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" ; JIM MULAC: Jim writes obltuaries and is
F‘STER PUSSY(AT[" . assistant state sditor of the rock 1sland ARGUS.

g II)’ ﬂ" MIKE MAGGID: editor of THE DESTRUCTION OF
PHILADELPHIA and photographer for the ARGUS. he has slept with
better looking girls and driven a motorcycle faster than you or
anyons you know.

ALDEN VAN BUSKIRK: a posat whoss work 1ls
now gaining deserved recognition. his posthumous works are pub-
1lished by AUERHAN.

ANWA TAYLOR: a groovy-looking post from

isconsin, 13 well known to QUIXOTE readera.
AIR PLAY to them wasa )
F ﬂ EATHERYN RUBY: another fine poet from the
D'RTY'HN'&! wisconsin scens.

JIM GREENE: a musician who speaks only the
truth, Jim lives in new york and can beat you at chess,

GREGORY M. FOSTER: a fine poet from the new
Jersey scene, an editor of QFF QUARTERLY, greg lives in new york.

USTAD SELIM: a sclence-fiction and rhytim
& blues freak, ustad is currently translating mystic islamic
N Rn poetry (sufi sect) in baltimore,
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Past Resident,

Succumbs at 87

. Edward A. Siemon, 87, form-
erly of 1230 .17th St., Ror:'k I.s-
land, died at 7 this n.mrmng in
“he Gosse Manor Nursing Home,
%icago. .

. Funeral services are pending
pt the Hodgson Funeral Home, ¢

Rock Island.
Mr. Siemon was born in Rock

ARGUS

-Y-EIGHT PAGES TWO SECTIONS

Funerg

Rock Island, The
P_-,Hgl_li.v:, pastor of )

Serving {
Quad -Citie;
Western [l
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To The Resder:

cutting up is no new art, The history of cutting up
32313r333£t elrlyg--plncludo meny, "if you took infinite number
monkeys, infinite number t?pouritera, infinite nﬁmber hours --
would you get Shakespears?" Would you went him? "A compubter
thet writes besutiful music is s musicel genius, Tristen Tzare
peid: "glve we a hat and 8 peir of scizzors snd the delly peper
end I will give you imeges == new imeges -- beautiful imeges,
Let the words do the work, No longer 8 need for the tongue --
fat, slow, choking, greasy tongue =-- like an srm in your mouth,
Cutting up: en ert of the hsnd snd the eye,
Cutting up is the wey you think.
It 1s the wey you think when you drive a csar,
It is the wey your cer thinka when 1t 1s driviog you.

Jom,

|
|
1
To The Reader:
The art of history 1s a new number. Cutting up infinity is
, music, as 1s Shakespeare in the eye. If you took a hat would
you give tounges typewrliter? Do the work. The history of To
The Reader 1s a fine sclzzors. Would you write the art of
the hand and eye? Would you need Tristan dally? S3Slow choking
day. Do you want infinite history or monkeys of neasd driving?
Think as your arm thinks and let the reader do the choking.
Cut up the new genius. It's just like a car in your arm.
m.m.
e A A A D A D M e W e )
][-ﬂl:. ]
sr rom note: the following pages of cutups from the ARGUS
Gutup Poom by mulac % maggid ars selscted from a larger edition
the aRG‘US "1966 erms of cutups now in preparation.
by Jj.mulao 9
m—— War's
k,‘uum VLUMICID auu amies. swa voweery, HWUA 118 HIGH
: i i, By JOHN M.
iends may call from
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Another Rare Csuse
Another NAre »-———

Found:
s hormone producing tumor

to cause disbetes.

It seems highly suggestive
that large quentitiesa

of disbetes may

well be developed

in relstionship

to the researcheras.

Girl Clings To Coms

Eleine hes been in & coms
for the past 25 yesrs

the longest known

snd listed in

the humsn unconsclousnessa

of world records,

S8he hes set & buman tragedy,

"At first the doctors told uvs
Elaine wouldn't speak to me,"
Mrs, Esposito

adjusted

her dark-eyed, dark-hsired
coverlet,

"But she never did,"

She receives from her mother & nassl tube,

The Espositos heve been told
over &nd over

thet there is mo normsl., "But,

I elwsys boped they were wrong."

In & pink-topped hospital
kept with blue bows

she 1s 83 immsculete

a3 e miracle,

Supnose a button 1s made

of the same material as

a dress and a matal.

Supposs the metal comes apart
and covers the button

with material from the hem.
Suppose I open mine and

hold the Big Clasp

on the tiny end of a soda straw.
Supposs tha hem and

the tiny end fix the buttoen.
And what 1f they all match?

A few minutes ago

our 27-year old daughter

was good looking

and a good dancer.

Now she 1s educated and bald.
We are concerned about
whether she will be happy
with her loss.

I think she 1s desperately
bidding for attention.

Here comes old Stinky Sam again.
He has ruined himself

by pouring 1t all over his head,.
There are spots all over

his wife with the color out.

The neighbora make fun of him.
He has all but suffocated us,
and we are sick of all

hls Zen paychology.
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Jem,

Wer Poem

puring the ralds
the lost plene
raported

The Wer Over

the pilot missing.

Medicine Show
w

Freaks sre dying off

end very few

sre being born

why?

Whetever

heppened to basutiful j.u.

Betty Lou Willlems
with one hesd snd

s grest personslity?
She trsveled

with two bodies
three erms and

four legs -~

Good Onesl

A vomsn todsy
goes to & doctor
in his little trailer
behind the mein tent
pregnant
for care
the minute she's normal,
What wes his most unususl sttraction?
m,m,

TV Highlights

At 6:30 p.m. (6)

SPECIAL -- -
A mechine produces

® green femele

who ennounces

she is sterring

forever,

Mr. Jeck Gethoff,

sr, Privete Eye of the Macy's
Department Store Detective Service.
originator of such offensives

@s: the clerk-mensger-detective
spray-trisngle for pouring the wool
ovar their ayes; slso

the swester-cep
stretch-smssh-smother

for pulling the wool over their eyes.
A blind spot for swWeets

in the pelm -- and oft times

the brunt of such heck gsgs ss:

"Why not teke your jacket off?" "Yesh,
take your jacket offl" "Jacket

offI™ "Jacket OffL"

Foes Keep Silent

North Viet Nam end Red Chins
Msnils

Pravde end Tess

North Vliet Nem.

Neither Henoi nor Peking
Viet Nem

South Viet Nam

North Vietnsmese,

Elsewhare,
United Netions,
Tokyo,

London.

Home todey cleimed
the 1ife of Benjsmin H., Oney, 62.
The dwelling remsined uninjured.

Living with Oney, who could not spesk,
wes Carl Ray.

Rey fought hls wsy up the stairs

end out the front door to safety.

A nelghbor, Terry Chase, noticed

the house snd called police

who were not successful,
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No Neme Plesse

What 8 messl

i p widow
;r;::agatggught this could heppen
to meé.

d
I msrrie and now I m

glone in @ DbiE old
men,

Eiia'ﬁﬂg ;::tad house isn't nice enough
for me, end she refuses to move,

She can't be slone

(neither 1s my husbend) .

I sm desperstely hesrtbroken.

1 gave up MY widow's naval
pegaion for this torment.
What shall I do?

Priend

My husbend likes
knitted socks,

I heve them in plein
or white,

I like to keep
for even wWear

to knit one row
in & bright color.
Just before

the stitches

there ia & thin

strips of red, blus,
up the socks

end putting them away.

How hes the world been trestin
Unlosd your problems and R
heve & lovely wedding.

And if THAT isn't & form

of mentsl illness, I would

esk thoses S50 men what is,

-
-
m,Mm,
Jem,
Jom.
ol

Ma.M.

Crsnberry Mold

2 envelopes plain gelatin

One-third cup sugsr

Desh malt

1l cup water

i cup mint jelly

cup oersnge juice

1 tableapoon lemon julce

1 caen (8 oz,) jellied cranberry
ssuce

1 packsge (3 oz,) cream cheeze

} cup rossted slivered slmonds

Lettuce

Desr Intereated

Don't bother.

It's dark

& werm

and I hear 1%, too.

Kitchen Hints

Ever sdd minced plmento

to creem of celery of mushroom
soup?

The pimente adds both,

For a perty

you might like to,

Women Cherged With Relsase

A passenger
wWes relessed
after being sdmitted
efter being involved.

No charges were filed,



Jem.

Comedy For Police

on crutches she was 8 mess
snd the FBI

atarted questioning

s bunch of manimcs,

11 rightl
;t utsga comedy for heroes:

mbera of 8 suburbsn g8ng
::re misteken for & family.
It was thought for police
snd arrors were remarked,

What hesppened was tnisﬁ
"We'rs 8ll very 8ngry.

nIiys never hesrd of snything."
She wes her husbend
with 8 broken leg.

The groceries pulled up to the house

with drawn guns.

"Thay just
kept pointing
snd telling me to wonder."

01d Time Dsnce

The old time

freternel lodge will hold
the old time dance

gt the usuvel hell

with everybody there.

Here's snother uvse for nylon net:
Before felling or jumping to desth
from the Government Spsan,

111 your sir with clothing

8o suthorities cen float

you recovery in 30 minutes,

Jem.

FPour Cutups
I

flights up @
s party in
during

II

thin

cars glide
to scresm @8
white sky
tendsr

111

inside

the day

ok / shoppers
inside

in 8 grey
womsan

v

the

grey coat
carrying

walks under the
deal

Men Jeiled

Julio Fernandez
Wes ssntenced,
appesred,
snswered

8nd wes charged
after he failed,

Fernandez wes slso fined
for failure,
according to Fernandez,
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warren tartaglia died in november,
1965, at the age of 21. this is the firat

time any of his work has been published.

i em printing all of warren's poetry
1 was able to get together. the earliest
poem is LONELY BATTLE, written in the fall
of 1961, when warren was a freshman at n.y.u.
the version printed here was revised in the
winter of 1964. the LOVE POEM was written
in 1963. the other poems were written in
1964, and the WBAI POEMS in the spring of
1965, when warren was worklng there. THE
100 SEEDS OF BEIRUT was completed about six
months before his death, he sent the un-

revised manuseript to me in september.

