 

figures and potential capacities given tome 
by U.S. Bureau of Prisons officials, indi- 

cate that the detention camps today could 

take from 8,500 to 11,500 citizens if 

necessary at the four sites which now 

are fully prepared to handle the prob- 

lem. By adding other sites available to 

the Bureau of Prisons, The Times’ as- 

sertion that ‘‘thousands more could be put 

in detention camps as fast as they were 

rounded up’’ is no exaggeration. 

My own attempts to seek interviews 

with relevant officials of the Justice De- 

partment were unavailing. (The FBI not 

only refused comment but predictably sent 

agents to telephone and visit my neigh- 

bors in a characteristic display of intimi- 

dation.) 
J. Walter Yeagley, an Assistant Attor- 

ney General at the Justice Department 

and the bureaucrat heading its Internal 

Security Division, is the person whose 

primary responsibility is the administra- 

tion of the McCarran Act. His office 

develops the cases put before the so- 

called Subversive Activities Control Board 

(SACB) and of course is concerned with 

the detention camps. 

When I requested an interview with him, 

Yeagley replied in a letter dated May 26, 

1966: ‘It strikes me that any official 

view I might have on the subject of 

your inquiry (Title II and the detention 

camps) should be for my superiors only 

and not a subject for public discussions.”’ 

! 

=< attitudes of the FBI and the Jus- 

tice Department stand in significant con- 

trast to the straightforward honesty and 

deep disquiet of the Bureau of Prisons. 

And it is perfectly clear why: the FBI 

and the Justice Department’s Internal 

Security Division have a powerful vested 

interest in Title Il. Their purpose in 

hiding the facts about the detention 

camps -- which, according to bureau- 

crat Yeagley are ‘‘not a subject for pub- 

+ 

lic discussion’? -- is obviously-a de- 
liberate, calculated effort to maintain 
a high level of intimidation by keeping 
the public ignorant of the camps. This 
stratagem of course has its exact paral- 
lel in the use of the concentration camps 
in Nazi Germany: 

It is to belabor the obvious to point 
out that the present Vietnam conflict could 
easily lead to a formal declaration of 
war, which, very likely, would immediately 
result in the invoking of Title I by PRES- 

- IDENT LYNDON B. JOHNSON SOLELY 
ON HIS OWN AUTHORITY AS PROVIDED 
UNDE. THE LAW. — In that case, it is 
obviou.. the leadership of the growing 
peace movement which dissents so mili- 
tantly from the Johnson policy in Viet- 
nam -- those ‘‘nervous Nellies,’’ in the 
words of the President, who panic ‘‘under 
the strain’’ and turn ‘‘on their leaders 
and on their country and on their own 
fighting men’’ -- would be among the first 
‘‘Communists’’ and ‘‘potential spies and 
saboteurs’’ picked up in ‘Operation Drag- 
net.’ 

The ghetto uprisings in Watts, Cleve 
land, Philadelphia, New York and Chicago 
suggest another area in which Title II 
could be invoked. The rapidly mounting 
and increasingly organized resitance of 
the Negro people and those bearing arms 
in self-defense against-the force and vio- 
lence of the bigot mobs, the police and 

national guard -- could well provide the 
pretext for the White House to declare 
that such resistance was in actuality an 
‘insurrection from within;’’ and of course 
that, in turn, under the McCarran Act, 

would fill the detention centers with the 
militants of the civil rights movement. 

Nor is this idle conjecture. On a small 

scale, it already has happened. In the - 
summer of 1965, several thousand inter- 
racial civilrights demonstrators -- mostly 
youngsters -- were seized by Alabama 
state police and forcibly put behind hastily 
erected barbed-wire ‘pens’ for more than 
72 hours on the state fair grounds at 

Birmingham in what was nothing-tess than 
a make-do concentration camp of his- 

torically classic proportions. Already a 
familiar voice is being heard with in- 
creasing frequency in the land -- in the 
Congress, in the Internal Security Di- 
vision of the Justice Department, in the 
FBI and in the countless local witch- 
hunting agencies -- alleging ‘‘evidence’’ 
that the ghetto upheavals are the work 
of ‘‘outside’’ (Communist of course) forces 

bent upon ‘‘overthrowing’’ the United States 
government. 

