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Japanese Smiles 
|! These three young Japanese, 

}j who were identified neither as 
jcitizens nor aliens, were 
famong those leaving to pre- 
tpare the way at Owens Valley, 
tfar from the coast, for the 

‘ ,thousands to come. 

peers 
Bombs Away! 
Carpenters are transforming the r t Los An: ar 

‘commodations for Japanese before they are shipped to Owens Valley. Below, Japanese arriving at 

Owens Vall ey 
433 

are checked in by Army officials. 
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A Tempory Haven at Famous Santa Anita Track 

stables at the racing plant near Los Angeles into temporary ac- 
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Dear EVO: 

It is my belief that EVO is being made a puppet 
for personal goals for elected officials so that they 
will remain in the public eye, realizing that this 
is an election year and a political gimmick is need- 
ed which will creat public interest and gain votes 
for them. Consequently, they pray on the obscen- 
ity issue which has been batted around from one 
court to the other including the Supreme Court. 
There are other issues of major importance that 
need looking into or cleaned up such as illegal 
gambling which also includes the number's game, 
check forgeries, murders, and car thefts. Why 
can’t their talents and taxpayer's dollars be guided 
in this direction rather than to such things as 
obscenity trials and other things which really don't 

make any difference? This is a beautiful demons- 
tration to show what crimes or cases supercede 
one or the other and also how taxpayer’s finances 

are greatly misused. 
It is my personal opinion that obscenity and 

pornography court suits (and even an age limit 
on who is old enough to buy what one can buy 
and what one can be permitted to sell) violates 
our right and principal of the first ammendment 
which is our freedom of speech and freedom of 
press. Suppose | walk into a particular store 
which sells all types of literature and | refuse 
to buy it which is my right and | certainly won't 
get committed to prison for punishment in the 
highest degree if | don’t buy it and the storekeep- 
er will still remain in business because one sale 
more or less will not force him to close his doors. 

Individual judgment is being denied because 
backward laws which are not in keeping with up 
to date times are made by highly pressured and 
narrow minded individuals who seek io realize 
personal and political means. 
People are being told what they can read and 

what they can’t read and if and obscenity suit is io 
be pursued against EVO then | ask those public 
officials if it would also be wise and just for the 
same to be pursued against other periodicals 
such as the New York Daily News, a real scandal 
sheet, because it has more filth and trash in it 

than the EVO. It is just as fair to create the same 

situation for one as it is for the other or is the 

reason an obscenity case has never been created 

against the New York Daily News because it’s 
located on 42nd St. and the reason one has been 

created against the EVO because it’s located in 

the East Village. 
In closing, | would like to say that | support EVO 

all the way and it is up to you to counter attack 

by placing these individuals gn the hot seat by 

exposing them, only with proper proof, and by 

showing to everyone how phoney our kangaroo 

courts of today really are. 

Sincerely, 
Austin R. Storugh, Jr. 
New York, New York 

Dear EVO: 

With regard to Sushnick’s article ‘‘Life & Death”’ 
in your last issue, one additional source that 
should have been mentioned was the Scientific 

American article which tested chromosome dam- 

age using ordinary coffee in the same way that 
the Bellvue tests used LSD. They concluded that 
chromosome damage takes place with the intro- 
duction to the body of many different chemicals, 
with no ill effects that have been able to be 
observed. 

True, we don't know what chromosomes were 

affected (as we are yet unable to identify what 
different chromosomes are responsible for) but: 
then fet us remember that traits which they are 
responsible for include such minimal ones as the 
curvature of the nostrals, the size of the nipple, 

how straight the crack in your rectum will be, etc. 
| don't think any one has ever taken the time 
to think up the countless different characteristics 

chromosomes are responsible for, but if and when 
they did, you would find that the overwhelming 
majority of them are of no real consequence, one 
way or the other. 

Secondly, no where was it mentioned that chro- 
mosomes regenerate themselves, identical to their 
originals, in most cases within a matter of a few 
hours, and a maximum of 24 hours. These figures 
cover better than 90 per cent of all cases ac- 

cording to the Bellvue tests. Unlike various cells 
in the body which are unable to regenerate them- 
selves at all, chromosomes do, and rather quickly 
at that. ; 

Lastly, how many couples do we know of who 
have had ‘‘Acid Babies.’’ As for myself, the count 
is in the thirties, and | can see no apparant ab- 
normalities, and neither can the parents. For the 
most part, acid babies are happier, more secure, 
and develop faster than non-acid babies. Maybe 
it has to do with where their parent’s heads are 
at, or the environment they are subjected to. 

| mention all these points as one who has suc- 
cessfully used LSD on my own for better than 

two years. | have never had a bad trip, and io 
date, the number of trips | have taken is quite 
sizeable. 

Anyone who knew me two or three years ago 
and hasn't seen me since would probably not 
recognize me, and would definitely prefer the 
current me to the old me before | started using 
acid, and let’s not forget the point that | like 
the current me a lot better also. 

Keep up the good work, and best wishes for 
continued sucess. 

Very truly yours, 
Mike Kaitzoff 
Mike Katzoff, Owner 
Village Trucking & Storage 

San Quentin prison in San Francisco had a visit 

from the hippie community of Haight Ashbury this week. 

The prisoners inside were entertained outside the walls 

by the Quicksilver Messenger Service, a rock group, 

while hippies protested the imprisonment of men and 

marched for the final dissolution of the prison system 

in America. 

When asked why they were marching at this time, 

one hippie replied, ‘‘because | fear we may be next and 

| don't want to drop out anymore than | have to.’’ 

POETS IN DREAMLAND 
By GEORGE MONTGOMERY 

Michael McClure is Billy the Kid 

Allen Katzman is Cochese 

Ray Bremser is Dutch Schultz 

Paul Blackburn is Mayor La Guardia 

Lenore Kandel is Cleopatria 

Allen Ginsberg is Moses 

Robert Kelly is the forest primevil 

Ed Sanders is Christopher Columbus 

Gerry Malanga is Alice in Wonderland 
Robert Kelly is Wonderland 

Tuli Kupferberg is Noah 

and the paper is one vast pinball machine and the bells 

bang and the numbers bounce off the wall and the 

electric is hung and all these people perpetuate their 

thing for all time’s sake and the sands of time wink 

and the ships sail and the arrows go through the air 

and the teepes shake and the elfs finally fuck and it 

is Alice and the guns blam pow songs and the horses 

and their hoofs take off and it is one grand occassion 

until the final alarm goes off on the waterfront and 

the hotel is emptied and roll call proves nothing and 

the end is near or here and the poets must return to 

their desks except for those who prefer to drink, 

smoke, fuck or whatever their thing and the book is 

closed and the land of Oz is and the silent sounds 

of the bashful undertaker are heard. 

Dear EVO: 

| have not the financial means to say this in 
an ad in your illustrious beautiful, peace, good, 
love paper, so could you print it in your “‘letters”’ 

page? 
To Jim Smith in Norwich, N. Y. 

What ever people may say, whatever | may say, 
whatever has happened in the past, whatever 

might happen in the Future, wherever you may be, 

wherever | may be; PLEASE, my darling, my lovely 

puppy, please know that | adore you and that | 

love you above all and | always will. We won't 

have to wait long — soon we can be with each 

other and your bitch mother and my shit-head 

Father can rot together in their status-seeking, 

establishment — loving world. | am waiting. 

Love and peace to you 
and EVO also 
Susie 
Berkeley Heights, N.J. 
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—ANIGHT AT 
Look out, here comes GANGBUSTERS — 

and away she goes. Imperial Rome is on the 

‘march. That’s how it all ended — the EVO 
Bust Benefit at the Anderson Theatre, Monday, 

February 12th. Perhaps you heard about it by 

now? You were there? You don’t care? Then 

why in hell have you bothered to read this far? 

Alright. Alright — for the record: 

The owner of the Anderson Theatre has a 

very good thing going. At least that’s what 

he told me. “I got a good thing goin’ here. I 

don’t want it ruined with a lot of police comin 

in here. I book good stuff here. Clean acts. I. 

don’t want no trash.” (Note: ‘trash’ in this 

instance was Ed Wode’s play, CHRISTMAS 

TURKEY. As a point of reference — A few 

years ago, “trash” was James Joyce’s ULYS- 

SES. Wow! I can’t wait to look in the trash 

barrel tomorrow morning.:There ought to be 

some good pickins). 
In other words, the guy was up tight that 

the cops might raid his good joint — theatre 

joint, not joint joint. He was afraid because 

the play CHRISTMAS TURKEY has a — well, 

I mean errr — well, she’s sort of — My 

GAWSH, THE FUCKING GIRL’S NAKED. 

Look, she doesn’t have a stitch of clothes on. 

WOW. BOING. PWHEW. This is something 

else, let me tell you. Christ man, she is out 

of sight. What a body WHAT A BODY. What? 

Oh yeah — anyway, after hassling with him 

that the play has been running for weeks at 

another theatre, with maximum public expos- 

ure, with no bust, no police, nothing but a few 

zonked eyeballs — after all this, he finally 

gloria patria filio spiritu agreed to let the show 

go on BUT... but she, the nudey —- she with; 

the exposed clit AND the beautiful breasts — 

ohhh, they feel sooo nice — SHE whose tits 

were a resting and her pussy purring — THEY, 

that hairy cunt and those soft tits — they had 

to be COVERED. Yes, dear friends, that’s the 

word — covered. We all agreed. All of us. Ed 

Wode. The tits and cunt. Myself. Mary Mag- 

dalene, Peter, Paul and Mary — and Joel — 

EVO’s Business Manager. We all agreed to 

the owner that she would remain C-O-V-E-R- 

E-D. Yes we did. Oh, if there is a God in 

heaven, please hear us dear Lord, please. And 

I’ve capitalized Lord and I’ve capitalized God. 

Hear us oh Lord. We had no choice, and that’s 

the truth. Please believe us dear GOD. Quia 

fecit mihi magna — Forgive them O Lord, for 

they know not what they do. 
Now, God damn it — that’s all there was 

to it. It was a simple as that. We had no choice. 

It was the 11th hour, and this cat, the owner of 

the Anderson Theatre, said this was the way the 

play would go on. She would be covered, “her 

upper and lower parts would not be exposed, 

or there would be no play.” There was no time 

to consider pros and cons. No time for bull- 
shitting about compromising art — Art? — 

what the fuck is that? As for compromising 

ourselves, it was up to Ed Wode. He knew the 

story. If he felt that it would screw up his 
play, well then — he didn’t have to let it go 

on. Christ, it was a terrible decision for him 

to have to face on a moments notice. It’s quite 

a challenge, to be confronted by so much power 

at a single instant, without even a pause for 

a momentary reflection. It meant his play 

: Diane Dorr-Dorynek 

Photo 

going on, or not, and Ed did what he thought 

best. We all did. 

And as for our man Joel pulling her off the 

stage — He had to promise the owner that 

he would do this if she appeared on stage, 

naked. He gave his word. WHY did he give 

his word? He had to — the owner had him, 
Joel, over that old barrel again, and was about 

to give it to him, and there is just so much 

a man will do for his country, but — and 

furthermore, etc. — LIKE HE HAD NO 

CHOICE. He didn’t have to give his word, but 

then again there wouldn’t have been a play, 

and Ed Wode had given his word, and so did 

everyone else. Joel believes in keeping his 

word, and that’s his thing, his honor — and 

we can’t crawl into his head with our bullshit. 

The only thing I want to say to you Joel, 

— please, the next time — and God spare us 

that there will ever be a next time, but if 

there is — Joel Dear, gentler, do it gently. 

Take her lightly. Pull her to you. Enfold your 

arms gently around her. Feel the crease of 

her back with your palms, and your fingers. 

Slowly slide your right hand down to the dimple 

of her spine. Rub it softly. Now bring your 

other hand down, slowly, and easy with both 

hands press the cheeks of her ass. That’s it, 
knead them, like you would clay. Good. That’s 

okay, go on — slide your hand in there. That’s 
it. Oh yeah. It feels good. That’s it. Rub ’em. 

Firmly. Keep it up. A little faster now. You’ve 
got the swing of it Joel. Keep it going. Oh 

yeah. Now open her wide, and sock it to her. 

Me Go Be oe lo So fo Be ate fo lo lo oof ale fo fo fo ae ale fo loaf af ae 



fine ot 2 Thi LM hae 

by Stanley Fisher, Astropsychologist 

It is Oct. 1917. The country is Portugal. The 

place, Fatima. By all accounts, a miracle has 

taken place. A weird disc, thought to be the 

sun, turns rapidly on its axis and casts off 

beams of colored lights in all directions. Shafts 

of red light shoot out from the rim and color 

the clouds, the earth, the trees, the people; 
then shafts of violet, of blue, of yellow... the 

various hues of the rainbow .. . turning the 

surrounding countryside into a veritable fairy- 

land of colored wonder . . . the gigantic spin- 

wheel begins an exotic dance through the 

clouds, turning at a terrific speed, casting off 

the same ever-changing gorgeously colored ~ 

rays. Suddenly it plunges downward in zigzag 

fashion towards the earth and the horrified 

spectators who stare with faces white as death. 

The disc, radiating tremendous heat, reels, 

earthward. The multitude, paralyzed by fear 

and horror, believe the end of the world is 

near. They fall on their knees in muddy con- 

trition. “I ‘believe, I believe” they shout. “Mir- 

acle! Miracle!’”’ But when the tension and 

suspense have reached their peak, it halts in 

its downward path and reverses its zigzag path 

back to heavens... 

Have we witnessed a miracle, the interven- 

tion of the deity? A prominent Bishop has 

seen in the falling ‘sun’ (filled with atomic 

energy) which suddenly stopped in its down- 

ward flight as it seemed on the point of crush-. 

ing the people, a possible symbol of Our Lady’s 

intervention to halt the fall of atomic bombs 

at a moment when it appears they are about 

to destroy the world. If we substitute space 

ship for ‘sun,’ and technological and spiritual 

superiority for divine intervention, then the 

parable remains intact and no recourse to the 

supernatural is required. 

The choice of Fatima as a place for the flying 

saucer to demonstrate its virtuosity was no 

mere accidental occurrence. The name suggests 

the beginning of a new millenium, a merciful 

miraculous millenium. For Fate, (that cold 

Father) which forces us to face the fact (face, 

it) of life is giving way to its diminutive 4 

Fatima: the love of mother for child, of un- 

expected resourcefulness and concern. Thus if 

we could read all the inner, interconnected 

meanings, puns, anagrams, acronyms, erypto- 

grams and clues involved in the flying saucer 
9S epot no Beumitnes 

appearances, ‘we would know the true inten- 

tions of our space brothers, including the time 

and place of their future appearances. This is 

what Jesus meant when he said that if we 

could see what our eyes saw and hear what; 

our ears hear, then all the mysteries of life 

would be revealed to us. 

Let us look beyond the circumstantial evi- 

dence with regards to an incident, a sexual ab- 
duction, that took place exactly forty years 

later, in the very same month of October, in 

of all places, shades of Portuguese and Black 
Orpheous: Brazil. Thus in the fall of 1957, An- 

tonio Villas Boas, a farmer living in a remote 

part of the state of Minas Gerais, found him- 

self involved as a captive of a flying saucer; 

crew and the subject of an incredible seduc- 

tion. While plowing his field at 1 a.m. in the 

morning, a large spacecraft landed nearby. It 

was round, dotted with purple-blue outside 

lights and had a large, glowing red headlamp 

on the front. The ship was the shape of an 

elongated egg and a rotating dome on the top 

of the ship turn green when it landed. Four 

small men appeared, grabbed’ a frightened An- 

tonio and dragged him toward the waiting 

ship. Antonio was taken into a room of highly 

polished metal walls and furnishings. They 

stripped him, bathed him in an odorless liquid, 

drew blood samples from his chin, and left him 
in a room with nothing in it except some sort 

of strange couch. A grey-colored gas suddenly 

flowed into the room making Antonio violently 
nauseous. After a while, he adjusted to the 

odor and heard a noise at the door. It opened 

and in walked a woman, entirely naked; her 

hair blonde, nearly white, four feet six inches 

in height, with large blue eyes; rather elong- 

ated, chiseled nose, prominent cheekbones and 

a somewhat pointed chin. Her lips were thin, 

almost invisible. 

“Her body was more beautiful than any I 

have ever seen,’ Antonio reported. “It was 

slim and her breasts were well separated and 

stood up high. Her feet were tiny and her 

hands were long and narrow.’ She glued her- 

self to him, and rubbed from side to side. She 

made an occasional grunting or howling sound, 

very much like an animal. He became excited 

and had intercourse with her on the couch. 