W.T.
poLms

Lonely Battle (1961)
And
before we had departed
our sails full of booty and golden winds/
the trees, the houses and the wamen stripped bare —
left behind came out.
The trees had firast told us the rain had gone deaf,
then in somnambular theory, the women had joined them
aecreaming in hysterical subways — moaning Chumash
in trenchent alleys, sick from the night before.

Millions of deapatched raced through zoos of
Sunday mornings, displacing no winds feverish fury of

menacing

lacerations.
Syllogiatic women, their ocradled faces trailing,

marched the globe looking for penciled
rulings of oblong hope.

Resurrected groteasques once again talk (blank
faggots winking purgatories at each other).

The infants crawled in particled nightmares, filing
into the streets, and dawn had become halos for the city/
their leader descended from the Mary's womb screaming,

Today I am a man, today I feast.

Could it be, that I had seen the headless mother
nursing the deathless chi1ld?

Yet the infant died babbling/ unknown Chinese Nohs

(cont.)
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dirges of never existed

taded in auras of beatific wonder.

It was then the Day Animals yelping Kantian
poets vanished/

leaving

W
PeEmS

(catholic visions of the soculess dawm),

The mothers milk trickled down her ankle,

making red streaks where none had before existed.

night had again appeared, killing her short-

lived slster.

moons vanished/ nights before

re-echoed vacant gestures turned statle, at hollow

equatoriels and raped Alaskas.

The second day there was no sun,
The third day there were two.
On the fourth we passed through the sun,

leaving spheres of fury/ encircling calendars that

had fled the nights

wrath.

clocks hed ceased to live, their breath burnt in

sarcophigal phrases of angloid space.

Alone,

we departed with our booty to native lands of mist,
phantom stairways left on in shorthand seriptures
of Apocalyptiec thunder and

endless sorrows.

-

Sut, Sut.
1ike the twining of the creeper/
lovingly to hold my arms
and preass your body close to mine.
Phat, Phat/
w{th my fingers I tap
your forehead-
Phut - like many parrots
falling into water
May I love you in all
theae ways-
and yet let your love linger
on
I shall turn myself 1nside out
and be just bare lips:
Hold thias/
a ball of twine-
do you posseas
the beginning or the end.
Gilded mulattoes
burst from their sweat,
holding eternity commodiously
between thelr knees
How happy I am!l
when I sees your face -
your mouth as a challce
for my love.
still wet upon your
crescent.

Just once have I known
your body near mine.
and then as an infant fool
willihg to speak but unable by its
own conscious joy of being-
I fell
I screamed Blood!
but I was the only one
who knew what it meant
I ask you for yourself
again-
though like a red haired
waif I count the pennies in
my pocket,
But how may I ask this!
I cannot hurt you—
and these many times you
told me it would do.
So I shall ask/
and in the while/
accept another poem=-
for surely these Suras
can bring no harm to you

w. T
poEms
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W.T.
POEMS

mﬂgmmnmuw

1le
A rich fever grazing purp
hands fondling privuta.intagrll parts of

berty.
our 7 ¥ gtreaming oceand of

light hard
erect as
almost
1ife itself
1s this my mouth, my hend, my leg,
my nose, my tesath
my only weapon

in the jungle of webs, spun by

anal spider & sloth is my white sword,
sometimes curvas sometimes

My Last Friends

When 1 was two
i1 had some boys.
They used to come to my house/ at evening
kneeling at my doorstep they weeped a little dance my
mother had forbidden me to sing.
They brought red haired sisters/
who upon seeing my state, opened their eyes
"Somathing in the air" one said
"Button laces" said another,
By the time i became six
most of the boys died.
I went to see their mother, who in trylng to dodge the
draft, wore no clothes, This is not to imply my deceased
Friends mother was immoral.
But, war 1s war.
Standing behind my umbrella, she made herself invisible/
and thus proceeded to talk,
How old are you, she winked
Time is ms time does, and both jimped into bed.
1 can remember the sagging judges, counting on their
fingers, the number of husbands they mutilated
in haste to thei.rtgs.rllc stuffed wives.
etting the icicles melt from my nose
i went home, t:éppail, broke both my ankles v ’
and ¢
T R, . rled because the boys and their red haired
that marning
without
saying
Goodbye,

NEW YORK, N. Y. 10018
QXFORD 7-2108

-
PACIFICA
FOUNDATION
LISTEMER SPONSORED
RADIO STATION
M M 30 EAST J9TH STREET
99.5¢F

The WBAI Poﬁms

Five (5&) Poem by

Warren tArtaglaa



W.T,
wha|
7oEmy

7. Answer to "Black Dada Nihilisimus"”
I've known/
what you say, for years.
I've heard from blacker poets than you,
what awful stories lie in walt for me.

You can't
111 me
. ! and if you aid/ so what,
There are many kinds of habits Mr. Jones,

have
e / T call, black habit.
Buy black, sell short.
vhat if, instead of sturr/
cool metal
rushed into my guts.
1s that the nihilisms / that make you so hip?
Retween our two worlds/
is dead music.
And surrounding everything is/
The white chick or
. the black chick —
who promises eternal pleasure sans gullt (if
Suppose 1 nod during one of ?g;:i;g:is'/
will i wake to find you've out off my feet?

Are you only
Black & Dada when you're

Junk
sick Mr. J’onea%
Would you burn me 7%
Is tgaﬁlﬁ?t a Ni.hilisimus does?
o t we just listen to som = -—
and then if we feel like 1t/ s dnssar dnds,
(meybe you think i never feel like it)
we'll pipe some foxes.
Tomorrow you can be Dada —
Today let's us be black.

W-T,
WAL
PoEMS
(copT)

II.

A brand -

new machine/
that doesn't quiver or

make mistakes.
1t just -

gits
there and looks mean.

It needs not love -
nor anything
else,

What is there/

left but
to follow it.




III.

Trying to remember/
rather not to forget,
When you told me,
that nothing - was
true again/
i cried.
This 1s a hard,
thing
sleep, that is, to
glive up.
Tou brought breakfast -
in bed
to me/
o' what d4id 1 care.
"Our Day Will Come™ 1 played.
And it did.
That nothing/
true again —
1 did not believe/
after you told me -
I eried.

W.T.
winy
PeEms
(conr )

Iv.

My handas/

gearred -

by the 20 spike/

Fifteen minutes ago,

1 used

was looking towards space -

Now 1
emerged

111 1t.

Stumbling back

outside

plaster traps get — to spring

concentrate on your nod,

works embraced in metal foil/

stashed beneath window,

last quarter spent

on pretty pleces of nylon,

hung in window.

Who started this/

awful dream,

of =~ soap with taste of/blood

in my mouth,

it is much later,

you must leave for work,

bodysmell still next to me/ in bed

and i1 satill haven't woken.

W.T.
WBAL

poths
(conT)



Children working

the zoo.
"Must the bars remain?"
:1.’3.}".'1 -
small girl with yellow
hands,
Either them/or us, my dear.
0" ocould we let,
them out.

I wouldn't mind.

Ww. T,
WhAI
ToEmS
(conNT )

WARREN TARTAGLIA
75 FAN EISEN
A RADIO MIRACIE For 3IMYSTERIES & 2 HEARTS



a confession of my

insanity to
YM. Antonin Artau@

1/
don't know - who
she 1s
but
her eyes laugh
when 1 mention God's name.

O' I've seen her as many things yet there IS only one of her
end yes, yes before they catch me once more her hair 1is not halr at
all but e different substance that once agaln captures me.

I understand yet 1 cennot act. It is now that her

hands burn their prints into my back.

He: ExXcuse me you are very besautiful and

She: but you are very ugly
But even a frog had e chance with a princess

He:

She: You are much uglier than & frog % besides you never
were a prince

He: But I was more than a prince I was fGod

She: & who could change you from God.
i never did change (it 1s you who changes even while

KHe:
{'m talking.)

che: Changing? to what

He: To my brain / already your body swells X convolutes
into my brain.

Fire and "ater these my only true companions.

Fire - the heat, mystery the paln yes insufferable
pain so intense as to force me into the room of insenity. Insanity
so fearful as to force me back into fire. TFire beneath my tongue,
on top of my head, encircling everyone and everything. Yet mostly
a not very hot fire. A fire within a thing, not even felt by touch
(or body) - a fire that pleads for extinguishment a fire that lives
(resides) in a corporeal soul that's my fury.

~ater- which 1 dread, more nothing than fire. A
cold luracy that rules the swamp I call 1ife. A sticky muddy
heart thet refuses to concede a thing. Yes a fear of golng under/
of never returning of totally negating nothing. Eavirg the sheath

removed from everything is what water commands.
Thus I say God is (e lot of fire under a lot of

vater). Just enough fire and water so as not to destroy each other.
. fod so terrible so frightening that he causes stuttering in dreams.
So awesorie as to plent the seeds of epilepsy and sulcide In entire
worlds. Enough to drive one to suicide! yes thats what i said.

Into the water and down to the fire. <he fire that drives the water
insane, to lash the shores with its frothing tongue. A real belng

so immense as to make humans bite to deeth their neighbors. A

judge so cruel that nothing can influence his judgement & his judge-
ment 1s always the penalty of King Arthur.



I can tell - yes I can - I can that judgement
( the word) upsets you. g1l it should,
gven Tt is my judgement that... NO! NO! T have lieq
it is not his judgement nor mine that condemns you. There is nothing
that condemns you.
‘othine but your own fears.
Nothing Crimes of silence and

that prosecute your crimes.
It is my fears that D her hair not yet stone, but almost., Almost

. Like
O{oggtriﬁcggioﬁune. Silence so terrifying that statue plays man
:nd men plays statue. Butlit is a more than a playing - 1ts a being,

X s analysis.
A being thet defégt it 1§ to her I would like to return. To her
whose body is smooth, I long. Those pleasant nights with Heloise.
The rainbow of her life that pierced my very exlstence.