At this point there certainly is no 
room for easy and false optimism about 
the present opposition to Title II in the 
United States today. While there have been 
general expressions of opposition to the 
McCarran Act by noteworthy organizations 

and individuals, there has been no specific 

move to repeal Title II and dispose of the 
detention camps. The reason for this 
lamentable state is quite easily under- 

stood: the people clearly do not know 
about the existence of these camps. It 
is as simple -- and complex -- as that. 

By Charles R. Allen, Jr.. This is reprinted from the booklet of the 
same name, commissioned by the Citizens Committee for Constitu- 
tional Liberties, 22 E. 17 St., N.Y. 10003. The booklets are avail- 
able for $.70 each, 10 or more $.60 ea., 25 or more $.50 ea., 100 or 
more $.40 ea. 

SAT., JAN 7 at 7:30 PM ONLY 

IN PERSON 

DR. TIMOTHY LEARY 
"DR LEARY HOLDS HIS AUDIENCE QUIVERING IN 
MOLECULAR ECSTASY!" 

—N.Y. Times 

PSYCHEDELIC CELEBRATION #1 

Arie Crown Theatre, McCormick Place, Chicago, Illinois 

TICKETS AVAILABLE 
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The elimination of sex is an ever pres- 
ent problem in our society. Homosexu- 

ality is rampant across the nation and is 
often believed to be the last stage in the 
breakdown of normal sexuality along with 
sado-maso tendencies. But what is true 
is that homosexuality and its other ten- 
dencies are really the first stage towards 
the complete elimination of sex. In our 
synthetic society the urge to control na- 
ture has-4ted-to an imbalance in the air 
we breathe, the food we eat, as well as 

the emotions we proffer. 
Man has tried to control the birth rate 

and the quality of birth in his environ- 
ment. He has changed men into women 
and women into men. Through and by his 
technology which inadvertently competes 
with nature without the full understanding 
of balance, he has created new diseases, 

new drives and new needs. Normal sex 
has been driven towards a sexuality with- 
out contact. He has created a synthetic 
sex which in reality is only a new product 
to be consumed by his unnatural environ- 
ment. Our normal emotions towards the 
opposite sex have become untenable in 

our newly man-made environment. Our 
high speed electromagnetic technology is 
conditioning its tenants to a life without 
contact. We watch and wait, subservient 
towards the happenings of life. Our 
visual sense has become so overstressed 
as to practically eliminate our sense of 

January 3 thru 8 
Kenny Burrel Quartet 

January 10 thru 15 
Philly Joe Jones Quartet 

lugs 
"242 East 3rd Street (bet. Ave. B & C) 

GRT7-9737 

touch and at the same time unconsciously 
make our sense of touch the mosturgent of 
our needs. Our sense of touch has entered 
the realm of the unfamiliar leaving en- 
trance to those few who are willing to 
explore its innermost secrets. 

The artist, who is sensitive to changing 
technologies, understands what is happen- 
ing to sexuality per se and that a new 

technology stressing the tactile is immi- 
nent. But most artists working in the 
field of erotica today still overstress either 

the visual or tactile aspects without ever 

striking a balance of all the senses which 
is so important to any visionary art or 

environment. 
Of the many artists working in the 

field of erotica none can match the genius 
of Kip Coburn who has struck the balance 
in his art using the technology at hand. 

Kip, who works out of his loft on Spring 
Street in the middle of Little Italy, has 

Mon. and Tues. (Jan 2 - 3) 
THE WHITE SHEEP 

and 
YESTERDAY, 

TODAY, AND TOMORROW 

Wed.-- Sat. (Jan. 4 - 7) 

EE GEIN S28) 1/2? 

and 

JULIET OF THE SPIRITS 

Sun - Tues, (Jan 8 - 10) 
THE BLUE ANGEL 

and 
MAYERLING 

Wed. - Sat. (Jan 11 - 14) 

DAVID AND LISA 

and 

LORD OF THE FLIES 

677-0700 152 Bleeker St. 

stumbled on the secret of what makes 
puberty tick. The rites of passage hbe- 
gin as soon as you enter his domain. 
Polyethelene bags abound in various 

psychedelic colors from the ceiling and 

the floor. With the flick of a switch 
from his master control board, giant 
blowers enter a steady stream of air 

into the bags; different colored lights 
switch on and off at intervals; recorded 
conversations of men and women wander 

into earshot from every corner of the 

room like the ghosts of undeclared love. 
As if this isn’t enough a motion pic- 
ture and slide machine throw sensual 
images of color to the deepest crevices 

continued on’page 17 

THE VILLAGE 

COUNSELING SERVICE 

offers... 