After more petting, Antonio responded again. 

“She never kissed me” Antonio said. After- 
ward the girl moved away from Antonio, grunt- 

and where 

he hides 

and what 

awaits him 

FLYING SAUCERS 
ed, and another alien appeared in the room. 

The girl pointed to Antonio, pointed to her 

stomach and then to the sky before leaving 

the room. Antonio was now relaxed, for he 

knew they meant him no harm, although he 

was both peeved and baffiled as to their choice 

of him as a sexual stud in their biological ex- 

periments. They soon left him on the ground, 

pointed to a southern part of the sky, re-enter- 

ed their ship, and with a loud buzzing noise, 

accelerated: rapidly into the air and disappear- 

ed. Antonio, today, is alive and kicking; ap- 

parently no worse for the experience, although 

he does not talk about it lightly as his new 

wife finds the subject embarrassing. 

Well. . . what can we make of this bizarre 

event? Let us look at the name of the state 

in which Antonio resided: Minas Gerais. By 

rearranging the letters we discover a provoca- 

tive phrase: ‘a Gemini ass.’ Beside the obvi- 
ously sexual implication, it brought to mind 

the ass with which Jesus rode into Jerusalem 

(The True Slum). What about The True Slum: 

Jerusalem represents a universal melting pot, 

a place of communal intermingling, a center 
of integration of many races, of the breaking 
down of opposing forces, of the dissolving (the 
solving) of enmities, of the dissolution (the 
solution) of this Gordian Knot of our egos, 
the solution to the problem of separateness. 
That is what the lovely alien intended to in- 
dicate to Antonio when she pointed to him, — 

her stomach and her home in the sky: The 
solution to the problem of separateness. Say- 
ing, in a chiding and gentle space esperanto, 

“Baby, that’s not a space ship you’re in, its 

a friendship.” Leaving Antonio to speculate 

as to whether or not she would, jestingly of 

course, consider the birth of their child to be 

a virginal one, in as much as it was not con- 

summated by any mortal man from her own 

planet, (plan it) but rather could be described 

as a miraculous event that came about through 

the ministrations of a heavenly enterprise. Oh; 
well, and what did we say were the initials 

of Antonio? A. V.B. A Virgin Birth! Some 

one up there is having some fun. And it does 

make me think of our own marvels of Mary. 

And did she say it was a Holy Ghost. Or per- 
haps, only to her very best friends, just a very 
High Guy. 



The following was told to IRVING SHUSHNICK: 

On about the 23rd. of December, I received a phone 

call from a fairly sexy-sounding chick, claiming that 

she was a good friend of a long-time customer of mine. 

She asked if I had anything, and I said I would ;ather 

speak with her in person. She said she’d come over 

when I said it was okay — I replied in an hour or 

so. She appears at appointed time with male com- 

panion who smells like the man, but her apparant 

cool, made me wonder. She asked for something for 

her head, and I pull out a vial I keep for visitors, roll 

a joint, from which she drags impressively. The cat 

with her asks the question: “Is that stuff real?” He 

then pulls out a real Policeman’s badge, and said that 

I was under arrest. He proceeded to handcuff me, and 

search the apartment, and came up with quite a haul, 

better than $2,000 in merchandise, and about $700 

in cash. At no time did I have any idea that he was 

anything but a real cop. Even the girl with him fit 

the part that she was playing. Anyway, when the pad 

had been thoroughly searched, he started rapping 

about not wanting to turn me in as he realized that 

it would hurt, possibly end my business, and that he, 

liked me, and that he would much rather have my 

cooperation in busting other people in lieu of arresting 

me and putting me through all kinds of hassles. He 

then said he would call me the following morning: 

that he was giving me a chance to think it over regard- 

ing the cooperation bit. He didn’t call the following 

morning, nor the following day at all. When he did 

call, he said that he was bringing someone with him, 

who turned out to be 2 full-fledged agent from BDAC 

(Bureau of Drug Abuse Control, an agency of the 

Food & Drug Administration). Anyway, when this 

guy came over, he properly identified himself with 

full Government identification of the type that you 

can’t get in a Cracker Jack box. He said that as of 

now he would be working with me directly if I decided 

to cooperate with him in providing information io 

“bust” other people. He also said that he wasn’t aware 

that this guy who busted me the day before, had also 

shook me down for the cash he took, and that if 

he had been aware of this, he would not have come 

along, as it would make him and the organization he 

works for look bad. Anyway, friendly Fed leaves me 

his name and an inside telephone number at which 

he can be reached, and also promises that: I will never 

see or hear from. the not-so-friendly narc that shook me 

down and turned me on to him. 

About two weeks pass by, everything is cool. 1 have 

stopped dealing as I realized that I was hot, and known 

about by the man. Then out of the clear blue, the not- 

so-friendly nare appears at my door with a male coun- 

ter part (stated that he was his partner), and they pro- 

The Furry WithTheSyringe On Top 
ceeded to search the pad. I had a grand total of maybe 

$20 in goodies for my own personal use, which he 

managed to find, and therefore took me off again, this 

time for $285 and a watch that I had bought the day 

before for $200. Due to certain slips he made, I began 

to realize that he was as much of a cop as I was, yet 

since he and his friend had guns and I did not. I 

wasn’t about to argue with them. The following after- 

noon, I decided to speak with the detectives from the 

precinct that covers the area in which I lived, I was 

told by them that this had to be handled by the Com- 

missioner’s office, as there was too much involved 

which a precinct would not have the facilities to handle. 

By this time it had come to my attention that several 

people I either knew or knew about had also been taken 

off in similar style, meaning that these guys led a pretty 

busy life. Anyway, I also realized that a good guy to 

get in touch with would be the Friendly Fed from 

BDAC who made the promise that this cat wouldn't 

show his face again. When I got through to him and 

stated that his “not-to friendly Nare Friend” had come 

and taken me off again, he was surprised to the point 

that I knew there was no connection between them, and 

that this BDAC character was trustworthy. Vell, Friend- 

ly Fed says he will try to contact his friend, and see 

what he can do to get my bread back. He tries unsuc- 

cessfully until the weekend, when he is not on duty. 

We then run across an article on page 12 of the Daily 

Blues about some characters being arrested in the East 

Village for impersonating cops, and taking off an- 

other cat in the same way I was taken off. This ob- 

viously means that I now have no chance of recover- 

ing the bread taken from me the second time, as both 

“not-so-friendly” Narcs, weren’t Narc’s after all, and 

were in the Tombs on $25,000 bail each. 

Hurrah! Hurrah! the heat that was on me wasn’t 

really heat after all, too bad that it cost me over $3,000 

to find that out, but sometimes lessons like that come 

highly priced. So back to the old business, or at least 

starting up again financially. To start out with, my old 

former partner owes me about $1,400, and he is sitting 

out in L.A., brokering large scale grass deals, raking a 

percentage off the top, yet never handling anything. [ 

head out to the coast to pick up on some of the scratch 

owed me, along with a few grand advanced to me by 

some friends for the express purpose of obtaining some 

well-needed merchandise for import back to the: East 

Coast. I get to the Coast to find that my former partner 

has had some bad luck in San Diego and is unable to 

pay me off in either cash or merchandise. But he ar- 

ranges for me to buy the goodies from a person he 

knows. This comes off sort of smoothly, | meet a cat 

who introduces me to a another cat who are both. speed 

freaks. They in turn introduce me to a cat who we cop 

the green from. Everything goes sort of smoothly until 

1 get off the plane in NY the following day and find 

three Federal Narcotics Agents waiting for me, with a 

full description of me and my luggage. 1 kind of 

thought there was heat hanging around, and after all 

the people on my plane had gotten their luggage, and my 

trunk hadn’t been brought out yet, I was kind of sus- 

picious. I walked out to the car that was waiting for me, 

and before I had a chance to say something to the 
person waiting for me, three agents came flying at us, 
placing us under arrest for something that they ob- 
viously had not even seen yet. It was a pure case of a 
tip-off, and it didn’t come from this end, as few people 
knew that I was going, and no-one knew when I was 

coming back to New York. The only ones who knew 
were back in California. 

During the next few hours my partner and I spent 
in the Federal Building on Church Street, we managed 
to over hear several conversations between the agents in- 
volved, one juicy one was—‘this is the fifth straight 
bust the KID has gotten for us. It’s about time we let 
him off the hook!” This is what they then said they 
wanted from me. They realized that I probably had a 
wealth of information about the illegal drug traffic, in 
which they were highly interested, and would be willing 
io play along with me in return for letting me go in my 
own recognizance instead of a high bail which they 
supposedly could ask for and get. Anyway, I decided 
to play along with their little game, at least for the pur- 
pose of getting out with no one knowing about it, with- 
out having to put up a single penny for bail, etc. We 
even got driven to Federal Court the following morning 
in a “Government Confiscated Car,” a 67 Caddy El- 

dorado, instead of the usual paddy wagon. Basically, we 

got the red carpet treatment all the way. The agents 
even brought us back to Manhattan after the District 
Commissioner in Brooklyn cut us loose-they could have 

made us take the subway you know. 
Now I knew two “Friendly Feds.” Unfortunately for 

me, one has something on me, and claims that if I do 

not cooperate, he can send me away for from five to 
twenty years. That the minimum mandatory sentence 

for narcotics. is five years, with one day off for each 
month of good behavior. He got his point across very 

convincingly, as the thought of five years of what 

got one night at the West Street Federal Detention 
House scared the shit out of me. Wall-to-wall mice & 

vermin, lousy food. Aside from these facts, who wants 

to spend five years away trom a comfortable pad that 

took me two years to get it the way it is. Anyway, | 
said I would cooperate with them in any way I could. 

Next day, I’m out in the street with the knowledge 

that if | don’t come up with the information for the 

first bust inside of a month, I will be picked up and 
held for $25,000 bail. The high bail is due to the fact 
that I already have a case pending in the New York 

City Courts, and have a youthful offender record from 
my childhood, meaning that the DA in charge of this 

case can turn the screws on you if he decides to do so. 

It’s for a fact that the feds know about me, and 

know that I can provide them with the information they 

want if I decide to do so. But the fact of the matter is 

that this is not where my head is at. The people in 

California who ratted on me in the first place, are the 

Continued on Page 20 
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the intimate sadist 
One day I met Princess Pearl. I met her at Max- 

well’s. When fetishes were intimate, Maxwell was one of - 
the centers where you could go for what you wanted. 

' His main position of importance was. as a maker of 
high heeled, high leather boots. He may have been the 
only source of these in New York twenty or thirty 
years ago—and if this was so, he was the only maker 
of fetish boots west of Spain and east of Los Angeles. I 
wasn’t too impressed with his boots—dressing in leather 
wasn’t my thing anyway—but, as I remember, they were 
clumsy compared to what is available now. The heels 
were rather large and.not shaped very dramatically— 
the boots laced—the fetishists loved to lace them very 
tight, in fact, binding onself seemed to be one of the 

pleasure principle reasons for the fetish. It wasn’t a 
cruel fetish—even though, the girls in the illustrations 
had dominating frowns. It seemed to be really a very 
mild, self admiring love fetish. Later, dressed in leather 
gave way to dressed in rubber, and I suppose it is now 
dressing in vinyl. But I never had a capacity to react 
strongly to sensuosity. Perfumes, ointments, soft under- 
garments—even silken overgarments like lounging shirts 
or lounging robes, leave me unmoved so far as their 
tactile qualities go. It’s just a loss of experience which 
I can’t do anything about. But, I can observe that dress- 
ing in leather, rubber, vinyl, etc. now occupies the news 

columns of Womens Wear Daily. It is evident that fetis- 
hism has become a great international experience, and 
old fashioned snobs like me really should shut up about 
the good old days. 

However, in the 1930’s and ’40’s Maxwell was unique, 

and so was the Graybeard Publishing Co. which put the 
one magazine of that type out. It was called XOTIK. 

You had to be introduced to Maxwell. He worked 
by himself. He was hard-bitten, colorless, and suspi- 
cious. He also did a business arranging wrestling matches 
between women for male audiences, or perhaps the 
woman would wrestle with a male. I went to him for 
this. When I first met him, I was very restrained and 
timid and loath to spend the money needed—but finally 
my life changed so that the expense didn’t interfere 
with my duties of family largess. By that time Maxwell 
had a slightly more substantial business dealing in G- 
strings, bras, fans, fur stoles and other costumes for 
burlesque performers. He had gone out of the business 
of supplying wrestling women and arranging parties, 
but during the years when I had hesitated to employ his 
services, he had, of course, gotten to know me and he 
thought of one girl who might be what I wanted. This 
girl was Pearl. Pearl, or Princess Pearl as she called 
herself for her professional act of snake dancing, he told 
me, was studying the burlesque supply trade and was 
thinking of buying him out. She was there late every 
afternoon studying the business but nonetheless she 
might consent to be my goddess. He spoke to her and 
a week later informed me that the idea seemed agree- 
able to her. It remained to be seen whether she was, in 
my mind, my dream girl. I went to his shop to meet 
her and view a movie of her wrestling. 

Pearl proved to be a sizeable, theatrical, beaming, 
mischievous blond—a tough girl with whom I would 
not have to be reticent. But, behind the counter where 
she was making a G-string, it was still hard to tell 

whether she was, after all, the goddess. 
Maxwell and I watched her work. She winked at me 

mischievously as she proceeded. Between her winks, her 
inexperience, and her mischief she wasn’t very efficient. 
I couldn’t believe a blond like this was going to buy a 
business. But it was interesting to watch the commercial 
process of G-string manufacturing. The rhinestones 
aren’t sewn on the small triangle of net with loving 
hands. They are stamped on monotonously, and some- 
what crudely. The operation is done with a small hand 
press. Each opening of the net is put over a small anvil 
methodically, the rhinestone is set over it and the oper- 
ator then brings the handle of the press down and the 
rhinestone is set in the net. 

The store was really very pretty. It was in a delapi- 
dated part of New York, in the mid-fifties, west of 
8th Ave. But it was full of bright ribbons, laces, old fur 
stoles, brilliant, but somewhat torn, sateen dresses and 
other paraphernalia of burlesque. Friends of mine, less 
tied. to Bergdorf’s and Saks Fifth Ave., whom I met 
years later, like Mary Frank or Barbara Forst or Bar- 
bara Bluestein or Margaret Israel, would have been wild 
about the place. I think Robert Frank would probably 
woke up at night, I saw the controlled, but slightly ex- 
wondering if it would be possible that she was SHE. 

When Pearl finished her G-string we went into the 
back room and saw the movie. As soon as Pearl flashed 
on the screen I knew she was SHE. Maxwell arranged 
the details. I was to call her a few days later. I put some 
security with Maxwell. He had known me for some years 
but, naturally, he wanted some security too. 

I made preparations for the arrival of Princess Pearl 
by buying substantial quantities of the best pate de 
foie gras and caviar. Also champagne. I had a little pad 
on Greenwich Street. Places like that were not called 
pads then—they were called ‘hide-aways.’ If you had 
stray phrases of French lodged in your brain you might 
speak of it as your ‘rez de chaussee.’ It was a one room 

apartment in what once had been a small stable. It must 
have been where the coachman or stable boy had lived. 
A very old lady lived below me, where the horses had 
been kept. While my apartment was on the upper floor, 
it was scarcely higher than the top of the street lamp. 
The light on the corner sent in a beautiful, cold, white 
illumination at night. There was a small fireplace and 
a gas radiator. Since I had a neurotic fear of leaving 
the gas on all night, I used the fireplace. I discovered 

cannel coal when I was in this apartment. When I 
woke up at nigth, I saw the controlled, but slightly ex- 

plosive, blue flame of the coal in the grate. 
I had rented the apartment in a rather romantic way. 

