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In referencé to Snooglenick Yippie’s 
Vol. 3, No. 40) concern: 

(pardon me) “do his own 
some will necessarily have 

nside and doing what 
ze the Establishment and 
rom the outside, will our 

ily overcoming be great- 

er. United stand, divided we_ fall. 

The only: mon denominator is the 

spirit of revolution; the means to the 
end are diverse. The end is inevitable. 

Love, e 
The Cactus Kid 
(Tucson’s answer to the 
Flower Child) 

chances. 

Your c le paper is the ‘product 

of twisted, minds, wallowing in filth and 

‘ tures degrading the N.Y. 
Police Department are evidence of per- 
secution complex. You're not fit to shine 
the shoes of any of our wonderful po- 
lice, and the d 
get yours—=not only from the police but 
also from. atl the decent people who 
believe in live and let live. This is some- 
thing you and your demented compa- 
nions ¢an't swallow because it’s the 
truth and your twisted minds can’t face 

the truth. © 

We'll see you all burn here on this 

earth and in Hell! 

Mabel Rosen 

NLY.C. 

Dear Jew Scum! 

In Mein Kampf, Adolph Hitler de- 

scribes Jews as, vermin, slime, and 

human blood suckers! After reading 

your filthy Communist rag, it’s plain to 

see what he was talking aobut. You 

Black loving, Jew liberals, will soon 

find out that under National Socialism, 

a new America will emerge! Free from 

red Jew traitors, like yourselves! It's only 

too bad you Beatnik cruds weren't per- 

mantly gassed in Chicago. But don’t 

worry, you'll be the first one’s on our 

lists. You red Jew liberals are right 

where you belong. In a ghetto! a ghetto 

—known as the Village. Village it is! A 

Village of Scum. Hitler again says in Mein 

Kampf: The terror of the left can only 

be broken by a stronger terror from the 

right.” Our day is coming, and yours is 

going! 

Heil Hitler! 

Larry Smith 

Baltimore, Md. 

Dear EVO: 

This letter is to the entire under- 

ground, from an apprehensive person. 

Fearful, even. | fear for the embryo of 

le others will be rebels. 

atch the filth of their _ 

day is coming when you'll © 

the alternative society. | fear that as 

it grows and struggles in the womb of 

its mother this nation and world, it’ be- 

comes infected with her ills and will at 
birth bear them living inte the future. | 

am speaking. of the appeals that are 

heard to. our violent propensities, our im- 
patience, our hostility, and our very own 

bigotries. This is the fever within and by 
which we are nurtured, but by which we 
must remain uninfected. 

‘In every confrontation (and there wilt 
be confrontation enough, for they seek 

us out) our moral stance must be im- 

peccablé. Their violence must not be 
whetted on our violence. Violence and 

repressive: tactics must be shamed from 

them by our example, unti! even their 
own children despise those without 

shame. We all know that that is where 

_the hope lies, for that is the way we 

ourselves were drawn from our own 
ideological ablivion, that seems so long 

ago. But violence, hatred and bigotry 

are supposed to characterize them, (we 

say..so) not. us. What is true of a rat- 
race is analogously true of a fight among 
mad dogs. 
Maybe it was corny and perhaps it 
suffered from other weaknesses as well, 
but '‘Flower-Power” was the best siogan 

and peace-cry that this poor world has 

even known, and its equal is not likely 

to be soon’ seen again. But “Kill the 

Pigs" is hardly the mantra with. which 
to chant into-mind and being our alter- 

native society: That is the old way— 

their way. If our cherished revolution 

is to come about, it must be with a 

shower of petals from our side, not a 

hail of bricks, bottles and bullets. If the 
latter comes it cannot be our revolution, 

but some other, and our hopoes and 

those of mankind and history will have 

been again betrayed by our weak re- 

solve. 

Be of strong will and conscience. Go 

in peace before the nations. 

Yours in Samsara 

Everett Johnson 

Dear EVO: 

I've recently arrived in N.Y. but I’ve 

read with interest the letters of Compas- 

sionate Jim and Snooglemick Yippie. 

May |, an outlander, offer some small 

comments? 

Snooglemick | fear confuses surfaces 

and essentials. We all conform, man, if 

only with our own ideas and ideals. To 

conform or not is not an open option. 

To what you conform is. Now, what is 

the essence: surface symbols, (which | 

don’t mean to put down), or personal 

philosophy? For outside appearances can 

deceive. The recent big bust should 

prove that. 

Some of my friends back home were 

as hip as you can get in a state like 

Kansas where people are so straight they 

have a hard time tying a shoe string. 

My hip name came about because |, 

like Jim, live in both worlds. But it was 

given affectionately. There was even an 

informal semi-commune until the fuzz 

busted some of us for suspected utiliza- 

tion of certain local secluded and spe- 

cialized crops. 

Yet, in spite of hassel, paranoia, and 

often mutual waves of hate, Jim’s argu- 

ment is powerful. | think that some- 

times those in the confrontation branch 

of the revolution forget the facts of hu- 

man fallibility and brotherhood. It is un- 

derstandable, for they are our front 

lines, and they bear the brunt—the phy- 

sical) burden of this effort to improve 

the quality of human life. But while 

agreeing with Jim’s position, | can’t 

agree with his opening ‘‘Everybody .. .” 

Perhaps that’s the crux of Snooglemick’s 

concern. 

There should be room in this move- 

ment for all: those who desire confron- 

tation, those who wish to persuade and 

try to garner converts, and those who 

prefer to try to establish objective alter- 

natives to the plastic American mono- 

lith. After all, the cry in Chicago, Czech- 

oslovakia was ‘Join us!"’ And many did. 

And that, | believe, is where it’s at. 

Slum Area 

New York, N.Y. 

Stay free. 

Dear EVO: 

On Septamber 14, the Museum of 

Contemporary Art in Chicago opened a 

show titled ‘Options’, in which the un- 

dersigned artists were scheduled to par- 

ticipate. Since the Chicago police under 

the direction of Mayor Daley have made 

deliberate efforts to brutally suppress 

dissent, artists have second thoughts 

about showing their work in Chicago 

museums and galleries. A number of 
cago for two years as a protest against 

them have’ chosen not to show in Chi- 

cago for.two years as a protest against 

the city’s administration and with the 

hope ‘that Chicagoans will then ‘“‘have 
discarded their present political leader- 

ship.” 
We respect the position of these boy- 

cotting artists. However, we believe 

Mayor Daley and the Chicago police are 

not people who would miss exhibitions 

of contemporary artists, nor do such ex- 

hibitions show up in the city’s income. 

Before the contrary is proven, we as- 

sume that citizens of Chicago who do 

care about contemporary art are not 

followers of Mayor Daley's conception 

of .law and order. We doubt if their in- 

fluence sufficient to insure that peo- 

ple are not beaten in Chicago streets 

and hotels. We think those Chicagoans 

who are interested in seeing our work 
should continued to have the opportun- 
ity to do so. They should be informed, 

however, that the exhibition of our work 
is not meant to create an atmosphere 
of phony culture that could cover up the 

machinations. of repressive forces. An 

attribution of Chicago galieries and mu- 

seums is likely to hurt the wrong people 

and might even be in the interest of 

Mayor Daley. We therefore do not with- 

draw our work from the ‘‘Options” show. 

We indeed are for options — partic- 

ularly in Chicago. 

Carl Andre, Harry Bertoia, Hans 

Breder, Jack Burnham, Jackie Cas- 

sen, Enrique Castro Cid, Tom 

Doyle, Peter Forakis, John Good- 

year, Hans Haacke, Eva Hesse, 

Richard Hogle, David Jacobs, Lila 
Katzen. 

Stanley Landsman, Vernon Lobb, 

Tony Martin, Paul Matisse, Gerald 

Oster, Charles Ross, Edward Sam- 

uels, Joop Sanders, Robert Smith- 

son, Rudi Stern, Theodosius Victo- 

ria, Paul Williams, Rober Zakarian. 

Dear EVO: 

The movement is dead. There was the 

flaming youth of the 20’s, the beat, the 

hip, the flower children, the acid heads, 

O 
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the militant revolutionaries. And now the 

apathetic, the children of the absurd, 

living from moment to moment for no 

reason in particular, just kind of hang- 

ing on, waiting for Godot. 

Living and breathing unconcern. | 

sat watching the Republican Convention 

on TV and as they got near the end of 

the roll call | thought, my god, maybe 

there is some hope, maybe Tricky Dick 

won't be able to pull it off on the first 

ballot and maybe Rockefeller will be able 

to pick up some votes for the second 

ballot . . . West Virginia . . . he’s not 

going to make it! Forgot about Wiscon- 

sin, the Dairy State. And you knew, look- 

ing at that convention, watching the 

_people on the floor, the alte cockers with 

jowts and big ribbons across their chests, 

the real estate salesmen with NIXON 

bumper stickers stuck to the front of 

their plastic big-brimmed straw-type 

hats, the kids that worked for Rockefel- 

ler, the up-and-coming Yale Law types 

licking for Lindsay, the two or three good 

people in each polled delegation, (Vir- 

ginia stands out in my mind) who 

weren't going to be bullshitted by any 

line of dried-ups fixated in their anal pe- 

riods squeezing out Nixons into the 

microphone with a satisfaction as though 

someone was expected to pat them in 

the head and congratulate them for their 

good. work, the people who said ‘‘the 

youngest delegate of the great state of 

casts his one vote for Nixon”, 

as though their youth were an excuse, 

or they were prodigies, you knew that 

after the convention was over, and the 

only ones left were the guys sweeping 

the floor and the TV. newsmen talking it 

over in a sea of empty chairs (remember 

“Our. Town'’?), you Knew that every one 

of those to-the-last-hopeful Rockefeller 

people was going to get into bed with 
each other, the sex that is all that is left 

when ail is gone. | once saw this great 

_picture on TV, with members of the Pol- 

"ish underground fighting the Nazis in the 
sewers during World War Il, and there 

was one pair, a girl and a guy, that got 

separated from the rest, and wandered 

the sewers looking in the shit and in the 
mice and in the dark for an opening out, 

dragging along for days until finally they 

find an opening and it is barred shut. 

And it was the sex those people would 

have had if they had the strength. 

In the September 12 Voice, a man 

writes of Chicago as the eulogy to Lenny 

Bruce. He speaks of Chicago, of Bruce, 

of the old and once good Humphrey, of 

the Hilton, of King, of Billie Holiday, of 

Rubin, McCarthy and the dead Coltrane, 
of things gone and people remembered, 

only remembered. And in the September 

16 New York Breslin talks of the old 
Humprey, and of Chicago, and of pigs, 
and of drinking in quiet desperation in a 
desperately quiet bar. And you know, 
that that is all that is left. 

Once there was no Now for it was 

always. tomorrow, always to be bigger 

and better and higher things tomorrow, 

and it was said that you can not step 

into the same river twice. Today there 

is no Now and no tomorrow, only what 

was, and it is said that you can not step 

into the same river not twice, but once. 

So blow brass bands and beat empty 

drums, the movement is over, long live 

the new movement, the dispossessed 

and the disenchanted, the people who 

have finally come down. 

A great Hebrew poem of the Baby- 

lonian exile asks, “How can we sing 

the songs of god on foreign soil?”, and 

so it is asked, how can we sing our 

songs, do our things, upon this foreign © 

Babylon, land of the celebrated Tower 

and Whore, land of the dried-up and 

slack-joweled, land of the club, the gas 

and the camp? We sit awaiting the com- 

ing of the messiah who will lead us out 

of this bad trip with no end in sight, we 

(Continued on Page 18) 

$6 for.a one-year subscription, 
$10 for a two-year subscription. 



My speculation, in my |ast article, was that August 

31st would be a day of portent and wonder. A note of 

irony and fulmination was added that day with the pub- 

lication of a state dept. foreign policy declaration to 

the effect that the idol called the ‘Status Quo’ was in 

danger. California didn’t topple into the abyss, but North 

Eastern Iran did—a major catastrophe—in which, odd- 

ly enough, 31 towns were devastated. And did you know 

that the F.B.I. investigation of civil rights violations in 

Chicago was based on the injury to—well, 31 reporters. 

Remember: 31 in Hebrew is EL or the godhead, and its 

opposite is LE or ‘“‘not’’ or negation and has the numer- 

ical value of 13. 13 is the number of years that Mayor 

Daley has been in office. Channels 13 and 31 had their 

hands full that evening. They were in‘on the first board 

of education meeting ever televised. It all happened 

at 27 W. 27th. And did you know that in 52 years, N.Y. 

State will have a population of 31 million? That’s the 

year 2020. Will we have to wait that long in order to see 

each other clearly? Another first on August 31st. “4 IN 

TEXAS GIVEN A WOMAN’S ORGANS.” Is this another 

proof of woman's superiority? Or is she just ribbing us? 

Anyway, it was the 36th heart transplant: and the num- 

bers from 1 thru 36 add to 666, the number of man, 

the beast. Also the numbers 1 thru 36 can pe placed 

in a magic square so that each column adds to the 

number for the Holy Trinity, 111. It was on August 31, 

that | noticed that the ages of Humphrey (57) and Mus- 

kie (54) add to 111. 

During the early morning hours of August lst, | 

dreamed. | found myself in a city unknown. | wandered 

among tall dark buildings. Something prompted me to 

looks upwards. A huge space ship hovered over the 

buildings. | said to myself: This is it! Finally The real 

thing! It was huge; staggering my imagination: cigar- 

shaped, majestic and.finned. Its colors were silver and 

black,colors both calming and menacing. | saw markings 

and portholes. Hopefully, | thought: It's our own! Then | 

blacked out. When my eyes opened, (still dreaming), 1 

was panic-stricken, The space ship had crashed? Landed? 

IMPORTED FROM ENGLAND 

by Stanley Fisher 
and | remember seeing its huge metal-cast, pock-marked 

tail assembly—terror prevented me from fooking at 

the main body—and then hearing—an interior hearing— 

a warning. Watch out! Take cover! Explosion! | stag- 

gered away—hypnotized, invaded by an eerie hopeless- 

ness—and at last turned back to look ... and saw a 

fearful ruddy g'ow everywhere—as if a slow motion 

atomic chain reaction were engulfing the scene. | awoke 

—in wonderment. 

The foilowing nite, | met a casual acquaintance in 

Sheridan square. | had always thought of him as obnox- 

ious because in the past he never missed an opportunity 

to rib me insensitively about ‘my flying saucers’. Now, 

looking at me rather seriously, he commented: ‘I final- 

ly understand. | know what you're talking about now.’ 

He didn’t have much time, but this was his ‘conversion’ 

story. He had taken acid the night before (Aug. 31st) 

on the beach at West Hampton. With him was a trip- 

ping chick. Suddenly, at the height of his high, he saw 

a group of space men. They were friendly and did not 

alarm him. They had very large ‘clown’ heads and very 

thin stick-like bodies. They told him that they were Mar- 

tians, and that they came to Earth to help man achieve 

peace and brotherhood. They said that mankind must 

follow the precepts of Jesus or die. That all men must 

become Peace Walkers rather than peace makers, (1 as- 

sume they meant that we should become models of our 

beliefs rather than ‘making’ others believe). They told 

him that they did not make themselves visible to the 

girl because she would not have understood. Then they 

left. And, of course, the following night, we met. A 

straight line is not the shortest distance between two 

psychic points. His. last words to me were: ‘i've heard 

that there have been saucer sightings in the West Hamp- 

ton area’. Readers, have you seen any? 

Saucers over the Hamptons was written before last 

week's article, ‘‘To Err is Divine”, and so does not reveal 

the galactic location of those mysterious silicon extra- 

terrestrials. But in the final paragraph of this postscript 

to the above article, | will give a clue to the whereabouts 

32 EACH PLUS .25° POSTAGE MINT, LEMON, 

CARNATION, CINNAMON, JASMIN, SANDALWOOD + MANY MORE 

PROMENADE BOOK SHOPPE 143 MONTAGUE ST. BROOKLYN 

am ptons | 

of those celestials. 

Last week another F-111D crashed, without explana- 

tion, into the sea. Also, in Jaipur, India, a filching ware- 

house keeper explained the loss of 111 tons of grain 

to hungry pigeons. But state officials thought that ex- 

planation was ‘‘for the birds.’’ (Synchronisity: as | fin- 

ished writing the word birds, the WLIB disc jockey was 

praising the lyrics to the song, the ‘‘Broken Wing Birds,” 

by the 5th Dimension), Also—a bit a hanky-panky was 

being discovered at the headquarters of the Human Re- 

sources Administration, located at 111 John street. And, 

for whatever its worth, there are exactly 111 black col- 

leges in the good old U.S.A. 

And now to the mail: A letter from a G. L., who sus- 

pends his initials from an egyptian ankh! He has had 

an encounter with the numerics of the Holy Trinity. At 

179th St. while waiting for the 43 bus (179+43=222 

which is 2 times 111) a 1968 cadillac (8 letters) appears 

with plates marked VC 111. He wants to know what 

significance those plates had to him or to the Viet Cong 

(8 letters). 

My answer: Things (experiences) are always more in- 

teresting than we make them out to be. Hence, by 

thinking about an experience in the most interesting way 

possible, we come closest to the explanation of the ex- 

perience for others to. experience, who, in turn, through 

gratitude, will endeavor to perpetuate a continuous chain 

letter (ladder) of illuminations. 111 lends itself (is a 

pawn) o the process of our becoming infinite. 

