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----- Special guest editor for this issue, from the Billy Linich Show:
W, Linich

Wet floer feet faster than wine
the glowing ejactulation drops
tongue spun chords drunken
despite attempted equilibrium
they all fell on their ase

In the merning upon rising elixer rose hips and she replies in lies
whese cunning curls innards such as he has known in wanton rivers
washboard women blues up
and minnie on belly walls ;
I come not knowing thankful

Vetive light Cecil Taylor

Meving amoug ivory madonnas fingernails full and third eye seab
frow pulling up a tree in haste the early morning other branch swung
around upon my Jerk and slammed my skull

such worshlip in plano keys comping the bass line leoks both ways
twice a horsey string unbound fire curls

the ripple of control
1u leaden box thoughts follow spirits flabbergast and pith stalks

Dear eld Stockwell y to you Jazz
: mit fingered books
scissors coloring yr. visien
the wheel speaks

go the upstretched tree pipe

inhale the silver sky
and blow coke Tiber Tiger
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TAP CITY ZASTER CIRCUS
RAFORT

Roberty
Invitation to build a house mit Paul Beattie ace film maker 63
miles north of S.F.
Redwood trees go straight up gush-bubbling stream right by and
Fauls four daughters (youngest born day after ialota:
Loulses sistier wanting to do seamstress business 17 miles away
or everything being set up.
Meanwhile I distribute the winters harvest of love -objects o e
and beloved Burpee book all in Gods schedule
John Fles is everywhere!
Louise is rounding, the Jazz baby moves lazy liquid blues
Would I winnle the Shampoo or listen to wet roads spinning
wheels
The boat of skin and Appollinaire set down in ocean liner notes
Today I work for strangers the balloou energy filling schips the
Violence of prayers
true to the dues
we will embrace in continual pursult of one clear tone for all to
dig the afternoon children playing

Love Loulse
B hNalota

T L n e e me e e e  —  a —

0000000000C00000000000000000000000000 to the rolling eyes of i
Paul Mistrietttttitttl

4 SHORT STORIES FOR PASSOVER
from 278 e. 7th st. nyc 9 6-d

My mother will do anything for me. She 1s my slave. She will pay
+50.00 just for one feel. She is so happy when I am there cold and
passive In front ol her that tears of Joy come to her eyes,

If Freud hed eaten 2 proper diet and done his Yoga....

One of my poker buddies from high school contacted my mother in
order to find me. He 1s now an epileptic and is walting for his
father to wound him with an appple.

My cousin Judith lived in Czechoslovakia her father was a big
lawyer and she worshipped him and my own father likes to tell of
how Judlth describes the elegance with which her father would peel
an orange; thic never falls to break up my father.

Judith was made a bookkeeper at Auschwitz and oune day she entered
the names of her father her mother and her grandma. I thought
there was no accounting for people. Guess there is.

Dorothy gave an Auschwitz party
it was a real gas.

Micriies Enre
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Mary Butts, inhabit her Ashe family of Rings, take off
your clothes under a white moon, so you can disappear into rock,
So you can escape from the man after you, aud the fury. And where
will you land? The Thames, a mouth full of water. But I'm
slamming you, still it is a thing of anger, because she, who called
around her, called down the fine spirits, whose every book is a
re-affirmation of life, who says in every book that that other
thing has to be fougnt, finally ends up being driven downstream.
I think of her death as horror, with the absence of every other
force taken away. But then again, she knows it herself, she says
acts have been done by others than ner, which acts will bring
angulsh down upon her,.

dell I let the poems speak for me, and right now I make

the pledge to you and to Mary Butts that I will write a poem, what-
ever that means, to her and for her and ner green eye-lids and the
'gallant south'
she writes:

‘ntil they came tc the world's end

The sea below and under themn

The gulls above and over them

And through the thunder and the wailing

Sun full of wings was over thenm

In a glass world made out of grass,

'God keep the hHollow Land from all wrongl

God keep the Hcllow iand geing strongl

Curl horns end fleeces. straighten trees,

Multiply lobsters, assemble bees,

GIVE IT TO US FOR&V:oR, teke our hints

Knot up its roads for us, sharpen its flints,
Your the winds into it, the thick sea rainm,
Blot out the landscape and destroy the train.