I needed a New York apartment because I was being 
psychoanalyzed and couldn’t go the distance to Con- 
necticut every night. I found an ad in the Village Voice 
which looked right. A beautiful, throaty, European 

voice answered my phone call and told me how to get 
there. I didn’t know that part of the Village well, and, 
walking toward the North River, I intercepted Green- 
wich Street much farther downtown. It was a very hot 
summer night. Greenwich Street, where I found it, was 
dark and deserted—I felt the full blast of my paranoia 
and my loneliness. The street is an old one, a long one, 

an important one. It wends its way uptown in a strange, 
crooked way, as it did when it went between farms. The 

huge loft buildings of the district were silent and omi- 
nous that hot night. I found a phone and called the 
voice and told her I wasn’t coming. But the voice clutch- 
ed me, it reassured me, and I arrived. There were four 

people in the room, two handsome young men and 
two young women. The woman whose voice I had been 
lured by was very beautiful. At that time I was twenty 
years younger than J am now, but I was still Walter Gut- 
man and I was also fifty years older. Now I am Hawk 
Serpent, a strange development of two loves. Time is 
a strange thing—I don’t believe in all those billions of 
years one reads about in those articles on the birth of 
the universe. There is some other explanation. Time has 
something more to it than we think, and if we find that 
out then maybe we will find out the secret. At any rate, 
if we keep on thinking of time the way we do we never 
will be able to explore the universe. So we’ve got to 
find something else about it. But on a personal basis I 
can say the impact of time on a person can change—it 
can become less omnipotent. At that time, time was 

still conventionally omnipotent with me. I saw these 
young people—so lovely, so fresh, so handsome. IJ en- 
vied them and admired them but I felt separated. Ma- 
rion, the beautiful European girl whose voice had car- 
ried me to her, was leaving the apartment and going to 
Miami University. She sold me the furniture—I felt she 
was a smart European, the price seemed high. But the 
sum wasn’t really large and she was so beautiful. Her 
voice, her presence was like ‘ole man river’-—except it 
was young lady river. I was Huckleberry Finn carried 
along by this strange current of charm, a current in 
which I could still steer but from which I could not 
escape. And why should I want to? 
When Marion gave me the keys a few days later, I 

thought I would never see her again. Her brown eyes, 
her skin, smooth and mysterious, her strong jaw, defined 
firmly under all this voluptuoushess, held me entranced, 
in a way hypnotized, during the luncheon in which my 
check and her keys were exchanged. I can understand 
what it is like to be a tamed lion—if I have another life 
and if I am a lion, I'll race around looking for a lady 
lion tamer. 

As I have mentioned elsewhere, Marion once carried 
a bomb from Paris to Le Havre where it was put on 
board an Egyptian ship and sank it. She had an unlisted 
phone which I took over when J rented the apartment, 
and my phone, wherever I have gone, has been unlisted 
ever since. 

It was to this pad that I brought Pearl. She was a 
Western blond, from a place like Oklahoma. We rode 
down to my place from Maxwell’s shop one spring night 
after the sun had gone down. She looked me over all the 
way, the way a woman does when she is examining her 
man, You often see a photo of a man and a woman and 
he is looking elsewhere, thinking of something else and 
she is looking at him. It is very rarely that the camera 
can catch a man looking at a woman that way. I’m not 
so sure how a woman looks, looking at a woman. At any 
rate, Pearl kept me under surveillance during the ride 
and the excitement of this surveillance and of the body 
which I was going to shortly see unveiled, and of what 
she was going to do with it, made the lights of the city 
very beautiful. 

Pearl also gave my pad a thorough surveil- 
lance. I asked her if she wanted a drink, 

“Put that glass down,” she yelled. “Wash it.” 
I blinked at her in surprise. 
“Wash that glass.” 

__ My glasses were clean. My maid kept the place 
in good order. It occurred to me that, as a West- 
ern girl, she might become acquainted with the 
‘mickey finn.’ I knew nothing about such prac- 
tices except from the movies, but I gathered 
from her voice that there must be some tech- 
nique of coating a glass with a transparent drug 

Continued on rage |9 
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% scene frum ihe Twenneth Century-Fox Production 

“EVERYBODY DOES IT” 

BY ALLAN KATZMAN, BEAUTIFUL PERSON 

Key West Florida has declared war on Hip- 
pies. The police have been instructed to pick 
up anyone wandering the streets without jobs 
or visible means of support. 

Chief Armando Perez Jr., of Key West’s 

police force, had no explanation why Key 
West’s hippie population has exploded this year 
— “maybe they were here all along, but now 
with the long hair they’re much easily re- 

cognizable.” 
The fuss started over a recent arrest of hip- 

pies for marijuana The Chief noted that all 
of a sudden that there were a lot of these 
types of people around. 

He said he “was particularly worried about 
those hippies and vagrants who don’t have jobs, 
because they were likely to steal to get money.” 

“Those convicted of being vagrants are given 
a choice of leaving town or permanently work- 
ing for the city as prisoners,” the chief pointed 
out. 

* * * 

Valleyfield, Quebec, Canada, Feb. 5 (LIBER- 

ATION News Service) — Four journalists from 

the Valleyfield College have renamed their of- 

ficial student publication from the Cecilien to 

The Sperm. 

kek tk 

Neil Cassidy, the real live Dean Moriarity 

of “On the Road” fame, died last Sunday, Feb- 

ruary 4th. He died in Mexico and his body 

was cremated the next day. I have no informa- 

tion about how he died, that will be coming, 

but I fear it was ‘“‘overexposure.” 

Do eat ED. 

THE QUOTE OF THE WEEK: Mayor 

Lindsay, after speaking like a good-scout po- 

litician about the N.Y. garbage problem on 

“Good Guys” radio, came up with the final solu- 

tion when he thought he was off the air: 

#CLOSE THE FUCKING DOORS!” 

* * * 

1. THE HALLUCINOGENS 
The preparation of mescaline and LSD include 

iscussion of narcotic and non-narcotic medications. 

2. DAILY LIFE AT 
SING SING PRISON 

3. MILIEU OF LIFE IN 

AUTOMATED TIMES 
All 3 for $5.00 

Checks or money orders 

PAT-ROB WESTCHESTER 
17 Sterling Avenue 

White Plans, New York 10606 

Ci egny mo Stunitnos 
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Abbie Hoffman, digger extroadnarie and Yip- 

pie, will do a series of lectures on “Monkey 
Warfare” at the Free School, 20 E. 14th St., 
starting this Thursday and so on for six Thurs- 
days. As Abbie explains it, “Monkey Warfare 
is infant guerrilla warfare.” 

The Yippies (Youth International Festival 
and Theater Convention) who will be holding 
their own political convention in Chicago dur- 
ing August of this year when the National 
Democratic Convention meets, has created a 
stir among Chicago’s “Blue Forces.” 

In an exclusive interview that appeared on 
Channel 18, Mayor Daley’s “chief cop and in- 
tergo” between the Mayor and the National. 
Guard revealed how uptight Chicago’s estab- 

lishment is about the “200,000 Yippies coming 

to Chicago this summer.” 
They have started a crash Karate program 

for every policeman on the force and each one 
of them will be qualified by the summer. The 
Chief of Police has also reactivated an old or- 
dinance to deputize passers-by, who if they 

don’t agree, can be arrested for not cooper- 

ating. 
Chicago should be very interesting this sum- 

mer. Already we have a bag of it blowing on 

us from the windy city. 

eM AOA? 5 

The Mexican border which recently closed. 

its gates to hippies, because of a report that 

they were going to hold a “hippie festival” 

turned out to be a rumor spread by the Govern- 

ment of Marijuana (Mexico to those who 

know). 

Mexico’s new middleclass are undergoing a 

change. They’re turning on, tuning in and 

dropping out. Everywhere the smell of “grass,” 

the beat of rock and the color of carnival war- 

fare pervades the atmosphere of “Old Mexico.” 

The Government sees it as a revolution. And J 

got news for them — it is! 

Ke KX. 

REALROCK 
rock music / interviews / pop news / reports 

105.9: 

| EVERY SATURDAY MIDNIGHT to 5am 

Featuring: DOMINIC SICILIA 

This Sat.: Guest Host — Mitch Ryder with 

Rich Nador/Premier Talent 

almanac * poor 
Tim Leary, totem heretic, prosletizer of the 

White Mass, chemical seismograph of this 

brave new age, called the shots for America’s 
psyche last night, February 12, for EVO’s bene- 
fit at the Anderson Theater. In a soulblowing 
exhibition of master politician he blew the mind 
of every person, straight or stoned, within lis- 
tening distance. His whole speech was a racan- 
tation of less than a year ago that there was, 
an impossible bridge between the “peace” and 
the “pot’’ people to one of “We are all One.” 
He stated categorically that the issue was no 

longer one of pot or peace, but people. ““Amer- 
ica was going down,” he said, “all conflict has 
broken down according to generational lines, 

we against they, young against old, turned on 
against turned off. It was no longer a matter 
of “dropping out’ but of “copping out,’ and 
he threw his wrist together in a handcuffed 

embrace to demonstrate, lockjawed by the law 

and taken off for personal beliefs. 
He told his audience of his recent encounter 

with Dick Gregory, black comedian who was 
running for President of the U.S., and how he 
had taken up the cause. “I am barnstorming 
for Gregory,” he said and, “We must have a 

black president in the United States.” He re- 
vealed how he had gotten together with the 

“hippie” and “political”? community in Berkely ° 
this winter to plan out a confrontation carnival 
in April in San Francisco. ‘We are going to 
confront them with Peace, Freedom, Love, and 

Laughter.” And he let out the word that he 
was going to Chicago in August to stand with 

the Yippies when they storm the barracades 
of the National Democratic Convention. In less 
than thirty-five minutes of instant sermonette, 
Tim Leary had envolved from stoned reality 

into ‘the white light of conflict,” his political 
self, and so had the nation. 

Ke Ok: 

The drawing I had in my last column by S. 
Clay Wilson, published by GRIST (The Abing- 
ton Bookshop in Lawrence, Kansas) is NOT 
PORNOGRAPHIC. 
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1968 is the year of the ‘‘yippees.”’ 
A yippee is anyone who wants to be. A yip- 

pee! sounds like the name. Say it loud, and 
youll see what I mean. Yippee! Yippee!! 

The yippees will be in Chicago this August 
for the youth festival, or Youth International 
Partye Yin; 

The yippees were born at the Pentagon last 
October, although they have been developing 
in the womb of Mother America since the late 
1950’s. : 

The yippees are the children of the middle 
class, children who refuse to “grow up,” refuse 
to accept the world their parents created. The 
yippees have had white middle-class America, 
and they didn’t like it. 

A yippee is a stoned-idealist, moved by a 

vision of a future utopia. He is a romantic. It 
is not fear which moves the yippee; it is faith 
and hope. 

The yippees are fighting for their own free- 
dom. The yippees know in their bones what 
America has done — rivers of blood, man 
against man, death of spirit, denial of dignity. _.. 
The yippee is free because he is engaged and 
committed to change. 

The yippee sees America as a huge prison, = 
with her institutions (bureacracies, office build- 
ings, armies, universities, schools) as bars. The7 
yippees are drop-outs from that world. They) 
were raised on horror stories of Eichmann, th 
bureacratic cop-out. 

The yippees are with the Vietnamese, peas-— 
ant guerrillas wherever they are, and the black: 
and other struggling: people of America in this 
mid-20th century saga of the battle of Man V.S.) 

Machine. 
To America’s insanity, the yippees ask:) © 

“Why?” Yippees are naive. 
The answers? : 
“You’re freaky-looking.” 

“The Chinese are coming.” 
“Watch out for the commies.”’ 
“Get a bath.” 
The yippee is not busy working within the 

system or trying to explain his actions to the 
Establishment or the middle-class mentality 
He is too concerned with creating a clear altern- 
ative, an underground, an opposition. 

He is involved in a cultural revolution. In 
the process he is seducing the 10-year-olds with} 
happenings, community, youth power, dignity, 
underground media, music, legends, marijuana, 
action, myth, excitement, a new style. 

The yippees are out there blocking traffic, 
throwing blood, burning money, tying up gov 
ernment telephone wires, milling in, fuckin 
up the draft, throwing live snakes into Dow 
Chemical executive cocktail parties. 

You probably don’t agree with this descrip- 
tion of yippee, but that’s because you are a 
yippee, and you have your own fantasy. 

NOTES 

* * * 

The New Left created the teach-in, the hippy 
created the be-in, and the yippee is creating 
the do-in. America’s first youth festival will 
be a do-in and it will take place Aug. 25 to} 
Aug. 30 in Chicago’s Grant Park. 

if that’s the same time the National ‘Death 
Party meets to crown LBJ, there’s no coincid- 
ence! The world will see what the youth of 
America thinks of the Death Party and its 
war games. The youth festival will be a living, 

alternative and you can take your choice. 
Imagine the sight: thousands of yippees, 

from 200,000 up, making their way to Chicago 

by thumb, magical mystery tour, bus, bicycle, 

ear, truck, foot — from big town and smail 

hamlet — carrying sleeping bags, guitars,’ 

blankets, food — coming together in the middle: 

of the country at the end of the summer fo 

a super-creative energy explosion and informa- 

tion exchange. 
It will be a total multi-media experience. For 

six days we will be together sharing and learn- 

ing. Every morning all our money can be 

thrown into big barrels to buy enough food to 

feed everyone. Our own Alice’s Restaurant! — 

And that tells America how we thinks the 

needs of human beings should be solved — 

everything free. i 

The music will be free. The performers will 

be playing for their community. Definite al-_ 

ready are Country Joe and the Fish, The Fugs, 

Arlo Guthrie, Phil Ochs, the United States 

of America band, Pageant Players, Bread and 

Puppet Theater, Allen Ginsberg, Timothy 

Leary, Paul Krassner and the Steve Miller 
yippies 

- something to say... 

Blues Band. Invitations are now going out to 
Dylan, Eric Burdon and the Animals, the 
Monkeys, the Jefferson Airplane, Richie Hav- 
ens, Simon and Garfunkel, the Doors, the Who, 
the Blue’s Project, Beatles, Mothers of Inven- 
tion, Mamas and Papas, Janis Ian, the Cream, 
and the Smothers Brothers to name just a few. 

Walk across Grant Park at any time during 
the youth festival and you’ll find: 

Free mikes and soapboxes for anyone who 
wants to rap, anda... 

Free mimeo for anyone who has something 

to pass out. 

The underground papers will come from all 
over the country to Grant Park to publish a 
daily paper for the festival. They’l] do it right 
in the park and teach people how to start and © 
do their own paper. 

Film-makers will hold workshops and show 
at night what they film during the day. 

Continuous workshops on the draft, and how 

to end it will be held. 
A real school for drop-outs will appear, along 

with art of the streets, art for and from the 
| people. You name it. You do it. Everyone par- 

ticipates —- every man is a creator. 
We'll have yippees dressed like Vietcong 

| walking the streets and shaking hands like 
ordinary American politicians. We'll infiltrate 
right-wing crowds with short-hair yippee veter- 

| ans who at the proper moment will blow minds 
with speeches like: “Now, these yippees have 

Guerrilla theater groups from all over the 
country will be there. The day before LBJ 
arrives in Chicago we will announce to the 
overground press that LBJ will arrive at 2 p.m. 

at O’Hara Airport. And it will be our own LBJ 
who will be greated enthusiastically by the 
yippees, honored by a motorcade through Chi- 
cago, and then on to a hotel for a press confer- 
ence to announce America’s withdrawal from 

-* Vietnam. 
Yippees plan to paint their cars like cabs, 

pick up delegates, and drop them off in Wis- 
consin. We are infiltrating the hotels with bell- 

3 boys and cooks. We are also infiltrating the 

eae DYCSS. 
We'll have our own theater-convention and 

nominate Bancroft P. Hogg, a pig made out 
= of vegetables, for President and LBJ for Vice- 

President. After Hogg is nominated, we will kill 

* him and then eat him. We will say to America: 
“You nominate a President and he eats the 

ees people. At our convention we nominate a Pres- 
ident and the people eat him!’ 

The youth festival will dramatize the na- 
tion’s most massive collective and individual 
acts of resistance. One night 100,000 people 
will burn draft cards at the same moment, with 
the fires spelling out “Beat Army.” The next 
day all the pyromaniacs will send signed letters 
to the government confessing their act, and 
will encourage more young men to follow them. 

This do-in will be unique in that it must be 
a bottom-up revolution to succeed. You are 
needed to work on it to make it happen. It 
will not be done for you. We have opened up 
a coordinating office, at YIP (room 607, 32 
Union Square East, New York, 10003, New 
York, phone (212) 982-5090 and we are there 
coordinating information. 

The Chicago power structure, especially 

Mayor Daley, is not going to be thrilled about 
> our using Grant Park. But with hundreds of 

_ thousands of us, ‘what are they going to do? 
It is our human right and we are confident of 

| receiving a permit to use Grant Park. 

That week in Chicago will be a living theater 
' of America. King will be there, also Gregory, 

also Spock and the peace movement. The Demo- 
' crats will probably have to travel from hotel 

- to convention hall by helicopter. Johnson will 
be nominated under military guard, under the 
protection of Army bayonets. Even if Chicago 
does not burn, the mass paranoia and guilt of 

_ the government will force them to bring thous- 
ands of troops, and the more troops, the better 
the theater. 

A lot of troops will have to stay and watch 
us (long hair freaks them out), diverting troops 
from the black community. And the yippees, 
being wanderers, will be all over the city. 