I cen remember, yes very well, entering her bedroom
The room full of her hair and eyes. And, orouch-

ing behind her enormous bed. And filling - permeating the room,

sounds of wings and tongues flying towards heaven. Those were admit-
tedly anxious days, deys, yes of a horror. But this new thing - to
it nothing compares. The past from where the light ocomes / where her
hair wes slmost stone / wes perhaps the finest point of my life. But
what cen I now say of this. From here there 1s no sound there is no
light. Neught but herielamsntsi/ Fir;h& Wa:er. And her fire 1is like
my fire and her weter ls 11ke mine. ere 1s nothing left to feel
now. Not her body, nor her hair, nor her roam of eyes and wet music.
Only Fire end "eter remains - end these are my only companions.

- But, thei: are gthars, who would rather not let me
have solace what remains of her. These are the judges and lawyers
of this plenet. Those that Fire controls. I shall make them payyfor
thelr attitudes, they shall suffer without just as they've made me
suffer without. For it is always a pointing outward that destroys.
Never will enything dle of a finger stained with blood. Death to
others is considered a going awesy of something. But I know better
for a1l who die live in me. If my body could be swung open as in an
E}gtgg;tgg E;gckif mo:le Ilﬁave seen long ago, corpses of the entire

8 planet would fall stiffly out of me & to the floor.

- Gerdeners who have died from prussie acid. Queens
am?gg eddrrom their bodies by sharp interior decorators. Sleeping
;g 2: zn ic: and not so sleeping heroin addict. ™omen who've spared
Thes gccia 0 die and young girls who would've paid anything not to.
136 sra E{I ;; And occassionally one of them wishes to return to
thon Wil admitst;:?ga2;°::y$§81de Iear her to bits / for none of

ere else.
She left me just before s

towards 7 upper. Her car disappearing
rorafang?helgagfdkég:r and I stood alone and cried. bt did not ery
e teke very long for me to realise that no one is

alone. That her b
body wes not uniike ip :gy was what I missed most of all and that her

ything else in that it is easily forgotten.

for the first time.

o
SEEVS

Long journeys I tried. But she would follow or some-
one just like her. I finally devised to kill her but as I sprang
from my concealment in the doorway my knife changed to flire and
her race when I trled to kiss it was water. And her fire is like
my fire and her water is like mine. ™hy am I suffering - Dear God
T think I loved her i1 can't be any surer. I would stroke her sto-
mach and put my ear near her heart and hear the crylng of my son.

My gon who we dared not bare to a world so Intent on his destruc-
tion. And she would curl about my head and deliver her flaming
1ips on my liquid ears. O Christ says who I cannot love. It

i{s for this admission and this admission alone I am condemned to
the penalty of enclent Druidic majesties. That I admit my love

for her and I refuse to reconcile my anger at the lawyers and
judges. But I cennot act otherwise for it 1is now beyond my control
what I say. I am buffeted by my own acts and words as if my whole
existence were not someone else's encircling me as the sea does

the rinest grain of sand. It is to these thoughts I constantly
return again and agein until I fall and I am eccased in a crackling
fire and see my skull crack open as if almost stone / not stone

but almost. The pieces of my cooked brain float to the surface

of the water under which I burn and grow into beautiful black and
white petalled sea flowers which last for but a few beautiful
seconds then gasp and collapse & sink their lungs bursting from

so much alr end sunlight. It is during these few seconds in the
air 1 cen recall who I am. It is then I remember she wko master-
ed sound and thought. Also then I fear returning below and to my
Fire like hers and my water like her water. For it is to her I
wish to cling. TFor her to see that I cen live. That i needn't
aink to that coldest of all fire. She can see me burn as she
floets face downward upon the sea. And I can see her smlle sudden-
ly explode above her breasts. Eer nipples appearing as some gro-
tesque mold stealing her life. And her hair winding down from her
navel lost between her thighs matted to her skin makes me think
some insane tottolst has raped her. ™herever she is seen she
glves the spontaneous impression of one who hes just experienced
sex or soon will be. Her figure protrudes almost defiantly from
beneath her dress. She is queen when dressed and her importance
is heralded with each movement her body makes. And when she is
naked it 1s as if each part of her; her hair, lips, eyes, knees,
vagina, breasts, neck, back, is punctuation to her soul. During
those times when our bodles touched, Jjust our bodies, it was always
with warning I loved her. I would tell her: "Please do not think
that this won't end, for it is too short a time I cen spend with
you and soon I must return to my fire where I see myself cooked
beneath the ocean."

"Tell me where is this sea and I will follow"

"But you are there and if you followed I would have
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to ki1l you." And then we would both gasp as if something were

using our eir / and we melt together above the water and fire and
{ would forget all that 1 had told her. % 4 ek -
My conception of things has change e a child.
Strange referring to myself as different at one time, for basically
T sh.afl never change. These are the same toes that have and will
walk slong the same streets forever. And these lips, have they
ver said enything else or kissed another? Yet I can remember
:hen thoughts of fire and desth did not make so clear an Impression
on me. Times when I woke and I did not have to gasp for breath /
= luner quality end fingers and bodies did not

:2:? :ﬁ:ﬁﬂﬂﬁ: git: my being. Maments when I 414 not fear that

bresking something needn't mean a jet of fire released from its

skin end a dreed of open windows for fear I jump and drown in an

awful swelling of blood. But these times seem so unreal, so phan-

tom - like that I tend to disbelieve they ever existed. No - I

fully understand that to escape this horror of uncertainty I must

remein still - almost rigid - not quite rigid but almost. And

that soon - maybe not soon but certainly not for very long I shall
1s blazing hearth that others dare call "planet."

d from th

B9 SaTseg But you must think that I am obsessed. Does he

not think of enything elee. My answer is that there is nothing
else. Politics is not unnoticed. Nelther is what you may call the
arts. But what could I possibly tell you thet you would appreclate.
That all works of art bore me tremendously. That only novels and
peintings of insene alienation interest me at all. That "literary
merit™ andmartistic sensibility" repel me faster than most anything
else. Thet politicians resemble dolls whose eyes hang loosely from
their heeds =nd thet those elected and those not are exactly the

It is that these problems are of no interest, they are man-

same.

ifestations of fire end es such concern me as fire. I feel in-

creasing resistance to my thoughts. It is as if s suvdden hardening
As if some-

has caught hold end you now face me with wooden face,
one had told you - No - no longer - do not listen, he is mad and
he has no truth in his thoughts. But 1t is to you alone that
the right of rejection falls. It is your awareness of the liquid
end fire within yourself that will determine the sanity of my
ideas. And I predict that if you now do not feel the heat of my
breath you soon will, for this heat I feel is too much to contain.
And do not, Iwernyou, be caught on the rack of reason. Reason
will not help you. Time is the only =nswer to reason. And it's
surprising teking into eccount that most don't comprehend reason
8s a question. That I percleve each thought not my own as some
thunderous excretion each differing only in the repulsiveness it
creates in me / does that entertain you?

I have heard only one plece of music if it must
be called that that holds eny meaning and this meaning only faescinates
me because of a revulsion it causes in others. It is the Electronic

Orphée which is a combination of electronically controlled
and voices. It 1s the only replice of real birth and the o§f§nd’
true tragedy that 1 can think of. An electronic tragedy. But

a tragedy nobody would rather substitute with beauty. For an
electronic tragédy is not felt until it is far too late. I am
walting now for my own tragedy - not electronic but almost.

A sudden substitution of colors and names. Em-
erald for black, respect for love, heat for passion, empathy for
laughter. The faces of tke man still cling to another day. And
the sound of police / still killing a man whose misfortune it
was to be born in their house / barges in upon my ear and makes
itself at home.
Targe intervals of intense blue flame dance
before my eyes. Whole scope of vision explodes. The edges of

sight now escape forms hereto thought permanent. Neon balls
and red form ancient horrible death-god

of white, green, blue
of Africa - not chnnting but a mechanical click as if locust

dying. Back of my hand drifting into stepladders of paranoid
colors. And my fingers touch a face so distant that it scares
me I used to be alive at all., I cannot remember being different
ever / and your dress causes no troubles for my body. Hands
meant to soothe electrocute my brain / 1 can see’ that nothing
is meant to comfort and my body revolts and explodes leaving me

to watch from all sides of the room.

SEEDS
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It is dark now, and the wood beneath -
tips 1s slick with perspiration and spilled alcohol. mioginﬁﬁiy
will come, their hoods catching any stale breeze. Their strong
end celloused fingers holding firmly to my wrists} and 1 will be
taken to a room whose only secret 1s that no one has ever built
it. I could perhaps escape / but to escape, you first must know
from where what you escape from will come; and this is the way
they ere able to hold me here / exectly where they wish., It is
no 1dle dream or hallucination that makes me tremble so. And
{t is no whim or random choice that I have been singled out for

their execution.
These, 1 am sure, are the last words to be writ-

ten on earth, and as such must be made indeleble upon your mind.
Wwhat T now record must be taken for exactly what 1t 1s / deserip-
tions and words which at any moment might be forced down my throat,
and set on fire ln my body.
It i3 almost ironic that the task of recording

what for all practical purposes 1s the last description of a planet
gone mad falls to me / for it 1s i who all my life feared and yes
even dreaded contact with anything lest it should suddenly spring

evour my body whole. And if there are generatlions

upon me and d
ture should read these words I make no apologies

who in the fu
for it 1s not my fault that it was I who was left to be slaughtered

last in the name of a God who until a few short hours ago nobody
ever expected to see again. And 1f 1 foresake objectivity for my
personal vision of life - so what - could you in my place have

done otherwise?
A man has seated himself at the opposite end of

the bar and watches every move I make from my reflection in the

mirror. I must be careful for if I'm not cautious I will be

murdered now, before what I have decided I-will do 1s even started.
There 1s really very little reason left in the world,

thus T must make myself realise that anyone caught using reason
publically will be treated exactly as one caught not using reason
bartender, button my jacket and brace oyself

before. I pay the
against the cold I have just taken the money and time to prevent

myself from feeling. I canpnot say that I am unhappy about my
ing has almost dlabolically worked out Just

situation for everyth
/ end while I canpot say that 1 wouldn't be

happier with a different set of clircumstances I cennot truthfully
sey I am unhappy either. All pleasures have not been strioped from
me, and in some ways, material happiness=es, if there are such
things, are easier to ascquire. WYomen, those who were not ourged

along with their husbands or families, are just as anxious to
ous. And men, what

sleep with men as before, maybe even more anxi LI
there are left of them, are, needless to say, expectnat to the
point of hysterla, of sleeping with a woman egain.