A neighborhood counseling service designed to 

meet the needs of the people who live in 

Greenwich Village. 

It is staffed by highly trained personnel who are 

experienced in dealing with the personal adjust- 

ment problems of creative and unconventional 

individuals. 

The goal of the Village Counseling Service is to 

offer help to its clients in reaching a better adap- 

tation to life within whatever human framework 

the individual has chosen as.his own. 

We welcome problems in all areas of psycho- 

logical adjustment, including: 

¢ Drug Addiction 

* Psychosexual Difficulties 

* Creative Productivity 

® Marital Conflicts 

FEES ADJUSTED TO ABILITY TO PAY 

EVENING AND WEEKEND HOURS AVAILABLE 

THE VILLAGE COUNSELING SERVICE 
115 Waverly Place, New York, N.Y. 10017 

Telephone: 473-0133 



of his loft. And meanwhile, while your 
psyche is being innundated with images, 
the polyethelene has turned into tubular 
penises and testes ensnared by tubular 
legs. No one can mistake it: Priapus 
run rampant on Spring Street. Kip even 
has a tubular penis which runs the gamut 
of the room throwing over tables and 
chairs snuggling against your skin, a 
tactical goody thrown in for measure 
just in case you haven’t gotten the point. 

What it all comes down to is that Kip 
Coburn is a total artist: poet, painter, 

sculptor, film-maker and technician. His 
art is an environment which he has mas- 
tered with the skill of a 27-year-old Da 
Vinci. He is a one man corporation 

of genitalia who understands that every 
part of the body from the eyelids to 
the toes is sensual and sacred. His 
film Flesh is a perfect demonstration 

of this understanding. And as if this 
isn’t enough of a trip, ask him to show 
his film Cocaine - FLASH -.The Brain 
of William Burroughs Exposed. What 
is hidden in the brain of Kip Coburn 
lies around in 151 Spring Street: a turn- 
on and a hard-on; Genitalia Inc. 

ARTHUR H. GORSON 
Presents 

TOM RUSH 
FIRST NEW YORK CONCERT 

TOWN HALL 
FRIDAY, JANUARY 6th at 8:30 PM 

Elektra Recording Artist 

TICKETS: $3.25, $2.75, $2.25 
ON SALE or BY MAIL from 

BOX OFFICE TOWN HALL + 113 W. 43rd ST. 

EAST SIDE BOOK STORE 

~~ 

17 St. Marks Place 

new paperbacks* foreign periodicals* local poets* 

magazines* underground publications 

Specializing in cinema, urban sociology, drama, poetry, 

contemporary American and foreign fiction, psychology, 

literary criticism, Vietnam, Latin America, Etc., Etc. 

163 Avenue B 

of i a = Ea Ee 
Seeece Uy 

os Film-Makers’ 

Cane ATHE Qe 
123 West 41st Se. 504-3818 

Jan. Ist - 6th (Sun. thru Fri. 

EDIE SEDGWICK 
in 

the film comedies of 
BOB NEUWIRTH 

‘‘A LIGHT LOOK”’ 

with Salvador Dali, Bob Dylan & others 

Jan. 7th (Saturda 

FIRST OPEN HOUSE OF 1967 

Jan. 8th & 9th (Sun. & Mon.) 