That Lyndon Johnson and his Democratic 
Party cannot rule this country is becoming 
clearer every day. The choice is between the 
life of youth and the death of the Establish- 
ment. For those who don’t see that now, Chi- 

cago will be an aye-opener. 
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INESTIMABLY EROTIC, INDRANIAND & 

HER DANCERS PRESENT A RARE VIEW OF A 
CIVILIZATION THAT IS AS ENJOYABLE AS IT IS WISE.’ 

N.Y. FREE PRESS, FEB. 8. 

AFTER THE TROUPE’S TREMENDOUS SUCCESS AT HUNTER. 

TWO NIGHTS ONLY—ANDERSON THEATRE 5 
> 8 P.M. & 11 P.M. MARCH ist & 2nd. 

JAY K HOFFMAN 

Presents direct from New Delhi 
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Colorful styles of Indian dance — including Orissi — 

ANDERSON THEATRE « 4 SHOWS ONLY! 
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Box office now open! Reserved rows only. Tickets $3, $4, $5 by mail. 
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Enclose stamped, self-addressed envelope. Information: WA 9-8998. 
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If my first musical love was brief, still, it was intense. | was 

seven or eight years old, living on Chicago’s old West Side, and 

would stay up late at night to listen to the WLS Barn Dance 
show over the radio. Maybe | was just going through some pre- 

pubescent revolt against my father’s taste in Earl Hines and 

Lionel Hampton records, but I’d dress up in my Tom Mix, post 

war, Hollywood rerun vision of cowboy and run yodelling down 

the street. Eight years old . . . a chubby Jewish boy in Polack 

Chicago singing ‘‘Keep a movin’ Dan, he’s a devil not a man, 

and he spreads the burning sands with water. . .”’ in what was 

already becoming a stone black ghetto. 

After that, | seem to draw a blank and don’t even remember 

listening to country & western music until | was drafted and 

stationed down South for what seemed forever—first in Ken- 

tucky, then in Georgia. As if the choice between bad C&W or 

even worse top 40 over the local radio stations wasn’t enough, 

afternoon TV was two and a half hours of Grand Ole Opry imita- 

tions. Sometimes I'd sit through a long afternoon with nothing 

else to do digging the twanging steel guitars, nasal voices and 

fancy cowboy shirts. After awhile the songs began to jell inside 

my head and I’d find myself humming Dang Me over and over 

as | wandered off to supper. 
Somewhere in between all this, back in Chicago, | can re- 

member going into the hillbilly bar across the street one night 

for a pack of cigarettes and the blast from the jukebox bringing 
me down almost as much as the guys in the corner bashing 

each other over the heads with beer bottles and using those, you 

know, pointy toe boots to get some good kicks in. | made it 

back home clutching my Camels, put some Coltraine on the box, 

go high, and suffered paranoid fantasies for a week—cats 

in cowboy shirts coming after me to cut off my beard and break 

my authentic Ray Charles shades. - 
But this is all background—by way of preface to the simple 

fact that I’ve been listening to C&W oriented pop and pop 

oriented C&W over the past few weeks. And if | still find myself 

ambivalent about what I’m coming to see as a major trend in 

pop music today—toward a stronger Nashville sound—well 

then, that’s where I’m at. Hopefully, | can finish a mini-disserta- 

tion on the subject in time for the next issue. In any event, | 

want to use this space to rap about some of the records I've 

been listening to and which seem to provide a focus for my 

ideas on the whole subject. 

First off, the Candymen. They've got to be as C&W as you 

can get; | mean, they’re all ‘‘crackers’’. . . from Alabama and 

Georgia and like that. And they worked for maybe two years as 

the back up band for Roy Orbison. Their first album, THE 

CANDYMEN (ABC/ABCS-616) has them doing all kind of dif- 

ferent things: blues, Beatles, modern C&W. After listening to 

it, | wanted to see how they’d sound live and made it overlast 

weekend to the Electric Circus where they were playing. They 

did some new stuff, a few things from the LP, a couple of C&W 

pieces and then, finally, a fantastic | Am The Walrus that got 

everybody all of a sudden very still. 

And this, unfortunately, seems to be where they’re at: not 

trusting themselves, their taste, or perhaps their audience, 

they do Beatles’ songs and imitation Beatles’ songs that aren't 

just good, but perfect. Yet the one song on the LP that | keep 

playing over and over is Georgia Pines . . . a very Nashville tune 

and arrangement. Lead guitarist John Adkins wrote the song 

several years ago and it has everything country-rock should 

have: the melody is fresh and almost keening, the arrangement 

clean, the lyrics interesting and with just the right touch of 

alienation with which the kids can identify. Complete with a 

String intro based on Shenandoah, the thing is a perfect little 

mini-epic of disillusionment with city life. 

The group does two original cuts on the album which are 

absolute mind blowers because the Beatles should have written 

them and didn’t: Stone Blues Man and Deep in the Night are 

pure, hard-driving, middle Lennon/McCartney, but handled so 

beautifully that it doesn’t really matter. The band is tight, anu 

polished and they carry it off. There’s some bad stuff on the 

record though: Roses Won't Grow is a tasteless pastiche of 

over-dubbed strings A’la Elanore Rigby, background conversa- 

tion a la Walrus and a banal melody and lyric. And their Stax/ 

Volt things just don’t hold up. Yet the group has incredible pro- 

mise; with their new LP, CANDYPOWER, due now, we'll see if 

they go further into the country-rock thing. 

Continued on Page 21 
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A COMPOSITE REVIEW OF: 

“The True Believer’ (1961). Paperback $0.60 

“The Passionate State of Mind” (1955). $3.95 

“The Ordeal of Change” (1963). Paperback $0.60 

“The Temper of Our Time”’ (1967). $3.95 

(published by HARPER AND ROW) 

_ By W. F. LUCAS 

The esteemed Eric Hoffer, now turned journalist with a weekly col- 
umn called “Reflections” has gone a step further in his sixty-fifth year. 
To some in and out of the Academy he is illuminated as a distinquished 
lettered pedestrian whose credentials of scholarship were in the main 
achieved through the Public or Free libraries in and around San Fran- 
cisco. Hoffer has written four respectable books, two of which are pa-' 
perback re-issues. My concern is with the contents of these books, | 
rather than public or personal hearsay, and his more recent journal-: 
istic doings. 

Eric has chatted on the White House lawn with L.B.J., and more re-, 
cently was interviewed by Eric Severaid on a C.B.S. Special. The conse- 
quences of these illustrious settings have undoubtedly increased his; 
reputation from esoteric to popular. His life as a Longshoreman and/ 
occasional University Lecturer make for an added appeal. A sustained’ 
wisdom in his intelligence has a convincing glow of universal redemp-| 
tion in the midst of chaos. In the words of the Great Yiddish Prophets, | 
Hoffer is a “Mensch.” 

“THE TRUE BELIEVER’, is Hoffer’s first published work in which | 

he epigrammatically sees fit to excavate the nature of mass movements) 
by attempting to crystalize the genesis of man’s real nature as an equal-| 
ly contended and discontented historical beast. In doing so Hoffer 
uses history as a bullet proof vest to substantiate the motives of the} | 
ego, by peering into the nature of man according to an old tact of 
historical legacy. Eric Hoffer delights in the power of his own mind; 
as a neo-Machiavellian who would be a Philosopher-King. His biopsy 
and edictful dealing with the fanatical who wish to change society 
gets beneath the stump of issues to a kind of Emersonian root. I do not. 
wish to infer that Hoffer is really transcendental, but rather lucid and 
practical. He states, “This book concerns itself chiefly with the active, 
revivalist phase of mass movements. This phase is dominated by the: 
true believer—the man of fanatical faith who is ready to sacrifice his 
life for a holy cause—and an attempt is made to trace his genesis and: 
outline his nature.” And later, “Discontent by itself does not invariably: 
create a desire for change. Other factors have to be present before dis-' 
content turns into disaffection. One of these is a sense of power.” The; 
Swastika, The Hammer and Sickle and Cross are but symbols of this! 
power. After having elevated L.B.J. on TV to the status of a being a 
“Great President,” it is no wonder that Hoffer should be invited to a 

tete a tete on Pennsylvania Avenue. “The game of history is usually: 
played by the best and the worst over the heads of the majority in the)’ 
middle.” Categorically Hoffer classifies the “disaffected” into the fol- 
lowing frequency: The poor, misfits, outcasts, minorities, adolescent 
youth, the ambitious (whether facing insurmountable obstacles or un-' 
limited oportunities, those in the grip of some vice or obsession, the; | 
impotent (in mind or body), the inordinately selfish, the bored, and| 
the sinners. Even in writing about the poor he systematizes them into 
the following: “The New Poor, The Abjectly Poor, The Free Poor, The 

Creative Poor, and The Unified Poor.” He gives us all credence un-! 

der a spot check. 
This is a slim, and well conceived thought-through opus. It is aug-! 

mented with footnotes at the rear and, considering the time that it was). 

published, his eclecticism in a torpor of bibliography reveals his di-) 

seased concern with reactionary power. After having digested and), 

renovated his historical psyche, Hoffer’s grand design could very easily| | 

be Fascistic. Yet Hoffer is too hip for that . . . as his depersonalization; 

of human experience weds itself to a random humanization of political: 

viscera. This saves Hoffer from what could be an ultimate overbear-, 

ance of political posture. Under the heading of “Useful Mass Move-: 

ments” he inter-projects by saying,” In the eyes of the true believer,' 

people who have no holy cause are without backbone and character—a! 

pushover for men of faith. On the other hand, the true believers of! 

various hues, though they view each other with mortal hatred and are) 

ready to fly at each others throat, recognize and respect each others: 

strength”. Hoffer codifies a great deal in short treatsie, and requires: 

some reflection. This aresol-bomb spirit of his, in which attempts to’ 

de-funk the funky, and the naive; has the spleen of Rasputin’s com-; 

pulsion, Svengali’s obsession and Henry Higgin’s acid judgements! 

“THE PASSIONATE STATE OF MIND,” was published four years’ 

later. Here Eric Hoffer gets into his emotional bag, with 280 Hof-' 

feresque aphorisms that ritually make sense. Before quoting any; I sug-' 

gest a visionary-vintage that Hoffer surmounts as a persuader from 

the Kahlil Gibran ilk. These pieces of various reflection for their own; 

worth are Hoffers real intrusion into the Art of Being. The confes- 

sional pendulum defies time and rages within itself. The unseeming 

optimism which Hoffer excites is a contemporary reality. The Hebrew 

and Yiddish Prophets from then and NOW were a mixed bag of 

wisdomites. Hoffer now neutralizes from a prose-polemic to some 

Weltschmertz in a more poetic sense by using aphorisms alone. There 

is absolutely nothing new here. But there is a creditable way of say- 

ing it. It’s a funny strait that all of us sail through. We either use our 

sails on occasion or we turn on the deisel. Hoffer does both to a great 

deal of satisfaction. 

“HUMILITY is not renunciation of pride but the substitution of one 

pride for another”. 

| 
} 

| 

a 

“WITH some people solitariness is an escape not from others—but 

from themselves. For they see in the eyes of others—only a relection 

of themselves.” 
& 

“THE passionate are not only as a rule culturally creative, but they 

only make history.” 
& 

“UNPREDICTABILITY, too, can become monotonous”. 

Like the last aphorism this reflection too can become a Chinese 

apple pie. 
“THE ORDEAL OF CHANGE” is Hoffers coming to life or bet-}) 

ter still, his Masculation as an Intellectual. We have the growth of a 

hot mind who is now really protesting and defensive. The word 

“Change” is the key,—from which Hoffer is no longer a dead docu- 

Continued on Page 19 



RECOMOS oy sin sree 
BLUE CHEER: Summertime Blues /Out of Focus (Philips, 

40516) 
Blue Cheer was awarded the astounding honor of having the 

biggest advanced album sales in the history of Philips, USA. 

It’s kind of hard to define any record or to set it in one par- 

ticular category, but usually you can find many similarities be- 

tween various groups, old and new. Such is the case with Blue 

Cheer, Wno, when you hear the record—and | advise you do— 

may bring vaguely familiar rememberances of the Cream. They 

have that same fuzzy sound on their guitar pieces as the Cream 

and except for the fact that Cream vocals are usually solo and 

Blue Cheer just screams it out to you, you might possibly mis- 

take Blue Cheer for the early Cream. They sound like they may 

be just as good live as the Cream. 

The words on Summertime Blues are straight out of the fif- 

ties, and you know, the more | listen to this record the more it 

sounds like the Cream. 

As is usually the case, | like the flip side better. Although 

they call the plug side Blues, the flip side is more a true rep- 

resentation of R&B, blues, soul, or whatever you want to call 

it, Fuck it, man, maybe | just have cream on the brain or some- 

thing but fucking Blue Cheer sounds just the fuck like the 

Cream and the hell with the rest of this review. 

TRAFFIC: Here We Go Round The Mulberry Bush /Coloured Rain 

(United Artists, UA 50232) 

Let me start this by saying that | don’t particularly like the 

plug side of this record. This just goes to show you what bad 

taste the record companies think we all have. Go out and buy a 

good record for Christ! 
Ahem. Under the title and junk it says that the song is from - 

the movie of the same name. | don’t go to the movies very often, 

but | ain’t even gonna see this one for free if its anything like 

its title song. Well, movies are Preston’s department anyway. 

This bland ding-dong starts out like a kiddie song with a bass 

and jumps into something reminiscent of the Rascals, then 

falls into something that I'll get into on the next side, then into 

a Cossack beat, and back around to the beginning. The record 

ends, thank God. (But the fucker has a good ending). 

Coloured Rain is, | hope, more representational of Traffic’s 

sound. What this is then (I’ve had you hanging in suspense, 

haven't I, sweetie?) is a—once again—Procol Harumish sound, 

but with more of a hard psychedelic rock beat sound thing (with 

a cow beil no less!). It’s happier and more up-tempoish than the 

Harum, but like the man says, each to his own. 

THE HERD: From the Underground /Sweet William (Fontana, 

F-1602) 
Despite their quite obvious original sound, | can’t help feeling 

that The Herd has some influences on From the Underground 

from other groups. After their ringing ‘“‘avant-garde’’ beginning, 

they get into a Procol Harumish piano, leading right into a rock 
beat with an up to date Gregorian chant. You can also find a 
Penny Lane horn at several points on the track. The words don’t 

mean much—probably because you have to try too hard to hear 

them—but the music is god. 

The flip side is another original take-off on another unoriginal 

theme. The trouble is that too many people judge a group’s 

talent by their originality or their lack of it. Most new groups 

are original and good, but they would be just as good even if 

they weren’t original. Too many groups try to be totally original 

and they flop. But back to the record. Sweet William contains as 

much 50’s rock (and also a detectable 30’s jazz buildup) as 

any 45 could, and if you like the new sound on Underground 

you'll get this for a teaser. Intermission: |’ve just realized some- 

thing, it’s like this gang: I’ve just read this thing and it doesn’t 

read like Playboy or even Richard Goldstein, but whaddya want, 

I’m only sixteen. | mean, like, these records sound basically 

the same. |’m not putting them down or anything, buy them all: 

if you want, but they do sound that way to me. And believe me, 

if | ever, EVER, hear anything that’s better and newer and more 

original and more POWIE, I'll tell you about it. Believe me. 

Thank you for holding out this long. | have. 

THE OMEGAS: | Can’t Believe /Mr. Yates (United Artists, 

UA 50247) 

This record caught me from the start. It’s kind of a mixed 

media music. !’ll list what | heard first: Beatles, Cream, Ramsey 

Lewis, Chiffons, Ray Charles. How mixed can you get. | can’t 

believe | Can’t Believe. It starts out with a harp reminiscent (that 
word again) of | Should Have Known Better going right into a 
blended Beatles-Cream guitar, and that combination pops up 
throughout the record. But it’s not rock, it’s soul—t think. It’s 
soul-rock, okay) Fuck it. Then he starts singing with sould or- 

gan back-up. And from nowheresville comes this oooo0oh of 

Ray Charles soul-gospel choral fame. And man, they even do 

Continued on Page 21 



“What I like most 
- about Tell Me Lies 

is its daring: 
and impudence, 

its sense 

of outrage, 
its frankness. 

Fresh and 

challenging.” 