I may even consider myself ldcky, in a futile
sort of way, for this morning I was told by three (3) separate
women that they found me irresistible and were also compassionately
in love with me. I suppose that if this had happened even a few

as I have expected

— I
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days ago I would have been overjoyed - but now nothing is left but

remorse: Each chenge, each step I take 1s like some thunder-
ous question rumdling through the universe. Plastlec footsteps of
the wilder beasts encircle me heedless of my screams. Infants low-
ered upon me as if some human splder / soft & warm / no mistaking
about its needs.

= The beginning so confused; and the end so certain,
The holiness and sanetity of this place is vital,
No other has recognised its proper perspective and there are no
others to come who will. Signs advertlsing destruction and love
fede willingly into Winter's anxious nights. The bronzed rabbit
end the porcuplne of brick no longer appear at the sound of my volice.
There is no place for these animals here.

I wander further into the city / rubble of stupidity
and cruelty distract my attention fram the bdlack eagle devouring
e snake. The front of a church remains / its doors hang limply
like some severed lips. Here an age gone mad with fecality has
come to & halt. 4nd it is for this precise reason / i.e. a world
gone insene on filth / that "the people™ must now face the ugliest
of bemssts, his own meat. Terror is the only sound that still is
understood. But this understending even thls bears the traces of
the rilth it has been submerged in for so long.
"hat 1s needed 1s a cleaning up a destroying a

levelling of everything.

As night bows,
and serapes its starry feet across the sky,
two hands touch
and become one.

A recognition, if only of the slightest kind, could
destroy the felse authority that wriggles in Men's intestines.

Toys of long ago,
weave flannel and button spell
of love,
end yourbeautiful body
encireles my exploding thoughts of you.

And what is needed to bring about this recognition?
I cennot tell you any one apswer (if theregwera some ahsoluE: an-
swer would it be like anything you expect) for this would betray
o;r mutusl trust. But 1 cen point the way. Not in any direction
;ae:p:g;igi thought / but to something (samething physical) to

mwe
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How many times have 1
spoke my love /
how often have your eyes
closed,
and slept in my soul?
Hundreds? no Millionsa!

hese things:
aks 1) a plece of ivory carved in the form of an old man climb-

ing a fence
2) a book that sobs quietly when left in the closet
3) some trees that once danced and sang to musie you shall

very soon hear
L) a dark blue coat that follows everything 1 love

5) something else

6) a blind marionette lost in the Garden of Eden

7) a smile and a kiss living in e dark blue coat

g) some clay that walts for hands to tell it something sur-

rising
? 9) some rain

10) a sun

11) a wonderful wish -
all these things and some more I leave to your imagination are
Please do not be afraid of reaching for these things - for
/ and if the truth were known, there

1s nothing you are not worthy of. So - what is needed? Your word,
n:t a thought, but just a word. Sey it, speak it, not very loud,

t loud enou for those you love to hear.
just 1 ghSo these are my words, those which I dreaded till

now to utter, And it took this, the horror of :y :un extinguishment
hing of everything else o_force me to
preceeded by the vanis -4 £ s g N

write them. It is done. I have made my peace.

back and wait for what L now no longer fear. And what a joke if
t now be proven wrong.

1 mus . Goodbye. %:oodhye to a world gone and missed by

a random stranger.

yours.
you are worthy of much more
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There 1s a scene that cannot go unnoticed
perhaps this 1s just as well. There 13 a tree or ratheg siggld I
say two trees. And behind some bushea are two Negro children /
naked, unashemed and peering intently at two men white as oxidizea
gilver leaning over an immense chess board.
These two men are:
a) Albertus Magnus
and b) Torquemada

This all takes place in the first garden on th
The Garden of Eden. And these two men are smiling. Or rath:iroﬁé
-miles while the other weeps., And both are fully clothed or rather
one 1s regaled 1n full inquisitionary clothing and the other clothed

in neked ldeals.

Both -- hands polsed in readiness to swoop upon
Man dying in a clty made of living skin, Buildings warm to touch
end sweat acid upon insects at work ineide, Photon / Crack /

—ackle Perry -- weather death vold of laughing toe - / Mother &
psd are / wondering plantation / singuler wooden hero / eating
coamlc garbage.

Eyes tranafixed and ego agape at possible visions
entrapped between forehead end air. Artist, poet, musician / crafts-
man of neurotic counterfeltance pulling a time hoax behind their
virgin's back.

Negro child - ren fly past expanding sky - an awful
swelling of navel disobedience. Flee, flee, flee young babe caught

in a hell others name Paradise.
Tree, bush, arm, locket of silver, and thighs spread to

receive ultimate memo from God.

Astounded I on floor am. You fece turn no good,
These are the thoughts of just one moment. Vbserv-
"tastern game banish Eastern peoples. Oh infant you must
end cen apring upon these nadmen who entrap you on stairways that only
lead to sound. Sleep is merely comfort between horror. And the
judge of a man is thet his nights are not waked bty trauma. This
this very moment 1s the realisation of the first fear. The first

Tove (F-£L). And a reciprocal move by its mother. 0f course art
is the most highly appreciated & yet least accomplished artifacts
of any generation. Art cennot move & talk / sweat & fornicate -
but artists must. So when was the last tima an ertist wes hung to

a wall.
I have just bought two books one more evil & good

@3 the other. ™hat do 1 do next.
Is it the structural aloneness of the archetype

they fear? Or the fear that the finelity of death not 2 law but

some coamic joke?
A beautiful garder devised for the child / invaded

by the crass Genoan merchant - dealing Renaissence arnd death/ cul-
ture and the obeyance of insect instinct. The geometry of the soul
figured to the precise inch. The merchant spreading his goods

before the infent's eyes as some mystical madwomen with a rfearful

ing the
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deck of Tarot. -
nselect one," he says, "just one.

And the fee? The fee is reconed with mueh later
when Austerlitz and Temerlene lock jews and swear to a God that never

was . (Incredible) thinks the child that this is offered

me; wket 1s this. Is it not mine slreesdy? So, this the moment vhen
the first feer is reeliced. The reslisation that this imnlies

not oneself.
The infants do flee the Garden. 3
And God implores them to return/ the reply paint- I
ed on Tden's walls from finpertins bleeding (ALL IS DISTRUST & I

TEIRST.)
The Garden never to be populated again. The players sliding tumors

ecross desd evellds/ fall into caverns of the Holy Grain.

Infants crawling from their garden to find this,
God crawling to rind the finite. -

God beckons with eyes first of anger then love
(the seme to the Fegro children) to populate his wonderful garden.
The children will not hear. Already they are lost amongst the men
who wear skins of living bison on thelr backs. And God dares
follow the bebes thru the ruins of Zreece and America mixed similar-
ly in the bleeding nud. He loses hls sight and i1s set upon by the
berbarians / and his revezlin; of his Godliness serves only to have
his golden eyes snatched from his heed.

ALL IS MISTRUST AND I THIRST
Milljons of infants erupt from the sewers of Herlem. They

lock erms just recently fins / cry end chant in Hebrew along 125th
St.
They scetter elong the century dead strests.

A gquestion whose eternal enswer must be no is deliv-

ered by God. '“hy not return / please come & populate my garden."”

"e cannot return for our life is short, we have
lost everything to your moon & skies and nlready our women are with
child by mer wko we know not.

If now our nostrils flare esnd if from our shenks
burgeon heir / it must always be so. Neither we nor you have seen
different / and to see different is medness. If your spurs bite
into our groin pleese do not complein of our death. It is you not
we who blinded by Serecens were. If poems of skin hang from our
Temples do rot dere enter / for this skin is our own / end not
yours by eny meens. This song we sing notwith malice but with the
eloneness thet comes from a race inhabited and set on fire by ghosts

thet know rot our names / but still better then our Mother who i

collepsed in waterfalls suffocated with eRES .
AlLili MISTRUST & I TEIRST.
“/e - nelither men or flower but som
our cateclysnic imoosure . SYLae wosma) MULEiLIeN by
e rather not join your society of breath and 1deas -
rather swim uoon tortoises naked in our soup.

15
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Her breath sings of mysteries and stars / upon her
Universe of my sex. Her eyes crashing continents between

nees the
:arble and wooden sockets. I love so dearly yet act so abstractly.
to caress her back - to melt beneath her chin / l1ips cursed

I long
by savages and 11t by silver. I try to weed my way from betwsen her
11ps. Teeth thunder echos of urgent death. Just my hend once on
your hip. Caressing your buttocks of soft and beautiful 1light.

iles and nipples arch taughtly bteneath my palm.

sus sm
Jo Eye-glasses of dead prophets lie mutely on their

sldes / breathing cartoons of puffy sheep dead from the sword of
archilocus. Cofflins of wodl float silently by the insane American
poet / open and apell God's dimension of gangster fuck. Horror and
a kiss. We honor these oh children of the 3 Frenchmen. Guillaume
de Machaut; Guillaume Appollonaire; and God. Surely God is French -
what with colors end feathers and his infernal dencing - my dear -
God 1s definitely French. Not that he talks French mind you - oh no

far from it.
Million year old dogs crumble dust of feeble hounds -
hofns of Sweet Sue squat foetally in your mind. And thelr dencing -

why my dear - Simply Dutech.

Ignorant queués of nuns follow themselves into in-
rinite shoes of frenetic dencers of the sun Cod Apollo gone guite
batty in “arlem.

¥ecks of linoleum blend nsturally into your pants
of open corduroy. Love me instead of my belly disabled with pleasure -
oh yes Senta Claus does dress in drag & Venessa charters my boat

to 1slands of death.”
"Is 1t that we die too much that we cennot love?