VC, | believe, is also french for toilet. But is another 

context, v=velocity and c= the speed of light. To 

reach the great galaxy of which | have spoken, the god’s 

sure citadel, during the lifetime of a human crew would 

require v=0.99999c, or a velocity per second of 186,000 

times 0.99999. Does that clue help spiral you closer 

165 3-e 

Stanley Fisher 

Astropsychologist 
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What’s all this bullshit for? Hublert 

Humphreak did get nominated after 

all, God have mercy on his soul, and 

he’s off on a wing and a prayer and 

a clotheshangar smile. Mayor Daley 

it would seem was left holding the 

bag by no appearances, and what if 

the bag began with S and ended with 

T, there was no reason for this awful 

film to be broadcast ever. All this film 

is going to do, all it was made for, 

is seare shit out of the Forgotten 

People. 

Louie Heinz has two cars in his 

garage outside of Oswego, and he has 

a wife and two kids — one of them 

ran away to Woodstock last summer, 

but he came home last week — and 4 

Teevee set, and on this teevee set last 

Sunday night he saw Mayor Daley’s 

flick about the Yippie Conspiracy in 

Chicago. Louie Heinz makes twelve 

grand a year and he feels indignan:, 

now that Richard Nixon has pointed out 
that Someone has Forgotten him, and 

he saw this horrible flick last Sunday 

night and now he’s scared. 

Migawd, those Yippies, they’re all 

over, there’s millions of them! Just 

look at all those little bastards... 

Tom Hayden, he’s big in that bunch, 

huh? Jerry Rubin, yeah, heard of him, 

some kind of Jew, and Berkeley, yeah 

.. . David Dellinger, Christ, he looks 

like the foreman down at the plant — 

must be some kinda paid agitator. 

Yeah. They wanted to what? 

1. Disrupt the convention. 

2. Paralyse the City of Chicago. 

3. Diseredit the Government by dis- 

crediting the Police. 

And the people who made this awful 

film then proceeded to show Louie 

Heinz the way the Yippies went about 

achieving these pledged objectives, by 

Roman Numerals I, I, and HI. Num- 

ber One, they disrupted the convention 

by, well, they, um, they stood in front 

of the Hilton Hotel and said things to 

the delegates and somehow they work- 

ed it so that Rey. Abernathy and his 

people had to be saved from them by 

the police. Number two, they pavra- 

lysed the City of Chicago in this wise, 

they threatened to put lysergic acid 

diethylamide into the water supply, 

so there! Number three, did they dis- 

credit the cops? I should say not, why, 

the Chicago Police Department acted 

with celestial compassion and restraint, 

they didn’t use any guns at all and 

they didn’t kill one single person. The 

gentleman who was narrating this film 

of Daley’s made the Yippies sound ul- 

tra-puissiant and Conspiratorial never- 

theless. Louie Heinz stopped on the 

way home from work Monday and 

bought another gun to keep in his car 

trunk. First it’s the Niggers and now 

it’s the Yippies, if it ain’t one gun it’s 

another. 

Such is the state of the Louie Heinzes 

of the world, that a halfdozen corpses 

and a couple thousand doom freaks 

ean pry him loose of enough oi his 

hard-earned income to buy yet envther 

gun, Yeah, man, corpses: every one of 

those pig cocksuckers they had defend- 

ing Daley in that flick was a corpse. 

You could tell by the look of them, stiif 

and pale and green around the edges, 

you could practically smell them way 

to hell the other end of the tube. There 

was no ghost in the fellows in any of 

them, they were through, they were 

dead in all parts of them. Chief Rior- 

dan had a lot of gall, for a dead man, 

gloating over those bricks and spikes 

and molotov cocktails like a _ bride 

fonding her wedding presents — had 

he turned around you might have seen 

a spike sticking out of the back of 
his head, with LOVE serawied on it 

in day-glo. Corpses they were, biood- 

less and stiff, nevermore to fog up an- 

other mirror. 

As for the demonstrators, well, ood 

ole Louie Heinz, not a better qman in 

the county than old Louie, Louie Heinz 

had not seen a more skillfully terrify- 

ing bit of film editing since Morey 

Safer did his report on the Red Guard 

last summer. Here were all these 

freaks, George Meany don’t like them 

freaks, and they were sitting around 

on the foofing grass like they owned 

the place, smoking these foofing ciga- 

rettes and laughing to beat the band, 

and behind them, right behind them, 

is this awful chanting ... Ho Ho Ho 

Chi Minh, Hey Hey LBJ ... Louie 

Heinz gonna vote for Nixon, he’ll put 

all the Commies in jail. 

But no, Louie Heinz, he won’t, ain’t 

nobody gonna put all us goddamm Com- 

mies in jail. You look out, Louie Heinz, 

we gonna get you and take one of 

your cars out of your garage. Can 

you dig it? We gonna team up with 

the niggers and we gonna bust your 

ass up good. We’ll show people fuck- 

ing on your teevee set, we gonna say 

fuck where your daughter can hear it, 

we'll gather up all your garbage and 

bring it right home and dump it in 

your lap. Not Mayor Daley or Presi- 

dent Johnson or even Chief Riordan, 

* Louie Heinz — we’re gonna do all this 
ito you, you poor Forgotten nameless 

asshole. You just better watch your ass. 
* * * 

Guerilla tactics seem to be catching 

/ on everywhere — the Establishment 

too is quickly learning how to hit be- 

low the belt. Mayor Daley for instance 

knows full well the hysterical aversion 

with which the middle class, the Forgot- 
ten People, react to anything that be- 

gins with S and ends with T. Radical 

BA political power grows out of the end 

of your colon, if you work it right. 

James Eastland certainly works it 

right, he is clearly the Dennis McClain 

of the shit-ball, his saturation bombings 

of Abe Fortas have that gentleman 

smelling like a cornfield in May. East- 

flicks for any Senators that care to 

show up for such; the only price of ad- 

mission is a thundorous denunciation, 

directly afterward, of Abe Fortas for 

finding such immoral insulting per- 

verted horseshit Not Obscene, and 

thereby unleashing the youth of the 

Nation onto it. After thus steaming 

up the Senate chambers for some few 

weeks beforehand, Eastland last Friday 
(the thirtteenth) asked Fortas to ap- 

pear before his Judiciary Committee to 

discuss this perve, and also incidental- 

ly to answer more charges of hobknob- 

bing with the Executive branch while 

on the bench. Everybody was rubbing 

sweaty hands over the prospect: after 

what they did to Fortas last session, 

they should really be able to stink him 

up over the porn issue this time. Pre- 

dictably, Fortas disinclined to step in- 

to the shithouse on these premises, and 

Eastland’s crew perforce waxed shock- 

ed and indignant over his “refusal to 

appear and answer further questions 

concerning the extent of his involve- 

ment in executive branch operations.” 

Conservative political power grows out 

of the tip of your tongue. 
* * * 

Never let it be said Latimer is set 

in his ways and ideas; hardly a week 

of national campaigning has spiralled 

down the drain and he is already revis- 
ing previous statements. Putting 
Humphreak down last week, Richard 
Millstone Nixon said this, he said: 
“Contrary to what this Administration 
believes and preaches, the war on 
poverty is not a war on crime and it 
is no substitute for war on crime.” The 

Big Dick would have it that Welfare 
and Relief money went into Mace and 
billyelubs, and that a doubling of the 
conviction rate would cure the country 
once and for all of Crime in the Streets. 

In view of those statements, Latimer 

revised his former attitude towarc 
Nixon: I hate him now, 
motherfucker bad! 

i hate that 

The director of the Law Enfor. rt of the Law Enfor¢e- 
Seka l aawia so MS vent League is John Donohue, a tense, 

land lately has been screening porn _ 

thin man with a blond crewcut, and 

member of the John Birch Society. He 

says LEG is seeking “the support of 

reasonable citizens to counteract the 

civil rights groups who are anti-police.” 

If you are now or have ever been a 

civil rights group, watch out for this 

Pig. Me, I’m a Stegner Fellow. 
co * ae 

Spirochete the Agnew is also eating 

his words. When he last week called 

Humphreak soft on Communism, or. 

rather “squishy-soft”, he claims he 

really had no idea that sort of ter- 

minology had been previously copy- 

writed by Old Joe McCarthy, and it 

took Ev Dirksen and Gerry Ford to 

slap his wrist and inform him that the 

phrase was out of the public domain. 

Pray, where the fuck was the Agnew 

at in 1953? Anyway, our Spirochete 

will no longer call anyone Soft On 

Communism — but he will happily 
show you a list of names of militant 

anti-war and Black Power leaders who 

went to Havanafi Hanoi and Moscow 

and Peking for lessons in Red strategy. 

The Forgotten People still remember 

the Communist Conspiracy. 
* * * 

It’s sad to watch the Young People 

for McCarthy now, running around 

hopeless’ with all that money of Pop- 

pa’s and no place to spend it. Last week 

they circulated a newsletter — Farina 

Number Four — and they gravely 

thanked everyone who had helped the 

campaign along, and suggested that 

the Paul O’Dwyer and Sid Davidoff 

campaigns were still going, but they 

were really wondering what to do now 

that there is a chunk of rightwing shit 

where once they could see a political 

alternative. EVO suggests they run 

around the streets some. In the Jan- 

guage of the Real New Politics, shit 

or get off the pot, motherfuckers. 

WALTER WINCHELL LIES 

Three-dot-journalism is alive and 

crooked in the Daley Calumn: “Strange 

how Sen. McCarthy is so Dovish on the 

Vietnam war—yet was so Hawkish when 

it came to bringing his young followers 

to the convention and confrontation with 

Chicago police.”” . . . Ole WW'chell is a 

strong antAcid—-says it destroys your 

powers of cogitative thought .. . And 

while we’re on to the Daley Calumn, 

what of the report in their pages a 

couple weeks ago that some poor 2nd 

City fuzz had been ‘paralysed for life’ by 

the Yippies? According to the Official 

Daley Rept., as broadcast Sunday over 

Metromedia, the most serious cop in- 
jury was a busted nose. They portrayed 
it simpatico, most sympatico, blood and 
everything. Stuckpig, yes. 

~ & % * 

People in the Business Office here 

are Not Talking, but Latimer here has 

the impression EVO is going broke be- 

cause copy this week is being typed on 

the very strangest stationery .. . YOU 

ARE IN ARREARS forms . . . Old press 

releases from the Ani-Triskedecaphobe 

League, the Park Department, Fred Cher- 

ry’s writ of certorari, the Editor’s Law 

School diploma . Anything with a 

blank sheet on the back of it . . . Cotey 

Typesetting is up in arms .. . EVO needs 

help: send money, wine, girls, tetracy- 

cline to the East Village Other, % DAL. 

a % * 

The Very Latest Adventures of Fritz: 

Robert Crumb is in town, he showed up 

at the EVOffice Sunday nite, seeking 

Kim Deitch’s address .. . When | asked 

him, he just said ‘i'm Robert Crumb,’ 

just like you might say ‘I’m DA Latimer,’ 

or ‘it's Wednesday today.’. . . Gosh. 

Also, Great Ray just called up. May 

be writing a book on his experience in 

thfe EVO Wheel & Dea! Column The 

Henry Miller of the Moutt 

(Continued on Page 19) 



sn eee 

BY LENNOX RAPHAEL 

JHE BROTHERS YIPPIEDOV 
Abbie Hoffman’s the one. 

He’s the tube, the extension of it, the rose in a glass 

of champagne. He’s the one with the color TV in his 

living room, on a stand. Abbie flies, he jumps, he’s the 

compulsory muscle, the one Agnew loves, the one 

Wallace promises to slap, the one Sophie Tucker would 

have loved to spend ten days in bed suckling the pig 

of his loins — if she had the staminal. STAMINA. 
He’s the one with stamina. The media freak who 

knows it. 
Daley loved him for that. 

I saw Abbiegorin tionday night. Tuesday morning 

he was going to Chicago to have his CASE put off, 

since he planned to leave for Prague in pursuit of 

Shirley Temple Black. He was flying away, the cri- 

minal. 

Abbie’s the one who looks good on television, who’s 

wanted by Godard for a movie. 

O. K., Abbie is home. He’s jumping. Color TV. “We 

don’t look good on TV anymore,” he says. “Mc Luhan 

is right. Best thing the country can do is put a black 

man in the White House. ... good for our image. . . 

America’s. And he’d look good on television.”’ 

Jerry Rubin was leaving to intensify the Berkley 

front, and Sunday night, that’s right, Sunday, the 

Whisperers were at work thru their jaws how the 

Brothers Yippiedov, had had a falling out because 

Rubin was the assassin & he, Abbiegorin, the ambulance 

driver. But Abbie and Jerry and Anita & Nancy were 
glued to the color for the Daleyscope, how they rolled 

under & over into matresses and back to the door 
as Daley the Communicant launched his counterbrain- 

wash against the Eastern Establishment .. . right up 

to Abbie Hoffman. 

Jerry Rubin’s the one too, everything; you can’t pin 

yippie! down, and the “leaders” maintain the same 
flexibility, maneuvering in their own space, which is 

all space, because their minds are everywhere, in the 

chaos & the holy & the chaos, and Jerrytov is always 

there, hair flying, eyes flashing, crazielovies — and 

Daley hated Really hated Jerry Rubin. He knew that, 

before going to Chicago to defecate (now, that’s not 

a word!) on his doorstep, intelligence knew that the 

said Jerry Rubin had spoken to Fidel, Che, Mao, Duva- 

lier, Kennedy, Stevenson, M’Toto, DA Lattimer, Nor- 

man Mailer, Nancy and Crazy Blue Joe Flying Stick 

from Nebraska where Jerry was Vice President to 

Eldridge Cleaver, Mr. Molotov. 

Daley hated Jerry. Praying one morning he was 

seized by masturbation fits and cooled by vision of 

Jerrytov shouting, “I wants to take you home. You 

look so good for me.” 

Jerry returned to Chicago last week to challenge 

the Leader of the Pigs. . . . to burn his holy report. 
DALEY TELLS PRESS: “DED MY DUTY: Police 

magnificent now the same Jerry laughing rolling to 

Daley’s thing on color TV, and he was returning to 

the place where he almost became Mayer — Berkley. 

“J feel we are on the verge of the biggest social earth- 

quake the country ever had,” he said before flying 

out with Nancy Kirshan, his love. 

_“, . , thousands of kids in the street at the rumor 
of the first robin of spring. ... kids are going to 
take over all the colleges, all the high schools — and 

we shall know we are there when kindergarten joins 

the front. . . . now it’s Inaugural Day . . . January 20 

. . . when they swear in their pig . . . well, we’re going 

to have ours too, right there, we are going to swear 

in our pig. Everytime the Man has a party we’re going 

tosteal the food. .. .” 

NERO IS THE HERO. 

“We're going to kill them with our information.” 

Remember Daley shouting FUCK YOU to Abe Ribi- 

coff from the floor during the Death Convention? “Don’t 

say that,’”’ Daley shouted to a reporter afterwards, “I 

never used that language in my life and you say 

that or anything else and you lie, you’re a liar,” the 

communicant never cusses. 

“Daley’s a regular chicken delight,” Jerry said, 

and laughed some more at his dead spider face, His 
Worship the Mayor, el sucio! 

“We loved it,” Abbie says. “It was fantastic. Daley 

should have used some more makeup though. Straights 

should never leave the powder base at home.” 

“The rabbi got hit.” 

“Where?” 
“Right in the temple!” 

Abbie’s the one, and he has to raise $150 to go to 

Chicago tomorrow. 

“Chelsea Hotel,” he says to the driver. 

“I tried to get some bread from Mailer . . . Norman.” 

“And what happened?” 

“Couldn’t get thru to him, man. I saw him at the 

airport two days ago and he came over and we shook 

hands. He said-he still had this deadline. Deadline! 

I say Norman what kind of piss writer are you. Abbie 

goes to Chicago & fights the pigs and he gets busted 

for having FUCK written on his forehead . . . but 

you Norman, you didn’t even get banged up — and it’s 

taking you three weeks to write your book. It’s a 

book, isn’t it? Me, I wrote my book in three days. 

REVOLUTION FOR THE HELL OF IT. How’s that? 

And Mailer said, Abbie if you were a good Jewish girl 

I’d lay you right here. No, he didn’t say it like that. 

He said, I’d piledrive into you Abbie Hoffman. I laugh- 

ed, Norman is just a fucking unbelievable bastard. He 

has a Negro maid. I couldn’t believe it. Norman with a 

Negro maid, I tried to see him today. They—you know 

he has all these people around him, his actors & actress- 

es & champagne prostitutes & his marital zoo collection. 

Always likes to have his wives around when he’s 

working. So he’s shut away in some closet praying be- 

fore a typewriter while his entourage deploys about 

the ground. You know Norman, he’s a structure freak. 

But he’s great, you know, I love the bastard. Norman!” 

Abbiegorin wanted his fantasies crammed with visual 

chaos. 
“It’s a drag,” Abbie says. “I can’t leave without 

Daley’s permission. But I’ll do it. I don’t want to end 

up spending my life in a Chicago jail. I’d rather shoot 

myself. Pain has its own reflection.” 
Gerald Lefcourt is his lawyer. Abbie Hoffman is 

being driven to Shirley Clarke’s rooftop at the Chelsea. 

“She’s giving me $100,” he says, “you know I can get 

the money from Paul (Krassner), but that’s too easy. 