HEAR THE YEAR'S MOST 
EXCITING AND PROVOCATIVE 

MUSIC SCORE! 
"ZAPPING THE CONG” 

“ROUTE NO. 1" 
"1001 WAYS TO BEAT 

THE DRAFT” 
“MAKE OR BREAK” 
“ANY QUESTIONS?" 
“BARRY BONDUS" 
“ROSE OF SAIGON” 

NOW AVAILABLE 

—Hollis Alpert, 
Saturday Review 

NOW 

/ 
THE ROYAL SHAKESPEARE COMPANY i 
HE PETER BROOK PRODUCTION of 

} 

THE 34" SE. 
Near 2nd Ave 

“Tell Me Lies 
packs an emotional and 

intellectual wallop bound 
to jolt the conscience 

of some and stir the wrath 
of others. Director Peter 
Brook and his Royal 

E asl MU 3-0255-6 

Shakespeare Company are 
blessed with genius.” 

—William Wolf, Cue Magazine 

ORIGINAL souND track aeum | THE WALTER READE ORGANIZATION presents THE ROYAL SHAKESPEARE COMPANY in THE PETER BROOK PRODUCTION of “TELL ME LIES" 

Lyrics by ADRIAN MITCHELL - Music by RICHARD PEASLEE - Produced and Directed by PETER BROOK - EASTMANCOLOR - CONTINENTAL @ 

AMERICAN PREMIERE A WALTER READE 
THEATRE 

S 

ee 

DOES THE TRUTH MAKE YOU NERVOUS? 
PETER BROOK HAS CREATED A FULL SCALE ASSAULT oN TODAY! 
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NOW AVAILABLE ON [>= 
ATLANTIC RECORDS! 

History of Rhythm & Blues 
VOLUMES I, Il, Ill, & IV 

Here is the first comprehensive history of Rhythm & Blues covering the years 1947 through the early 
1960's. The four volumes—all available as single LP’s— contain classics from the R&B field, many of which 

have not been available for years. The artists include such outstanding performers as The Ravens, Stick 
McGhee, The Clovers, Joe Turner, The Coasters, Ruth Brown, The Diamonds, The Chords, LaVern Baker, 
Ray Charles, The Five Keys, The Drifters, Clyde McPhatter, The Robins, Ivory Joe Hunter, Chuck Willis, 
Ben E. King, and many, many more. Every album contains 14 cuts. Fully documented and researched, 
with copious liner notes, this series will be of great interest to all young R&B followers, as well as adult 
collectors. All four albums are a must for R&B fans. 

Volume |: THE ROOTS 1947-52 (ATLANTIC 8161) 
OMIMANT RIVER cco tiares ok ve: eoeteaevesin THE RAVENS 
IT’S TOO SOON TO KNOW ........-. scene ees THE ORIOLES 
DRINKIN’ WINE SPO-DEE-O-DEE ...... “STICK” McGHEE & 

HIS BUDDIES 

COLE {SEA Wis ree ne ieee eae ee ee FRANK CULLY 
iF YOU SEE THE TEARS IN MY EYES... THE DELTA RHYTHM 

es ‘ BoYSs 

na ont : ANYTIME, ANYPLACE, ANYWHERE.......... LAURIE TATE & 

ee aa JOE MORRIS ORCH. 
GOODNIGHT, IRENE 23 te Brat cgec nes oe 4 iteres LEADBELLY 

DON’T YOU KNOW ! LOVE YOU ............ THE CLOVERS 

SHOULDN TAHKNOW 225, crsre cai geass 6 THE CARDINALS 

CHAINS OF BOVE ses ie idee tutes have ce wan JOE TURNER 

HEAVENLY FATHERS chrscuk tors eons EDNA McGRIFF 

WHEEL OF FORTUNE ....-......5-5..2005 THE CARDINALS 

BO tS cHOM Ras bas eeewice es mln slo acaba ewan RUTH BROWN 
ONE MINISUULEP Ss 3. cnies savin soat ny .. THE CLOVERS 

Volume Il: THE GOLDEN YEARS 1953-55 

(ATLANTIC 8162) 
A BEGGAR FOR YOUR KISSES ...:....... THE DIAMONDS 

MAMA, HE TREATS YOUR DAUGHTER MEAN, .RUTH BROWN 
VESUT SV OU S pratacrcck eee ooo e aire THE CLOVERS 

MONEY HONEYS, och ae eee THE DRIFTERS featuring 

CLYDE McPHATTER 

SH BOOM sates one. d owes ck ead Nal dees THE CHORDS 

SHAKE: RATTEE & ROLE sci eee JOE TURNER 
HONEY COMES caeaiich io cepmacsaitiss THE DRIFTERS featuring 

CLYDE McPHATTER 

ERR CPt cee cs. er ecg TOMMY RIDGELEY 

TWEEDLE- DEE 35s (a Sie eadkG eas ieee LA VERN BAKER 

RWECGOT-ACWOMAN ii..s oak ves we soe ee ae RAY CHARLES 

BEUEWELVET. fan seen ete ain! ajstan See THE CLOVERS 
CLOSE VOURFEVES oh .- chuoi ges irate s .. THE FIVE KEYS 
PORTA Ble cs 5 ¥ vlog iceictnt acest tia ene THE DRIFTERS 

GREENBAGCKS cen) fs nis aaa omnes RAY CHARLES 

Volume ill: ROCK & ROLL 1956-57 (ATLANTIC 8163) 

SMOKEY JOE'S CAFE... sen cant ee THE ROBINS 
DEVIEXORVANGEL: icra te eee ee THE CLOVERS 
CORRINE-CORRINAG. 062s cide cane os JOE TURNER 
RUSBY BABY ........ Re iat yah ae ov eer an THE ORIFTERS 
TREASURE OPLOVE so oaks team ee CLYDE McPHATTER 

SINCE | MET YOU BABY ......... ..... IWORY JOE HUNTER 

CIM ANDY rrate casa Sacra irercty tomes ati nite ee LA VERN BAKER 

FOORS FALL IN LOVE: Cs iesttate ic. ee THE DRIFTERS 

SEARCHING a cpuiiee oo na eee THE COASTERS 
VOUNGIBLOO bio ardor rd ices take ornare THE COASTERS 

CeCeRIDERS Meter «ican ree ee ee ORE CHUCK WILLIS 

JUST TO HOLD MY HAND ..........., CLYDE McPHATTER 
LONG LONELY NIGHTS ........... .. CLYDE McPHATTER 
BOWNAN THE-ALUEBY: -: 5 .2.5.... troreevtos « THE CLOVERS 

Volume IV: THE BIG BEAT 1958-60 (ATLANTIC 8164) 

VAKETINSYVAICG ace hie ccc oates aes THE COASTERS 

SPLISHISREASH US. vats... dau eee BOBBY DARIN 

A LOVER'S QUESTION ....... ....... CLYDE McPHATTER 

ECRIED ATIEAR terion onc tae as meee LA VERN BAKER 

CHAREIEBROWNi aie 3.520 sac voce eee THE COASTERS 
THERE GOES MY BABY ..... cevceeeseeeys THE DRIFTERS 

WHAT'D | SAY ........ Pith at Set oe Oh ee RAY CHARLES 
POISONAVY 5". ie acer iOrs .....++. THE COASTERS 
(JF YOU CRY) TRUE LOVE, TRUE LOVE ...... THE DRIFTERS 
DANGE-WITHEME. Ac... . shakers ... THE DRIFTERS 
THIS: MAGIC MOMENT: c.c.5.. oe eas THE DRIFTERS 
SAVE THE LAST DANCE FOR ME ........., THE DRIFTERS 
SEA NIOn TARCEME iescce Gin Se eee BEN E. KING 
GEE WEIS: fran. Meee ee ae vss..a.., CARLA THOMAS 
| COUNT THE TEARS .... sss eeascaes, THE DRIFTERS 

Send for FREE catalog Atlantic Records 1841 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023 
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SCAB VICTIM #1 
WHO'S NEXT TO COME? 

The Subversive Activities Control Board is re-opening on the Du Bois Ciubs 

under the provisions of the New Mc Carren Act signed by LBJ on Jan. 2. 

if the SCAB succeeds with the DuBois Clubs, they can try to use the 

same method to destroy the over 200 peace and freedom organizations in this 

country! 
* 
DEMAND on end to hearings, the abolition of the SCAB, and the 

repeal of the Mew McCarren Act! 

* DEMAND the end of government repression of the anti-war and 

block liberation movements! 

DEMONSTRATE TUES. FEB. 27th 
§ am to 12 noon 

Picket ia front of the hearings - 201 Varick St. (off Houston) 

sponsored by the Fifth Ave. Vietnam Peace Parade Comm. 

FIFTH AVE. VIETNAM PEACE PARADE COMM. 

17 E. 17 &. New Yor, NY 10003 Phone 255-1075 

[7] | would like more information ebout the SCAB and the New AicCarren Act. 

(| would like more information sbout the Parade Committes. 

DISC! PhINARGAN 
ABOUT To PUT AN END To FRIVOLI 

YES INDEED MY sPECIALY 
FORMULATED SPANKING PROC85> 

HAS RENDERED You 
Lon toiagis 
pocile.. 

THATS RIGHT AND 
You HAD JUST 
BETTER WATCH 

METASMO FACTORY WILL 
CHANGE YouR ATTITUDE 

AND FROM A DISTANT HILLTOP 
THEIR DREAD CHIEF TAN 

COJEES CQvEcS CBSERVES 

EVEN NoW OBSERVING ALL| 
OF THIS (THE DISCIPLINARIAN| 

AND EVERYTHING) LOvELY| 

AND ALSO 

“Love wiTCH” SITS | 

PENSIVELY.... | 

Ansther E NO. first the eehie® 
shaped <omc strip 
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ARE YOU LOOKING FOR 12", BABY? 

(12"* FROM THE FLOOR, THAT IS!) 

MIDI-DRESSES 
JIMI 

HENDRIX 
EXPERIENCE 

Presented by 
THE PAN DEEEEG ASSN., HUNTER COLLEGES 

>> 

Blow Yourself 
J To 
p POSTER SIZE 

2 ft. x 3 ff. 

Get your own BLO-UP poster. 

send any Black and White or 
Color Photo from wallet size 

to 8 x 10. We will send you 
B7 Sth 3 HS BEO-UP= os. <5 
perfect POP ART poster. A 

$25.00 value for $5.00. No 

C.0.D. Add N.Y. or N.J. Sales Tax. 

Send Check or Money Order to: 

ivy Enterprises, Inc. 
431-70th St. Gutenberg, NJ. 

Dept. A-14 

(Many styles, many fabrics, many prices) 

JAMES HOLTON BOUTIQUE 
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Last year it was San Francisco. Today it’s Boston. 
Where the new thing is making everything else 
seem like yesterday. Where a new kind of anger 

IN WOOL, VELVETEEN, 4 a | is turning-on the songs and sounds of tomorrow. 

CREPE, COTTON, LINEN | as, Where a new definition of love is helping to 

AND OTHER FABRICS | we the words and music for 1968. 

: 4 5 nd the best of The Boston Sound is The PeAeON 

Mie gH) AGO Tan : » Street Union. On MGM Records. 
with east village swing 

COSSACK, Dresses, pics G8 In person February 26—March 10 at the Scene. 

SE MEN'S SHIATS} ae 
ready to wear 8 made to 

MERCURY GIFT SHOP, INC. 7 So a ave E/SE-4517 

101 First Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10003 

(Near 6th St.) 

Open 9 a.m. to 9 p.m. 

Tel. 674-3930 

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 

236 East 6th Street, New York, N.Y. 10003 

Telephone: 473-0153 eek isis Mes MEARE 



pearl 
which will dispose of the unwary. I had no such 
chemical in the apartment. 
We talked about her wrestling and my fetish. 

She knew many men like me. All hustlers do. 
There are two groups of people who know about 
the total spectrum of human feeling — whores 
and psychiatrists. The price of a treatment is 
about the same—I used both. 

Pearl’s forearm ‘was very strong. In the days 
when women beat dough for bread and cake — 
before the invention of the mix-masters — house- 
wives commonly had large, smooth, powerful 
forearms. Pearl’s upper arm was. beautifully full 
— quite harmonious with her forearm, but not 
remarkably muscular. Her great strength was 
in her back and legs. We sat on the couch while 
I opened the pate de foie gras, caviar, and cham- 
pagne. We chatted about our experiences in com- 
mon with fastasy and fact. I toasted her in the 
usual way. She enjoyed demonstrating the strength 
of her forearm. 

“Here’s to you, Pearl.” 

Tel. (212) 254-8170 Open Sunday — Closed Monday 

Ghe Darkroom 

PHOTOGRAPHIC SUPPLIES 

FILM - CHEMICALS - PAPER 

CUSTOM PROCESSING 

95 Avenue A. cor. 6th St. New York, N. Y. 10009 

ot wit 

H. P._ LOVECRAFT 

PHM 200-252/PHS 600-252 

RECORLING EXCLUSIVELY ON | pyjips 

“That’s not the way to toast me,” she said. 
‘You must get on your knees. You must raise 
your glass so the top of it touched the bottom 
of mine. And you must say, ‘Here’s to you, God- 
dess’.”” 
It’s very odd doing something like this because 

not only wasn’t she a real goddess, tho’ in my eyes 
she was goddess-like, but I was her real employer 
‘instead of her real slave. She was my slave, play- 
ing along with me to create the delight of my think- 
ing that I was her slave. But I found this elaborate 
play-acting a little bothersome. It interfered some- 
what with my fantasy. It made it clear how arti- 
ficial the situation was. I actually did want to be 
her slave — not, probably, the actual slave of 
Princess Pearl — I had hardly more than met her 
— but the slave of what she represented. But I 
didn’t like all this folderol of elaborate manners. 
I never liked elaborate manners of any sort any- 
way — or even simple manners if they are repeated 
an nauseum. The college I went to was small, but 
even though it was, as institutions go, intimate, I 
knew only a few of the four hundred students. 
Little as I knew them, however, from the first day 
everyone was saying ‘hi-ya’ to me and I was say- 
ing ‘hi-ya’ to them. Later, when I drove sports cars, 
it was again in the early, intimate days, and every 

_ sports car driver waved to every other. I got sick 
of waving. I loved the Jaguar, Porche and MG that 
I had but I got sick of those other waving drivers. 
However, I was in no position to complain about 
the monotony of manners to Pearl so long as I 
‘wanted her as my goddess. 

“Can you pick me up and throw me on the bed?” 
I asked. 

“Sure,” she said, without the slightest doubt 
creeping into her voice. She had fantastic legs. A 
woman’s thighs can be so sudden. Even on a small 
woman, a very normal type of woman, not my spe- 
cification at all, the thighs can suddenly burst out, 
expressing the surprising and usually hidden mes- 
sage of female bigness. The charm of the bikini is 
not just in its degree of revelation, but in this spe- 
cial quality that it reveals. Men’s thighs are strong 
and muscular but they don’t convey the sense of 
suddenness. It’s a simple principle of physics, you 
have to slow down around a curve or be a very 
good driver. I don’t wish to moralize, but I am sure 
it’s true. Many men have been wrecked because their 
eyes could not slow down as they sped along a 
woman’s thigh. 

Pearl’s were huge thighs. Graybeard, the publisher. 
of XOTIK who was Pearl’s boy friend — I assume, 
her slave — and who named a-bar after her, called 
Princess Pearl’s Bistro, kept printing photos of her 
long after she had ceased to charm the patrons of 
the 52nd St. honky-tonks — another fine memory 
of old New York, now replaced by the Hilton, Ameri- 
cana, the Equitable Life Bldg. and other objects of 
which a man — rectitudinous, perverted, or non- 
normal — whatever he may be — can never be so 
fond. Pearl’s thighs had the magnificent, female 
curve in front (which is not uncommon, but which 
nevertheless, to me, has always been a delightful 
vision when revealed, like the nonetheless mag- 
nificent flowers of the countryside — the massing 
of day lilies along an old tar road in Connecticut — 
the blue cornflower of August). But, in addition 
to this common beauty — this common magnifi- 
cence, Pearl had what was uncommon. In women 
who have special training such as dancers or acro- 
bats, or who live in primitve communities, such as 
women who carry heavy burdens up mountains (as 
they did around Sorrento and Amalfi when I lived 
there) — or women who help the fishermen with 
their nets, both the front and back of the upper leg 
becomes highly developed, and the sudden, ex- 
plosive curve of the front is supported by a harder 
form — a sort of bracket in the rear. There is point 
and counterpoint, or melody and harmony, to the 
voluptuous curve in front and the strong, precise, 
chiseled line in back. For years after I knew Pearl 
I would, now and then, see her again in XOTIK 
and I would wonder what it would have been if I 
really could have belonged to her, or she to me. 