Again and again L lease my soverignty to queens, whores, oimos,
schoolmasters, horsemen of familiar color. Constantly flesh returns

to image and metal.
Across /
my eyes = insane poems
sounds of aggression,
gsewn into leather,
peacock falls stupidly to earth,
hands committed to nothing

but dirt.
I'm sorry
but you see
i theres nothing

can do /
about this nonsense

until
I get paid.”
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It's not that suddenly I've changed. Change 1g
not the word that describes me best. Suddenly my thought patterng
become beautiful, extrinsic, moveable — if you like wholesale
My pity succumbs to understanding / understanding to hope and ﬂq
to participation. Anxiety switches politely to expectancy ang e
I'm deeply in love once more. I stare as my fingers glide upon
her shoulders and gently caress her neck. My hand goes stiff
gha asksivduhy I touch her when I know she's sweating and it's so

ot outside.

"Because 1 love you - i really do - like I've nev
loved anyone elses,” 1 answsr. e

She smiles. Her smile is so beautiful
seductive - feminine. I wonder is she can smell the édg:!l:;lx
brass left by my saxophone at the tips of my fingers.

Even things the same are different. 014 men par-
alyzed from wine and fear of growing up seem more diagustinp th
to be felt sorry for. The young spades from Washington Heis t .
l;iﬁﬁazizagozg !%luston; ;r Afro-Asian unity and music pushagh °

ced out o
Lot e i ripped from the sacred mud that taunts

My body feels looser / f
that needn't be made. These are thﬁ dro:dﬂgffiggx:ﬁigaﬁ::ga
Images reserved for love spring forth ?yatara at first ma;i
ones at first - shyly, hesitantly / their lips read ro; ; tiful
kisses. Birds and emeralds now boldly sing duets r‘lind g
plode - millions of diemonds interlace with her an.ul ;‘u il
perhaps try to control myself. But why should 1i? I:: ghould
outside - pale pinks, purples heavy blues - color r‘r”
indifference all seem to ocho’tha oneness of thsuo t om;r
to walk rendomly through expensive streets - g ioigh e ol g
end forgive everyone from Giotto to David fo thv:ls 1; ¥y g
Remembrance of former chapters brings a bl ; :hrt.a s it
concerned with fire and... and oh Ea t g a' e
member what i meant., I am 1.111rt:~11'm‘.ly I.n“a:rt.;i; cai: i
These words are written in a confusion gr ecn dg thpgrtant.
before have stopped my writing lcc!mplet.ely.'i s

The e¢ycle is complete.
Aaaaaaaash!l!

Beneath everything T touch lies some kind of desd
The music shifts some strange control. Budd Johmnson
houlder and whispers apocryphal storles about
Coney Island doors snop with planned and calcu-
If lets say someone were to ask me to define

something.
taps me on my 8
humen beings.

lated confusion.

birth I'd say:

Imagine Jrd 3t. between Aves. C & D. 3 a.m. Amm-
pit black. From a storefront church a loudspeaker defies you
with the knowledge of insane prayers in Spanish and Esperanto.
Commitedly a guitar accompanlies them with a passion of the con-
demned damned. The church's windows are lacquered black., Over
the door which stands recessed from the sweaty streets is a
bright green & pink cross (unnoticed in the darkness) is written
above "Iglesia Christa Salve." Under this is another croass
(slightly ekimbo) made of eight 50 watt bulbs. As you stand thers,
there's a loud moan as if those inside realised the incompleteness
of thelr separation es=—Sr=peespmmsklam from those outside. At
the same moment the doors fly open breaking the glass in its
panes and millions of doves and blue love birds swim out into the
east side night. Their eyes making it seem that stars in Heaven
have come to kiss your forehead and absolve. You walk inside the
now vacated church. Decorating the walls are large posters of
presidential candidates undistinguishable from each other. Under
each face is written in large letters BIRTH.

Now do you get 1t?
It all matters too much. Let each chapter defend itself. Each
1ittle person playing his own game. Professional this or that.
Revolutionary against this or that. Members of this or that dog
sniffing party. Whet 1 cen say for myself is that I make someone
happy. No I never sent my son to war nor do I ever intend to.
The millions of mothers - murderers "in absentia" fathers - ex-
ecutioners "ex camera." Police enforcers of rilth. FILTH!!

But come there are other displays in this my most
secret museum. This hall where gll is remembered. Scme frightens /
some enlightens / some love and are loved / some aren't.

Strange child, such a well...different face. Yet
there is fear. The knife in a sweated palm and the slight blood
on the chin / I don't get it - look over here.

A big wooden & plaster head with the rear drilled
so as to make passage for air from fromt to back. Inside are
beautiful landscapes of everywhere that's beautiful. Laurel and
Hardy joined at their skulls like Siamese twins. Brief flashes
of unicorns invading insane asylums curing and releasing hundreds
of inmates. Others impaling wardens, sheriffs, judges, the cruel
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of the earth finally dead. Patlents weeplng to see the sun withoyut
bars scross it. Others rubbing off film of thorazine collecteq
on their eyes. But the caption - "Please Brother Tell Another

Lie."
: Now its Bobby Bland.
They call him "blue" Bland. It's inside where he's blue. Other
things that can be blue are:
1. bables
2. Junkies
3. cars
L. skys
5. rugs
6. and eyes.
Like sometimes it gets so black its unbearable. You light a
mateh and its 1light is even darker.

Pockets full of golden pens bathing in thick blue
ink, imprisoned St. Michaels caught between two of his own hal-
lucinations. Russien St. Michaels with large circular eyes,
Lids long stitched to bleeding scelp. Taste of matech heads
recall some long forgotten sub marine wictory / smell of sweat-
ing body next to you / dying to become you.

Then theres rump-grinding dance, beautiful blue
screams over peeking P.A. system. Frigid air-conditioning.
Flutes / scotch and ice / sweating spade chick tight agalnst
midnight soul - and gesp as gin explodes insidiously against
your cigerettes.

Juke-box red and shining blue emanating.

"Let me Let me go
from your charms /

I've been so wrong -
I cen't resist -

You never lived till you

loved"™ says the juke-box
and I agree.

Post war dresses melting in the rain. Children
laugh stocking-faced floating skywards in the rain. Wives and
militery lovers wear grins of stunned happiness. Four years of
misery wound up mechenisticelly anal / ego transference to peoples
defeated thousands of years ago. Shrewd metel nets cast onto
oy brein. Medievel knights regaled in mail and metel bullet
helmet. Swinging heavy swords at children clinging to rusted
potatoes / music of Schoenberg filling medieval ears. Abbots
pass schizophrenic judgement on hands cupped to contain blood
spouting from daughters breast. Cigars (tobacco wrapped in
buman skin) passed secretly between King and God. Smoking stump
squeezed tightly in the Lords jaw. Eyes bulging red / tree root
gnarled / eyeless dolls and soft=stuffed animals weep tears of
milk. Childhood - dominence of major fourths. Melancholia as

1
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ue spilled on public dream of rockets and flying cars
I’-’{oﬁing beds. The remembrance of everything. uascgline wﬁgout
the metal rats commuting from one end of your spine to the other,
gome lerge silver bee entrapped in your throat. From one end of
Broadway to the other neon women breathe heavy dust cough expec-
tantly end readjust nylon syringes hanging from wooden bruises
growing on thelr arma. Foxes llving in igloos / decals of
dishes and spoons / tigera swimming in butter. PFaces so casuelly
drewn by humorless philosophers / shock children into foetal
trauma / end why should either happen since nothing has meaning.
"Z=ndless atream of cars enter my city, full of
nothing but silence," endlessly chants dying African slave.

™y city king dead. No sun tomorrow forever."

" hat you do now Tom?" screams Arkansas deacon
into black Kenyattes ear.

m™hite city/black nolse

Black citv/white noise"
nshit, grey aint nothin' but 'nother whod fur whyte."

Everybody has thelr job to do, and oh yes, by the
way how many fuckin years do you think I've been wﬁakin with
podammed junkies like you.

Faggots ouick-step past me thelr eyes fluild as
pousseau's creatures escaping their own existence. Large poems
of resignation are thrown at me by bleeding wrists.

I teke one step backwards and begin to write.

DEVILS PAYMASTER
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nour children will be different,™ I wh
The room is warm but it's our own. ) 'E‘he:e“;izpfg E:t\;een
I re n nds

kisses.

presaing agalnst our windows thie time, and all things come t

pressing o 1€ o
mfhat kind of different?" she says, her words

naving to be found like pretty birds lost in & lemon tr
mrith wings end teils and big feet for dr?iing
Cadillaﬁi eng their..i" but before I can finish she realizes
1'm putting her on and her arms circle my neck =
tolngr snce more. y pulling ms close
My moods change swiftly. "hen before I co
: ) 14 -
tain thoughts for pages, I'm at a loss for things to s:yunOwsus
s my ttoughts become more stable I have less #nd leas rised for
writing. Perhaps this will be the closing words of this thing
I suppose if thats the case you'll want an appendix, so here Tt

1s / tidy, neat, neurotic but very much in love.

(END)




Jim Mulac

Hemingwey

Turning eround and
sround
snd round

he atopped

nineteen.

Ssw himself

s stone heasvy
in his own

hend over the water

sixty-two
he
dropped 1t,

Mike Maggld

poem at 20: & poem for mom & dad

Hamlet: Farewell, dear mother.
King: Thy loving father, Hamlet,

man and wife 18 one flesh: but me?
my face is something less

than a flower or moon

wouldnt you say?

1 was not completely happy
after The Poems,

soms remembaring lingered.

The Poems are to forget.
nothing was enough, apparently.

1 remembered some kind

of noiselsss childhood,

a quintet

a dream

a proof of 1life before death.

like all objects

parents can almost be forgotten

in The Poems.

but they took too long to die

as if thelr lessons were hard to learn.
they too left soms trap of

their happiness for me to love,

80 when they cume upon me

1 did nothing.

mom cut my first wrist

and drained away all the evil blood.

dad cut the other wrist

and drained away all his hopeless sperm.

now that we are together
1 can 1isten to music more easiiy.
we are listening to a mozart quintet.
he tells us what we could not remember bafore:
1 am dead
and you are dead
and at last there are only
others.
and we listen with all our attentlon.
and the listening takes all our time.