The Macabre Humor of 

LUIS ERNESTO AROCHA 
including 

‘“‘MOTHER LOVE”’ 

For Balance of Schedule 

CALL 564 - 3818 

eTelerereerreeorers 

GATE 
© 

HE RADICAL -UNDERGROUND IN FIL 

17 

If THE EAST VILLAGE OTHER is 
mailed to you and you do not have a 
zip code showing on your mailing label 
we are both in trouble, The United States 
Post Office is demanding that all second 
and third class mail have zipcodes on it 
by January Ist. THEY MEAN IT, 

SEE PRESTON ? S FILMS AT 

me ae 
MOVIES NY’s smallest theatre 

COLLAGE THEATRE 

' 102 FORSYTH ST. 
BETWEEN BROOME & GRAND STS. 

In our 

January issue 

NEW 
YORK’S 
NARCOTIC 
SQUAD 
also 

THURS., FRIS. & SUNS. AT 8:30 

RESERVATIONS NECESSARY 
PHONE WA 5 - 7386 

owing 

OTHING SACRED’ 
A Preston Retrospective 

Pornography 

and the 
New Expression 

"Atlantic 
NOW ON SALE 

at your newsstand 

ANNUAL MEMBERSHIP 25¢ 

ADMISSION $1.25 

“Greatest Little Show an Earth” 

-.. Martian Times 

———£ not for everyone ME eee 
‘ 

YOU! 
GO. TO THE EIGHTH STREET BOOKSHOP. 
OR THE GOTHAM BOOK MART. 
OR WITTENBORN & COMPANY. 
SAY, “I DEMAND ALL THE SOMETHING ELSE PRESS 
BOOKS!!!’ 
YOU WILL BE AMAZED WHAT THEY TURN OUT 
TO BE --- THAT SUCH WONDERS CAN EXIST! 
AND FOR SUCH A PRICE! TRY IT. 
SEE WHAT HAPPENS. 

@ The Projects at 
& ST. MARK’S CHURCH 
e IN THE BOWERY 

Starting Wednesday, January 4 
THE POETRY PROJECT 

READINGS 
Wednesday January 4 at 8:30 PM 

BILL SZABO, GEORGE MONTGOMERY 

Wednesday January 11 at 8:30 PM 

Only those under 40 or accompanied 
by a teenager may see 

The World Premiere of 

CHAFED ELBOWS 
By Robert Downey 
“,.. ovtrageous. absurd, filled with absolutely brilliant 6 
dialogue.”—Independent Film Journal @ 
“,,. Robert Downey is already the funniest filmmaker in r 
America.”—Jules Feiffer 
“, «. Sick, witty, funny, vulgar, irreverent, and delight- S 
ful.“—Chicago Tribune ERIK KIVIAT ’ FIELDING DAWSON 

THEATRE GENESIS 
presents 
SMASH 

by 
Tony Barsha 

directed by Ralph Cook 

with Barbara Young, Beeson Carroll, 
Nick Orzel 

with 

HEY, LITTLE ONE 
By Gerald Cofts 
An intimate account of the teeney-boppers and their cim- 
less haunts on McDougal Street. 

= 

THE NEW JAZZ SPIRITS 

@ 
& 

Opening at the Gate on Saturday, January 7 = 

e 
& Ed Curran’s Quartet 

Sonny Murray’s Acoustical Unit 
Sonny Simmons’ Phantom Quintet 

Valdo Williams’ New Advanced Jazz Trio 

ee 

12-12-42 

: and 

& FRUIT SALAD 
® by 
& Grant Duay 

By Bernard Stone, Tom McDonough fd directed by Tony Barsha 

and Dick Gerendazy w with Barbara Young, Beeson Carroll 
A caustic satire on middle class values—Presented by way Randy Bane, Merwin Dembling 
poki at b screen test—Animation, college and € January 19, 14-15-00, 21.39. 

@ 27, 28, 29 at 8:30 PM 

@ 
@ 
4 
. 

Call for reservations 982 - 8825 
1 - 5, Monday through Friday. 