At any rate, when I asked her if she could pick 
me up and toss me on the bed she got ready with 
true Western vigor, tok off her dress, stockings, 
and shoes and told me to strip for tossing. Then 
she picked me up quite easily and tossed me toward 
the bed as tho’ I were a sack of grain. Prior to 
this actual experience, being tosesd onto the bed by 
a beautiful and powerful woman, of which Pearl 
was both, had been one of my main erotic fan- 
tasies. But on the way down I began to realize 
that fact and fantasy were different. While there 
wasn’t a long time interval between the time Pearl 
had me on her hips and then heaved me toward 
the bed, there was enough time for me to realize 
that I had changed from a love-seeking pervert to 
a projectile. When I hit the bed, it broke. For- 
tunately I hit it on the lower outside corner and I 
slept in the bed, tilted that way, during my remain- 
ing years in that apartment. 

HAPPYgeorgewashington's 
all you lovable suckers 

19 

books —-----» 
mentation, but a concern to himself—an intellectual ogre. He is now 
living in the state of his convictions: gee slim. par Paul Revere 
riding with a toothpick in his. mouth. swells ia growing-up 
beyond his own imagi ination. He plucks from this itinerant garden to 

real wince of exposure to literature is simple himself . . . with 

atropat recognition of the humankind. This absortion of time is na- 
turally his catalyst. He has waited; and thus it is his. “It is easier to 

love humanity as a whole than to love ones. neighbor”. The step by 

step into the glass world of conyiction he is an alive memo for investi- 
gation. At this point Hoffer’s struggle for survival and competitive urge 
‘are given final fluition. ‘ ae 

“And no matter what anthropologists, sociologists and ge- 
neticists may tell us, we shall go on believing that man, unlike 
‘other forms of life, is not a captive of his past — of his heredity 
and habits — but is of infinite plasticity, and his po- 
tentialities for good and evil are never wholly exhausted. Thus 
spoke his Nietzchean influence in cultural apoplexy. Hoffer has 
a robust and deliberate mind; I can imagine his original manu- 
script as being a kind of pure HELL. His form elicits a kind of 
superabundance of latent intellectual energy that I feel justified 
in stating his own approximation of life. “On the ohter hand, the 
scribe has been in the forefront of every movement which set 
out to separate the trader from his wealth. In the process, both 
knowledge and riches leaked out to wider sections of the popu- 
lation.” The open air journalism of Hoffer at this point is a respi- 
ration of Menckenesque protest as a free.agent of what he thinks 
he is . . . or might be. The scare for the lay who are unthinking 
is possible, however something else is brewing in Hoffers mind. 
Regarding the social order of things, that is never really right. 
Human nature becomes naturally un-natural to his cause. There 
is a great deal of pain and some exasperation between his own 
sense of unreality on being. In fact history seems to shove his 
own capacity around just a little bit too much. He identifies 
with the mass, but remains an intellectual to the end. The change 
he speaks of continues to have an unconditional optimism. This 
book is indeed a plebian therapy for some practical purposes. 

“THE TEMPER OF OUR TIME” is Eric Hoffers latest bound 
exploration. These six essays originally appeared in Harpers 
Magazine, New York Times Magazine, Holiday, Saturday Re- 
view and Cavalier between 1965 and 1966. Methinks that Hof- 
fer has bitten off more than he can chew. The first essay which 
he calls “A Time Of Juveniles” compresse mankind into a state, 
he calls “A Time Of Juveniles” compressess mankind into a state 
of puerile atavism as an historical raphsody from which as he 
states, “the end of The Time of Juveniles i$ nowhere in sight.” 
Hoffers stream of consciousness seems to be trying to go around 
the world in 80 days. Unwittingly he exhalts the hippie move- 
ment and the lack of trust expressed in people over thirty. This 
piece is a convincing failure as a hit and run approach. In 
“Automation, Leisure, And The Masses” Hoffer now realizes 
that automation has finally caught up with him. In the end he 
clings to the Old and New Testaments as a subway rider must 
inevitably become a strap hanger during rush hour. “The Negro 
Revolution” as seen by Hoffer elicits more of a great deal of 
consternation. To dismiss Hoffer entirely on the grounds of being 
“reactionary” and bigoted in his views is an evasive cop out. 
Even though his philosophical testimonies emanate from an un- 
qualified 19th century thinking. Eric Hoffer does have the fa- 
cility to grasp, and hence: generalize on the state of mankind, 
or more seemingly the humankind. He lacks the real depth to 
understand the ethnic man. Be they Negroes, Jews or what have 
you. The tools of ethnocentricity he uses as a historical cudgel 
at the mercy and vanity of his own will to power. In and out of 
context his real diatribe is as limited as his latest scholarship. I 
can only respect his courage to commit himself on such issues and 
on that level of disenchantment is no better off than that which 

_he sees fit to placate in an alarm of platitudes. Hoffers proximity 
to field workers and Longshoremen in his days on the-fields and 
waterfronts is a romantic absorption of sheer peasantry . . . 
guilded with some erstwhile complexes about urban sociology. 
To say that “THE NEGRO REVOLUTION IS A FRAUD,” is 
as total an irresponsibility of conviction as there is in our time. 
Others have said the same thing. But to support such a con- 
viction no clear attribute of framework supports such a thesis. 
In the Case of Harold Cruse in an earlier review in EVO (Feb. 
2-8, 1968) I stated that “Cruse . . . makes Eric Hoffer seem 
like a dilletante* when reviewing, “The Crisis of The Negro In- 
tellectual.” In re-reading Hoffer again, I know that my synthesis 
was not so far offbase. The Negro Revolution may just be 
‘a fraud, but the very tactics of revolution Hoffer deplores and 
that he sees in the “Negro Revolution” historically are the counter- 

~tactics he usese in a spurious doctrinaire position of statement. 
In fact from what I gather, Hoffer in speaking of healing the Ne- 
gro community through self help he would revive the pulantation 
system in the newer high-cotton of glass, steel and concrete. In 
the past ten years or more, more has been written on by and 
about Black people than some Paper can stand. At least we know where Hoffer stands. This is more than we can do for others who hide behind some tattle-tale grey sheets. But just why is Hoffer - So afraid? Why is it that in all quarters Black and White neo- reactionary and fascistic power dominated motives come to the forefront? Nothing is perfect or anywhere near being so in the 
very, very, very “Funnyhouse Of The Negro.” With. or without 
leadership of intellectual support, the masses on all strata of life from the farmhand to third and fourth generation Black aristo- 
crat are the most concerns of modern change America has ever 
seen. Even the Black apologists see the handwriting on the wall 
Belaboring the isssue of Hoffer on Black America is almost a waste of time. What he has not said indicates no strengthening of opposite positions, but simply the flaw in his entire philo- 
sophical knot hole, “A Name For Our Age,” is Hoffers shift from mass consideration to intellectual power. He grades the intellec- tual on a curve of paradoxes in an American and international setting. He is so full of summaries in judgment that I suspect a naivity of style, with an intent to hold back a great deal and let our imaginations soar. Living in an intellectual society in an automated age may weil be, but in refering to the intellectual hostility toward America he quotes Freud ho States, “I do not 
mee ie I at i. Beat that Columbus ever discovered it.” "And it was ar Wilde who said. “ merica 
born. éulture died.” pre Sey A tad 

in upholding the vigors of the Occident Hoffer’s concern for 
survival shows us that our present impatiencc, or the NOW need 
it at the head of the list. Pride is also a factor “what will buy 
souls” on the human exchange . . . and that “Rudeness has be- 
come a substitute for power, for faith, and for achievement.” 
The injunction of morality in an amoral society is equivalent to 
a philosophical knee spanking. After which we run and pout, 
hide in closets, scheme and plot our real rebellion. Each age and 
time has such a big Daddy or Mommy. They belong to all ages. 
Geting back out to play new games beyond Daddy Hoffer is a 
simple matter. But after you do it so often and successfully, you 
‘could easily get bored with your own success. In other words, 
get a new game or get another father. 

MAKE BREAD THEN LOVE © ~ % 
HIF YOU HAVE A NUTTY HOBBY OR AN OFF-BEAT 
TALENT—OR HAVE A COUPLE OF FEY ANEC. 
DOTES, OR EVEN KNOW SOMEONE WILD, WE 
MAY BE ABLE TO USE YOU. MONEY INVOLVED. | 
CALL J.J. GATO AT LE 5-9955. 
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22 x 34"' — Black and White Poster. ToOrder Send $1.00 + 25¢ For Handling To: 
PANDORA PRODUCTIONS, Dept. B, 4401 West 76th Street, Minneapolis, Minnesota 55435 

THE DIFFERENT 
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Antique and New Direction Clothing. 

790 Lexington Ave. between 61st & 62d Sts. 
TE 8-6047 

SEND FOR FREE CATALOG. 

“Hilariously comic, 
profoundly moving.’”’ 
—Emily Genauer, Newsday 
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New York—Broke all records at Café A Go Go. 

‘Detroit—Thousands jammed Grande Ballroom 

Los Angeles—Whiskey A Go Go wouldn't let them get off the stage. as 

San Francisco—Too, too much at Fillmore Auditorium—back 2nd time by pop 

ular demand. 

[BLUES BREAKERS 
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i LONDON. 
RECORDS ® 

Want to know more about John Mayall! and his Bluesbreakers? 
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stereo PS 492 mono LL 3492 Send a card to: Mayall, Room # 604A, 225 W.57th St., N.Y. 10019 
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(8 anne 
lowest life form I have ever come across; even an 
amoeba wouldn’t squeal on his customers. 

I think it’s about time we all took a stand. Let’s 
realize full well that the Fed’s aren’t out to stop the 
grass traffic they are out to stop things that aren’t profit- 
able to them: There simply isn’t enough profit in grass 
for everyone to get a cut. And of course, grass is sim- 
ply too bulky to conceal a worthwhile quantity. I know 
that the publication of this article will inevitably reach 
the “Friendly Feds” who arrested me, but I am doing 

it anyway. I have decided to draw the line, and not be a 
rat on the people who I believe are the real people in 
our Society, taking chances to do something that they 
believe in. I only hope that some “Friendly Attorney” 
reading this article will offer his assistance so that I 
can fight this case, as I know I must do. I simply can- 
not become a traitor to a cause I believe in. I know 

that grass simply is not bad in any way shape or form, 
and yet there is more heat on grass traffic then there 
is on Heroin and Cocaine, which is factually dangerous 
any way you can slice it. 

T mention the facts here because I want to warn all 
those involved in the dealing scene that you too may 
some day be busted. If you are, the promises made to 
you in return for your cooperation are generally noth- 

ing more than a crock of shit, unless you are busted 
big, as I was. But if you do cooperate, remember, your 

life will never be the same. Will you really be able to 
look at yourself in the mirror, and ever be proud that 
you were a traitor to a cause. Can you be hypocritical 
enough to use stuff, maybe even deal in it, and yet rat 
on others in the very same bag as yourself. If you do, 
the chain will be never-ending. As long as there are 
people weak enough to rat on others instead of fighting 
their case as I am going to have to do, then consider 
the possibility that grass will never be made legal, and 
that drug traffic per se will probably come to a halt in 
the very near future. 

A bust of a small user who informs, leads to his 

connection, and so on up the line until the fuzz have 

busted the main man, maybe even the producer or im- 

porter as the case may be, and when the ivory tower 
crumbles, that’s it man. 

DOUBLE FEATURE SHOWS 
4 CHANGES WEEKLY 

BEST MOVIE BUY IN N.Y. 

PRICE 40¢ - 70¢ TOP 
ST. MARKS THEATRE 

133 - 2nd AVE. — GR 3-5222 

TRY YOUR OWN DESIGNS 
DIRECTLY ON OUR FEMALE 

FIGURE 

records —~--- 
the ‘‘na- na na na na’’ scene. Then the instrumental and there’s 

this amateurish Ramsey Lewis at the keys. Back to the vocal 

and it’s the same thing only the bass is a bit heavier. Ohmigosh; 

it even ends with a cow bell. 

On Mr. Yates there’s also a detectable Beatles influence, but 

more in the vain of an up-tempo Michelle or Yesterday. The bass 

is kind of heavy on this one so watch out for your eardrums. It’s 

a sweet and simple song and worth it. Get your hands on this 

record. It’s quite nice. 

THE BLACK AND BLUE: Come To Me /Bye Bye Baby (United 

Artists, UA 50245) 

This sounds like something else I've heard before, but | just 

can't put my finger on it. Maybe I'll get back to the first side 

later. As usual | like the flip side better. Bye Bye Baby has the 

all-time basic rock beat (bum-ba dum dum-badum daum). The 

record, even with this heavy emphasis on old time rock, really 

breaks away back into what you might call today’s sound. 

“There she goes, walking down the street’. Where have | heard 

that before but then it goes right into this beautiful guitar solo, 

and | don’t care where | heard it before. It’s a good piece of 

wax. 
I'm sure | heard that first side somewhere. Well, fuck-it, | 

got a deadline to meet. It’s a cute side and it don’t sound half 

bad neither. In hate to say it, but keep your eye on The Black 

And Blue, they'll be pretty good soon. 

GENE HUGHS AND THE CASINOS: (United Artists, UA 50255) 

Here we go again folks. It’s simpletown time. It’s a beautiful 

record. Soul again. It ain’t the best, but it ain’t bad neither. As 

a matter of fact, it’s pretty damn good—one of the best soul re- 

cords I’ve heard in a while. It’s backed by the standard gospel 

piano and brass section and the powerful lead singer. And it's 

just like | said: Standard. It’s standard, the whole damn track: 

STANDARD! BUT | LOVE IT AND FUCK THE WORLD IF NO ONE 

ELSE DOES! FUCKIN BUY THIS RECORD. TEENYBOPPERS OF 

THE WORLD UNITE!!! 

JOHNNY BARTEL AND THE SOUL MASTERS: More Than Ever 
Before / State of Mind (Solid State, SD 2519) 

This is such a beautiful record, that | wish | had enough 

copies to give away to everybody. It’s classical R&B, and | 

must've heard this record so many times on so many other re- 

cords that the beat has become a part of me. There's not really 

too much to say about this record aside from that. Just think 
of all the R&B and soul records you've ever heard. The cream 
of them all is incorporated on this record. Buy it. 

THE FORTUNES: Fire Brigade /Painting a Shadow (United Ar- 

tists UA 50280) 

I'll do the second side first because for once the plug side is 

better. Painting a Shadow is a waltz. Bleh. 

Fire Brigade starts out with a fire brigade and you find your- 

self listening to what you were listening to on old WINS years 

ago with Murray the K. There’s a Duane Eddy (whatever hap- 

pened to Duane Eddy?) guitar all over the record, and it fits in 

beautifully with music that was going around just a few years - 
ago, but | can’t for the moment put my finger on. | don't know 

why, but for some reason | can't get an association with the 

Beatles out of my mind. | have a feeling that this music moves 
like the old pre,Revolver Beatles music used to move, but | just 

can’t seem to find even one Beatles song that goes anything like 

this. But anyway, it seems like United Artists has charted itself 

anothah winnah in today’s widely varied selection of music. 

costumes -antique clothing 
for sale or rent-mon-sat 2: 
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Ly eae 
Then there’s the Charles River Valley Boys not so new LP, 

BEATLE COUNTRY (Elektra/EKL-4006). The only air play I've 

heard on it was KMPX in San Francisco, and they were playing 

it straight through, several times a day, every day for a week. | 

still like it . . . it's you know, charming-like the BAROQUE 

BEATLES album, and easily as well put together. A bunch of 

Harvard Square types who've been into bluegrass for years, 

they've put out an album of countryfied Lennon/McCartney 

Standards that is 4 joy to hear. 7 

Featuring Jim Field on guitar and vocals, Bob Siggins on 
banjo and vocals, and Joe Val on mandolin and vocals, they 
add bass, dobro, lead guitar and fiddle for an almost roccoco 
instrumental effect. They retain the basic vocal phrases of the 
Originals-especially in the unisons—but substitute chords, 
Stretch the rhythmic figures to fit the standard C&W 1/3 ac- 
cents, and add a series of dense bluegrass instrumental lines 
Over the original melodies. | don't have any favorites; every- 
thing on the album is a groove: I've Just Seen a Face, Ticket 
To Ride, Help, Yeller Submarine and the rest. 

Lester Flatt and Earl Scruggs do something along the same 

line in their new release CHANGIN’ TIMES (Columbia/CS-9596). 
With drums added to the Foggy Mountain Boys usual line-up of 

banjo, guitar, bass, fiddle, mandolin and dobro, the Boys romp 

through an assortment of Dylan hits, folk classics and the theme 

music from Bonnie and Clyde. Flatt. and Scruggs helped shape 

the sound of modern bluegrass, and it shows: Flatt’s voice is 

perfect-unstrained, easy and natural-and Scrugg's banjo is al- 

ways on top of the notes never reaching for but always holding. 