Alden Van Busklirk

from Forest Park fragments

Her hair
longer now,
falling eway from the skull,
legs radiant with cancer she
smiled
glddy as & harlot

mother of mine

half-
eaten in the dream.

The housecoat about to fall,
she shuffled in it,
brightest eyes

free from the mind in sleep
rives sleep to brightest day,
the naked and their relics
(gifts,
rewards the spirit
gives again)

My mother as the
whare -
lolling obscenely through

the dream,
gigeling with her half-
11t companions of the dead,
cruising through
the city of graves,
legs bandaged
in an open housecoat
the crawling pelt alive
below her belly a
wrinkled buddha's face winking
through the folds of rayoen,

She had died of cancer,
her legs luminous in death, she
shuffled lewdly, the
stained clothes chafing and
slipping, she murmers

"syphilis my sweet
syphilis the rot of it -
calls you back -- to
inhabit my flour white flesh again."

Anns Teylor

For Sergel Adorenko

And now ten yesrs heve gone: the Esrth hes traced

ten patterned trsils around the dwindling Sun,

1 think perheps you might not know me now:

my heir 1s not so long snd soft end stralght

8s when we welked the winding city's streets,

nor sre my hsnds so smooth to touch - but skilled
in metters swesoms to the child I wes

of seven years snd sny love I sought,

And you, who brought me hsilastones from the court,
might laugh to ses me struggle still in vain

to button up my coet slone, hands cramped

with heste and cold, thet never hindered you.

The green twill cost you smiled to see me wWear

- 1ts fuzzy collar dead somewhers - 13 gone.



Katheryn Ruby

The Madness
-for William

You say, yes

Or, yes I must have.

And then, no.

And how am I to guess

which 1s below which

or which is the more intended.

Madly the plum thickens
while the color persists,

Madly the two-boughed tree
becomes suddenly,

a flaw,
A series of philosophical propositions
for L. G.

Eho sun darkens

e can feel its pain -- as if from an

We long to take the summer in our lrmaunknown Ranch
but she is too young and broken.

A smart man first learned how to reject
arter him came many assiduous cOpieg ’
ut none so effective as you, my dear.

We kuow only that we are mo

vin
;hrough & hundred parallel ridgea
erheps the ridges of the heart.

But we know that thers
are none
8s the young, when they are mi,tzﬁeﬁf’t'k°“

A
¥rong color impresses us as deeply as a right color

only in a
uhig£ 2 cgégngent direction. And so, we don't care

(cont.)

K.R

’

form and reform
i:l%;: aside of a pltcher, flower, or stone.
An image 1s when I ses your hand

hink of it as a small replica of your face.
;:dk:ou that weeds, plants, and even people remain.

only love has room to die.

6 Poems

1’
The revolution is forgotten, now
Only a few restless youngsters...
I watch them from my cell window
as a little patch of sky on earthen pots.

2.
They took a grasshopper away on & stretcher,
because he was deliriocus.

3.
All right then, how am I to describe her face
As they hung up the phone in your head

And turned to her saying:
That 1little serum we told you about

well it worked.
'-I-o

Or how am I to compare them to the serum, that runs
a bit and stops in a pool or a corridor named Eliza

afraid of her own jokes.

KR

(cont.)

S,
A desperate disciple, sometimes hiding - sometimes in the court-

room cinema
horney & bewildered.

6.
My love, why do you wear that uneven
expression? death i1s not so near...

The lizard throws one last spasm in
our direction and his tongue flakes off.
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Ihe Last Few Is The Subjaect
- Jim Greene

Out of know where, yet 1t is underastandable, strong thoughts
entered my mind. Moved beyond just a passing idea and without hoaaltatiou,
I commanded mama to make a call which feeds that nécessary mental command,
There was an unbelivable loneliness in a volce that oxpressed a whole ney
world of many wonderful, yet true human qualities that stands him aboye
his environment.

Considering our world of many advancements, 1t's unfaip for
one to endure such mesns for a life of pleasure. Pleasurs really isn't
the best word, because that 1sn't what one's life 1s; nor 1is it meant to
be a life of toil. There must ba a means for one's being., It seems gg
though one can not exist without funds which deprives this wonderful woplg
of man's thoughts of freedom. Yos, I was deeply moved to know We are help-
less where founds are needed without human sacrifice for others! comfort,
What a world we live in and where must 1t lead us? It's not new and only
a few changes have been made of many years but things are changing much
faster so we may be lucky enough to receive some of its (that word again)
pleasures before the toll of our mind's existing. Believe it be, it could
happen, you know,

The things I really want to say isn't printable because of the
way We think. Although we think it apd some time talk it but when 1t is
in print that's something else. So as it i1s. God bleas the child that
have his own and let his pleasure be shared by whom he please to enjoy.
The power one has is to what amount can he spend and charge it to his
tax account as a means that he can do it for 1life without owing our
government. Instead, our government owe him for having or who put it
there for him to have. Some must have so we can distinguished and make
known them that have and them that don't,

Now, we know who is best by power or call it who has the magic
number in cash. Is it not true, and devine of us all is the pope?

What really make this man so pure? The languages he can speak? The
way he dress or where he's from? No, No, who say he 1s The Truth of the
matter is beyond the mass of peopls. What we say is and the way we say
1t should be is not the meking of a pope. Nor can he 1live in the public
as others and if there was another way he could be born would that make
the difference? Of course not, that which backs up one's word and can't
be match. What a lost of words and effort when we know that only yes-
terday to be a king he had to the riches of his people and to change
the idea without having many ofthe becoms too confuse, the church decided
to have a king and the pope 1s the riches of his pecple. There is no
way to check his account or will anyone speak concerning this subject.
He'll be put out of the way real quick. To be short, and to sum this up
éveryone must deprive himself of his personal pleasures and share himsel
¥1th others to whom he may not care to be a part or present himself with
in order to maintain his livelihood. Depending what one wants out of life
and what he must Pay in whatever means he has to obtain his gold gols.
gt I am writing under very straining condition in order to state
Basue

What this means, T tell a little truth which always happen.
Whenever I leave New York for a week or many but so far, not over a
month. That really doesn't matter nowWw because I am here but the feel-
ing one has when he knows he ig ready to return to New York, This is a

ynow whab itsnd beautiful any time of year.

46
CcoNl)

ws he 1s ready to return to New York, I
ne has vhen :: k?gom N.Y. and it's not my home where it's
is So be awWay New York, hungry, cold,
that feeling but I have also realized
¢ cash, or ?9t;;°:ﬁoslzﬁd what 1ife should be for him., This calls
t one think o nd clean thinking plus good 1living. One year to re-
e desy & for 1life or two perhaps three or what we call
0 sey 0N The point is If you must do anyocne of that
Sometime thls is too much for babys but

o fooling o

‘1Hﬂfu war

stenk ©

1assic number L, years. .

thebzru that is what one :u;aé

TET’ o ad’tizzigzrfocﬂry fe; have a cholce; some have to be choosed;
And re 5

must be a chooser; some is in demand,
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G. M. Foster

To Thy Hand
-for Hilda

I.

All here all -

go, to the Eastern casement /

This is the beating chord

of Dovedrawn dawn

0 you azolc elements!

This is the dawning of Atoms /

whirl on

plastoid and stone circles /

for lightning loousts swallowed the Word
in waves upon the wind -

Smooth to heaven /

brave obelisks /

white cities end FOAM LIPPED DOLPHIN ELENENTS RAGING
I THE SEA AND MENS SOULS MOLD

Create, Love, & talisman /

a phantom of oblivions troubles the mirror.

Wy -

lost./ y

Girl / girl / my wives of dust and honey are blind

They are left and PERICLES HAS PASSED H}]?:s D:UGHTER ST S
on the reinbow road

in the violent streets of smoking capitals...

Yho sees the triengle? Split 1ightni
!Woman / though not my 1\0111318.11 - HiRg AT Tains

to thy h =
but if Love not come with peace / v Aanly hedys L wpmslin

then f reedom
Bring RELEASE!

II1.

Surfeces split into infinite layers

as bright angels creep r
of her windy body ep from the yellow shadows

The infallible Zeros of her hai
r
turn my sharp ice into white flowers

(cont.)

G.M.R
l'\q‘_nNT]

ROSHIMA!
EIsoad of death
pright / wind - born
glipped through & breath of sky
breazes westward
flesh into fire
rire into sand 7

ashes break the breath of our babes.

Appolyon's Second Act (I was never there)

right solitude of Nagasaki

?mf& plled on white

1ight plerced with fire

agony of Appolyon births Japanese bonedeath /
wind empties faces of slain

naked bodies glint in burnt wind /

of blue light change houses into hostile deathchoked
glittering flakes gh 4 [Sh!.nto g

death pimned to the quick

Hells moment speaks thunder in empty sky

all other blue dawnings broken in diamonds of flame
deathstar suddenly

city EXPLODES /

70,000 lifre-rilled

bloodveined
nakednerved

love-cloaked belngs

blown bright winged
from this mad planet.

Twenty {:arg 511:!1;“1'.411 .
a cree eath s sucks
Ehe these stricken people into space.

EHow have they walked their poisamed :;r:h :?eazngtl;g {:;:’:r 11ght
Were they destroyed in that ancient instant's Ay
They stagger through the years

staring at us

whose brains unstung by death

grow distant from them:

"I was born into death

that Dawn in Nagasaki"™

‘oontol




May my speech be paved with blue stones
that T spesk a street of shining desire for love to walk upon

The purple clamour of birds
rings in the brown wells of those
EYES

Suddenly
she appeared
in the guise of a Tree
HUNG WITH MIRRORS,

August Sixth, Nineteen Sixtyfrive

A door opens in my hand

and out walks a Mantis

who preys across the floor

until, turning on me

he dies in a bombardment of Zeros.

History burns in my hair

like insects in long grass /

Snipers fire sporadically from my lips
as bones blacken in a Vietnamese village.