THE GATE 
162 Second Avenue 

Reservations: 982-3255 

_2nd Ave. & 10th St. 982-8825 
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plex sensation percepts develop. 
(2) The accumulation of complex per- 

cepts, from generation to generation, led 
to a condition through which groups of 
superposed percepts combine in a com- 

posite image or idea called recept. 
(3) Now, on the higher plane of human 

brain system, when after thousands of 

generations the mind. has reached the 
limit of purely receptual intelligence, a 
new synthesis is made, that of concepts, 

integrating thousands of recepts into a 
single abstract idea which is to them 
what algebra is to arithmetic, and on 

which the whole human language has its 
foundation. : 

(4) And now the fourth step can take 

place -- that of the synthesis of concepts 
changing mental intellect into supramen- 
tal intuition, and the human form of 

consciousness into that, ecstatic, of the 

Its creation in man can in no wise be 
arbitrary. It probably depends in part 
on organic and therefore hereditary cir~ 
cumstances and generally remains buried 
in the depths of the human consciousness, 
most often obliterated and defaced by the 
overwhelming activities of the mind. 

Its manifestation in this case depends 
mainly on the withdrawal of those de- 
structive activites. And this can be 

achieved only by the denial, voluntary or 
not, accidental or not, of the ordinary 
mental functions. It is that which forms 
the object of the different methods of 
yoga devised to produce the perfect si-~ 
lence of the mind. And anything leading 
to temporary but absolute mental pas- 
Sivity, even as it happens in some patho- 
logical or anesthetic states, can be the 
negative, necessary condition of the ad-— 

vent in man of his more divine conscious- 
superman. 

SN Weiscing a/s 

EMPLOYMENT 

The East Village Other Record 
Company, Ltd., needs qualified 
musicians -- piano, organ, elec- 
tric bass, lead guitar, mouth 
harp, sitar. We need people 
who turn on to Donovan, Mimi 

and Richard Farina, the Fugs, 

Emilio Quadheim, Ravi Akbar 

Kahn, and the Blues Project. 
Phone Emmett Lake at 473- 
0589. No alcoholics, please. 

WANTED: Shapely, pretty fe- 
male figure model for photog- 
rapher. Call 989-8751 any day 
after 4 p.m. Experience not 
necessary. 

DAYCARE -- Children’s Ate- 
lier. Modest Crafting: Water- 
color and Crayon. The Ground 
of Play, Sympathy, Creatures. 
A Pocket Voyage for Small Chil- 
dren $25 to $35. Parents of 
‘three to five year olds may apply 
at 13 St. Mark’s Place, Apt. 

5-R, or telephone 228-5478 in 
the evening. 

Trio impoverished Yalies need 
girl Friday legal, please. Full 
or part-time, room and board, 

fringe benefits, depressing en- 
viroriment but work light. Call 

208-772-0897. 

Artist’s ‘model, female, even- 
ings, two or three, $2.50 an 
hour, Wa 4-5071. 

Figure models wanted for pro- 

fessional magazine photogra- 

pher. Experience and great 

beauty not necessary. Very good 

pay. Call Robert Studio answer- 

ing service Lo 4-3250. 

Wanted: female figure model for 

photographer. Attractive, slim. 

Release required. $l5per hour. 

Experience unnecessary. Call 

989-4814 nights. 

It’s Dangerous 

Don’t Blow Out Your Lamp. 

ness. 

Want stardom? Models, dan- 

cers, playboy type for union 
scale movie soon to be filmed 
in NYC. Excellent figure models 
for magazine work. If you have 
‘it?’ will manage to stardom. 
Experienced or not. Appoint- 
ment only, after 12 p.m. 279- 
7070. 

THE CANBY SINGERS 
An independent small choral 

group of 21 singers is interested 
in qualified amateur singers 
who are good readers with light 
accurate voices. The repertory 
ranges from early Renaissance 
to the 20th century. For infor- 
mation on auditions to be held 
in January Call 579-3350 days 
Mrs. Fiorillo or write E.T. 
Canby, 780 Greenwich St., NYC 

. Recordings: Nonesuch records. 

RIDERS -- Sunny SAN FRAN- 
CISCO is the destination of the 
WHAMMY EXPRESS leaving 
frigid NYC in late January and 
enroute making the scene briefly 
in Cleveland, Detroit, Chicago, 

Madison, St. Louis, Lawrence 
and Denver. Other stops canbe 
arranged. Write now for reser- 
vation. $35 takes care of all. 
Send name, address, phone num- 
ber and times to WHAMMY, 

Box 704, Stuyvesant Station, New 

York City 10009. 