Mr. Tambourine Man is done in a slow, rocking tempo with a 
relaxed instrumental background and occasional flashes of 

dobro and banjo. Don't Think Twice has to be the absolute and 
perfect version of the song; after hearing it on the LP, | can't 

think of any other way it could be done. Flatt streches the 

vocal line until it loses its up-tightness and becomes almost 

gentle. Blowing In the Wind opens with an erie modal unison 

vocal line and then moves into some sparkling banjo by Scruggs. 

Ode to Billie Joe stands out on the record because of Flatt’s 

handling of the lyric as well as some incredible banjo lines. 

Buddy Don’t Roll So Slow features some beautiful fiddle and 

dobro work. It’s a shame that the drummer is unnamed as he is 

constantly doing interesting things throughout the album. In 

the end, it all comes down to whether you like the songs and/or 

are open to bluegrass; the arrangements, vocals and instru- 

mentals are always fresh, bright and filled with unexpected lines 

and breaks. 

A friend of mine turned me on to John Hartford. Ecstatic, 
he began to rap about this cat. . . living in Nashville ... . doing 

Dylanesque C&W. It seems the problem is that Victor has re- 

leased his third LP, THE LOVE ALBUM, (RCA-Victor/LSP-3884) 
with one eye on the hippies and the other on the folks back 

home. As a result, the album ranges from interesting to sad, 

and Hartford's very real talent suffers. Side one opens with 
Why Do You Do Me—Hartford playing bright, sparkling banjo 

against bass, drums and guitar. The song is very up, bouncy, 
with a strong back beat over the 1/3 bass line. The lyrics are 

very good-explicit, sharp and controlled. 

After, that, the record begins to slide into overarranged 
strings, that ‘‘down home’ sentimentality too often coupled 

with C&W, occasionally trite lines and sometimes banai melo- 
dies. There are still good moments on the LP: | Would Not be 
Here is a pleasant ring song ending in a Walrus tape collage; 

Natural To Be Gone sounds a little like a Kurt Weil thing with 
nice arrangement and banjo lines; Early Afternoons is very nice 

—Dylan without the cynicism. Hartford has a voice somewhere 

in between Tex Ritter and Johnny Cash, a banjo nut of Earl 

Scruggs and a lyric imagination capable of beautiful and com- 
plex verse. He’s been listening to a lot of music-all different 

kinds-and assimilating it into C&W. If Victor would take the 

chance, his next LP could be something else. 

130 Avenue C ge 5 ; 
East Village, N. Y. C. ig 
674-9678 fe) 
674-9410 

Bring in this ad for free soda. 
Open Sunday - Thursday 11-11, 

Friday & Saturday 10-3 

tha many sto 
with a vonety 

MODELS 
HALF HOUR $12 
ONE HOUR $20 

Paints, brushes fur- 
nished... beginners 
welcome. Member- 
ship $2 year. ° 

STUDIO “A” 
68 WEST 39th ST.. NYC 

| ny pope 

“IT is q COFFEEHOUSE §=4@act we) ‘ 
89 E. 4th St. bet. 2d &3d Aves. SNPS i ued j 

shhh ...scseee-o- ERE 
6 p.m. to 4 a.m.—7 nights a week 

Dig ‘IT’....: Across the street 

—— : 2 in 

el: a a A, 

OM a Hi gt) 

transformations 
upstairs at 121 second avenue between. 

7th street and st. marks place 533-8470 

PLACE 
C cor 2°45 Aue) 

10 am-Qom 

6 days 
GRS§-1b20 

MILLARD THOMAS 

Photographer 

929-8 
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BUY @ SELL 

ASSAULT YOUR SENSES! Eso- 
teric recordings, 6 for $3.00, 
ppd. Audio Sense Expansion In- 
stitute, Dept. D2, Box 6903, 
Houston, Texas 77005. 

MEET PEOPLE with same in- 

terests. Will exchange your in- 

terests with other members. 
Send $1.00 and a_ stamped 
self-addressed envelope to: Sgt. 
Peppers Lonely Hearts Club, 
P.O. Box 1812, Brooklyn, N.Y. ° 
11202. 

HAPPY BODY, HAPPY MIND 
Lessons in Yoka exercise given, 

Small class-$1.50 per lesson. 
Private lesson-$4.00. Call Jeff 

Hackett at 935-3731. Please 

your MIND. 

ADULTS ONLY correspondence 
meet couples, singles. New, 
broadminded, unusual, bizarre. 
FREE details. Adults, Box 3973, 
San Diego, Calif. 92103. 

SNOOPY FOR PRESIDENT, 
LUCY FOR FIRST LADY. Buy 
these and 10 other Peanut but- 
tons. Also 100 Stock buttons. 
Inquire. Call or write: Suite 503- 
E, 160 West 46 St., N.Y.C. 
10036. Tel. 581-4199. 

A.S.E.1. Pac 41, the original 
now Recordia 6-Pac. Stick it in 
your ear. $3.00 pd. Audio-Sense 
Expansion Institute, Dept. D-l, 

Box 6903, Houston, Texas 

77005. 

PSYCHEDETIC lighting manual 

includes complete instructions 

for building strobes color or- 
gans, light machines, etc. Send 
$2 to Lightworks, 409 E. 6th 
St., N.Y.C. 10009. 

VIET MINH currency with pic- 
ture uncle Ho, five assorted $1 
or anything of equal value. 

Dealers invited. Porcine Power, 

520 E. Shiawassee (rear), Lan- 

sing. Michigan 48912. 

PSYCHEDELIC BUS, 1959 GMC, 
School Bus. Wired for lights 
films and music. Ex running 

cond. 454-6195, 6 p.m. 

PSYCHEDELIC light machine— 
your own personal escape into 

an exciting new dimension. As- 

sembles in minutes with less 

than ten dollars of easily of ob- 

tainable store parts. Send $1.00 

for instructions, drawings to: 

Carlton Co., 2317  Delancy, 

Philadelphia, Pa. 

“CLUB POM-POM” Where 

swingers meet for adult fun. 

Sexotic hobbies Communique 

$1. Details 25c from: Fazekas, 

Dept. E. Box 54, New York, 

N.Y. 10038. 

TITS AND ASS 8MM COLOR 

FLICKS OF 0/O SIGHT LOVELY 

NAKED GIRLS ILLUSTRATED 

BROCHURE 25c. LOTUS, BOX 

323 TIMES SQ. STA., N. Ney 

N. Y. 36. 

YOGA FOLK SONGS! 

Ancient wisdom in a modern 

idiom. Witty, thot-provoking, In- 

spiring. LP albs. “What Is It 

For?” “Say YES to Life!’’ $5.00 

each; song book, “Songs for 

‘the Seeker,” $1, from Hansa, 

Box 18272, San Francisco. 

ne 

EMPLOYMENT 
50 YOUNG male figure models 

need for profession photog. No 
experience necessary. Call AL 
5-2711, $10.00 per hour. 

MODELS’ wanted, magazine 

photography female, $30 to 50. 
Phone, Lee, 279-6452. Thurs., 
Fri., Sat., 1-9. Studio “A”, 68 W 

39. 

YOUNG girls wanted to take 
care of studio, also young girl 
models - go-go dancers - ex- 
otics. Salary open, call 245- 
8086, UN 1-9738. Call anytime 
ask for Mr. Danks. 

GAL /MAN  Fri-Arch/Int. 

Dec. Background. 
ARCHITECT'S ASST. Typing, 
genl. off. some sketching and 
drafting. Great opportunity for 
brite reliable person in small 
hip office. MU 5-5685. 

YOUNG females models needed 
for publication. Diversified fig- 

ure studies. This may be your 
big chance for easy and extra 

$$. All business. Send photog- 
raphs, age, name and address 
and a few words about your- 
self and your desires to Box 
818, Grand Cent. Sta. New 
York, N.Y. 10017. Strict con- 
fidence observed. Act now! This 
offer may not be repeated. 

FEMALE figure models wanted. 

$75.00 per day. Straight art 
work. Send factual statistics 
about your self to: Model of the 
Month Club, P.O. Box H, Iselin, 
N. J. 08830. 

EXPERIENCED Rock guitarist & 
Bassman at liberty to join wil- 

ling group. Contact: Marc Scott, 
677-4293, Charlie Brown, 737- 
5138. 

PHOTOGRAPHER needs mod- 

els, experienced and non-experi- 

enced, Caucasian, Negro, etc. 

For illustrations of dresses, 

etc., figure, pin-up, for maga- 

zines. Call between 4-6: George 

Sova, Graphic House, 280 Mad- 

ison Avenue, MU 6-8827. 
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NEED A MODEL? Latest publi- 
cation, $2, listing gorgeous girls 

looking for modeling assign- 

-ments. Gives descriptions and 
i vital statistics, modeling rates 
and instructions for contacting 

each model. (Most of them live 

in N.Y.C.) Send just $2 to: 
Royal Models, Box 11, Canarsie 
Station, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11236. 

MALE MODELS wanted to pose 

for physique and nude maga- 

zines. $10.00 hr. Send name, 

address, telephone. Boxholder, 

GPO Box 1704, New York, N.Y. 

10001. 

GIRLS WANTED for figure mod- 
el and Pinnp photography, good 
rates and easy work in modern 
studio. Send photo or call for 
appointment. Amatures trained, 

part time, or full time. Call or 
write: Phone 545-8997., C.V.S. 
Studio 31-07 21st St., Long Is- 
land City, N.Y. 11106. 

WELL BUILT. Male models 
wanted, for nude. Photos and 
films. Strictly business, $10.00 
per hr. Some experience neces- 
sary. Send photo or call for ap- 
pointment. For future publica- 
tions. Send photos to: John Ci- 
no, 77 - 7th Av., N.Y.C., N.Y. 
10011. Phones: WA 4-7796, 
9-11 a.m. or 6-8 p.m. 

NUDE MODELS $25 an hour. 
No experience necessary. | need 
many attractive female models 
for legitimate photographic 
work for publication. This is my 
private studio, not an agency 
or amateur studio. | use up to 
ten models a week. None earn 
less than $35 for a shooting; 
all day earns $75. Some mod- 
els are used many _ times. 

Strictly business. Call me at my 
studio and ask questions. Bob 

Wolfe. 255-2711. 

GIRL WANTEC FOR MODEL- 
ING. No experience necessary. 

Terrific opportunity. “Write for 
details to: Royal Models Galore, 

Box 11, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11236, 
Canarsie Station. 

PUBLICATIONS 
PHOTOGRAPHS of Beautiful 
girls available to suit all tastes. 
Write stating interests for of- 

fers. Enclose $1 if sample re- 
quired. George Moss, 118 Wor- 
ship Street, London EC4, Eng- 
land. 

HEH, all you beautiful, edu- 

cated and sophisticated women 

and men, the BLACK BOOK 
exists to enliven your scene. 

The BLACK BOOK puts new 

people into your life. Get listed 
and get the next issue, both for 
50c (NO names, NO addresses 
published.) SUITE 503-E, 160 

_W. 46 St., N.Y.C., N.Y. 10036. 

LOVE SCENE 
Sexual Freedom League news- 
letter. Mailed in plain cover $1. 
SFL, Box 14034. San Francisco 
94114. 

“A THREAT to the American 

way of life . . . 50 pages of 
subversive trash . . . The worst 
of yellow journalism .. .”’ Get 
your copy before the C.I.A. gets 
us - send a quarter to 10:47 
Magazine, Box 535, Scarbor- 

ough, Ontario, Canada. 

TWIN Oaks Community, an out- 
growth of the Walden Two 

movement, was founded in 

June 1967 on a farm near 
Louisa, Virginia. We publish a 

newsletter entitled ‘Leaves of 
Twin Oaks’. A 12-issue sub- 
scription can be obtained for 
$3.00. For specific questions, 
write us and we will promptly 
reply. Twin Oaks, Route 4, Box 
169, Louisa, Va. 23093. 

Subscribe to JUSTICE WEEKLY 
sold USA subscription ONLY 
containing exciting personals— 
for those interested subject of 

discipline, TV, and other unus- 
ual diversions — plus news- 

worthy articles on allied sub- 
jects. 52 Thrilling Issues: $8.00 
cash or M.O. — JUSTICE, Box 
2-EV, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11231. 

SAMPLE COPY $1.00. 

“SIZZLING ADULT TABLOID’ 
New-Bold, Daring! Broadmind- 
ed News, Personals, Sources 

Hard-to-Get Items. Sample 25c, 
Box 2-EV, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11231 

NEAT, ATTRACTIVE, relatively 

straight salesgirl needed for cus: 

tom dress shop in East Village 

(1st Ave). See Fred at EVO, 105 

Second Ave., 2nd floor. Call 

first. 228-8640. 

CAN WE GET YOU LAID? No, 
you'll have to do that. We can 
sell you “The Swinging Set."’ 24 
pages containing 200 personal 
ads, candid photos and offers. 
$1.00. Lillian Marsh, Box 1125, 
Kansas City, Mo. 64141. 

MALE nudism is popular among 
free thinkers. Fully illustrated 
magazine and monthly new- 
Sletter. State age, send $5.00 
2 Solstice Society, Dept. V., 
0x 3775, Van N i ey uys, Calif. 

FOR Swingers, it's CLUB JOY 
Big listing, names and addres * 
ses of sophisticated Guys, Gals 
Dolls looking for swinging con 

tacts. Just send $1.00... . Gals 
free. ROYAL - Box 11, Canarsie 

Station, Brooklyn, N.¥; 11236. 
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CAN. WE GET YOU LAID?. No, 
you'll have to do that. We can 
sell you ‘‘The Swinging Set.”” 24 
pages containing 200 personal 
ads,, candid ‘photos and: offers: - 
$1.00. Lillian Marsh, Box 1125, 
Kansas City, Mo. 64141. 

ANNOUCEMENTS 

THE Liberation ARMY prepares 
to launch it’s first offensive 
against commercially based mu- 

sic, with the objective of total 
-annihiliation. Obvious. 

A LIVE theatre already produc- 
ing total dramaturgy and evok- 
ing suicides, wants actors, di- 
rectors, writers, technicians, 

angels and theatricians-in-gen- 
eral. Dedication and devotion 
to theatre is essential, profes- 
sional experience is not. In- 
come not immediately forth- 

| coming, meaningful and total 
performances are. Contact Ed 
Wode, 473-8066 or drop by 

Cooper Arts Theatre, 35 Cooper 
Square. 

LIVE-IN GROUP 212, WOOD 

STOCK, N.Y. Co-op Living, in 

ter-arts spirit, pvt. studios, large 

fishing lake, 75 acres of woods, 

gallery , photo lab, etc. $5C 

mo., day rates. 2 hours from 

New York City. 914-CH 6-8287. 

HELP anyone with any back is- 
sues of ‘“‘HELP” write Zod Fens- 
ter c/o EVO, 105 2nd Ave., N.Y., 
N.Y. 

SPECIAL SERVICES 
-FOR THE ultimate in massage 

male and female clientele. Call 

Betty Neal. Lic. 528742, MU 8- 
4681 and EL 5-3192, 210 East 
53rd St., between 2nd and 3rd 

Ave. Air Conditioned. 

LIGHT moving. 24 hour service, 
wagon plus one man $6.00, two 
men $9.00. 388-1954 or 966- 
1405. , 
SUNYATA might be called a 
Buddhist magazine of poetry; 
IN STILL is composed of 16 pic- 
ture poems by Paul Reps; 
GENTLE ANGER is a book of 
nearly twenty poems by Tyndale 
Martin. Each publication can be 
obtained for 1 dollar, postpaid, 
from SUNYATA magazine, P.O. 
Box 1012, Montreal 3, Quebec; 
Carlada, or at local bookstores. 
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AD RATES are Personal Ads 

$5.00 for the first 25 words, 

20c per word thereafter, clas- 
sified ads, $3.75 for the firsts 
25 words, 15c a word there- | 

after. A telephone number must 

accompany. 



CONTACTS unLTD. is a nation- 
wide registry that puts you in 
touch with anyone for any pur- 
pose business or pleasure. 
Send for free information and 
application forms. CONTACT 
unLTD. 150 Broadway, N.Y.C. 
10038. 

DATE has been matching New 
Yorkers for over two years; ac- 
curately and quickly. Join the 
fun - send for the free DATE 
questionaire today. Date, Box 
587, Stuyvesant Sta., N.Y.C. 

10009. 