So here I am.” 

The game was on. 

“Who’s winning?” he says to the driver. “Two to 

one?” 

“You’re kidding,” the driver says. “Nine to One.” 

“That McLain is something.” 

“An incredible sonofabitch,” the driver is smiling. 

“You’ve got to really pitch to win like that.” 
“Yes,” 

“What did you think of Chicago . . . the whole thing? 

I wasn’t here for it. Away in another country.” 

“To be honest with you, I didn’t read nothing,” the 

driver says. 

“Heard who was nominated President?” 

“I know. Humphrey.” 

“And Vice President?” 

“J don’t know. He’s got a funny name, Muuuuuu .. . 

Musty?” 

“Something like that. Muskie, Musky, Mussie. Yes,” 

Abbie says, “Muskiemoose.” 

“Something like that, yes.’’ 

“Who do you think is going to win? Nixon, Hump—” 

“Whoever wins we win,” Abbie threatens. “I mean, 

you shouldn’t have to work so. There should be energy 

right here, in the car, nuclearpowered leisure. You can 

let the car drive itself forever . . . and you can become 

a yippie! You’re not too old for that. We have to save 

the country together. All the pigs want is mud. . . mud. 
They want to trap us in their mud.” 

“Something like that,” the driver says, “but I don’t 

believe it at all. That nuclear thing.” His father was 

87, made the sweatshop journey. “Today the fancy 

machines do all the work. You go back 30 years and 

it’s a different story.” 

“Your old man worked twice as many hours as you, 

and your kids are going to work half this time you’re 

making. And if we got into the revolution... . if we 

speed it up,” Abbie says, “you won’t have to work at 

au" 

“What?” 
“If you quit you can go on welfare. Everybody else 

is doing it now.” 

“What's the deal?” 

“You get paid for doing nothing. You can come 

down to the East Side. Live!” 

“I’ve got five kids, mister.” 

“So what? Bring them too. I’ve got eight. Think 

of it.” 

First stop, driver exits smiling at 8.30. We enter the 

Chelsea. Jackie Cassen is going to visit Bob Blossom, 

the poet. Jackie says, “Yes, Emmett. I know you. Em- 

mett Grogan.” Alright, he’s Emmett, mad Digger with 

the flashing beautiful prole fantasies. O.K. He tells 

her the story. Right now to get money from Shirley. 

Jackie will give Emmett maybe ten or twenty. She 

gets off at six, up up up. 
“T do it all the time,” he says. “I’d say I was Rudee 

Vallee. I turned down offers for 50.” Abbie is that 

kind of extremist. “She said she was going to pin it to 

the door,” he says at Shirley’s. Yes, on the door, a 

check for one hundred dollars. He kisses it. Triumph 

& Expectation. “Hustling keeps you in good shape, 

mentally & physically.” But look at him, allergic to 

pea grains, hasn’t slept seven years, the catnapper 

who jumped up Sunday night started kissing Daley 

embracing his color you’re such a sweet darling of a 

motherfucker. Daley, we love you, you first American 

honorary yippie, “you pig!” 

He stops at Blossom’s apartment. Jackie is there 

with her German Shepherd. “I had it,” Abbie says. 

“Every cent, but I had to give it to two girls who 

wanted an abortion. Did you see Duley’s movie last 

night? You don’t have TV?” he says to Jackie. “You 

mean, all your light shows and—” 

“T come from somewhere else,” she says. 

“Are you taking lights to Prague?” Bob Blossom 

wants to know. 

“No, the Russians are doing that.” And he remem- 

bers WBAI, he with a yo-yo, Bob Fass laying The 

*splanged Banner, and Kusama dotting her freaks.... 

they’re wearing LBJ, Castro & Jackie Kennedy masks, 

and they were actually fucking & switching & swish- 

ing ...on radio! 

“What's the good?” Jackie Cassen says, “it should 

have been on TV.” 

He tells her how to not pay for airline tickets. (The 

info is too valuable to be set down here.) “Corpora- 

tions don’t give a shit if you steal from them,” he 

says. “They call it shrinkage.” 

Then to Jackie’s place for the bread, but, before, 

“Bob has something for you, Emmett.” 

Abbie the Emmett takes the ten dollars and embraces 

Bob. Once in this same building the real Emmett 

Grogan raised $16,000 on the roof, and when he had 

all the money in his arms he started dancing & joying 

up thowing the money around pissing on it screaming, 

it was such a crazy time, and they loved it. 

Who are they? 

So he goes to Jackie’s and gets some more money... 

a check for 20. 

“T really shouldn’t have attacked Emmett’s pan- 

handle,” he refiects in the street while cussing out the 

taxis that don’t stop to pick him up. “But, shit! he 

won’t mind. He shouldn’t. Anyhow, he’s coming into 

my sphere of interest,” he laughs, “Emmett should 

know better. “COCKSUCKERS! Why won’t they take 

us? Ridiculous. Do they expect us to knife them? 

Come,” he says, “hide behind me.’ 
To Steve Paul, the reluctant pervert. Steve not home. 

“That’s what happens when you come uptown,” he 

says. “You don’t know what it’s like to love somebody 
the way I love you,” someone is singing. Abbie is 

invited to wait for Steve. “I get drunk easy,” he says, 

“Apricot brandy . . . good for my health. Medicinal 

purpose.” Drinks & leaves, outside the lights are 

‘dancing on his corneas off-on-off-on. Times Square. 

“T love it. I love it. Anita and I always come here io 

late movies. Great. Look, a cireus tent! Oh, man, I’m 

going to die soon, I’m sure. Everything is so beauti- 

ful.” Stops for cigarettes. 

“Good thing I’m carrying a knife,” he says as soon 

as he gets back to the taxi with two packs, one for 

him one for the driver. “Those guys are really into a 

thing.” 

So down to Max’s Kansas City, and the lights are 

still dancing loudly. 

“There is no myth without action,’’ Abbie soliloquies, 

“and rumor is more powerful than truth.” The war 

was being waged on the media level. Television was 

more powerful than Lyndon Baines Johnson & the 

Democratic Party. Reduced to the question of who 

knew how to use media. 

“Lots of people on the left attribute too much power 

to the Government’. . . to the USA .. . but Mao was 

right. America is a paper tiger.” And he knows how 

to handle the FBI. “They’re always calling on me. | 

know they’re having a hard time. Chicago Police won't 

cooperate. Thinks they’re outsiders. That's important. 

You have to know that. You won’t find out if you made 

a scene .. . came down on them. But you start from 

the premise that you know more than they ‘do. Then 

. mine bought me breakfast!” 

(Continued on Page 6) 



BY DAVID BODIE 

How do you transform revolts into revolution? 

The International Assembly of Revolutionary Stu- 
dent Movements aims to investigate the problem dur- 

ing the week at mass meeting panels and in small 

discussion groups convening in classrooms and audi- 

toriums at Columbia and NYU. 

The assembly, co-sponsored by the Columbia Strike 

Committee and the national Students for a Democratic 

Society, includes representatives from the University 

of Montreal, McGill, University of Nanterre and other 

French groups, the Free University in Berlin and the 

German SDS, the British groups, Italy, Spain, 

Denmark, Sweden, Norway and Czechoslovakia. The 

sponsors told EVO that they have paid the fares of 

seven or eight of the foreign delegates, but need of 

donations to cover other .expenses. Central in th or- 

ganizers’ minds is the question of “where we go from 

here?”. E F 

The events at Columbia — which can be seen as an 

extension of Berkeley’s Free Speech Movement which 

itself had its genesis in the civil’ rights struggles of 

the late fifties — are only a revolt. 

The only tactics were and are revolutionary, just 

as sit-ins were in the beginning. 

The next obvious step — especially after Chicago — 

appears to be coordinating the movements which are 

struggling against the common enemy: the established 

order of things as they are. 

But the answers to the question of how to make 

revolution are to be found in the study of the prob 

lems, in the investigation of the actual relationships 

which now exist in society. 

To this end, the assembly has scheduled seven 

evening sessions. The following afternoon after each 

session, small discussion groups are being held. 

The following is a schedule for the night sessions. 

Each begins at 8 p.m. The afternoon discussions are 

at 2 p.m. 

e e 

Vippied oy  césinea trom rege 9 
Mikey who owns Max’s was on a stool. He chipped 

in 70 dollars. “I’ll give it to you when my book comes 

out. Great book. REVOLUTION FOR THE HELL OF 

rE 

Outside again, he checks the day’s takings. Three 

hundred & fifty dollars. “Ill have to give Anita a cut. 

If I’m up to it I can bring in $1000 a day — and end 

up giving it away during the night. Poor as we are. 

No rent. Anita has to keep on making her beads.” He 

can make a transplanted heart ery. “Everybody wants 

something.” 

He’s the one. Abbiegorin is always telling the poor 

panhandling slobs on St. Marks Place, “Tf you want 

to have fun hustling go above 14th Street. Go uptown, 

youngman. The theatre district. Guilt is thick up there. 

Stand outside GUESS WHO’S COMING HOME FOR 

DINNER? and get rich. Me, I can’t stand Sydney 

Poitier. O.K.?” 3 

He was the same one, the loving freak in gold dust. 

P.S.: Send money, pigincriminating photos, eyewit- 

Sep. 18, at Columbia. “General Analysis.” The his- 

tory and present state of the various foreign move- 

ments, and the situation and outlook in their coun- 
tries. 

Sept. 19, at Columbia. ‘Action and Issues on Cam- 

pus,” The use of reformist demands in making a revo- 

lutionary movement, ways to use a cultural offensive, 

how students are oppresesd in other than political 

ways, curriculum, ideology, etc. 

Sept. 20, at Columbia: “Actions and Issues off Cam- 

pus.” The relationship between workers and students, 

organizing in high schools, relationship to internal 

colonial questions (e.g., th black liberation movement 

in the States, regionalism in Spain), women’s libera- 

tion, organization of professionals, and the kinds of 

issues that organically connect students with other con- 

stituencies (e.g., the Springer campaign and campaign 

against the Emergency Laws in Germany). 

Sept. 21, at N.Y.U. “Actions and Issues off Cam- 
pus.” Discussion of the night before continued. 

Sept. 22, at Columbia. “Organization, Coalition, and 
Repression.” The importance of organizational struc- 

tures, life styles, the problems facing the student 

movement as more and more people are “de-studen- 
tized,” ete, 

Sept. 23, at N.Y.U. “International Solidarity.” The 

necessity for international solidarity in the face of 

international repression and the socio-economic struc- 

ture of the capitalist world. 

Sept. 24, at N.Y.U. “International Solidarity Ac- 

tion.” Discussion of concrete ways in which the student 

movement can become a truly international movement, 

cooperating in action as well as in words. 

While we in America have participated (in person 
or through the particpatory medium of TV) in the 
struggles of today, movements have been generating 
power in much of Europe, in Japan, in China (Red 
Guards), andgto a lesser degree, in Latin America. 

ness encounts, affidavits, the whole works — especially 
money to YIPPIE, Chicago Legal Defense, 127 North 
Madison, Chicago. Money is a must. Heavy legal costs, 
average fines for disorderly conduct $100, $150, and 
then there’s more, absolutely ridiculous, so high}, yip- 
pies & company will end up paying over &100,000 to 
the City of Chicago to Daley’s henchmen . . . “We 
should ask for a change of venue,” Abbie Hoffman 
says after Daley, contrary to the communist structures 
of the Warren Supreme Court, used the media, after 
the fact, to prejudice every single trial . . . because no 
judge is going te go against Daley on the first level. 
And to make matters worse, Yippies are filing a $100,- 
000,000 lawsuit against Dick Daley & the City of 
Chicago, the same circles, for defamation of character, 
physical injuries, for personal injuries, and this major 
suit is being ceordinated thru the Legal Defense set- 
up. “And if we win,” Abbie says, “we are going to 
rent the Ampitheatfe for one Big Pig Rally. And we 
shall invite all the veterans back to the windy city of 
our blood on the streets. And every Chicago policeman 
will given $10,000 to leave the Department. We have 

The struggles necessarily have led to confrontations, 

and the confrontations inevitably have led to human 

violence: the cops beating heads, the cops getting 

beaten (with their casualties lower of course). 

The kind of revolution the movement both here and 

abroad is gearing for is a violent one, one which 

demands the exorcisng of individualism for the sake 

of collectivism of action, (Individualism, the move- 

ment says, is the worst part of individuality, and 

should be exorcised anyway.) 

But isn’t there a human alternative to coercion? 

Is not coercion, in any form or purpose, as evil as 

the coercion of the cops or the authorities? Will the 

revolution leave a stain of horror impossible to rub 
out? 

Yet how is a man to be a man in the coercive so- 

ciety that beats on our brains every day. 
What can any one guy reading this paper do to make 

things better 
The easiest (and that is not a qualitative judgment) 

move is not to move, to sit still so no one pays atten- 
tion to you except when you’re out of line. 

But then you’re always sitting in your own shit. 
You can join the establishment, like working for 

McCarthy, and try to affect reforms from within, hop- 
ing that the American tradition of being willing to 
change if another way works better is still a live tra- 
dition. 

But you saw what happened in Chicago. 
Revolution is the only organized alternative it seems. 
But the best people in America have always been 

the ones who refused to be organized, who sought the 
fulfillment of their own individuality, abandoning 
their relationships with neighbors. 

But they went it alone and didn’t try to be the so- 
cial workers of the world, the saviors of the down- 
trodden, the defeators of the evildoers. 

That was none of their business. 

to win with love, too, man.” It is loving them to death 

_ on the streets of the world as the old order of sindeath 

creaks under the rhythm of change. 

Are you now ready to accept Christ as your personal 

Saviour? 
co co a 

P.S. 2: The rapbrownization of Abbie Hoffman. The 

slob was arrested . . . at the airport and, lo and 

behold to the fawning love of Daley, a penknife was 

found in the pocket of the tactical genius, Remember 

how Rap was charged with taking a gun across state 

lines . . . Federal charges ... well, Abbie is accused 

of possessing that dangerous hydrogen weapon and, 

the unkindest cut, of taking his point across state lines. 

He will soon be charged with taking his sinus to 

Chicago. Daley laughed til he wet himself, another 

vindication . . . no good terrorist knifecarrying nigger- 

feeling .. . he couldn’t stop laughing! 

“Let him carry on,” Abbie after stepping out on 

bail. “I won’t do anything to stop Wallace from taking 

him on as Vice President. Me, I’m the President of 

God.” 



e’s more interest in 

g people.” 

zer, bon vivant and 

nhester Arthur, spoke of 

it than ever, especi 

Gavin Arthur, 

grandson of U. S.: 

quaintances: Rad “develapar t x 

“science” I had always regarded as fradulent, My own 

brother routinely records his patients’ astrological 

sign as part of a psychiatric history. Psychiatrist Carl 

Jung cast horoscopes for all his patients. If astrology 

did have any validity, I wondered, what could be the ex- 

planation? 

One evening while driving alone in my car, listen- 

ing to the “Zodiac” album on one of the local FM rock 

stations, I looked up at a full moon. I thought of its 

effects on our oceans, manifested as tides. If the moon 

can so dramatically affect those waters, it seemed 

conceivable that the moon, planets, and sun also could 

exert subtle effects on a person’s internal fluids and 

chemicals. 

To the best of my knowledge, no comprehensive 

scientific study has ever been made of astrology. 

Science is based on a conception of order and prob- 

ability, so is astrology. We should be able to apply 

scientific principles to ascertain whether astrology is 

a fake or has validity. 

One proposed study would be an analysis of psy- 

chiatric diagnoses correlated with birth dates (i.e. 

astrological signs). Similar studies could be done 

easily and cheaply using computers (the first of the 

psychedelic programmers will complete her IBM train- 

ing soon.) 

Physicians, no less than lay people, should regularly 

confront themselves with the fact that we can hardly 

conceive of much that is unknown but still knowable. 

What are my personal beliefs about astrology? I’m 

agnostic. I admit the possibility but do not believe. I 

think it’s worth investigating. 

On the other hand, a hip Larkspur dentist maintains 

that astrology is merely a reflection of a larger phe- 

nomena’ fe=-- 
FLOUR POWER 

The stars, karma or coincidence combined to bring 

about a beautiful sunny day filled with love and groovy 

peoplt. I was to. meet Gavin at his dentist’s office in 

Petaluma, egg basket of this part of the planet. 

I drove down Washington Street, which shows signs 

of slowly changing into a glass and stucco replica of 

ten thousand other American main streets. Dr. Fran- 

cis Crawford’s receptionist slid open a glass window 

and beamed out at me. I mean beamed. No white uni- 

form. Partial anesthesia derived from her good vibra- 

tions. 

“Gavin’s not here just now, but there’s someone I 

think you’ll want to talk to.” 

Sitting in tht dentist’s chair was smiling, tanned 

Garnet Brannan, Golden Gate Bridge of the genera- 

tion gap. She told me she was working on a book about 

her experiences as a confessed pot-smoker of at least 

18 years. Fired from her job as principal of a grade 

school, she now teaches the children of the Oompali 

Commune. 

“See you there this afternoon,” she said. 

Time to have my teeth checked, I thought, as I left 

Dr. Crawford’s office. Gavin Arthur was waiting near- 

by and we drove out of Petaluma and on to Oompali, 

Hank Harrison, former head (!) of LSD Rescue, re- 

(Continued on Page 21) 

Avant-Garde Festival? 