Young man, bored with NYC, 

wishes to drive to west coast 

with chick who will share driv- 
ing and perhaps some expenses, 

Hoping, to leave about January 
15, 1967, but flexible. (Pres- 

ently employed by City of New 
York). There will probably be 
four people in car. Pleasant, 

liberal and sincere only need 
apply! No men! Will gladly 
submit references. Write: 

Meyer G., Box 406, Canal St. 

Station, New York 10013 or call 
859-8802. (letter better!) 

Aphrodisiacs -- Make love a 
joy, not a job. $1 for material 

and free samples. To: Coman 
Research, Box 352, New York, 
N.Y. 10011. 

TURN ON -- TUNE IN ~-DROP 

OUT sweatshirts, S-M-L-XL, 

$4 each. Bumper stickers 50¢ 
each. Johnson, 528 Lakeview, 

Bayport, New York. 

Psychedelic mandala art prints, 
set of 3, 8 1/2’ by ll’’ for $1, 
Bardo Matrix, Box 572, Boulder, 

Colorado. 

Bolex H-8, w/3 lenses, $150. 
LYTAR fl.9 25mm lens for 16mm 
cameras, $35. King ‘‘Master’’ 
cornet $100. King ‘‘Super Sym- 
phony’’ trumpet, sterling bell, 
lists for $375, sell for $200. 
Box 93-A, Okeechobee, Fla. 

People who wear buttons make 
out better! People who sell 
buttons make money. People 
who read this ad should send 
for our free mailorder cata- 
logue. Underground Uplift Un- 
limited, 28 St. Mark’s Place, 

NYC 10003. 

FINE FOOTWEAR -- Complete 

your hippyization or purchase 
yourself the boots you need to 
be a better rider or jumper. 

You worry about definitions -- 
I am in dire need of money. 
One pair of Miller’s British 
riding boots for sale, made in 
England, black, almost new, 

quite large, approximately size 
7 1/2 (woman’s size 7 1/2). For 
$15, will not quibble. This is 

CHEAP, Call Marn at EVO 

473-8894 or call 473-0589 early 
or late evenings. 

Pubic art creations. Just 69¢ 
each. These are not reproduc- 
tions. Send check or money 
order to Gene Hrycyk, 426Car- 
ie! Street, Akron, Ohio 44304, 

A groovy and even a true but- 
ton, TULIKUPFERBERG: THE 
SECOND COMING. 25¢ each 
or five for a dollar. Park- 
lane Cosbo, 52 Broadway, New 

York, New York. 

For sale: GMC school bus, 

seats 29 passengers, $500 
(cheap). Good condition, ex- 
cellent engine. Write Box BUS, 
c/o EVO. 

THE NEW CONSCIOUSNESS 
As everything transcendental, infinite, 

this greatest of all things -- the king- 
dom of bliss -- is within us. Not in all 
minds perhaps is yet perfected the syn- 
thesis integrating all conceptual ele- 
ments into supramental light. But if not 
to the same extent, at least potentially, 
all have in them a spark of this light. 
Thus the possession of the hidden trea- 
sure depends no doubt less on the effort: 
to conquer it than on the chance removal 
of the inner obstacles to its spontaneous 
manifestation. 

The greatest of these obstacles is mind 
itself. There is less bliss -- more mental 
torment -- in human life than in the life 
of the animal. ‘‘Look at the birds,’’ 
as it was said in the Sermon on the 
Mount. And less bliss in the life of 
the animal than in that of the plants. 
The most ecstatic being on earth is a 
tree. ‘‘Look at the lilies of the field,” 
again said Jesus, speaking of the king- 
dom of heaven... 

The obstacle of the mind is threefold. 
It consists in the fundamental egoism of 
the individual self-affirmation, self-limi- 
tation -- its exclusive will to be. In 
man, it consists also in the greater power 
of mental imagination which creates more 
fears and greeds for the present life, and 

finally in the projection of these fears 
and greeds beyond this life, in the form 
of creeds. This becomes the supreme 
obstacle. 