DATING SELFSERVICE will pro- 
vide you with matched selfde- 
scriptions of five members of 

the opposite sex. Just send a 
3x5 card with interesting details 

about yourself and $5.00 to: 
AMI, 1 East 42 St., N.Y.C. 

“YOUN MEN Unwanted hair 
permanently removed by Elec- 

trolysis. Face back, abdomen 
etc. Absolute privacy. Free con- 

sultation - By appt. MU 5-0044, 
12-8 p.m. Rudy Grillo, 35th St., 

East. 

BLOW your mind, baby! For our 

fantastic free lists (wholesale 

and retail) of UNDERGROUND 

BUTTONS, PSYCHEDELIC 

POSTERS and other goodies, 

write: Underground Enterprises, 

16 E. 42nd: St., New York, N.Y. 

Then FREAK OUT! 

PHIL MORRIS 
Vanguard of Pop Music. Tues.- 

Sat. 2 a.m.-3 a.m. WHBI - 105.9 
FM. 

IMPROVE your outlook. Send 
25c today for a stunning Sun- 
shine Girl Button. Kim Deitch, 
c/o EVO, 105 Second Ave., 

N. Y. C. 10003. 

SWING with BUNNY CLUB. 

Send for club bulletin listing 

descriptions and desires of 

modern adults looking for new 

friends. Only $1.00. ROYAL- 

BUNNY CLUB - Box 11, Brook- 

lyn, N. Y. 11236. 

ASTROLOGY YOUR LIFE, YOUR 
LOVE, YOUR CAREER. Rod 
Chase. WA 8-8914. $10. 

ADVT. 

Solve your life problems spiri- 

tually. Contact us and experi- 

ence wonders of Ancient Mys- 

teries of the highest supre- 

macy. The world renowned Afri- 

can Science on Occult Acces- 

sories, Amulets, Kavachas 

Seals, etc. Just the best for 

your problems Satisfaction 

guaranteed. Free Catalogues. 

Apply: Dr. Williams, Wisdom 

Bookshop, Box 294, Yaba, Ni- 

geria. 

ETERNAL LIFE? Lay Metaphysi- 

cians; Nature Philosophers, 

Other Seeks EXISTANCE has an 

ALTERNATIVE other than 

DEATH. Presentation Programs 

Sunday evening, February ii, 

18, 25, 8:30 for the address, 

call AU 6-7225 after 7 p.m. or 

492-6282 any time. 

INTELLIGENT, discreet, inde- 
pendent, mature world-traveler, 
31, seeking that sensuous but 
equally intelligent woman to 

share interludes, travel sex, 
companionship, P.O. Box 102, 

N.Y.C. 11435. 

GALS only - attractive guy east- 

| side sexpad seeks play fem who 

shares his aninhibited vive for 
the sensuous, satisfying fun 

life. If you are the lovely bird 
who wants eto fly to my nest. 
Write P.O. Box 571, Lenox Hill 
Station, N.Y. 10021. 

DARLING I'M YOURS: Nice 
looking young man, 25, white, 

6'2”’ 195 Ibs, clean, good build, 
steady job, black hair, blue 
eyes, new in N.Y.C. Seeks: sin- 
cere young girl, any nationality 

happiness is to love and be 
loved! Honey wherever you are 

just a phone call from you and 
you and | might share a life 

time of happiness. If you're 
long distance. Call collect 212- 

584-8690. 

ATTRACTIVE young man, has 
upper east-side pad to share 
with attractive sincere young 
lady who desires an honest re- 

lationship. | will pay your rent 

if you will keep my home. Call 
late: 831-1728 or Write: Mr. 
Lewis, Box 51, Prince St. Sta- 

tion, N.Y., N.Y. 10012. 

TERRI WILLIAMS. Please call 
home. We are worried about 
you. We miss you. We love you.. 

Call Collect AD 2-6320. 

GARBAGE is Grakbage. Free in 

the Streets. 

WINGS that forget that door- 
when prayer returns to stone - 

are unpossessed laws of core 

- that await adorments of home 

442-4471. Orpheus Jr. 

WANTED: WRITERS 
DOCTORS 
LAWYERS 

CAN A QUACK GUILTY OF ME- § 

DIBLUNDER KEEP A MEDI- 

WRECK 

ON BONDAGE 

CAN THE SAME GRAND DUCK 

LEAD A  MEDIGAGGLE OF 

TRAINED GOOSES 

TO ERADICATE THE HUMAN 

WEED GIVING HIS UNRECORD- 

ED CASH CROP UMBRAGE 

THE A.M.A. WOULD NOT AP- 

PROVE OF MEDIDEATH: IT DIS- 

LIKES ALL MEDIPROGRAMS 

HELP NEEDED TIME AND 

MONEY AVAILABLE 

Please Note: There wi'e be a 

change in the telephone num- 

ber. It will now be 988-8417 - 

Kindly call between 6 & 7 p.m. 

MAN. with 14 inches wants 

young white big breasted girls 

for pleasure. | am young and 

attractive stud. Call Marc, 586- 

5535. 

LEAP-YEAR SPECIAL: Bachelor 

25 New in N.Y. Seeks pretty - 

girl 19 to 25 to show me this 

is really fun city. No time for 

games or queers. Call evenings 

5:00 to midnight, 346-7992. 

HOFSTRA graduate student 

nights, math, wants dates. 

Tutor in math, also buy you 

lunch etc. See you any day at 

12. Box 303, Freeport, L.I. 

MAN 39 with older children—no 

wife—wants a woman as a 

friend. 25 minutes from N.Y.C. 

Call Lund, 201-795-0017. 

PERSONALS 
TALL, handsome young male 

artist (32, 6'3”, 185 Ibs.), 

needs lovely young nymbo type 

girl friend for lunches and day- 

time or twilight togetherness. 

Call 685-1541, days. 

WE WOULD like to meet people 
and see the country. Two young 
gay, butch, etc., guys (21 and 
22) doing America. Will you 
‘show us your city and/o? pro- 
vide shelter? Please write: P.O. 
Box 45105, Chicago, Illinois 
60645. 

YOUNG hung stud debonier but 
decadent seeks relationship 
with luscious wench - refined 
but not reformed. Write Barry, 
EVO, Box 571, Peter Stuyve- 
sant Sta., N.Y.C., N.Y. 10009. 

DEE M. & BRAIN. It’s not a fur- 

nace but at least it takes the 

chill off. Nothing worse than a 

cold ass. 

HANDSOME, well, developed 
Brooklyn Negro seeks girls, 
ladies and women for a long 
deep relationship. Please call 
859-5768. No men. 

A. WOLF—Satisfied with every- 
thing. Call 864-1190. Saturday 
between 1-4 p.m., or as soon 
as convenient (keep trying if no 
answer). Please forgive the de- 
lay (due to foul-up with EVO 

Adv. Dept.). Love. 

YOUNG, goodiooking student- 

masseur needs attractive fe- 

male for practicing. Have mod- 

ern mid-Manhattan apartment. 

For a free soothing massage 

call Henry, 245-8656, days 

only. 

| AM a 23 year old guy search- 

ing for, and would like to begin 

a correspondence with an unin- 

hibited, intelligent girl under 5’ 

5” with very long hair. Your age 

is unimportant, however, | 

would like a girl whose attitudes 

are ones of empathy woven 

with a sense of humor. lease 

send photograph-will do same. 

Jimmy Johnson, P.O. Box 1531, 

Worcester, Massachusetts. 

CLEANCUT young fellow desires 

meeting white teenage girl or 

attractive woman occasionally 

Friday or Saturday evening for 

uncomplicated mutual sexual 

enjoyment observing secrecy, 

discretion. Box 4895, Grand 

Central Station, N.Y.C. 

GAY MALES want new friends? 

Send description of yourself, 

your interests, what you want, 

etc. along with $2 to Mars, Box 

41031, Los Angeles, 90041. 

“YOUNG man desires uninhi- 

bited girl for fun. Call 737-8136, 

between 6-11 p.m. No homos, 

or insincere people please. 

WEALTHY country gentlemen, 

bachelor, 38, desires to spend 

evening(s) with young girl, 18- 

30. Prefer girl who needs home, 

clothes etc. Bus. 914-667-9442, 

8 a.m. to 8 p.m. Res. 914-664- 

2190. Paul. 

PATTI 
Please come home. Love you. Cindy sick 

and misses you too. All’s forgiven. Phone us 
‘or contact Louis Abolafia at 477-6108. 

WATCH EVO'S 
ZOD 

STRIKE A BLOW FOR 
"THE OTHERS" 
2/22/68 
CHANEL 5,1:0° PM 

THE HELPER can help YOU. 
Send him your problems, no 
matter what they are. He’ll give 
you helpful, wise advice. Never 
any charge. THE HELPER, 425 
E.-12 St.; N:Y.C. 

MALE, 21, long hair, no interest 
in broads but doesn’t dig the 
“gay’”’ scene. Looking for sim- 
ilar young attractive male for 

sincere, close relationship. Give 
age, phone, and photo if pos- 
sible. Box 1134, Union, New 

Jersey 07083. 

DOCILE Male (39) will sponsor 

young, dominant couple for 
horseback riding (will buy ha- 
bits, lessons, Polish boots) in 

exchange for couple playing 

jockeys with ‘‘Poney’’-Sponsor. 
Joseph Kust G.P.O. Box 706, 
NAY. 3 NAY: 

YOUNG President of New York 
Corporation looking for execu- 
tive Assistant, single men only. 
Send Photo and background to: 

Suite 820. 565, 5th Avenue, 
New York, New York. 

“YOUTHFUL looking single for- 
tiesh ‘square’ height 5’9”, 
weight 185, dark-haired profes- 

sional man is looking for beauti- 
ful “right gal’’ age 32 to 42 un- 
der 5’8” weight less than 120 
pounds with slim legs and good 
figure for companionship and 
love. Must be very slender. No 
homos, no narcos, please. Send 

telephone number to Box 1101, 

Church Street Station, New 
York, N.Y. 10008.” 
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NEAT, ATTRACTIVE, relatively 

straight salesgirl needed for cus- 

tom dress shop in East Village 

(1st Ave). See Fred at EVO, 105 

Second Ave., 2nd floor. Call 

first. 228-8640. 

THE LIBERATION ARMY IS ON 
THE MOVE, NOW!! 

“SIMON, Baby, we were potting 
along when your card came up. 
Why don’t you say hello? 

Julia, Doll and the gang” 

MALE willing to share apt. with 
female good personality easy 
going no complications. Have 
rental midtown area. 247-7982. 

WANTED: Beautiful Flower cou- 
ples for beautiful love making. 
Discreet and sincere. Write: 
Steve Adams, Apt. No. 5, 6 
Bank St., N.Y.C., N.Y. 10014. 
Young man 25 years old. Edu- 

cated and off-beat. 

MATURE young man seeks sin- 

cere and affectionate girl (pre- 
ferably in teens), who will be 
willing to share her sexual 

pleasures and love with me, in 
return for excellent financial 

support, true love, and possible 
marriage, all replies answered. 

Larry Kay, (516) PY 1-6557, 
after 6 p.m. or write me at 58 
Fairview Avenue, Valley Stream, 

Neves 5eL- 

FEMALE roommte wanted 3% 
rm. apt. near 2 subways in Elm- 
hurst, Queens. Mainly for com- 

panionship, but would appre- 
ciate assistance with rent if 
possible No homosexuals. Call 
CO 5-2200, ext. 352, Niel or DE 
8-8126 leave message for Neil 
as to time and place to meet. 

JACQUI. WOU. LOVE TO 
HEAR FROM YOU. BOB M. 

“wv 

DEE M. & BRAIN. It’s not a fur- 

nace but at least it takes the 

chill off. Nothing worse than a 

cold ass. 

BE AN alive and loving girl! 
Be spontaneous! Phone ‘Bee - 
Inn’. 

Bob M. 

JACQUI 
Would love to hear from you. Please call 

ASTROLOGY BY 

CELESTE 

722-6793 



Pictured above is a subscriber to the bi- 

monthly magazine Avant-Garde. The lady 

has just finished reading her latest issue and, 

as usual, she’s satisfied. 

Small wonder. Reading Avant-Garde is 

quite an experience. It is total immersion in 

sensual pleasure. A graphic arts freak-out. 

Rolling nude in the snow after a sauna. A 

first bite of cotton candy. Dalliance in a gar- 

den of earthly delights. Somersaulting down 

Main Street. Love on a mink blanket. A waft 

of frankincense and myrrh. The tinkling of 

windchimes. A kiss in an elevator. An orgasm 

of the mind. 

What makes Avant-Garde such a carnival 

of the senses? How does it differ from other 

magazines? The answer is threefold: 

First of all, there’s Avant-Garde’s edi- 

torial policy. No other magazine pursues a 

policy of such complete and absolute free- 

dom of creative expression. Avant-Garde 

steadfastly refuses to sacrifice creative gen- 

ius on the altar of “morality” (the motto 

of the magazine is “Down with bluenoses, 

blue laws, and blue pencils’). America’s 

writers, a‘tists, and photographers appreciate 

this and bring to Avant-Garde the works 

they know other publications lack the cour- 

age to print. Thus Avant-Garde serves—con- 

sistently—as a showcase for the novella that 

is ‘too daring,” the poem that is “too sen- 

suous,” the cartoon that is “too satirical,” 

the reportage that is “too graphic,” the opin- 

ion that is “too candid,” the photograph 

that is “too explicit.” Avant-Garde is proud 

of its reputation as the National Liberation 

Front of American arts and letters. 

Second, Avant-Garde devastates readers 

with its mind-blowing beauty. It brings to 

Satisfied 
the printed page a transcendental new kind 

of high. This is achieved through a combin- 

ation of pioneering printing methods and 

the inspiration of Lennart Anderssen, Avant- 

Garde’s Creative Director (who is, inciden- 

tally,the world’s foremost graphic designer). 

Third, Avant-Garde is distinguished by 

the awesome talent of its contributors. No 

other magazine can boast such an impressive 

roster of artists, writers, and photographers. 

Not only does Avant-Garde feature works 

by such acknowledged masters as Picasso, 

Dali, Avedon, Miller, Ginsberg, Tynan, 

Updike, Roald Dahl, Rexroth, David Levine, 

Leonard Baskin, Bert Stern, Genet, Beckett, 

Sartre, Burroughs, Yevtushenko, Warhol, 

et al., but, perhaps more important, it hunts 

down the wild cats who will be the literary 

lions of tomorrow. 

In short, Avant-Garde is a magazine pre- 

pared by the avant-garde for the avant-garde. 

It’s the banner of the enlightened minority. 

Subscriptions to Avant-Garde are not 

cheap. They can’t be. Avant-Garde is ex- 

tremely costly to produce. It is printed by 

time-consuming sheet-fed gravure and offset 

lithography on the finest antique and coated 

papers. It is bound in 12-point Frankote 

boards for permanent preservation. It more 

closely resembles an expensive art folio than 

a magazine. Ordinarily, subscriptions sell 

for $10 per year. 

However, right now, while Avant-Garde 

is still in its infancy, you can order a Special 

Introductory 8-Month Subscription for 

ONLY $3.99!! This isa MERE FRACTION 

of the standard price. 

Moreover, if you enter your subscription 

right now, you'll become a Charter Sub- 

scriber. This will entitle you to: 

» Buy gift subscriptions for only $3.99. 

» Renew your own subscription for $3.99 

forever, despite any subsequent price in- 

creases. 

# Start your subscription with an issue from 

Avant-Garde’s first volume. This is not to be 

taken lightly since early issues of high qual- 

ity magazines invariably become valuable 

collectors’ items. 

To enter your subscription, simply fill 

out the coupon below and mail it with 

$3.99 to: Avant-Garde, 110 W. 40th St., 

New York, N.Y. 10018. But please hurry. 

This offer will be withdrawn automatically 

as soon as Avant-Garde reaches its circu- 

lation quota. 

Then sit back and prepare to enjoy your 

first issue of this wildly hedonistic new 

magazine. 

“Satisfaction” guaranteed. 

Even the critics are satisfied: 

“Reality freaks, unite! Weird buffs, rejoice! Avant- 
Garde has appeared containing mind-treasures of 
major proportions.” | —San Francisco Chronicle 

“For those unafraid of being depraved and cor- 
rupted.” —New Statesman 

“Its editors deserve considerable credit for having 
risked printing it.” —Life 

“Aimed at readers of superior intelligence and 
cultivated taste who are interested in the arts, 
politics, science—and sex.” —New York Times 

“An exotic literary menu...a new wild thing on 
the New York scene.” —Encounter 

“A bawdyhouse of intellectual pleasure.” 
—New York critic Robert Reisner 