BY DA LATIMER 
Saturday notwithstanding, Charlotte Moorman is still 

about as avante garde as a cattle car. Dress her in an 

orange jump suit, suspend her from balloons, hand 

her a cello that really has no say in the matter, and haul 

her down Central Park West in the vanguard of a freak 

parade, and still, well—any boat with such a figurehead 

would sink beneath your wisdom like a stone. The Sixth 

Annual Avante-Garde Festival, which manifested itself as 

a parade this year, could really have got on well enough 

without her. It got on splendidly. It was nice. 

Around eight-thirty, an hour and a half late, things got 

underway. The parade had been held up for a while by 

a disturbing element from the Far East, one Yayoi Ku- 

same. who insisted on infiltrating the ranks. Now, the 

parade was filled by invitation only—twenty displays, no 

mcre. no less— and it was sponsored by Consolidated 

Edison what's more, and it was feared that little Yayoi 

might prove embarrasing in any case. She has people 

run around naked, you know, and lately she’s taken to 

political comment, burning flags and such. At ninety-sixth 

street, where a clutch of people had gathered in the sun- 

set to inflate balloons and warm up amplifiers and such, 

Kusama’‘s crew appeared éarly and began soliciting heip 

from the onlookers. Producing a long spread of bright 

red linen, she wound it around a dozen people, including 

a tailend contingent of little kids. To some of these she 

handed fleshcoloured masks of notables like Johnson 

and Mae West—truly hideous masks, real freakouts, 

people were cringing back from these little kids who 

looked like Lyndon Johnson, it was a good effect. But 

then she blew her scene, did Yayoi, by burning two flags, 

an American flag and a hammer and sickle. ‘What in 

God's name are they doing?’ ‘i think they’re burning a 

flag.’ ‘Ahem, yas, that’s par for the course, par for the 

course indeed. | wouldn't be surprised if there were 

some drafcard burnings too. Yas, yas.! ‘That's awful.’ 

‘Boo. ‘Hiss.’ The parents took their kids out of the red 

stuff and dragged them across the street. Kusama let 

them keep the masks. This sort of thing went on all 

night. 

Finally though, the police stopped traffic along Cen- 

tral Park West from one hundred to fifty-ninth, and the 

progression commenced. At Onehundredtenth, where the 

main body of the parade had mustered, the strobes 

were spooking the squirrels out of the trees and the 

pigeons were swarming away toward the sheep meadow. 

One of the great things was winding gently through the 

park behind a kid on great tall stilts, weaving and 

sweating happily in the glare of a spotlight trailing along 

behind him, dancing on stilts while a happy combo 

played wonderful African music. Con Ed had provided 

the trucks and the power: a series of electrified art dis- 

plays trundied down along behind, between the trees, 

up and down the little hills . Upper Central Park 

should be discovered and taken over by shaggy freaks, 

it'd keep us off the streets. 

The streets, in fact—at least Central Park West—were 

taken over Saturday evening, albeit legally. The avante- 

garde parade had this advantage over any others | can 

think of: rather than merely stand and gawp passively 

at the parade, the people were encouraged to jump 

in and wade alongside the likes of Ralph Ortiz,- Luis 

Camnitzer, Carolee Schneeman, Willoughby Sharp, Joyce 

FOTO RAEANNE RUBINSTEIN 

Wieland, Emmet Williams, and Lil Picard (late of EVO, 

sweet Lil). 

Kusama tried that, walking alonside the parade. There 

was this ridiculous teeny-tiny Japanese chick strutting 

down the street, and blow me. down if she wasn’t smack 

dab in front of the middle of a great banner stretched 

across behind her reading—well, it went like this. SELF 

(kusama) OBLITERATION. That too was one of the great 

things. 

But it was not to be. First of all, some patriot in the 

crowd noticed she was carrying a Red flag, hammer and 

sickle displayed prominently. Sure, it was in fact a Red 

flag—dragging along in the dirt behind her, people were 

walking on it, dogs were pissing on it, it was a shambles. 

But Con Ed was promoting the thing, you'll remember, so 

presently appears this racketeer type, cigar and vest and 

all, who gestures at the flag and threatens to turn off 

the power on the whole parade. without Yayoi removes 

the hammer and sickle from it. Stripped of a bit more 

symbolism, the Sixth Annual Avante Garde Festival Pa- 
rade continued with a plain red banner dragging through 
the soot. The Con Ed soot. 

Now, what else was in the fucking thing? There was a 
movie screen that showed damn few movies, as far as | 
could tell. Somebody had lashed a dozen or so wooden 
chairs to the read bumper of a Volkswagen van, nailed 
human siloughettes to the chairs titled them The Chair- 
men, and dragged them down Central Park West to the 
Mall, hoping they would break apart into flinders. Few 
of them did. The winch that carried the Projector which 
illuminated the kid.on the stilts also broadcast African 
music and snatches of conversation: the guy on the 
projecter periodically swept it across the buildings facing 
Central West, narrowing the spotlight in on any windows 
that single people were staring out of like TS Eliot hol- 
lowmen. Charlotte Moorman was ruder than usual to 
whatever cello-players might have been watching her 
Robert Breer loaded two ducks onto the back of a Con 
Ed truck, stuck in a waterfilled tub and lots of flowers, 
and let some kids sit on the tailgate. 

That was the way to go down Central Park West, perch- 
ed on a tailgate next to the ducks, who indignantly re- 
fused to swim around the tub. The Con Ed stooge who 
was driving the truck periodically came back during the 
halts and threatened to throw us all off, to cut off 
Breer's power, to cut off everybody's power and take all 
the trucks and go home. Breer just wanted to get his 
ducks home, he didn't want any trouble—he was. keeping 
an eye out for Ralph Ortiz. The rest of us sat on the 
back of the tailgate passing a bottle of wine around and 
talking politics; the wine was excellent, the politics shat. 
Entering the upper sixties, we noticed a lot of rich local 
residents lining the sidewalks, gawping at the parade. 

‘Hey, hey, we're the honkies, 

And we go honkin'’ around,’ 

was one of the things we said to them. Others included, 

‘Get a haircut,’ ‘take a bath’, and ‘join the parade.’ No 

hard feelings though, everything was remarkably groovy 

and comfortable. There were traces of the old Be-In feel- 

ing in the air, stirrings not felt since the Easter before 
last. 

Qualifiedly. Kusama was still in the parade as it ap- 
proached the Mail, walking fast, and she drew abreast of 

(Continued on Page 16) 
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The troubles besetting President Nasser 

of Egypt just seem to keep piling up. 

They range from Israel to Arthritis, from 

conspiracies from within to conspiracies 

from without. The Russians smother him 

with military goodies and lousy doctors and 

the Americans take his verbal saber waving 

with a vengeance. His people love him but 

really don’t give a shit. His efforts in 

modernizing his people’s archaic existence 

have been thwarted from their inception. 

In what have been an effort to Outkwame 

Nkruma, he passed a series of laws so 

irrelevant that they blow the western mind. 

Among other things, he outlawed Hashish ° 

and Opium smoking which in our terms 

would amount to taking Flag, Mother AND 

Apple Pie away from us. Simply inap- 

plicable. 

Also, there is the law against child mar- 

riage. According to figures released by the 
Egyptian’ Government, more than 3 million 

_ girls in ages between 8 and 10 were bar- 
“tered in marriage in Egypt during the past 

three years. Those same girls have during 

the same period borne 2% millions babies. 

The same report states that the usual 

reason for such marriages is the dowry 

involved. Unlike the fortunes sometimes 

paid by Arab Oil Princes for flesh, a sheep 

or a lamb is all the Egyptian peasant gets 

for his daughter. The report finishes on an 

optimistic note, pointing to 195 arrests 

already made in the allout governmental ef- 

fort to enforce these “progressive” laws. 

As Spiro Agnew says, Law and Order is 

all it amounts io. 

One of the more remarkable things about 

the British is their ability to swallow the 

glories of their colonial past and concen- 

trate with unique single mindedness on the 

present. 

Former rivalries have not prevented the 

British from creating an atmosphere to 

which even the most avowed of enemies 

have gone for their education. Like all 

other British educational institutions, Sand- 

hurst (Britain’s West Point) today is a com- 

posite of just about every budding militarist 

nation from the far flung corners of the 

former Empire. A proof thereof is that the 

armies of just about every newly indepen- 

dent nation in Africa and Asia use English 

as their command language. The British 

military tradition is by and large upheld, 

symbolically at least if not always in 

practice. One might say that good karma 

flows between the respective military es- 

tablishments. (Ask the Nigerians how well 

british weapons slaughtered the Ibos of 

Biafra). 

Every once in a while the British get 

repaid for their generosity. At times the 

students return to their alma mater to dole 

out some of their knowledge. One of these 

is Yigal Alon, the Deputy Prime Minister 

and Minister for Immigrant Absorption of 

Israel, and former commander of the Pal- 

mach. and one of the most original military 

strategists and tacticians of our times. The 

guerrilla warfare concepts conceived and 

practiced by him and his men have been 

guideposts to every guerilla war fought 

during the past twenty years. Oh yes, Alon 

recently paid his dues to his British alma 

mater with a lecture on “The Application 

of Strategic Studies to Security Policy” 

given to the students of the British Insti- 

tute of Strategic Studies. 

Alumni are the same the world over, 

anyway you look at it. 
Ke OR 

There is something wrong in God’s busi- 

ness. Even though Billy Graham manages 

to make a good thing out of it, (his moun- 

tain hideway in North Carolina should be 

sufficient proof), the past attractions of 

the ministry seem to wane with the times. 

The Methodist Church recently reported 

that the number of preministerial students 

in it’s colleges and_universities has dropped 
by one half since 1960. 

Emory University’s Dean of Theology, 

William R. Cannon characterized the situa- 

tion as extremely critical “with no sign of 

improvement in sight.” 

He attributes this lamentable state of 

_affairs to society’s antagonism toward in- 

stiutional religion or even worse, it’s total 

indifference to the existing church struc- 

ture. 

Con Edison and RCA did it. Why doesn’t 

God try to remake his image. Just Image, 
the structure can stay the same. Just like 
Con Edison and RGA. 

Nicer to look at but the same old taste. 
* * * 

The ties between Church and Mammon 
are historic fact. Even when the connection 

is not always clearly in evidence, it never- 
theless exists. 

The pill is no exception. The Pope raves 

about it and Wall Street thrives on it. At 

times they boom, at times they bust, but 

there they are nevertheless. 

The following is from a Wall Street 

newsletter and properly refleets the im- 

portarice attributed it on the Street. 

Those swinging birth control pill stocks 

were off pace again yesterday. G. D. 

SEARLE fell 4-1/8 to close at 38-7/8 on 

a 57,000-share turnover and UPJOH 

slipped 1-3/4, to 49--1/4, on 7,500 shares. 
Meanwhile, en the Amex, SYNTEX fell 

; BY JAAKOV KOHN 

pers 
2-7/8, to 54-7/8, on 73,200 shares. Syntex 

supplies the raw material for birth control 

pills. 

The rumor evidently stemmed from dis- 

cussions at a closed meeting of the Amer- 

ican Cancer Society regarding research 

projects that are in an early stage of devel- 

opment. 

The Wall Street rumor — which was 

actively making the rounds on the floor of 

statistically significant relationship be- 

the Big Board — was that there was a 

statistically significant relationship be 

tween the pills and cancer. However, the 

studies in question are nowhere near com- 

plete enough for evaluation, and observers 

at the Cancer Society indicated that no 

relationship had been established. 
* * * 

_ Perhaps because it is the sign of the 

times, garbage has become one of our major 

preoccupations Somehow garbage per- 

meates every facet of our existence. As a 

consequence, the garbage collector had his 

status in life elevated from that of a plain 

garbage collector to an important link in 

the chain of national survival. The last 
grabage strike in New York proved that 

point. 

In accordance with this, great care and 
solicitude is heaped upon the Man in Green. 

We all try to present him with neat bundles, 

carefully assembled, wrapped and tied. The 

man’s hands certainly shouldn’t be soiled 
with our shit. Fair and square. 

It seems that all these efforts are in 
vain. The poor garbage man is still not 
satisfied. The most recent complaint: Dis- 
posable hypodermic needles carelessly cast 
about. 

According to the New York Sanitation 
Commissioner, 114 sanitation men were 
pricked by needles during the past months. 

The Commissioner appealed to doctors 
and nurses to discard all future needles 
properly wrapped. Certainly reasonable but 
somehow one sided. Aren’t junkies and 
diabetics equally entitled to the commis- 
sioner’s thoughts? Are our subcultures that 
worthless? Can’t they be allowed to make 
their contribution to the garbage man’s 
welfare? 

x * & 

Three Gems From Spiro: 
“We shall establish clear and unequivocal 

guidelines as to what constitutes peaceful 
confrontation and what is deliberate 
provocation.” 

“Efforts to discredit the police strike 
at the very foundations of domestic peace 
and order.” 

“Those who falsely allege police bruta- 
lity, maliciously or not, encourage criminals 
and contribute to the spread of crime and 
violence.” 

* * * 

The energetic drive by Japan to make 
its presence felt on the markets of the 
world received a boost from the recent 
J apanese discovery of major copper deposits 
in the Congo. After three years of secret 

' (Continued on Page 23) 



BY LITA ELISCU 
You Are What You Eat is due to open with a benefit 

for the American Indians . .. and that’s O.K:; they have 

as much to do with this flick as anyone else. The idea 

of community, beads, living off the land—they’re about 

the only Americans who ever really practiced that as a 

way of life (excepting early Pilgrims who had no choice). 

YAWYE (and if great hordes of moviegoers don’t pick up 

on that upon first sight, they aren’t going to enjoy what 

comes after) is about the overall process of ingestion, 

digestion and excretion; people feeding off each other 

with exquisite table manners borne of trust and love, 

knowing nobody is getting something for nothing. It is 

a movie about the Underground, and what one man in 

particular, Peter Yarrow, thinks is the basic substance, 

plus a few forays into dessert: Super-spade glowing day- 

glo but even more psychedelic while going down on some 

blonde chick who happens to be like a bakery customer 

with a half-hour time slot ticket; Zappa is there for fleet- 

ing moments; Vito; Tiny Tim; flowers, acid, green green 

grass and lots of tongues, mostly wet. Peter Yarrow sings 

some numbers, and appears in his film at various mo- 

ments, eating watermelon, listening to a Southwest hip- 

pie talk about family, hearth, and what a roof blue sky 

can be... 

Some of the scenes catch: musicians playing instru- 

ments in the hot Arizona (?) sun, on top of low plateaus 

and mesas, girls around, all going faster in the sun; the 

Greta Garbo Home for Wayward Boys and Girls in toto; 

Super-spade, who just uses that telephone like the ex- 

tension cord is only another manifestation of his black 

cock. 

The movie is very aware that ‘perception’ is only diges- 

tion under different colors; the one term implying more 

intellect (a + word) and the other more earthy and as- 

sociated with wastes (a — word). YAWYE hopes every~ 

one is past that hang-up, realizing that in cycles of life 

and death, there is no concept such as waste, although 

there may be plenty of shit. 

Everyone to his own digestive tract; part of the movie 

hit like psychedelic cotton candy, other parts deserve a 

flash of recognition—you've been there, too. It's a nice 

ride, and may be like Joe Franklin’s Trip Down Memory 

Lane for some. Like Hair, it will be a visual confronta- 

tion for many who think that ‘hippie’ implies an inability 

to exist in the world. Their world, yes; but then nobody 

ever said it was going to be their world forever .. . the 

flick opens Sept. 24, Carnegie Hall Cinema, 7th Ave. 

between 56 and 57 Sts. . 
* * % 

A selection from the already short biography of James 

Lee Byars, artist: “‘His Head weight 25 pounds;"’ May be 

Zeami’s ghost; Likes the number 100,000,000; Admires 

Einstein, Stein, and Wittgenstein; Is a natural a.m. type 

and furthermore, he creates conditions so that 

events may take place; one might say he is the irrita- 

tion which causes the oyster to produce a peari!. Not even 

he knows how it will turn out. Last Thursday, he held the 

opening of a new—production?—show?— at the Archi- 

tectural’ Leagite up on Madison; -500: peoplé* poked “their «. oe 
4 ye peter re ek Si: ia oe ry 

FOTO RAEANNE RUBINSTEIN 
heads through precut holes in a long red curtain which 

went all the way around the block, to the amazement of 

people inside the red wall, outside, and those who be- 

came performers through happening to be there (passing 

taxis, pedestrians, and several little boys who ran up 

and down inside the red curtain causing infinite alarm to’ 

those glancing down their head-hole at that moment, 

watching blond heads race past their knees). Everyone 

had their price to climb inside the curtain; some held 

out for three ‘‘no’s’, some four, but most went under 

at two. Once the line had gained enough momentum to 

plunge around the first corner at a sedate and slightly 

drunken walk, volunteers became more frequent. 

Mr. Byars will have 6 such ‘plays’ going on at the 

League, through October 3rd. All dates are tentative, 

so call first: 628-4500. This Saturday, the 21st, from 1-5 

p.m., Mr. North South" constructing mile long strip in 

‘gallery will be on; repeated over the weekend from 10° 

a.m.-5 p.m. Next week, such events as: 12 in a Pink 

Pants; Hopefully Mile Long Strip will be performed on 

5th Avenue sidewalk between 59th and 79th Streets on 

Sept. 26, 10 a.m.-12 noon. 