Bliss is the consciousness of the infin~ 
ite impersonal one. The greater the 
limitations, the lesser the conscious bliss. 
Mind is the consciousness of the finite -- 
the field of conflict of all opposites. To 
reconcile these opposites, to make ex~ 
clusive concepts become integrated 
‘‘transcepts,’’ to think only in terms 
of synthesis, unification of dualities, is 
to train the mind to transcend itself, to 
be illuminated by the supramental ec- 
static consciousness which is that of 
the Infinite. Of little moment is the 
obstacle of pyhsical pain between the 
individual self and the infinite bliss, a 
cloud darkening the face of the sun. Of 
little moment is, even, the obstacle of our 

mental anxieties between us and the joy 
of being, cold winter nights hiding the sun. 
But the greatest obstacle is in the great- 
est of our creations -- our exclusive con- 
flicting creeds, blinding us permanently 
from the light of the real sun, that of the 
infinite oneness and omnipresence within. 

Idols of wood and stone are harmless 
idols. Everyone knows that they are only 
visible images of invisible realities. But 
invisible idols -- those of our ideas, our 

beliefs and creeds about the unknown, 
beyond, when we mistake them for this 
beyond itself -- those are the harmful 
idols. 

Only the like knows the like. Only the 
bliss within knows the bliss infinte...So 
for those who have not yet experienced 
the greatest thing -- the ecstatjc, supra- 
mental consciousness -- another thing is 
still possible, the only one which can 
prepare and approach the former: a 
transmutation of all beliefs and creeds 
into faith -- true faith which ignores but 
trusts the unknown, becomes one with it, 

and thus, safely, walks on the abvss. 

Reprinted from ‘“The Seven Steps To A New Age” by Paul Rich- 

ard, New Age Publications, L.A., Calif. os ages 

IIA III IIIB I AK IAAI ASD SAA SDAA CSI AAA 

SNOWS 

in 

Janu 
HIRI IK IK II KEKE KAMAE KEKE 





THE SOUNDS OF EVO ON ESP RECORDS 

“OBNOXIOUS”... -R. MacDonald 

“OBTUSE”... 

“SAUGY’. ..... HEAR Allen Ginsberg singing..... 

_———= 

HIROSHIMA DAY ~~~ ~~ 

HEAR...FEEL...Tuli Kupferberg sing a 
duet ballad..... 

HEAR a masterpiece of amphetamine 
guitar with Steve Weber halved mind..... 

On Hiroshima Day, The East Village 
Other and ESP Discs rented an expensive 
uptown studio with all the most modern \ 
equipment. We waited as the word went out P= 
via our highly sophisticated telepathic ‘8 
wave length to the prime stock of the S 
‘‘UNDERGROUND.”’ $ 4 

a 
Appearing via diagonal dimension dive 

this group of mad-men-poets-artists- <s 
this group of mad-men-poets-artists- 
musicians sang, danced, smoked, laughed, 

commented and farted a musical comedy 7 

of our American nightmare. 

For 48 hours TV cameras andelectro- 4 

magnetic tape recorders captured for eter- 

nity the historic session of the recording 

of the WORLD’S FIRST ELECTRIC NEWS- 

PAPE Risse . 

we 

HEAR Gerard Malanga and Ingrid Super- 
star babble..... 

HEAR Ishmael Reed recite a tale of 

gothic horror..... 

REPULSE...at the description of how it’s 
done in Texas by Ken Weaver and Ed 
Sanders..... 

ER 
A rake a er ee PR ieee B OBE 
greet cp Peeg: Seosee—82: 49D 
ES ~ EGE \ 

q Paap 

JAR 

Sud reuo) 

HEAR with bad taste the Luci-Pat wedding 
in which the DADDY speaks...., 

HEAR Marion Brown blow a lampoon of 

a Luci talk..... 

A BL OEN AS Vv a \ 
=~ j w%, a 4, /, Lo <— 7 

of] 
Send $3.00 for Mono $4.00 for Stereo $--=, 

ne OEE EO RO Se er (4 
(PLEASE PRINT) <. 

NOQNORE | sass gs ee ds Se ce = 
& 

PS | 8 wat g ar tee aes Hero STATE ....... ZP . the 
SS 

“¢ Write: Bohemian Union Trading Co. ‘ Ys 
Box 552 Peter Stuyvesant Station x4 = 

iiss New York City, N.Y. 10009 ee” 