Turn back out folk from it. we hate the lot

Turn the American and %urn “he Scot;

Take unpropitious the turf, the dust

1f the sea doesn’'t get 'em then the cattle must,

Make many slugs where the stranger goes
Better than barbed wire the briar rose;
Swarm on the dowm -tops the flint mens' hosts
Taboo the barrows, encourage ghosts.

Arm {he rabbits with figers teeth
Serpents shoot Irom the scil beneath
By pain in belly and oot and mouth
K&eF ThiM OUT OF OUR 3ACR&D SQUTHI

Capitals mine, poem by Iliavy Butts, only one I've
ever found, cied in 1933, I think, this from
Zukovsky s Objectists Anihology, 1931.

John
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Lpril 1

Dear Billy,

ilizabeth Taylor farted incessantly during the raris premlere
of "Lawrence of Arabia," creating sucn a stench that Richard Burton,
her escort, ofter was oblized to hold his nose. This gave some mem-
bers of the audience (seated beyond Miss Taylor's immediate vicinity)
the impression that Burton disliked the picture. His actual opinlon
isn't known, but when they asked .iz how she had enjoyed herself,
she replied '"There was a lovely sunset at the end, and I think there
was one at the beginning, too.' This information comes from an eye-
witness, Jack hamilton, film editor of Look, via his friend and mine,
Richard Van Plaar of the Bethune St. Van Plaars. Richard's sister
Cheryl, by the way, is 2 Lower iast Side witch whose specialty, I've
Just found out, is giving hepatitis to competitors and enemies. 3She
uses a spirit-paper technique. Richard doesu't know whether or not
she's ever had dealings with* he promises to enquire. She doesn't
know Dorothy, but she's heard of her. #Malka :

On 'Yeduesday, [alka Safro will become iirs., Guiseppe Salerno.
Matron of honor will be her good friend, lirs, IManuel Garcia.

At diuner this evening ¥me. Ousvenskaya, 77-1b. Czarist émigrée,
asked a former Doris humphrey dancer, "hHow is your land?"

lLast Thursday Lick, Diana, Dale, Jeck and I attended the world
Fremiere of John Taras's "Arcade," in which a gang of elderly Spauilsh
dikes lynch Arthur Mitchell with Allecra Kent's sunbonnet in the med-
ieval sculpture hall of the Metropolitan Museum to a tune by I. Stra-
vinsky, interesting chiefly for its heavy borrowings from G. Fusco's
score for "Cleopatra's Daughter." Some people seemed to enjoy it;
personally, I thought John would have been wiser to stick with the
San Remo. Before the performance we all dined at the Ceruoviche's;
Diana served yams, carrois + pineapples, which I thought an elegant,
though most likely unintentional, application of D.F. s traditional
method of dealing with Dale. Afterwards we went to the Aztec Room of
the Americana tiotel; Diana, guided as always by her infallible in-
stinct, was wearing 3 pre-Columbian Jade necklaces (2 of them, on
loan from the Iodber Collection, had been confided to her by Dale 2
weeks previously after a festive curry at the Koh-i-noor: he had re-
moved them from nis wall when he dismantled the swing, having been
Cléo from Mfay to December; the 3rd was of obscure provenance). Just
as Dale was telling lick how the Chinese hated white people far more
than any of us suspected, =2 woman came over and placed before Diana
a ball-vpoint pen and a business card from an Illinols hardware store,
saying "I'm sorry to interrupt, but my children just love you and
they'd never forgive me if I didn't ask you for your autograph." D,
looked rather blank, but the woman kept coaXing, so finally she auto-
grapthed the card, The woman looked injured + said "You mean you're
not Joan Baez?" But she kept the card.

Diana's favorite song is "01ld Paint."

Dale says Joan Baez is a junkie, I hope he's right, beeause
in that Time inter¥iew she said that people who smoked pot in Cam-~
bridge were silly.

Dear Joan Bat¢Z, I moved my Nattress.

Lilll Gettinger, Greenwich Village refugee sculptress, used to
say "Life is a big magazine." This was long before they were pub-
lishing Big.