The Architecture League is at 41 East 65th Street. Call 

lst: 628-4500. 

Duffy is a bummer. Not even James Coburn and all 

159 teeth gleaming can help; not even Susannah York 

and James Fox looking very drug-thin and speed-freaked 

(but it isn’t, we all know—drugs are too aging; they just 

went to spas like the Golden Door for a couple of weeks) 

can help this flick. Plot: James Fox and John Alderton 

are half-brothers whose Dad is James Mason—who is 

much smarter than either of them; he married their 

mothers and got all the money in both divorce settle- 

ments. Strange, even for England where a man’s home 

is his castle, and possession is 9/10 of the law . . . Any 

way, we’re going to pull this super, absurd caper, see 

and rob dead Dad—for the sensation of it, for the kicks!!! 

Got it? Right, then; on to pop porn of erotic statuary 

(good) cool dialogue (terrible!); Tangiers and the Mediter- 

ranean (Mmmm-skinny bikini’d bodies are in the way 

most of the time); and the craziest character you've ever 

watched: Duffy. He is a jack of all trades hip, been- 

around type; smokes hash, introduces himself to beauti- 

ful women with James Bond elan and experience—and 

then turns into the wierdest bourgeois puritan this side 

of Spiro Agnew—a real freak of unnature. ‘“‘Like man, 

DUFFY is in, a gas; it’s with it; it’s like groovey.”’ That 

was a direct quote from the credit sheet. Yippie-skippie. 

The flick is at Cinema I, 60th St. and 3rd Avenue. 
% * 

The Stranger Returns, on the other hand, is one of 

the finest spoofs available, doing for the Western what 

2001 did for sci-fi. There’s this cowboy—tThe Stranger 

—and he rides a black mare named Pussy, who comes 

when told to... and he is mild-mannered, clean, cour- 

teous and is as attracted to female companionship as 

Tiny Tim. Mainly, ma'am, he kills, killls! kiji-ulllls!—but 

always in the same efficient, cool way, whether it’s a rab- 

bit bothering Pussy in the bush or\a band of outlaws Who 
~ 

Dn 

have nearly murdered him. 

i saw it at Loew's Orpheum, 86th off 3rd Avenue, and 

there is a great Tom & Jerry cartoon playing with the 

feature at this theatre. It was like getting nuts and 

whipped cream with your hot fudge sundae—and you 

didn't even have to ask. 

Pc (Continued on Page 21) 
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his week in New Y 

Apollo: Marvin Gaye, 

psc my Johnsor® & Dj 
Au Go Go: Rhinoce 

NEW Concert — Tuesd 

in the mall featuring 
raffic, Wind in Willows, Elizabet 

wee. & dake, Rhinoceros _ 
‘night dance, -light B& 
ite Underbelly, Wind ir 

Hand, mest,” 

erate madnessg 

heir quasi-religious, , 
Shoving red hot 

fave chron- 

Tuli Kup- 

ferberg’s 

provides 

tionary change than al! 

‘that makes revolu- 

fic old left, rhetoric.; 
changes . ~ 

Johnny Pissoff Meets the Red Angad is 
piece about the stereotyped real Anteric 

that he is Fighten’ mad at the dissident, the d | 

the black in this country. The whole album is a muff 

divers paradise of Fugantics with lyrics like “Let me 

slip my horny candyeane into your existential hole.” 
Po * * cl 

Noncommercial superrock radio station WFMU-FM 

(91.1) and listener supported WBAI would rather help 

than annihilate each other. The two community oriented 

stations are exchanging tapes and reciprocally public- 

izing each others formats and crusades heralding a 

new era in broadcasting. 

The electrical Kokaine Karma broadcasts live on 

91.1 Monday thru Thurs. at 9 A.M. and kick off the 

week with a monster six hour show that starts at 

11 P.M. on Sunday. The WFMU switchboard was 

flooded with calls Tuesday night during an on the air 

phone conversation between KK and Lou Reed*of The 

Velvet Underground, The Velvets will be heard before 

Karma’s electric phallus in the near future. Sharing 

the Karma juices this coming Monday (Sept. 23) will 

be jazz-rock guitarist Larry Coryell. A veteran of 

the Free Spirits, Chico Hamilton and The Gary Burton 

Quartet, Larry is currently featured in the Steve 

Marcus Group. He will sing and play live as well as be 

presenting a tape of his latest record done at the 12 

track Apostolic Studios. Aided on the recording session 

only by drummer, Bobby Moses, a former Free Spirit 

who is also in the Marcus band, Larry play guitar, 

bass, keyboard, and sings through overdubbing on the 

recording. Other Karma guests this week will be singer- 

songwriter Burt Sommers and Traffic. 

Tiny Tim, our lovable vaudeville style singing hero, 

has obtained a restraining order halting a record com- 

pany, Bouquet Records, from. manufacturing and dis- 

tributing an album, “Concert. IN Fairyland”, and a 

single, “Be My Love’’. 

scons, Carla Thomas, Tom- g 

Listen My Brother 

ol entert 

” —@jast Thusday 

ia. hn attempt gras mad 
‘of contem-"~ # ¥ event was the Worlds 

$a new Electra albu 
of the Warhokclang® 

* speakers an MG gis eevee : che 
aits of 

Amatly 100 

f press, pa- 

album acco 

‘glds, “works 

fas an event, 
it.” “In record- 

“album, so why 

a live per- 

ntains Nico’s 

Underground’s 

5 # 

Stevie Winwood’s Traffic along with the gospel 

sounds of the Staple Singers offer the patrons of the 

Fillmore East one of their finer evenings of music this 

weekend, However ticket sales have been slow so seats 

should be available for performances. Incidentally, 

original bassist and guitarist Dave Mason, who had 

left Traffic on their last tour is back with the band. 
* 

Spooky Tooth, another rising British band will be 

appearing at Steve Paul’s Scene for the next “week. 

Their music has a fuky R & B country flavor often 

reminiscent of the band. 

Comedian David Steinberg returns to town for a gig 

at the Village Gate. Also on the bill are the-not-be- 

missed Steve Marcus Group featuring Larry Coryello 

and the trend following commercial flautist Herbie 

Mann. 
* 

Major record companies are looking over a new home 

grown New York band, The Train. The group is an 

expansion of the 5-man Mandor Beekman and features 

Garland Jeffries vocal), Bob Lenox (vocal and key- 

board), Ron Burzel (guitar), Richie Weiner fender 

bass, Howie Levine (amplified stand up bass), Don 

Keider drums) and Abby Raider (drums). Jeffries, a 

follower of Swami Satchidinanda, delivers his own 

beautiful lyrics in hypnotic style. The band behind 

him present a strong sound and could develop into 

a major East Coast rock group. 

Buzz Linhart, currently touring the British Isles 

with a back up group, has signed with Mercury Ree- 

ords. An album recorded while he was a leader of 

The Seventh Sons, a rock group, will be 
shortly on ESP 

released 

OPENS THURSDAY MIDNIGHT | 
SEPTEMBER 19 | 

PLAY-HOUSE OF THE 

RIDICULOUS REPERTORY CLUB 

PRESENTS 

THE MOKE-EATER 

Kenneth Bernard 

DIRECTED BY 

John Vaccaro 

Thursday - Friday - Sunday Midnights 
Saturday 1 A.M. 

MAX’S KANSAS CITY 

Park Avenue South at Seventeenth Street 

RESERVATIONS 254-9461 $2.50 - $3.50 

MEN ONLY 
GOING SOFT TOO SOON? 
it took a smart person to create it. A doctor to recommend, and us 
to sell it. When you go down, it stays up. Hard to beat. $12.00. 

@ Reuseable. Show this ad to an old friend. He will always be grateful. 
Fer more information send $1.00 (refundable on first order). Mail only. 

JOHNSON 
Bex 171 

80 Riverside Dr., N.Y.C. 10024 

FRIDAY & SATURDAY, SEPT. 20 & 21 

TRAFFIC 
STAPLE SINGERS 

CROME SYRCUS 
FRIDAY & SATURDAY, SEPT. 27 & 28 

COUNTRY JOE: FISH 
TEN YEARS AFTER 

PROCOL HARUM 
FRIDAY, OCT. 11 

_BEACH BOYS _ 
SATURDAY, OCT. 12 

HOLLIES 
SLY ti: FAMILY STONE 

FRIDAY & SATURDAY, OCT. 18 & 19 

JEFF BECK GROUP | 
TIM BUCKLEY 
ALBERT KING 
FRIDAY & SATURDAY, OCT. 25 & 26 

MOODY BLUES 
JOHN MAYALL 

AND AT EVERY SHOW 

THE JOSHUA LIGHT SHOW 

FILLMORE EAST 
SECOND AVENUE AT SIXTH STREET 

2 SHOWS EACH NIGHT—8& & 11:30 PM. ALL SEATS RESERVED: $3, $4, $5. 

BOX OFFICE OPEN DAILY INCL.SUN.—12 NOON TO 10 PM. INFO: 777-5260. 

MAIL ORDERS. CHECK OR MONEY “ORDER PAYABLE TO “FILLMORE EAST,” 105 2ND AVE. NYC 

10003 ENCLOSE SELF ADDRESSED, STAMPED ENVELOPE & SPECIFY DAY, DATE & 8 OR 11.30 SHOW 

MAIL ORDERS RECEIVED 3 DAYS BEFORE PERFORMANCE WILL BE HELD AT BOX OFFICE 

TICKETS AVAILABLE NHATTAN—DIFFERENT DRUMMER, Lexington ot 6st: NEW YORKER BOOK 

SHOP, Broodwoy of 89!F, VILLAGE OLDIES. 149 Bleecker Upstairs’; BROOKLYN—ONE ABOVE TWO 

BELOW. 2 Bay 28 St 86 S1 , PRANA—132 Montegve, Bkin. Hts.; WESTCHESTER—SYMPHONY MUSIC 

SHOP, 28 Palisodes Ave, Getty Squore, Yonkers; BRONX —COUSINS RECORD SHOP, 382 E Fordham Rd 

PLEASE CLIP AND MAIL 
} would like tobe on the permonent FILLMORE EAST MAILING LIST ond receive odvente information about Sl! 
concerts ond specio! olfractions 

Evo 
NAME 

ADORESS 

OT) ier eee Sa  ————— 



SUBSCRIBE NOW! 

AZZ 
3&POP 

JAZZ & POP is the most influential publication dealing with 

contemporary music. Who writes for JAZZ & POP? Men of 
the calibre of Nat Hentoff, Ralph Gleason, Frank Kofsky, 

Don Heckman, John Szwed, Jay Ruby, Tom Phillips. 4s 

And too many others to list. With a staff such as this, © Ay 
you can see why JAZZ & POP was the first national 
music magazine to publish free-swinging, in-depth 

interviews with Eric Clapton of the Cream and 

Frank Zappa of the Mothers of Invention. Why 
it was able to be first to draw attention to the 

amazing Janis Joplin of Big Brother and the 

Holding Company. (Some other music jour- 

nals still haven’t even learned to spell her 

name right!) Why it was the magazine to carry 

the last major interview granted by the dec- 

ade’s greatest jazz innovator, the late John 

Coltrane. Being ahead of the trends is nothing 

new for us. As a matter of fact, it’s what we've 

been doing ever since the magazine first began, 

six years ago. Back then, when it was called simply 

JAZZ, it was, as usual, the first to give a full and ob- 

jective airing of the new social trends in the jazz world. 

With panel discussions featuring LeRoi Jones, Archie 

Shepp, Nat Hentoff, and Frank Kofsky, we made it a point 

of telling it like it is for our readers. We do other things, too. 

aromas DUBSCRIBE NOW! 
scription! Subscription price for one year 
is $5. (12 issues). So you're getting a $10. 
value (album and subscription) for $5. It’s 
a groove! 

BY THE WAY 
if you are already a subscriber, you can ex- 
tend your current subscription for one year. 

ee i ied 

JAZZ & POP EVO 
1841 Broadway 
New York, N. Y. 10023 . 

eee ee oe Mame Toe ight Hey, this offer’s not bad! Here’s my bread. Send me: 

faa Albom: 0. ONO Stereo 

[_] New Subscription (] Extend current subscription 

Name 

Address 

City, State, Zip 
This offer good in the U.S.A. only. Payment must accompany order. 

CO cee et ec cf 
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GO WAKED“WITH ABOLAFIA® 
TRAVEL THE WORLD WITH NUDE LOVE CANDIDATE 

LOUIS ABOLAFIA AND HIS CABINET OF NAKED BOYS & GIRLS 
ee, 

CAGLIOSTRO PRESS, IN 
association with the Louis 
Abolafia Foundation takes 
keen delight in announcing a 
monthly publication devoted to 
the phenomenal adventures of 

Louis Abolafia, the only nude 
presidential candidate. 

It’s called WITH ABOLAFIA 
and in both words and EYE- 
OPENING PICTURES you 
will indeed be WITH ABO- 
LAFIA along every step of 
his extraordinary explosion 
upon the pop sexual psyche... 

* With Abolafia as he 
does his thing at demon- 
strations around the 
world. 
* With Abolafia during 
his secret night missions 

* With Abolafia as he 
straddles the generation 
gap tracing lost hippies 
in New York City... 
* With Abolafia when 
he makes love, not war. 
With Abolafia is a new 

kind of publication which will 
never cease to surprise and 
delight. You cannot buy this 
publication on the stands, so ane aes es 5 
order now and get the first **Even the President of the United States sometimes 
special premiere issue sent has to go naked”’ — Bob Dylan 
directly from Love Head- 
quarters in New York City. ORDER NOW AND RECEIVE FREE 

NUDE AUTOGRAPH POSTER OF 
ABOLAFIA AND HIS CABINET!!! 

2 Gp eS SS GS SE 22 Se 2 Be es Ss eS 

CAGLIOSTRO PRESS 
| 128 East 4th Street, New York, N.Y. 
5 Pe] | enclose $4.95 cash, check or money order. 

Begin my subscription with the special premiere 

q issue and free nude poster. 

= l enclose $1.50 for the premiere issue alone. 

a lam still to receive poster. 

Charlotte Moorman and her poor paranoid cello. Once 

she caught sight of her, the Wonder Woman of Central 

Park West eddied over toward her, giving the grateful 

cello a breather, and grasped at the banner, hauling it 

aloft. ‘Get out of my parade!’ she shrieked. ‘You weren't 

invited! Get off the street!’ And so on. Yayoi and her 

people retired a few furlongs back, nursing a grudge. 

Eventually, everyone was back under the trees, play- 

ing with the saran wrap, poking at the ducks, digging 

the music . . . ‘This is the nicest parade I’ve ever 

seen,’ declared a nice lady who had just happened by. 

‘Everybody’s so happy, so nice.’ It was nice of her to 

say a nice thing like that. The parade was indeed nice, 

very nice indeed. 

Central Park will be lying fallow all autum. If Charlot- 

te Moorman can get a permit, why can’t WE? 

See Lita Eliscu’s column for responsible journalism 

covering this event. 
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HUBERT SMOKES MURIEL’S and other but- 

tons. Purge Moral Constipation with these large, 

colorful Suppositories for the Soul. Guaranteed 

to bring fast relief. 

GENE LIVES 

——AMERICA’S GETTING DICKed 

——PURGE MORAL CONSTIPATION 

I wouldn’t buy a used car from either one 

——Save your SOUL — Don’t Go To The POLL 

HUBERT SMOKES MURIEL’s 

1/35c, 3/$1, 6/$1.50, 10 or more 20c¢ each. 

Myers, Box 125, Dept. B., Yorktown Heights, 

New York 10598. DEALERS INQUIRE. 

MODERN TURKISH BATH 

A New Sophisticat’d Concept For The 
“YOUNG AT HEART” 

CONTINENTAL BATHS 
230 W. 74th St. (Bway) N.Y.C. 

Phone 799-2688 

Operated* by men for men only — Open 24 
hours a day, seven days a week — Finnish and 
Russian steam rooms — Private dressing rooms 
with ultra-clean' sleeping accomodations — 
Modern 45 foot swimming pool —- Massages 

i NAME: | — Snack room — Color T.V. — Chess — 
Love Candidate direct from Checkers — etc. 
Jonany Carson, Merv Griffin, STREET: 

an Burke and the Inter- / Special get acquainted ooffer. Present this ad 
national Press. CITY: STATE: ZIP: and receive $1.00 off regular admission price. 

<5 GEE CEE GE CE Ss GS ee es Offer good any time to Qct. 3, 1968. 

DIPLOMAT 
REVISITED | 

THE WIND IN THE WILLOW S&S, AND THE SOFT 

WHITE UNDERBELLY TAKE UP WHERE THE 

OTHER GROUP LEFT OFF ....WITHA WEEKLY 

“DIZ-BUST” DANCE AND SCENE. WEDNESDAYS 

& 9T01A.M. SURPRIZES 
e SEENES. 43RD ST. OFF GTH 
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THE MAN one by VAUGHN BODE’ 

IT 1S A GOOD 
DAY, STICK... 
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sit awaiting Godot. 

Koestler says that science must now 

save us with a drug, but science is mute, 

and acid is not the answer. So | ask, 

Baby, can we get much higher? What 

can bring us down? And | say, we can’t 

get much higher, and war can bring us 

down. Not assed rice paddy war, Viet- 

nam style, but honest to god blood and 

guts World War II type WAR, and that is 

our drug and our Godot, and that is 

HOW TO MEET MR. RIGHT where we are going. 
and ‘ For good, times, and the movement, 

STOP TRYING TO FIT A ROUND PEG ( Yi and flowers, while it all lasted, a dirge. 