A continent bombed by its virginity
floats face down in a pool of oil.

So
what for
do boys /
hypnotized by leatherestte girls /
lie like emptied men
on jungle floor?
Or
black - jacked black
faces frozen by blue -
coated wind /
left to die on curbstone
jailhouse

brownstone
slebs of icehouse America,

(cont.)

G,
(eonT.)

&.M.F,
CeonT )

essed in ragged smock and pants (patched with paper) stands

o man 45 / n 11s th 1 T
£ in the harbor e smells e sea alr mixed with oil

pow of & skif o exblien. o [and hears
call without notleing e er e harshly different

the cormorants (woice

airplane wakes him to the sky / Suddenly he is transformed into a
1a basket of burning gems /

of an
humano

He vanishes into a mouth of light,

Where's Guevara?
Who Knows? Who Cares?

Died. Margarita Sierra, 26, peppery
Spanish nightingale, who as Cha Cha
O'Brien, castanetclacking Miami night-
club singer on TV's Surfside 6, for
three years played herself down to the
last brightly mangled bit of syntax; fol-
lowing surgery for damaged heart
valves; in Los Angeles.

Only LIFE brings you so close
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n and ew up, where my family still
The house where Id‘;ggtbgiva aga%ﬁ some day, 1s isolated in the
nd where I shall m{a - by my grandfather, Noah Gilpin. By reading
5 1t was built in 10= and looking through albums of old photographs,
' ? aves of family e g ther were children together, close neighbors,
the fl?lg that my father and m?th thefv faniitss! Bidasioghs But Sasir
1 learn e married very y"l{’:“gl‘{ ; by the time my sister Fellcity was born,
death seems bo Pl;%‘;°H:¥° g.:ad?’ Four years later and I was born; but my
ot are
all her g;‘m;'ﬁﬁoa months dead on my bir':h%ig'”rvm“’ only we children and
father W83 oo at tha}:itim; ;:g Zﬁf-i‘?,u that made her sick) our Aunt K&t‘;'
k mother ya n Noeh Gilpin's house, 0
our PGOZ ziZou, and our Godmother s”ﬂhniév:gpirsntly unigpnrtant Astnitis.
orine, testyears I remember only VEE‘{’;B death of my mother, which happened
Wy earl S curance in my infancy, the ho was then nine, says she
Tue m§j3§so§'1va, I do not recall. F;lé;l:zéd"tge ote touth u’)f what T
when k it very badly when e 1ty or because sdme-
remembers I too L dia ess, not out of precosity g
told; and I gu now Death and un
mets tongus siipped, but beotuse 313wy fastly sasme uE know DI, 120,
o Aa for ta ’
derstand 1ts ways.
most died then. ha time
sy mfﬁﬁ?[-fl ;ineral. though, no child c%m {zi&r:: %?v;yaparggs as child-
unile living 1o my grandfathor’s Boroe: otographs of us (though et
ren prove it. There was no ortraits); but in my memory's p ke
oms bad watercolour p e only octagon
”hie Ea;:t;:p;:{ as anyone in those old album;.itB;:n%aE:donogh‘s B aa
We :Om the area ours 1s somewhat famous, _End frok s Somytey v by o
Eggzuse it is painted white. It is approgicg runs through what was once
long drive which is on our property and h the lake is hidden behind a tan-
a well-planned park., Now it 1s overgrown; wild rose and honey-suckle.
led overgrowth, the paths are obscured by to tell in anothesr chapter,
gnly the flower garden, of which I have all cgagon houses, Noah's Diamond
was kept up by my Aunt Katherine. Like al h:s Sae oo the ground, one om
is hexagonal, and circled round by two poii and has five sides, giving the
the second floor. The third floor 1s sma :1: are in a variety of unusual
whole a very eccentric appearance. The rog s; and staircases are located
shapes: wedges, %riangles, uneven rectang 2 on the third floor and often
entirely without plan., Fellcity and 1 3#Ipr-crc:f which was reached by a lad-
played in the round windowed cupola on the ou’haﬁ s 1ivlier childhood,
der from the hall between our bedrooms. If ¥ The only other children
you might imagine that I was boréd with min;. hurch day school several
Wwe saw were our fellow students at the small ¢ furthered our acqudin-
mlles away. We could, with some difficulty, ;270 My sister was my chosen
tance with them, but we had no desire to do Zhesl.:m!b a great advantage,
playmate; and I found being the only boy in hans, nothing was considered
as I was constantly spoiled. Indeed, as orpha n,c'i we had many freedoms
good enough for us until we proclaimed it so, a Thesa freedoms we kmew
thich would be thought shocking in another ho:se;mr occasional child-friends.
iotuitively we should not flaunt or boast of to Tach in the house was our
0. oLy sdidh WKD. M WAR_ S0 3 fow wesks each summer. He was
Uncle Giles, who came at Christmas and for a ading; but we liked him none-
tholiey man, and spent a great deal of time r;n re;ent-siving. and because
theless, because he showed great imagination a Eallty we found lacking in
he was very easy to get along with; this ufﬂ.u?ns" family; we showed our
most grown-ups (and still do.) We were a
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(eonr. )
affection physically, openly and often. (I am still kissed oodn
80 hame.) I was glad of this tradition especielly during Unoslu oiﬁ:-'h“ I
for kissing a man was rare, and being rare, it was attractive, 1 huggeq h a,
or sat squirming on his lap, of kissed him, or wrestled with him at eve im,
portunity; it was this unconscious seductiveness on ny part which myst }r;: op~
brought about what finally happened between us. e
I was ten at the time, and to the world of Pleasure, in ny waki
thoughts at least, a stranger. My early childhood, though it Was sensug] Eg
the extrems, had never yet become erotic. But the beautirul oo <
tiful lendscape, the languid summers, the feminine oloseness ot ny family
ell conspired to awaken my interest in things I had never been tolq about
Uncle Giles provided the means of the awakening, *

It was during one of his Sumer visits. He had been there

already, end this time I was much happier to have him thers and much m:r:“k
loathe to think of his leaving than ever before. I was with him almost gop-
stantly, and so was Felicity. But she was then fourteen, and

I expeot that
the very seme thing which prampted me in my behaviour made her wish to imi-
tate me; I didn't know what desire was in my innocence, but she must alrea
have found it out, and been ashamed to reveal it, But i. I was frenz 1eq by
it. I could ndt stop touching and being touched by Giles, although why thig
was, end what the end of it could be, I could not have guessed. Laughing my
Godmother, whd is innocent as a ehild herself, called me a little de®1l ang
asked Giles if I were bothering him. He repli

ed, No, and when she went awa
I returned to what I had been doing: T had discovéred the ourious sensation

of erection, and was experimenting with its Pleasures, Never hed I touchea
myself there except to meke water; this was not because T had been told it
was shameful — it was because I had been told nothing. Now by acoident, I
found its true purpose, and I was rubbing like a kitten aga{nst CGiles' knee
while I carried on with him my childish conversation, In the passtime I was
interrupted again by my Godmother, who told Giles it was time for me to wash
and go to bed. When he asgreed to give me my bath, I was eostatic, and God-
mother apparently saw no harm in what I asked,

Halfway to the bathroom it ooccurred to me that I should have to
undress for him, and that this would be the first time a man had ever seen
me nude. I knew how to behave naked in front of women, for I was often given
my bath by female relatives, Was there a different protocol for men? My
mounting confusion was dispelled when Glles, who seemed to know what he was
about, began to undress me. I was going to protest my own ability, but I
saw that he wented to do this, and that I should benefit by it as well; for
his hends, as they stripped off my clothes, knew where to pat and pinch and
accidently stray, By the time my underpants were slipped dowm to my feet,
my little prick, though he had not touched it, was enflemed and hard,

I blushed and tried to hide it with my hands, but he laughed and
pushed them away, seying "Let me see 1t; it's far too pretty & flower to hide."
With that he lifted me into the tub and began to lather my chest and head and
arms with soap. Soon I was covered with suds down to the waist, and knew
with certainty that he must soon wash the parts below. "Get on your knees
in' the tub,™ he said. By doing so0 I was onoce again exposed to his sight.
The warm water had wilted me; now I reacted again as before. Filling his
hands with soap, he began to rub and caress —not my tool, but my backsidel
Little did I know then how much pleasure could be found there; I only knew
what I had learned that day. And as his fingers began to probe between my
little round buttocks, I asked, "Giles, aren't you going to wash the flower?"

Laughing, he let go my rear and sald, "0f course, Seth, of course.
First we clean the two 1ittle buds...then the stem...and the blossom...and"
teking the length-of it in his hand, "the whole flower...and again, and again
+++8re you setisfied?" Never had I been more satisfied. I loved his hand for

u.5.
(coNT-}
long.
e with soap — but it was not to last
1t was doing toh?;. 12iip£hzysuds from my body with handfuls of water,
a

ointed, { }.nto his towel. I thought my pleasure ended, but I was

houlderblades
and stePE:dhoe“ba@n to pat me dry, I felt his kisses on my shou =

icking away the thick curls of halr
“rmg.n&’“ on the naga"gzcﬁyrgfik%olmy co%lar ihan I was dressed. My amms
négetgolour of hmi:ﬁ and kissed, then my back and stomach, and in my hot

4 hands war:rigd again and again to press myself against his body. At
: i o
sxcitamen

H dropped the towel,
his hands had been before; he L
1ast his 1195;:?;,:;?;;; the floor, explored evoryTinch ggn:l::gngg'gnolrlu
sl Kﬂ“lﬁgh ?a e cgnoe;lgi zg $;d§3:{50kaoa:g nearly entered where
vody W between the cle .
et ol a0ty by ocn e et me tromd ad soroie o oy
u h his excite .
?ﬂﬂ:'?'g ad th; :ﬁo‘;;r;t"ﬁto his mouth, sucked it, tounged it, gently pressed
tool %o
lolril;st];:th ggainag 153"1'1;{; %;a":pell was broken. I opened ny ay;:u;gi;‘ignd
'”:,.nboBiﬂa me, covering my naked body 'lilthaua goem.with ghing,
3 oﬁkhésmge:p dn:hiw SN andlkigsed T;;tiggtmguzhr‘:at mﬁ tongue between
he_ploth ure, and purely from N ..
kness of pleas - in. He leughed once more,
;i:clipa, and, *’“"pr“:}i; g:ltlag;d into my bedroom, where the last faint

s indows. Setting me gently
Bndlccur“d e on inkly through the tall w By oo
lignt of ﬁ“\i,';i Blﬁe ;13ckad open my robe; and this time I did n
down upon !

all
that part grow up again in uticipnbig:.nr'gﬁéngym;uﬁ_
e ﬁa;e gj{g ::epullsd i groilli ??‘;dmzlzgeglease myself. I found
i in, he le
Moo flg;::.evléészinag ]hn:sfg:nd’used it for nearly an hour before falling
my hand smoo

ereafter,
ARipeDs he rest of Uncle Giles' visit, and on myt:taé;!uzhcmpletad
iy Eietatlonu took place. But never have t?: e
mish doviaage 2 :nd never has he glven me the opportun h{m i b

i igiaz{oéov:ﬁough I would do so readily. "hat holds

cons »

know.

