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ADVERT V2 E MENTT

#x & VWANTED =~ =
orgiasts for the movie, AMPHETAMINE-
HEAD now being shot on location 1in the
Tower East Side, Scenes being filmed
require large number of gfope special-
ists, especlally young lady snappifg”
pussy for snoog-freaking, Also needed:
a hugely titted female with wild eyes
& long hair for a comedown I NEED
COCAINE jump out the window sceng, All
interested please contact Ed Sanders
on the East side.
=Shriek = ORGY FREAKS = Shrisk =

A mimeo needed # mimeo feeded =

The FUCK YOU/ press is desperately in
need of a new mimeograph machine,
electric iT possible, Our old hand
crank speed-o=-print has about printed
its last issue, Or, if someone could
puke up an offset or multilith, we'd
be able ejaculate 1000's of coples of
the mag & in & more permanent format.
adv =+ adv = adv = adv = adv = adv &

adv « Bach scene for Fhil Whalen % adv
From a létter to the fuck you/ Editor-
ial Board:",..As I told Alvin Ginsberg
& Jonathan Willizms & all the others
who haVve inguired,: Find me a patron
to send me an electric organ & the 8
volume set of the Complete Organ Works
of J,8, Bach (G. Schirmer & Co., N.Y.C.
8 ), I think it's much easier to get
" THINGS than money in USA,,, & I liks
to make music, & I'm too old to run
up & down North Beach any more, I stay
home all the time," Support genius}

% Freak ocut an organl

adv@ Phlil » Organ srWhalen>r Bach# adv #

adv#k adv * adv #r adv=x advscradvsik adv *
New FPuck You/press titles:
EEgPﬁIR, a collection of comedown poems
v Paul Blackburn, John Keys, Szabo!
Ted Berrigan, Al Fowler, Ed Sanders,
& Harry Fainlight, MF, July 1964
THE TOE QUEEN POEMS, by Ed Sanders,
TTTITE"t%e Toe Queen freaks through
times square & the Island, July 1964
SADE SUIT, by Jackson MacLow
S IOVE, poems by Lenore
ndel & Aphrodite Kallipugos,
AUTOMATIC PILOT®, BY Claude Pelleu
(in assoclation with CITY LIGHTS BKS)

& BUGGER, an anthology of anal erotic,
pound cak , & cornhole poetry,

adv +advs=adv =advXx adv*radvs adv F

TAYIOR MEAD, LTD
Now YorkTs ey DAYNTOWN COCK CLINIC
specializing in personalizel blowjobs,
love rubs, whip scenes, golden showers,
discipline stomps, circlesucks,
"et cetera®
ATTENTION FOOT FREAKS!
TIGER TAYIOR
is pleased to announce
that the Clinic 18 now 8staffed

wlth
a stunning selection of
&’/ TOE  QUEENS | |'a

#t Help Wanted & Help Wanted= Help =
Girl Friday young lady snapping pus=-
siss needed for- various FUCK YOU

press projects-- proofreading, stencil
t¥ping, letter work, grass weighing,
editorial prick-riffing, mimeo work,
collating, calmilfig”jittery poet cocks,
etec, Help is needed at once, An
immediate gratification salary: all
thé grass they can smdke, love,
madness, & infinite editorial grope
scencl, PPospective Flame Stesks shld
sge Ed Sanders in the Lower East Side.
Help Wanted» furburgers=rHelp Wanted

4~ YPUBLIC NOTICE ~—>
In the tradition or Samuel Beckett &
Ezra Loomls Pound, who were the Sec=-
retaries of famous stompers, the one
for James Joyce & The other for W,
Butler Yeats, we advertize for a
battery of secretaries, helpers, &
gobble assistants for Allen Ginsberg,
who is running his New York Conspiracy
almost alone on sheer guts, sperm &
golden phone babbling.” Please all 3
Ganymedes spurt forward for phone
work, manuscript preparation, letter
writing, gobble rehabllitation, note
taking, press release zapplng, Paga
chanting, publishing projects, dope
sceneés, public campaigns, & GSon
Squad ﬁeaiatenca.-?ﬂGTE: one does not
have to be a cock-gobbler, bugger
captive, or white slave boy to be
useful in the Ginsberglan consplracy.
ALL can help,) Please contact Allen
Ginsbefg in the lowdr east §ide,
adv x advi boy thursdays *radvxadv =