INTO A SQUARE HOLE ce Am dea 

dipshit 
(Continued from Page 2) 

You can now meet the really right people the safe, dignified, con- 
fidential way. It used to be difficult to meet people who share your 
interests, people with that just right personality, looks, tastes and 

“ background. Space age computer science now makes it safer and 
easier for you to make the friend you’ve always wanted to make. . . 
the truly discreet way. 

Gay power has now made available an 1.B.M. 360 computer dating 
service specially designed by gay people for the exclusive use of the 
homosexual community. 

Whatever your particular interests, our computer can now find some- 
one to match your desires. You are sure to meet at least 5 and up 
to 14 compatible people. 

No matter where you live in the USA, the computer will work to 
find matches for you right in your very own area. 

xl PE a (lee) ome, 

Call or write TODAY for Free illustrated literature. No obligation. 
Fully Confidential, of course. 

wo MANTA M AY ie 
17 Barstow Street 

Great Neck, New York 11021 

Or Call: Area 516-466-5828 

—Head Comix by R. Crumb $2.50 

y —The Captive Debutant 1.75 
—Meditation by Mouni Sadhu 7.50 

'—Color & Personality 

—Magic & the Quabala by W. 

E. Butler ; 

—How to be Healthy with 

atural Foods 

Enclose 10c for each paperback; 

25c for hardcovers. Send 25¢ for 

our catalogue. 

THE 

sini 
HENDRIX 

movies © slides 
posters photos 

A BiG 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED COLOR 
GATALOG FOR ONLY $1.99 

Bizarre Photos 
1545 North Detroit Street 

Hollywood, California 90046 

EXPERIENCE 

THERE ARE ALL SORTS 
OF DIFFERENT DRUMMERS 

Another Experience. Still the leaders, but now two 
steps ahead. So much to say, it’s taking two albums 
(packaged as one). Many new games to play, all 
without benefit of rules. Electrified zapp. 
Plug yourself in. 

£ 

WE SELL CLOTHING 
THE DIFFERENT DRUMMER, 788 AND. 792 LEXINGTON 
AVE. BET. 61- 62 STS. 838-0320 
We Sell Fillmore Tickets © Send For Free Catalog 

Wi) 
ELECTRIC LADY LAND RS 6307 



Decomp 
(Continued from Page 4) 

Life between comic books is intoler- 

ably barren. Last week the newsstands 

were falling over with them, groaning 

under the weight of Thor, Iron Man, the 

Fantastic Four, the entire Justice League 

of America and their teenage auxiliary, 

and all those enchanting Donald: Ducks 

and Bugs Bunnies reprinted from ten or 

fifteen years ago. This week they are 

all gone, with only a few second-string 

Archie comics—Jughead, Reggie, Laugh 

etc.—between us and the _ tabloids. 

Things get a little better every month, 

it seems, especially with the DC/Super- 

man line—old Marvel Comics, of 

unusual sex 
Can't be had if it’s not in here: Sex intercourse educa- 
tion books, gynaecological studies, nude chicks of all 
colors & nationalities, young nude males, dominant 
types, polaroid studies, open crotch photos, models to 
pose to your instruction by mail, sophisticated desires, 
erotica, star films, action films, homosexuality, les- 
bianism, M & F artificial organs, aphrodisiacs, sex 
aids, unusual garments, stag records, swingers clubs, 
uninhibited correspondence, inter-racial, cancel out 
and homophile clubs, etc. These are only a few of over 
1,000 items—the most complete catalogue of adult 
products ever assembled, .Many sources advertise in 
no other publication, and over 20% are in far-away 
countries. This $10 value can be yours for only $3.50, 
when you become a discreet, satisfied user of the 
Adult Yellow Pages, No matter how bizarre it is, you'll 
find whatever you seek, or subconsciously desire. 

KRENT, P.O. Box 636, San Francisco, CA 94101 

(Orders sent out same day received). 

course, are still the best goddamm comic 

books that ever were, and are not likely 

to ever be overtaken. With its own 

thing, though, Superman/DC is clearly 

Trying Harder. 

Angel and the Ape appeared for the 

second time last week, comics fans and 

dirty old men, and may the Hoary Hosts 

of Hoggoth ride roughshod over me if 

it’s possible to get all the way through 

this one without raising a hardon. Angel 

O’Day pulls off a totally new thing in 

this issue—she wears a miniskirt, all the 

way through it, which is literally no 

more than a flimsy fringe. She is made 

up all of long lines and little dimples, oh 

she’s just fine . . . Sam Simeon also 

touches the extreme limits of what the 

Comics Code deems acceptable, notably 

by socking the teeth out of another go- 

rilla—UGGG! The title of the story is 

“Case of the Missing Go-Go Girls,’’ and 

the incidental cheescake is simply not 

to be missed. Besides all the skin, the 

general excelience of the satire com- 

pares favourable with the maiden issue 

of Angel and the Ape last month. 
cs * cd 

Also too came out last week the sec- 
ond copy of The Geek, unhappily enough. 

Contrary to all the laws of probability, 

this month’s Geek outstrips last month’s 

for sheer total unredeemable disgusting 

shit. It really astounds me how frighten- 

ingly foul this comic book is. The Geek: 

a Thing that Lives and Fights for its 

Soul. Dragged forth from the garbage 

and the flowers (dee-dum) of San Fran- 

cisco Bay by The Clinkers, a teenage 

vandal gang, he directly beats shit out 

of the Berlin Airplanes, a batch of hood- 

lums who ram around in a wooden mod 

el of a Fokker Biplane. You will remem- 

ber that the Geek is a tailor’s dummy 

improbably animated by the action of 

the sun and a bolt of lightening upon 

the foul hippie threads he has been dres- 

sed in. Nevertheless, this revolting thing 

finds itself gainfully employed in the 

assembly line at a large spaceship fac- 

tory, What’s more, he finds work for his 

hippie friends there, giving them some- 

thing better to do than to bash counter- 

demonstrators over the head _ with 

PEACE signs. The heavy this time around 

is Lord Sliderule, an old-line Imperial- 

ist with an entourage of incredibly re- 

pulsive dwarves and giants—this batch 

mixes it up with the Geek, who is no 

sunflower himself. At the end, naturally, 

Lord Sliderule goes down to ignominous 

defeat—reprimanded by none less than 

Ronald Reagan himself. Vomit vomit. 

The Geek winds up riding a rocket ship 

on an interplanetary cliffganger. If this 

rotten comic book weren't so super- 

latively nauseating and incredibly forget- 

table, it wouldn’t be worth twelve cents; 

as it is, it has to be seen to be believed. 

In Olean, New York, the latest play- 

thing for the local fuzz is a closed cir- 

cuit television hookup that broadcasts 

innaresting happenings from the local 

downtown business directly to the mun- 

icipal police department. Rumour has it 

that the screen that moniters the ladies 

hosiery section is closed off in a room 

all its own, and that anyone standing 

outside this room is privy to certain 

rhythmic sticky noises emanating from 
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within, punctuated by 

whistles and groans. 

Pray, what is the New York Police 

Department doing with itself in this age 

of electricity? Last week on a crowded 

Lexington train your reporter was frot- 

ted most foully by a feeble faggot all 

the way from Grand Central to Astor 

Place, and there was not a single ca- 

mera on hand to witness his defilement. 

And the noises that come out of that 

bedroom next docr . . . Where is Big 

Brother now that we nee him? 
* a 

occasional 

Some people have wet dreams, Lati- 

mer has Yippie dreams. Eleventhirty in 

the morning he lifts out of kief-drowse 

slightly, enough to look at the clock and 

wonder whether to get up and go to 

work, or lay back and go to sleep. Pres- 

ently, a vision interposes itself between 

sleeplevel and wakelevel, and it is shown 

| am one of a multitude of Jews and 

hippies following Aaron wearily, wearily 

up the last bluff into the Promised Land. 

Abruptly, Aaron sights it, ahoy Israel, 

crawling with milk and honey, there it is, 

the answer to our dreams, so to speak. 

But before he lets us charge over the 

top of the bluff, he has to invoke the 

Diety and bless the populace and spout 

propaganda: he is yabbering away a 

string of Yiddish, his arms spread ma- 

jestically, looking for all the world like 

Charlton Heston. And suddenly there is 

this strange shaggy freak, Abbe Hoff- 

man no less, dancing around him, ca- 

vorting, simply apeshit. It’s Abbeee, so 

| figure to hell with the promised Land, 

and get up and get dressed and go out 

for the Post and breakfast. 

SITARS FROM INDIA 

_ Sale Priced from $99 
Bamboo Flutes, Bass, Alto, Tenor 

Dulcimers — 3, 4, 6 String 
Tambouras, Table, Dumbeks 

MUSIC INN 
169 W. 4th Street (near 6th Ave.’ 

CH 3-5715 

Mail Inquiries OK 

OPEN 12 TO 12 

ladia's 
Finest 
incense 

IMPORTERS 
120 W. 3d St. New York, N.Y. 

and 5 st. marks place 
475-9189 

A 
TOTAL 

EXPERIENCE 
IN SOUND 

A 

Ss 
LIMELIGHT |@> 

i They assembled in Toronto, the five best rock-men 

I in Canada...recorded in Manhattan, in a prestigious 

i series of sessions...proving the cream of Canada 

I to be a very heady brew. 

POWER IN MUSIC CAN BE FRIGHTENING. 
POWER IN MUSIC CAN ALSO BE BEAUTIFUL. 

AND WHEN THE MECKI MARK MEN 

COMBINE THE TWO-IT IS EXQUISITE. 

ALBUM LS 86054... A NEW ALBUM RELEASE ON LIMELIGHT 

A Product of Mercury Record Productions, inc. « A CONELCO Corp 

WARNER BROS. SEVEN ARTS RECORDS. INC 

KENSINGTON MARKET WS 1754 
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SEPT 18-19-20 
_ 3 NIGHTS ONLY 
ONLY N. Y. APPR. 

FRI THRU THURS 
DIRECT FROM 

| ENGLAND 
ONLY N. Y. APPR. 

MON THRU SUN 
DIRECT FROM L. A. 
ONLY N. Y. APPR. 

SEPT 30-OCT 3 | 
MON-TUE-WED-THU 
4 NIGHTS ONLY 

Steve 

Paul’s SCENE 

Michael Butler and Peter Yarrow 
present “You Are What You 

Eat” a Natoma/Cerberus 
Presentation Produced 

DANCING-BLUES-POP-CONCERT 

The TU RTLES 

SPOOKY TOOTH 

Performing ‘LIVE’ their great hit: 
“Beck In The Street Again" 

Sunshine Company 

ADMISSION Only $2.50. @ Uninhibited Dancing Available - 

NOW FOR A LIMITED TIME . . . YOU CAN GET 

FREE SEX BOOKS 
as an extra bonus when you buy books from 

us. Send 25c for GIANT CATALOG and details. 

Books, Dept. EVO-? 
§ 1651 Cosmo St. + Los Angeles, Calif. 90028 4 

l Here’s my quarter, please rush me my GIANT § 
i CATALOG of SEX BOOKS and details on your 1 
t FREE SEX BOOKS offer. 

gi Name 

: Address = — 

E City_ State Zip 

i | am over 21 years old 
eseeee2e=sc 

‘The Exciting Return Of 

TEN YEARS AFTER 

OCT. 15 THRU 27 ALBERT KING 
NOVEMBER 5, 6, 7 

by Peter Yarrow and 
Barry Feinstein 

Music by John Simon 
Cameraman/ Director 

Barry Feinstein 
WORLD BENEFIT PREMIERE 

SEPTEMBER 24, 1968 

CARNEGIE HALL CINEMA 
7th AVENUE & 56th STREET PL 7-2131 

Send for FREE 

button: 236 w 54th 

ORIGINAL SOUND TRACK ON COLUMBIA RECORDS 

TRAFFIC 

301 West 46th St. 
JU 2-5760 

“COPULATING COUPLE” 

By LEONARDO DA VINCI 

23" x 28”’ Print — $4.00 ($10 Value) 

Original is in private collection of 
England's Royal Family. 
First time offered in the U.S. 
Limited edition of 2,000 numbered copies. 
Only 1250 numbered copies remain unsold. 
Unusual gift idea. 
Send $4 check or money order today to: 

ROSS RINTS — BOX 58 
Dept. E-4 Cooper Station 
New York, N. Y. 1003 

Wild Blue Yonder 
About a year and a half ago, EVO reported 

an incident on the Da Nang air and missile 

base where 300 black service men had 

rioted because their civil rights had been 

violated due to the improper attitudes of 

their white counterparts while off duty. Since 

this demonstration and riot the Air Force 

had passed a regulation, AFR 35-78, forbid- 

ding civil rights demonstrations by service 

men while on base and making it a punish- 

able offence. The Air Force, of course, had 

never passed a regulation forbidding service 

men to demonstrate or organize a demonstra- 

tion on an Air Force base against the war 

in Vietnam. Below is a copy of an official 

Pentagon communique concerned with an 

aforementioned 2nd Lt. Hugo F. Smith, who 

is in process of organizing such a demon- 

stration and the steps to be taken to stop 

the demonstration from taking place... ...... 

GLOSSARY OF TERMS 

AFR — Air Force Regulation 

AFR 35-78 — Prohibits participation in civil 

rights demonstrations 

AFR 36-3 — Outlines procedures to admin- 

istrative discharge 

349th MAW — 349th Military Airlift Wing, 

: Hamiltoon AFB, California 

22AF — 22nd Air Force - headquarters at 

Travis AFB, California 

DOD — Dept. of Defense 

Following is a reprint of the original text, 

unclassified message received August 28, 

1968 at Headquarters, USAF Communica- 

tions Center. All details of the text are ex- 

actly as originally transmitted: 

Personal for: General McConnell from Gen- 

eral Estes. 

Subj.: 2nd Lt. Hugh F. Smith, FV3179560. 

| am informed that facts and circum- 

stances of this matter have been discussed 

with you by General Manss and Cappucci and 

that there is secretarial interest. Smith is 

organizing a ‘Peace in Viet Nam’ demonstra- 

tion for men in uniform to take place in 

San Francisco. He applied for and received 

a permit for a demonstration to be held on 

21 September. Subsequently, permit changed 

to October 12. Strongly believe this demon- 

stration should be quashed if possible be- 

cause of possible severe impact on military 

discipline throughout the services. There 

is no AFR specifically proscribing this type 

of activity. AFR 35-78 is pointed solely to 

civil rights demonstrations. Since there are 

national policy considerations in such an 

order it should emanate from DOD or at least 

Air Force level. | recommend this be done 

at once so that. Smith will realize that if he 

proceeds he subjects himself with certainty 

to criminal punitive action. In the absence of 

a regulation or order specifically prohibiting 

such activity believe any criminal prosecu- 

tion would be teneous to say the least, par- 

ticularly in view of the political climate of the 
day. If the foregoing is unattainable | reluc- . 
tantly recommend that we be given authority 
to proceed with dispatch with the AFR 36-3 

A FOOTNOTE: Gen. Estes was: asked for 
a comment on the above message, and his 
spokesman, Col. Jack L. Giannini, said: “4 
am giving you a categorical denial.’ 

When the colonel was pressed on the is- 
sue, he said with a smile in his voice: “You 
missed the first word of the message—per- 
sonal—and we only give a ‘no comment’ on 
Personal statements . . . | can’t comment 
on a message to the chief of staff, that is 
a privileged matter not meant for the public.” 

¥ and arc. BY 5-\e2e 
aM. 

SV. Wath PL. 
VV, SKS « News, SEXIGIE , 
200000 OOVRRG OO 0000006 
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Hip 
ferred to this commune as a “hippie country club” 
perhaps because of its large swimming pool. But Oom- 
pali is basically a ranch with a gracefully fading man- 
sion, outbuildings and a stable as well as 640 acres 
of rolling hills, oaks and sunshine. 

The San Francisco CHRONICLE ran a story about 
Oompali recently featuring a photograph of beautiful 
nude girls baking bread in the sunshine. Thousands of 
loaves of bread are baked weekly and given away free. 
Must be a plot of some sort. 

One of the occupational hazards of baking bread in 

the sunshine is swarms of yellow jackets. Several of the 
merry bakers were stung that day, some on delicate 
parts. Stings of yellow jackets, bees or wasps cause 
local pain but the symptoms are usually mild. Cold com- 
presses, baking soda, aspirin and antihistamines are 

adequate treatment for most insect bites. Rare allergic 
reactions may occur, though, which require emergency 
medical treatment. 

Near the baking area was the huge swimming pool, 

well-used by playful tanned children and adults. The 

water was warm and clear. Good therapy for Gavin’s 

arthritis. Good therapy for my Pisces head. 

Later, a group of us sat in the sun by the side of 

the pool drinking beer, eating cheese and hunks of the 

good rich bread. Suddenly Bobby fell backwards in his 
chair. 

“Guess I’m not used to alcohol” (Bobby’s Santa Cruz 

marijuana bust was widely reported two years ago be- 

cause he claimed to use the drug as a religious sacra- 

ment. His case is on appeal). 
While we visitors swam in the pool or lolled in the 

sunshine, commune members carried freshly baked 

apple pies from the huge revolving bake oven to the 

kitchen, Oompali and Morningstar Ranch members 
were planning a flour power demonstration and visit 

to their jailed leaders Don McCoy and Guru ex-Lime- 
liter Lou Gottlieb. 