II.

needed

At the age of ten I was usually happy 1;?122:1-:,,?%0:3”:1 my
to seek out only the secrets of my mouth and arms I cannot remember having
legs; any secrets of the heart were as nothing, elf at least once, OT
g any since that summer without playing with mys was exceptionally big
%ﬁﬁ;iﬁg w{th T 1ﬁvmta;n::a:h:§: :wﬂv::azea were denied otﬁ;g

no . I co

Bra e ¥err o aitarT sisrtat fns pEachise o Toeaih ol aga i
mare §§s§§§‘climil, but it was dry and could be r;geagfar with myself con-
During that period I would simply expose ‘“%1:tr:hoﬁgh never boring. Sev-
tinuously whenever I was alone — my one habit, s so careless as to undress
eral times my sister ceught me at it; once, I wa the second porch watching
during a thunderstorm end lie out in my hammoock ond she had been spying on
the storm and rubbing myself happily. I di"’o"’roh r presence and turned
me for at least a few minutes — I finally semsed he g but she only smiled
round. I wrapped the hammock about me in embarrassment,
and went back inside.




v.6.
(cont.)

I tri
pleasureable Ia:v:vegythlng my untaught imagination suggested would b
I never thouéht i h: 100k My collie, Tannhauser, into bed with me at :
oeiE sex with my dog, but I would lie naked beside 1?1’:1'

pressed against hi
surprise, tried S S0ft coat. Several times he responded and onoe

to mount me...tried t to my
around we ed to enter me from behind
my "i':li;:& After that I stopped sleeping with him, ' " 0 hls Tegs
Y began peskin :aen all my female relatives in the nude before, but n
GoceRalcn T Sms :attgiﬂ' to see more, and in a different light. 'On one
kept mowed bveside h:r bgﬁﬁ{ﬁ?:gtf?::h;rinedsunbutga s not s lew shis
e arden, S .
eI uineher,late tmention, T tninks S0 Yoty Tovely sa ay oyes) W%k e
plcal of my family, but crown -
§°:aga%:;c1§2: ;sg ugdrefsed. and I waa’hidingi I :go&:h:?rgﬂgeo;ngoglzTégg
ed by her love-hair and red nipples. The sun *
her vleasure, for once in a while she would softly moan and ;z;:ﬂdszotgi:ol
could not tell if she were awake of sleeping. I was already beginning to
::bettgg myself when she called out "Seth! Come here and stand in frogt of
s mist gat up. I mieht have run away, but I was so startled I obeyed.
= i ave seen what I was doing in my shorts; she certalnly could now
see at they were unbottoned and bulging. But she only laughed and hugged
me to her. My bare knees pressed against her bare breasts, which excited
meleven more, so that finally she could not help but notice my state. She
only lauzhegbagain, called me naughty, and told me to run away and play.
e —_— out this time, too, my relationship with my sister changed from
thisoso mayﬂages to one of Older Sister and Little Brother. I did not mind
uc ecause she began to spoil me Just as Godmother and Aunt Kate
:ggld.d Eut Iaxgs :i;? ger. if anything, more than before, In a way I wor-
ppe er, s Q; which did not stop me from spying on her while
she undressed.

One custom of earlier days we did preserve was playing in the
cupola on rainy days. There were heat and cheerful light up there, in con-
trast to the grey dim outside. The floor of the cupola was covered half by
low cushions, which were usually littered with toys and books and costumes;
and half by bare floor, usually even more littered.

One dull autumn day when I was nearly twelve, Felicity got into
a nostalgic mood and suggested we dress in costumes and go up to play. Our
costumes were traditionally chosen at random from a large supply of old clo-
thes belonging to older and departed generations of Gilpins. Over the years
we had collected our favourite items out of closets and trunks and barrels,
and stored them in our rooms. I have since learned that boys who like to
dress as girls are frowned upon, but then there was no one to tell me; cer-
tainly not my family, who found it charming, And so, without any lascivious
thoughts (at least, none that I can remember) I would often costume myself
extravagentlv in dusty fancy-dress-ball gowns and frayed sheathes. The masq-
uerade was always complete, down to my skin, and sometimes I would keep it
up so long I began to talk, act and think like a girl. Since my family be-
lieved I looked more elegant, or genteel, with my hair in long curls and
the transformation was easy to make and very decieving. However, this cross-
dressing did not excite my passions and I had neglected it for a long time
in favor of more sclitary pleasures.

But on that overcast afternoon I had been so bored that : ::; hap-
py to play the old game again, and rushed to my rooT toicha?§$;t gneo the:n
oversized scarlet velvet gown which kept slipping, leaving h' s 2
the other shoulder bare. There was a cloche hat of orange velvet whic dwgl
wonderfully a mis-match. I weighed myself down with costume jewelry an e

bangs,

ws.
(coNT=)

he time they had
ainted my toenails red. By t
taking ogfugytghgﬁg'cipgla, Felicity was ﬂlgea%iiTgigéggpigfsiiipegs
dressed in top hat, 4
8B Miod e ecially my toes; and for hal
loved my outfit, espec y : L
s0 we :ic;2:geg facetious compliments in the tone we imagine
an hour or

- ty affalirs. -

e CUFTY O Ly® elicity suggoated we switeh costunes: O Megaln, and
1 were
ur game 1t was as i A

o e e breiver, wichout gninking, I tumed oy Dock o7 1S 2 finerd
e ' I ew a " ¢
Litt}el?yté:t;;:ie:z";;::ﬁ lagg panties,aé gealisig ;agzienak%gr;?n;rggang'
s t time since she h egun . ng i :
wy: sigter. for tA9 g d toenail polish, and nothing co _
"{th notning o cONN L a R f artificial oréhids, I found mguglzzgf
. embaraszenan using her top hat as I used the rlo:gr:é “gﬁeogg: gir nare
nz%:n::swgeeéed to go, and we laughingly agreed that the
v

tumes yetéub we had never played this game before,

if she had rea
trousers.

and both of us were aware

c a little too loudly) I tried
of it. Horsing roughly and 1”“5"1“§téﬁe§:§§ my orchid. At last, in a final
to knock away her hat and ahettotﬁg low cushions, and both prizes were lost—
struggle, we fell togethol Tl ther' arms, panting to regain our normal
we lay completgiv T?kei 1? ?:gt ger arms press my body to hers, and desoite
breath, 4Ye fe silent, ingly against her
myself my finger of love began to prick up and press demandingly ga

h. Z orced
e, Something had changed in her cgmg?sgg;é ?:€1;::§ht§rr2?% §§§2 ge;c ’
alnost frantic. Hou M ot experionced before. And, though I had hardly dar-
ed to hope Iwas right, I thought I knew what that intensity was; after all,

L sharen ;;;hans she feared I would grow panicky and run (but Iage;er ;ould
have done so) because she tightened her arms around me and spre er legs
sovthat I could lie comfortably and securely bet;ea? ;hem. I g:lt sgr:t?id-
den hair against my tender erection; instinctivelv egan probing, Ju g
my rear up and down and to both sides, trying to find an opening I did not
really know was there. Shocked, Pelicity reached down her hand and gently
pushed it away, explaining that brothers and sisters could not do such things.
My disapoointment was obvious, so, to §°§s°19 ge, ?eligit{ gullegdme upsgpon
her stomach, where I sat with my legs folded close agains er sides. e
laid my Lové between her young breasts, and catching my hands in hers, showed
me how to softly press the breasts together, over and against what lay be-
tween them. I had never felt anything like the incredible softness of her
skin, and I loved the compliments she showered on me and on what she called
my "little red rooster®, saying how handsome and like & man's it was., I
became absorbed in what I was doing, and began to thrust my hips forward and
back. With one hand she caressed me and helped me towards an end — but the
gthe; hand disappeared behind my back, and I guessed that she was doing with
er fingers what she would not let me do with a better thing.
- thSu??enly I ejaculated a single clear spurt, like thick hot water.
thiwas ! e first time this had happened, and I was still too young for any-
: ng g sei It shot towards her face, fell short and landed on her throat.
th:B:tugFrwgiy afr:;drshe would find this unpleasant, for I had no idea what
bndorfoct gt Mo e a ear made me go limp at once. But she smiled happily and
b mllkebagﬁps into her skin, saying that it was better for her than a hun-
S. I asked why, and she told me that a boy's come was full of

magic power, especiall
So1a Dot ke 2 s o{ r?fn it was clear like mine. Someday, she said, she

Y




Next day I tried to repeat the experience., She refused:
Pity I unbottoned myself and showe

d it to her, complaining that it had been
hard all day. She still refused. At last, when I asked if she wanted more
milk for her skin, she told me that brothers should not speak so t¢ sisters
and looked so severe that fo ;

r once I was defeated. After a few days, how-
ever, I discovered that she had

no objection to my using her body for my
burposes as long as our clothes

stayed on; and so many gentle fights and
tumbles ended for me with a wet spot in my pants,