i & oy
ey
ik e




6.8

JOHN WIENERS

And if to die 1s to move

from the ugliness of this world

then let it be; should I

welcome spring; turn summer down, and fall

from my hands; the serpent's slow unwinding,
agate eyes, and blue bushes now

in flower; spice smells undo the lament

of tree leaves on the cement,

But if this cannot be

then let it die with the singing

of one lone bird, at twilight

crook the hand, crawl over, cover us with leaves,



















ROBERT DUNCAN

OLD TESTAMENT

Shadow
moves up over the god cggs, the
spawn=-spurt in pre-form's cj_v'a
cuit aches, Shade
passes, makes its pass over
the swarming place. He
gomes8 with His cock in hand,
His heart
hard on the tip of His tongue,
the World
setands in His word; what comes true
leaps up that way living .
From sun-surface
violent eruptions for th of
fire-sperm . from time-snake turns on

life-spills of divine urgency.

The flame dancing with its own shadow,
the Immediate
ereator passes into His creation,

We are a like of Hin, we're

surc we are, two
the way Ha is , three
in the seminal image we

come from,




ROBERT DUNCAN!

NEW TESTAMENT

ILet God's will

move heore too
between nman and man
towards the fucking

draw

one to the othsr
arousing the first
moment

here where we are
strunming

hand over hand
the erect nipples

nape of the neck
kisaing
licking
keys of the music

foremouth or

hindmouth

opecn to the thrust of him
limb

turnd upon limb
in the seizure,

There need be no joy here
but for joy's sake

we light love

in lust!s customa

glve over to what God will
the mounting nced
cocksucking or buggery
that might have been

let loose in the sensual pleasure
or released

in the wave on wave

each seed of the sun sesks,

glve over

the need, the seeking, the loosening of images
into the immediate

will that moves us,

=CIOTE -




ROBERT- DUNCAN
p =3-

So that Desire

noves as One Iord and I
be lnastrunental

I obey your eonsent,

Ist the orchestral marmnurings,
the tunings, the arousings,
walt, we prepare where we arc,

For the moment will come when the house lights lower
fnd the light kindled in the eye desire strikes
Meeting the enlightend sight in which I sce you
Draws us again, God willing, each to the other,
The voice and countervoice having Song's grace.




, arrives unlnvited at
gountess di Vile's bi-
jal garden party in Ci-
War drag blue Unlon

ts and Confederate gr-
tunic unsheathed his r=-
g cavalry saber and

h one stroke decapitat-
pame Sitlong's Afghan
nd,The head bounces ac=-
s the lawn snarling and
pping.A.J. 11fts his DI1-

WHLIAM BURRGUGKS !

Fluck you fluck you fluck you!

'S0 what? But say do you A.J, arrives.Holy Mother
8c¢e where this is leading of God so what? She lik-
us? 15:45 P.M. Lets tell ed to pass among her

a tale of time long ago creatures of her earth
Eﬂ?ﬂdﬂ God damned awful to unnoticed for very good
me' a simple Swiss legend'reasons.So the Pansies
'The Legend of the dalsy! blushed with shame when
yet? And with one daisy y=they realized they had
et they realized they had baon oaught up pants down
decapitated Dame Sit - Da-dirty by the Queen' and
isy yet they.realized beenever since red Pansies
caught up pants down houndhave defected to Russia

y sword and the orchestsdecapitated dirty by the Q-God save the Queen,
gtrikes up The Battls H-ueen,4.J. lifted his blood-Kissing make you mine?

of the Republic:::

p he has loosed the fa-
lightning of his terr-
g swift sword! a mig-
host of Chinese wait-
charge in from decent

urban kitchens screaming of every flucking mind

uck you flueck you flu-
you!