Lou had been jailed for the crime of letting people 

live on his own land. MsCoy joined him in the Sonoma 

County Jail for the crime of singing outside the court- 

room where Lou was being tried. Free bread and pies 

were to be given away near the jail. A more powerful 
act than the explosion of a bomb. 

Before we left the ranch Gavin introduced me to 

Sister Mary, a Roman Catholic nun who joyfully 

spreads the word of God - but in her own way. I had 
seen her room earlier in the day, Have you ever seen 
a peace symbol in the middle of a Crucifix? The last- 

ing picture I have of Sister Mary is of a nun in full 

habit, walking toward the swimming pool, her arms 

around a nude boy and girl. 

We drove back to San Francisco. Soon the endless 

rows of commuter autos appeared, inching their way 

the suburbs. The city itself came into view, beautiful as 

always even with its new skyline. My favorite city, I 

thought, but life out of the city, almost anywhere, is 

better. : 
Dr. Schoenfeld welcomes your questions. Write to 

him c/o EVO. 

THE VILLAGE 

COUNSELING SERVICE 

(Continued from Page 7) 

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 Fast 6th Street, New York, S + sea’ 

Telephone 
9152 

Thilm 
Beginning this Friday, Thresholds will present a play, 

Cain’s Mangoes written by a young Cuban artist, Sbe- 

lardo Estorino. The characters are Cain, Abel, Adam. and 

Eve, and deals with injustice done by men to other men. 

Call for reservations: 677-5504. The play will be present- 

ed through the weekend. 
= co BS 

(Continued from Page 11) 

The Sixth Annual New York Avant Garde Festival took 

place this past Saturday; those who are time-oriented 

and could not amuse themselves for 2-3 hours before the 

play really got under way were disappointed. The ads 

said 7 p.m. and they expected .. . 8 p.m., at any rate. 

Around 10 p.m. it got going, floats and people interacting 

and the parade began, down Central Park West. It was 

worth waiting (we cheated; figuring nothing would hap- 

pen until late, we didn’t start out until 9:30.) Up at 

97th, children watched as floats with lights went by, 

another float containing that Miami Look-oranges, green- 

ery and two live ducks . . . “‘Ah sheet, dass bee-yoo-tee- 

fool” said one little boy, about 9, echoed by his younger 

sister: “Ah. Seet. Ees b’y’t’ful,"’ accent on last syllabe. 

Energy levels got higher as the parade lurched on 

down the avenue, stopping for red lights, freen lights, 
and too many helpful joiners. Carolee Schneemann’s float 
The Flying Blue Float, consisted of people throwing non- 
toxic plastic blue chips at peaple; Pat McDermott waved 
red flags and screamed Vote For Wallace, giving whole 

campaign spiels; others danced along side, totally im- 

mersed in the incredible highs, both personal and con- 
tact, which just kept spiralling upwards in impossible 
waves of powerful vibes. The night filled with children 
screaming, adults yelling, excited and pleasured, and 
finally (was there ever an end?) creating a near-visible, 
near-tangible flying carpet of sound and pure energy 
for the whole parade to float on. 

As the parade continued down, it became larger and 
longer: people were following it, all the way down to 67th 
Street, and more were pouring into its shape and form as 
they were swept up by the whirlpool of interaction flood- 

HORSESHIT MAGAZINE 

THE PURITY OF HORSESHIT 

We can prove that Horseshit Magazine is 
interested in other things besides sex. Pick 
up a copy of issue #1 and leaf through it. 
See, right there on page 42 is a paragraph 
that’s not concerned with sex. Do you 
see it? It’s just to the left of the question 
about how many times a Catholic can 
shake his penis after urinating before he is 
in danger of sin. Yeah, there. Right above 
the drawings of the guys playing boob 
golf on the woman’s body. See? It’s not 
about sex. Or what about the full page 
drawing on page 14? The one of the kid 
pissing on the huge wall painting of the 
military leader. Only a very odd person 
could find that sexy. And there are lots 
of other non-sexual drawings among the 
hundreds in here. Look at page ...um.. . 
no. Well, try .. . hmmmm. Well, there are 
some there somewhere. I know that. Any- 
way, now that we've given you proof that 
Horseshit is not just about sex, we feel 
sure that those of you whose concern for 
purity is about on a par with our own, will 
want to subscribe. Right? Remember the 

name. HORSESHIT MAGAZINE 

THE OFFENSIVE REVIEW 

Horseshit is always mailed in plain sealed 
envelopes. 9. 

me 
oY, 

Subscribe—3 issues for $5. Issues #1, #2 
and #3 now available. Money back if not 
satisfied. Send $5 to: 

SCUM PUBLISHING CO., BOX 361-E 

HERMOSA BEACH, CAL. W254 

7 sae WEST ESTH 8T_.NYC 
CBSE5SE 
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ing the street. | was on Carolee’s float—(One is tempted 
to use Mailer’s style and use a proper name: Eliscu was 
on the Schneemann float .. . ????) and children danced 
along-side like junior grade banshees, screaming and 
hooting, throwing back blue chips at us, then throwing 
them at passers-by. They were the elect, and followed 
the float right into the park, separate from the ordinary 
parade watchers by their mutual baptism, with us, of 
plastic blue chips thrown with lots of love and maybe an 
excess of power. We were all covered, spotted, furred 
with those chips, by the time we reached the park. 
Thre was hardly time to look around and see other 
floats; every person was caught up in his own creation, 
his own experience of his happening . . . The park was 
reached, and it became one big grope-in, nobody know- 
ing where to turn their new power first, on whom, for 
what, just getting higher and higher . . . Lights every- 
where. Earlier, | had fallen off the float (not easy to do, 
but also not hard, considering who was invoived and 
that person's sense of non-balance and lack of coordina- 
tion). Anyway, it began to occur to me that my hip 
would soon be all colors (it is) and that my arm would 
hurt (it does) but that all as for the future. Right then, 
all that existed was the swirl, the absolute maelstrom of 
human energy pouring out in waves of trust and love— 
there was no tension, just vibrations; no fear, just curios- 
ity; no knowledge, only awareness once and for all. 

Even though the festival was marred by incidents: Les 
Levine's light equipment was ruined by some Con Ed 
men “cleaning up’; Kusama was miffed because she 
was not doing a float in the parade; etc.,—the overall 
effect and affect were way above the expected level. 
When people are not afraid to find joy in a parade down 
the street, full or people whom they would normally 
(whatever that means) gawk at or maybe take photos of, 
“in their natural habita,” Then an important barrier has 
been removed. 

. | hope there is another festival soon—maybe a 
winter version . . .? 

Monday, Sept. 23, 8:30 p.m., Radical Booking Agency 
will present Taylor Mead doing several things (maybe 
all at once, maybe not) in a program of his own device at 
Washington Square Church, 133 West 4th. For further 
information and to check the time, please call: 598-3279. 

CMS RECORDS 
presents the most exciting 
and controversial record 

of the year 

CMS-105 
Read in English by Martin Donegan, 

distinguished actor director. 

Taken from the famous ‘‘Little Red Book” 
unacknowledged best seller of the world. 

Descriptive notes written by Harrison E. 
Salisbury of the N.Y. Times. 

e 

Available at record shops 
or send $4.98 postpaid to Dept. 0 

CMS RECORDS INC. 
14 Warren Street, New York, N.Y. 10007 
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Wheeling and Dealing 
phone number to: M. S., Suite 

150, 150 Broadway, N.Y.C. 
Avenue, MU 6-8827. PUBLICATION tractive slim girl- desiring a 

meaningful honest relationship 

and/or who would — strongly 

consider rooming with me in 

the Columbia area once we got 

acquainted. Bob, 332-2969. 

by shy. You name it | deliver, 

C. A., Box 184, Staten Island, 

N.Y., 10306. FIGURE model wanted, no ex- 

perience necessary, full or part 

time, good pay, good working 

conditions, permanent. Call 

889-3282, from 1 to 10 p.m. 

“ABORTION TECHNIQUES” 

CONDEMNED! DECLARED CON- 

TRABAND! GRAPHIC DETAILS 

OF METHODS AND _ PROCE- 

DURE USED TO _ INDUCE 

ABORTION. LIMITED EDITION, 

$2.95. ORDER YOUR TODAY. 

(ADULTS ONLY). PHOENIX 

PRESS, 520 FIFTH AVENUE, 

NEW YORK CITY 10036. 

DESIRE white female room- 

mate, 21-24, to share my apart- 

ment in Queens. Also share liv- 

ing expenses. No personal de- 

mands unless mutually agree- 

able. 886-3573. Erle. 

TO the female who wants a 

man in her house for security 

and peace of mind; | am 28, 

white, pleasant personality, 

and will share apartment ex- 

penses with you. Write Box 

3016, N.Y., N.Y. 10017. 

SINGLE young. Bi-sexual girl 

seeks friendship with same 

kind who ‘enjoy the unusual. 

Photo, telephone. Write G.P.O. 

Box 1272, New York, N.Y. 

10001. 

$25.00 HR. AND UP. Body 

builder types for photographic 

modeling — strictly business — 

any snapshot to Box 48, N.Y.C. 

10012 or call 477-6420. 

TALL, dark, handsome, 33-year- 

old, white executive wishes: to 

meet with attractive female 

swinger for cocktails, luncheon 

and... let's talk about it 

you won't be disappointed. 

Write me, include your phone 

number if posible. Discretion 

assured. Steven Archer, c/o 

AAA-1 Service 943 Columbus 

Ave., N.Y.C. 

BARRI Chea, | would like to 

speak with you. You left. your 

Simon & Garnfunkel with me. 

Phone or write box 133 Peter 

Stuyvesant Station. 

{REE INTRODUCTORY OFFER. 

Your 25 word ad and copy of 

N.Y. Lnvoy (your passport to 

the sensual wor:d of the swin2- 

ers). Send ad today, NO 

MONEY, N.Y. Envoy, P.O.B. 134, 

GCrookiyn, N.Y. 11203. 

MALE, 28, good appearance 

and in advertising looking jor 

attractive gal to communicate 

with. Call 988-2661. Preferably 

after 10 PM. 

GIRLS NEEDED. Nudist maga- 

zine photography 2 hrs. $50.00 

Lee, Studio A, 68 W. 39th St., 

279-6452. Thurs-Fri-Sat. 1-9. 

Also studio models needed. GOODLOOKING' white penis 

desires meeting attractive white 

vagina object enjoy, enjoy, fun 

and games, explore the erotic 

and cultures. Box 226, Times 

Square Station, N.Y.C. 

ATTRACTIVE male would like to 

meet ladies that are interesting 

in the French way of love-mak- 

ing or the Greek way. Am an 

expert cunnilinguist. Call 674- 

9691. Charlie. Call days. 

MALE. model, 30, well built, 

masculine type, available for 

artist sketches evening & 

weekends. $5.00 per hour. 

Send phone & details to GPO 

Box 2313, N.Y. 10001. 

“SIZZLING Adut Taboid"’ Ne 

Bold, Darin! Broadminded 

news, Personas, sources, hard 

to-Get Items. Samp’e 25c. Box 

2-EV, Brook yn, N.Y. 11231. 

ATTENTION, Jocelyn Reed, 

please get in touch with your 

mother, Mrs. A. M. Mousel. 

Phone 1-503-752-2981 in Cor- § 

vallis. 

YOUNG guy of 26, seeks young 

female 18-30 for a wonderful 
evening of cunnilinctor. Send 

photo and phone. You won't 

forget. T.E., Box 1423, L.L.C., 

N.Y. 11101. 

MANY young male figure 

models (age 18-28) for nudist 

magazine. Professional photo- 

graper. No experience neces- 

sary $10.00 per hour. Call 

AL5-2711. 

GAY guy, 22, lonesome, wants 

to meet sincere young guy in- 

terested in permanent relation- 

ship. No queens. Phone Bill, 

Ci 6-9100, ext. 513 or write 

Bluette, 319 W. 48th St., New 

York City. : 

PROFESSIONAL hairdresser and 

massuer wanted NITELY to set 

wigs and massage young black 

female. | am not offering sex 

or money in return for services. 

Phone US4-IXVM eves. 

COLLECTOR’S DECK 5x7 ‘full 

color soii-res.stent. Adu't party 

cards. Limited quantity, $5.00 

each. Fine Art c/o Box 68, EV, 

Crooklyn, N. Y. 11231. 
BEAUTIFUL, sensual bi-minded 

wife and handsome husband, 

30's, will correspond with like 

minded. Box 76221, Los 

Angeles 90005. 

NEED MONEY? Be a sales re- 

presentative for a socio-politico- 

satirical new poster line. Ideal 

for individuals and organiza- 

tions. Write for complete poster 

profit kit. Gross National Pro- 

duct, Box 427 Wayzata, Minn. 

55391. 

PARTY cards ADULTS ONLY 52 

live'y playing cards pius jokes 

in gorgeous co.or $3.00. (Tirst 

100 orders ‘LONUS mini-deck 

i REE) Par-sian c/o Box GS-EV, 

Brook’yn, N.Y. 11231. 

WHITE couple wishes to meet 

other attractive white couples 

25-35 — for mutual satisfac- 

tion, exhibition and __bi-sex. 

Discreet—Call Joohn after 8 

p.m. 516-273-1147. 

RICH YOUNG MAN, 20 years 

old, 5'10"’. seeks the love and 

affection of an attractive unin- 

hibited girl from age 18-27 to 

share his apartment. | am mar- 

riage minded with $50,000 to 

my name and enjoy the French 

and Greek styles of love. Write 

and send a picture today or 

call me at 586-6154, You could 

- be the one for me. Scott John- 

son, 132 W. 47th NY, NY 

10036. 

ATTRACTIVE ‘male, 29, needs 

$1000.00 immediately. ill sell 

body soul. Send checks to: 

Nelson, 402 East 72d Street 

(3-B), N.Y.C. 288-4761. 
BLACK COOK!, BLACK BOOK!, 

BLACK BOOK! Here comes the 

CLACK BOOK! The Dating mag- 

azine. Puts new people into 

your life. Beats computer dat- 

ing (by a smile). Get your copy 

of the unique BLACK BOOK, 

send $1 to Suite 503-E, 160 

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

BLACK male seeks white fe- 

mais with own pad who desires 

stimulation. Call Ronald only if 

interested. leave _ message. 

Tele: 777-3131. I'll call back. 

100 GIRLS needed immediately 

for photographic figure model- 

ing. .No_ experience necessary. 

Minimum $50-75 per shooting. 

Same girls used many times. 

Call Bob Wolfe Studio 255- 

2711. 

MALE, 28 will service young 

studs: construction workers, 

truck drivers, athletes, service- 

men and gay trade. Few limi- 

tations with right guys. Call 

Jimmy, SLU-LPNO. 

STERILE Male, 40 White. Very 

discreet. Good looking with SCIENTIFIC DATING 
apartment, car. Seeking pas- SERVICE, INC. 
sionate uninhibited girl for | “WRITER/EDITOR: — Talented 147 West 42nd St. FEMALE FIGURE MODELS $25 

FREE TRIAL OFFER: Your 25 mutual intimate enjoyment. ff male homosexual, published or New York City an hour. No experience neces- 
word ad and copy of our pa- Absolute discretion assured. unpublished, for wide editorial, Room 1018 sary. | need many female 
per, “your passport to the dis- 

cret sensual world of the swing: 

ers’’ FREE N. Y. ENVOY, P.O. 

Eox 134C, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11203 

models for legitimate photogra- 

phic 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 $50 for a shoot- 

ing; all day earns $75. Some 

models are used many times. 

Strictly business. Call me at my 

Studio and ask questions. Bob 

Wolfe 255-2711. 

887-2365 Evenings. GUARANTEED DATES 

A.M. TA 8-7897, 3 P.M. OX 
5-0158, and Sunday. 

writing responsibilities on 

monthly by male homosexuals 

for entertainment, information 

of other male homosexuals. Re- 

sume writing sample, photo, 

phone appreciated, Drum, 1230 

Arch, Phila. Pa. 19103." 

YOUNG well built Negro girl 

’ (prefer dancer). | am trying to 

get started in photography and 

would like to meet you for pos- 

ing and companionship. | cant 

pay salary-offer photos and 

possibility of living rent jree in 

my truly spectacular apart- 

ment. NO FAGS_ PLEASE. 

MA5-4154. 

CALLING HORSEBACK RIDERS 
AND YOUNG LOVERS. Feel 

sweeter! Slave will tongue-clean 

you after your ride or sex act 

if you're clean, and will lick 

your boots, drawers and toilet 

after I’m ridden. Discretion. J. 

Kust, GPO Box 706, New York, 

N.Y. 10001. 

ISSUE 1 was great but issue 2 

is Fantastic. MIN! GUIDE TO 

NUDE NEW YORK-VOL. 2 

Showing, telling all. Private 

parties, models, photo clubs, 

Complete with phones or box 

nos. The only classified guide 

to really nude New York. Send 

$5. Cupole Box 1104 Radio 

City Station New York, 10019. 

GAY GUY, 30, grooves on and 

would like to meet a guy, gay or 

bi, 18 to 23, not too fem., with 

good features and physique who 

enjoys good times and wants 

some help finding direction. 
Can offer down-to-earth under- 

standing, an eagerness to make 

such a thing work, mutual and 

sincere companionship, travel, 

and financial security for college 

or the freedom to pursue some 

other objective. Must be willing 

to relocate to Philly—but don’t 

let that put you off, this is the 

city of brotherly love. All letters 

with photo and phone answered 

promptly. Chuck Phillips. Box 

2373, Phila., Pa. 19103. 

SPECIAL SERVICES 
AFRO-AMERICAN males 18-35 

who dig their blackness and 

each other forming new group 

for business and pleasure. Ap- 

plicants must be masculine, in- 

telligent, versatile and free 

from hangups. No obvious 

faggots or straights need apply. 

Send photo and detailed jetter 

to AFRAMO Box 979, N.Y.C. 

10027. 

FREE TRIAL: A discret way to 

meet sophisticated swingers, 

whose varied tastes parallel 

yours. Send your ad and re- 

ceive a trial copy, all free. N.Y. 

Envoy, P.O. Box 134, Brooklyn, 

N.Y. 11203. 

MIAMI BOUND, Driving to 

Florida about Oct. Ist. Gay 
male, 35 seeking responsible 

person to go along. State your 

terms. (am_ interested in 

limited business venture once 

there) .Call EL-5-0300 ask for 

Henry Daigneault, or leave 

message. 

NOW: MINI GUIDE TO GAY 

NEW YORK. Listing gay clubs, 

people, parties. Complete with 

addresses, phones. Send $3. 

Cupole Box 1104. Radio City 

Station, N.Y. 10019. 

TO SWING or not to swing? All 

your questions about the sen- 

usal world of the sophisticated - 

swingers answered in a discreet 

manner, free. Write, editor, N.Y. 

Envoy, Box 134-D, Brooklyn, 

N.Y. 11203. 

PERSONAL 

MEN — Meet males who share 

your interests. Call 532-1270, 
Mon. - Thurs. 6-10PM; Fri. 6-8 

PM; Sat. 1-5 PM. ~ 

CUTE AND HOMELESS? Bache- 

lor with a midtown iriplex has 

spare rooms to offer to the 

grooviest, sincere girl who 

answers this ad. I’m 30 and 

good looking and you should 

be pretty, 18 to 24, uninhibited, 

and willing. I’m dating other 

chicks, and you can do your 

own thing in your own private 
life: with no hangups while lou 

live here free. If you are really 

interested and quilify call 826- 

6353. Please call only if you 

are serious, attractive, and 

female. 

COME Home... .. 

when a_ skeleton covets the 

cloak 

and a cell obeys che smoke 

Come Home... 

when blindness passes hoar 

and dreams imitate the shore 

YU-2-4471- ORPHEUS JR. 

BI-MINDED male keenly inter- 

ested in the gay and bi-scene, 

needs understanding counsel & 

assistance. Anybody over 21 

who can help is requested to 

write. Box 327, Soundview Sta- 

tion, Bronx, N.Y. 10472. 

SeLF-CONTROLLED, working 
male, 22, seeks rational fe- 
males for sexual relations. Send 
details to: IR, P.O. Box 222, 
1836 Mott Ave., Far Rockaway, 
N.Y. 11691. 

ASTROLOGY has come of age. 

Skilled interpretation of your 

horoscope and _ progressions, 

$20. Birthday fee for LIBRANS, 

$15. Hugh Higgins 691-2609. Come Home. . . 

when six separates from ten 

and zero cloys the wren 

Come Home, . . 

when three abandons’ the 

source 

and two attacks the course 

YU-2-4471-Orpheus Jr. 

MEN — CLIMAX YOUR DAY — 

Enjoy a relaxing MASSAGE in 

my private studio in East 70's 

or your home. Call Piero, for 
appointment: 734-5094. 

LIKE group sex and games? 

Young and attractive group of 

swingers wouid like to meet 

you. Discretion assured. Fote 

MODELS VERY attractive very hip young 

business executive Jewish 6 ft. 

tall, blond hair seeks a very 

pretty slender girl 21 to 26 yrs. 

old with own pad for a no 

strings attached relationship. | 

will be very generous to the 

right person. Send photo and 

PHOTOGRAPHER needs models, 
experienced and non-experi- 
enced, Caucasian, Negro, etc, 
For illustrations of dresses, etc., 
figure, pin-up, for Magazines. 
Call between 4-6, George Sova, 
Graphic House, 280 Madison 

MALE, 22, PhD student training 

psychotherapy, * Scorpio, activ- 

ist, liberal-left, seeks groovy at- 
FOR photos, films etc. or what- 

ever you are looking for, don’t 
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Did you know 95% of the men in the U.S. have at | negotiations, a consortium consisting of 
one time or another heard of French Ticklers? But six of the major Japanese steel producers 
only about 5% have seen or used them. Reason? ; succeeded in obtaining from the Congolese 
They were hard to find or outlawed. We have them. 
You will love them. Buy direct and save. $1.50 each; 

government a 70 year lease covering 37,000 

4 for $5.00; $10.00 a dozen. Introducing the all |. kilometers of potential ore fields. This pact 

new “Hippy” Sunflower French Tickler $2.00 each. gives the Japanese exclusive rights to 
Safe and wild. Dealers invited. Mail only. We have to explore and develope this vast area. 
sell them as a novelty only. Preliminary geological test indicate an 

JOHNSON eventual yield of 30,000,000 tons of high 

Box 171 grade ore. Assuming that the usual 3.3% 

80 Riverside Drive extraction rate of pure copper helds up, 

New York, N. Y. 10024 the Japanese can safely count on at least 

1,000,000 tons of pure copper to be extracted 

from their pea patch. At the current market 

rate this should enrich the Japanese till 

by $1,350,000,000. 

Considering Pearl Harbor and all that 

followed, the luck of the vanquished seems 

to excell that of their victors. Who the fuck 

needs war when defeat is a passport to 

riches. 

3 a}eSaj;oym + 

Mow 

WILL YOU LIKE 69 
SIXTY NINE 

The Treasure Chest is the most unusual calen- 
dar ever made. Money back in 1 week if not 

@the greatest. It’s too much even for Playboy. 
Three Dollars and worth it in fun alone. Other 
goodies too. French Ticklers $1.50 each, 4 for 
$5. Be the life of the party. Mail only. 

NW] -UOW:SANOY +@596-bL9 :[eY9A +0265-EES -asiyoues 
boots and belts in nehru shirts meet penny whistle peace fool 

JOHNSON PANELISTS AT HOME WANTED P| 

- - F EW YORK RESEARCHER si 
80 Riverside Drive ee research firm seeking people to furnish }- € 

Box 171 honest opinions by mail from home, pays cash Zz 

for all opinions rendered. Clients’ products sup- 
plied at no cost. For information write Research 
669, Mineola, N.Y. 11501, Dent. 58¢ 

feo yp uid Su New York, New York 10024 

offer male or female contacts 

suiting your needs. Send de- 

| tailed letter with $2 to: Un- 

derground’ Enterprises, 485 
| Fifth Ave. N. Y. 10017. 

and phone number helpful. - 
P.O. Box 359, Stuyvesant Sta- 

tion, N.Y.C. 10009. 

tre, Box 979, Manhattanville 

Station, N.Y.C. 10027. 

ters, buttons and. novelties. 

Contact Nostradamus, (212) 

866-1892. , 

who desires sexual fulfillment 

without problems of emotional 

involvement. Call Dave at 657- 

4229. No men or curiosity 

| seekers. 

| YOUNG BEAUTIFUL GIRLS — 
| 18-25 wanted to acompany 

f business man 34, to_ political 
“CLUB POM-POM” — Where — 
swingers meet for adult. fun. @ 

| ELECTRIC YO-YO's!. ELECTRIC 
; YO-YO’S, assorted peace-ankh - 

| Sexotic hobbies Communique jf PRODUCE AND BE THE OJ. §F dinners, theatre, opera, etc. pendants, sew-on patches, but- MAN-MID 40’5-willing to learn 
$1. Details 25¢ from: Fazekas, #f WITH YOUR OWN RADIO GIG F Must be very attractive with tons, posters, glo balls, seduc- or. do anything to satisfy. Wants 

Dept. E.. Box 54, New York, fF ON N.Y. FM STATION. We need & long hair. Generous pay. Send tive service cards, pipes, JF very passionate. New Jersey 
N.Y. 10038. "JB new ideas and voices. . . any ™ photo, phone, details to. J. €. Papers, etc. Send for our. FREE @ girl; colored preferred, single or 

ed .. #— age. Do your own show, . } BOX 223, massapequa, N.Y. [fF MAIL ORDER CATALOGUE. JF married requiring much more 
NEGRO, 27, 6’, handsome, music, news, reviews, com- @ 11758. rete _Wholesale to ail! 25c brings jf than she’s getting, good look- 

/ wants to share apt. West 80, .§ ments or your own THING. NO Geis -“yours air mail. Randy Wicker. & ing, nice shape, no models. 
| WANTED, gay Japanese house 
boy, bright, must cook, tend 

F house, serve, butler. 3 to 4. 
days a week. Hours vary, some- 

time days, mostly 4 p.m. to 
- 12 mid. Must be dependable. 
$75 — 90 dollars per week. 

Steady. Write for interview ap- 

pointment. Ricciuto, 315 E. 

57th St., New York, N.Y. 10022. 

| EXPERIECE NECESSARY, we'll 
train and assist if you have. 

| “IT". If you have a message, 
want to break into broadcast- 

) ing, want exposure on radio or 
have groovy ideas. . . we want 

to talk to you. Serious people 

- only, call, 201-867-6322, 

We also have new service for 
EVO readers, we'll list your 

Peter Ogren, FREE SPEECH {F P.O. Box 367, Elizabeth, N.J. 
t INC., 28 ST. MARKS PL., N:Y.C. 

: 10003 (East Village’s major APARTMENT NEEDED DES. 
_ wholesale suppier of psyche- PERATELY, 3 to 4 rooms, un 

delic goodies. No head shop der $100, clean, West of First 
should miss our line). Ave. or below Delancy St. Can 

4 ; trade good 4 room apt. on 
BUGGED by your barren walls? Lower East Side (cheap) with 

; Hippist selection of Day-Glo elevator and incinerator. Call 
posters. Night Owl, 118 W.. 473-4605. if no answer, call 

with warm attractive female, — 
your sharé $65. Bob after 5. 
p.m. 799-2461. No men: 

1 

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 ' classified ad on the air. We're FF ; 3rd St. N.Y.C., N.Y. 10012, 267-9497. 
Ave. Air conditioned. ; experimenting with this idea... ff MALE LIVE IN, ghost writers J Write for free catalogue. sa 

we're the only station in N.Y. needed for husband & wife ROCK GROUPS — SONG YOUNG BUTCH GUY would like 

LIGHT moving 24 hour service. fF G°ing it. If you want your ad ff swaps, how a cail girl lives, @ weirees smile Studio now of: fp % Meet GAY MALE for mutual 
wagon plus one man $6.00, on the air. . . call us for ap- also one on the F.B.1. and how @ fers master quality recordings [| ng term relationship. Discreet 

~ two men’ $9.00. 388-1954 or _proval and details on time, etc. piers 7. you. i 50% : F at Demo prices. Mono — $12 and sincere only. RF, Box 336, 
966-1405. ». _ 201-867-6322. | writer. it you cannot come to @ oe hour 2-track $20 per hour. ff Midtown Station, New York 

F 300 E. 65, c/o Shore, then 
} call Jean 628-7001 & leave 
| time and message when to 
p meet next day. 

QUT OF SIGHT AMPLIFIERS ff 19018. 
' HERE. Smile Studio. 763- 8th 
} Ave. 246-9431. MEN and WOMEN — want a 

iby : 3 | job? STAFF BUILDERS has IM- 
“NO CHICE, NO VOTE’ and —f MEDIATE jobs for a’ day or 

| WE DO NOT provide box num- WE WILL MOVE anything (from 
Shier bers for our advertisers. EVO. a chair to a whole apt.) any- 

| time (24hrs..a day, 7 days a: 

| week) anywhere (so long as | —SARAH, 
PLEASE CALL ME OR. SANDY. } GIRL MODELS NEEDED! $50 

it can be driven to) all size Nee “HHH (Heaven Help Humani- longer. Hi $$ - daily advance - 

trucks available, and free esti: jf LOVE, SAVY. $6 $75 — rope oa ty)": Buy these and 252 other. [Never a fee:- No’ experience ne- 

mates also. Long & short term MEN — MEET other males # 4 Bete ae pcre: «Now tor buttons. Aliso BUTTONS MADE cessary. For best jobs report 

. Storage also available Village @ wno chare your interests. Call : sn TO ORDER, NAME BUTTONS, @ ready to work before 8 a.m. 

Trucking and Storage, 801 532-1270. Eve 6-10 PM., Sat. BUY & SELL BUMPERSTICKERS. Free — ca- Open 6 a.m. daily. STAFF 
Greenwich St., N.Y.C. 477-5626, 15. talog. Dealers inquire. Suite BUILDERS, 168 Centre St., at 

IMPOTENT — Learn how it is 

possible to achieve sexual union 

without rigidity by a natural 

method. No devices. Send 

$1.00. Encore United, Box 161, 

Englewood, New Jersey 07631. 

503-E, 160 W. 46th St. NYC 
10036. Tel. 581-4199. 

Canal and 24-16 Queens Plaza 

South at Queensboro Station, 

LLG; 

477-1767. 

EMPLOYMENT 
ANNOUNCEMENTS 

HOMEFLICKERS: Collect sensi- 

tive, beautiful short films for 

happy home _ happenings. 

limura’s “DeSade,'’ Meader’s 

“Celebration #3,” others. De- 

tails, Cine Alliance Box 451 

Cooper Sta. P.O. N.Y., N.Y. 

10003. ; 

GO-GO DANCERS WANTED 

REGULAR & TOPLESS. EX- 

CELLENT PAY YOUR CHOICE 

OF NIGHTS TO WORK. KATE 

SHEA, INC. 582-1734, 147 

WEST 46 ST., 2nd FLOOR. 

M.E.R. li — WE LOVE YOU — 

Things can work out. Everything 

in S.A. is okay. Everyone and 

" everything waiting for you. Your 
new white V.W. too. Please — 

Please call home collect. LOVE 

FOREVER AND ETERNITY — 

M.E.R.-F.J.R. 

HUBERT SMOKES MURIEL’S, 

AMERICA GETTING DICKED, 

PURGE MORAL CONSTIPATION. 

For these and other campaign 

buttons, see display ad else- 

where in this paper. 

GALS over 17 — no office rou- 

tine, Neat & well spoken to as- 

sist mgr. in outside contact 

work. Good sal & bonus. Apply 

11 a.m., 119 5th Ave. (19 St.) 

Suites 400-402 (or call) OR 

4-5200. 

An equal opportunity employer 

WHITE MALE 30, wants to fly 

permanently. Only want black 

male teacher with right plane. 

Can pay for many lesons. Cali 

Jack after 7 p.m. WUY-3502. 

WANT TO SWING? Let the N.Y. 

ENVOY be your passport to the 

modern sensual world of the 

swingers. For discreet informa- 

tion free, N.Y. Envoy, P.O. Box 

134E. Brooklyn, N.Y. 11203. 

ANTI HUMPHREY? stencil 

“DUM H H H” in 4” letters 

anywhere. Reusable stencils 

2.00 each. No C.0.D. Tom 

Buckley, 249 Union Ave. Pat- 

erson, N. J. 07502 (201-279- 

7052). 

NEGRO, 27, 6’, handsome, 

wants to share apt. West 80, 

with warm attractive female, 

your share $65. Bob after 

5 PM. 799-2461. No men. 

$125 — week potential - Inter- 

view young mothers for child 

record co. Days or eves. We 

train. Car. furn. 674-5200. Mr. 

Lee. 

WOMEN over 21: A big healthy 

appetite for Sex is no: shame. 

The NEW YORK ENVOY will 

show you how to discreetly 

meet modern singles and cou- 

ples for mutual satisfaction, 

free. N.Y. ENVOY, P.O. Box 

134B Brooklyn, N.Y. 11203. 

SEXSATIONAL LIGHTERS, with 

nude models are now available. 

Imagine lighting up your friends 

with this exciting new conver- 

sational piece! Five different 

poses! As little as $2.50. Send 

money orders only to: D. M. 

Driscoil Enterprises. Post Of- 

fice Box 103. New York, N.Y. 

10016. 

COLLEGE grad seeks a woman 

PROFESSIONAL PHOTOGRAPHER NEEDS 
MANY GIRLS. $50 - $75 A SHOOTING 

FOR NUDIST MAGAZINES. 
NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY. 

WANTED —Intelligent, unin- 

hibited but discret Afro-Amer- 

ican male 18-30 with treatrical 

interest. Career opportunity 

work close with director. In- 

terest more important than ex- 

perience. Little money. Lots of 

benefits, includes free acting 

classes. State all qualifications 

in letter — phot. Write: Thea- 

STUART — CALL HOME — 

PARENTS AND EDWARD MISS 

YOU — LOVE 

RARE — NO LONGER AVAIL- 

ABLE! Eugene McCarthy Pos- 

ESOTERIC INTERTESTS? Spe- 

cializing in the unusual, we 
CALL BOB WOLFE STUDIO 255-2711. 
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