bugle that shall never
1 retreat! A young sol-
r never cams out that -

srnoon at recess I wat-
i the torn sky bend wi-
the wind, Rockets fell

: In these foreign sub-
3 dead birds raining

28 and death, For half -

Ine no repeat performan-hot siy"

y hound: 'God save the QueOne cannot be too care-

en. Rub out her gracious ful about this, Time can
Hnrg ﬁub gut,her raccla never create or be, All
word,.Fod forget the Queen.the points of present
Retroactive at 6:45 A.M. time are pre-recorded

N.Y. standard time, Her out Time is pre-recorded and
doe stinke in repetition
screen in the area if we the unfortunate travell-

(mucho bouncing h- have to and we do. A mome-er smell of ashes rising
8) 'He has sounded forth nt of decision must be

- from the typevwrilter a
16.15 BBC Time,'I dont sm-black silver sky of bro-
oke but I always carry a ken film rockets across
box of matches with me! the valley all the light
twisted coat on a 1920 ben-left on a dying star

ch barely audible a distant drifting away down a
volce so painful stopped in windy street with the
Johnny's mind "Remember me torn September sky.
there on windy steps dead Wasn!'t anything to say -
birds raining from a whiteMr Bradly Mr, Martin stoo-
d there on dead stars

In any naborhood bar, - For half a line no repeat heavy with his dusty

Piper pulled down the
» Caught in New York
2ath the animals of the
lage The Piper pulled

1 the sky, These forei-
shit birds heres.

York/.Caught beneath the

hing 'egg nog;

house goes up/!

performance.Sweating fear answer drew: !'September
like a vise just telling 17, 1899' over New York
you 'Sparks' 1s over New that morning giving you
my toy soldiers put away
whole fucking light year 1in the attic steps trall
shit house/ Laser guns was-ing a2 lonely dining

/ Any second room smell of sickness
now the whole fucking shitin the room these foreign
suburbs here ;

Last gun post erased in

a small town newspaper
naking the stars run back-
ward,

Tangler,Tuesday, (St ,Ben-
jamin, )March 31,1964
3.3T P.M, Past Time, Calle
Calle del Siaghines The
Swan


















































































HARRY FAINLIGHT

THE SPIDER

trange, I never noticed it before- that thread of apider's web hanging

pom the ceiling, Dut who could have thought of focusing on that emptiness
acre 1t floats?

2en tested on apiqera, the drug tends to destroy the symmetry of the webs
2ey are spinning,'

aen chested on spiders, the dugs bend to Detroit the cemeteries of wives
3ey are spawning,

2en testloles of spiders in drag blend into the delerium of simpering dicks
ney are spraining.....

1e radiator is beginning to throb,

ounding as with some huge entrapped insect beating to get out,

3 1t dogging me- that giant spider the tape-recorder turned into last time?
[ts cats-eye glowed green on the celling, my volee shaking it like a Ily

iﬂgﬁ? in its web- 1ips up against the microphone- "4 WHISPER SHAKES THE
JoMm

f asomach is throbbing too-
WANT TO VOMIT UP A SPIDER,

38, I would feel so much better after I vomited up this spider. I would
sagger weakly back up onto my legs and walk away,. fAND IT WOULD STAGGER
SAKIY BACK UP ONTO ITS LEGS AND WALK AWAY , 4 ‘

)X of course]l The center of thé web is my ulcer- all 1lines of power, fiscal
? muscular radlate from there (That dream fading out as the doctor probed
¢ tenderly as a vagina,.....)

f ulcer wants so badly to speak, to vomlt, to again De unravelled, freel

3 many twists in 1t as in this writing- the sick clutches of my 8ignature
1 wvhich 1s held whatever I own, 411 its wrinkles of old Bge and tiredness
12t make a kind of brain- for what is a brain but certain muscles contorted
ito the strategems of their tiredness? AN ULCER IS THE BRAIN OF COMMERCE,

it, Jesus, that was a thought I almost never came back from!
12t almost left me out on some safariinvhichsomanythingshavealreadybecn
:rgﬂttenthatwhateverlamtryingtnrecallnowiagettingnonearerthantheselipa
!cakingoutonthebankaafmyhanda-tryingtocontra1themjuatbysw&ttingoutleftand
tghtisuseless-1tsaplague, somenewkindofdiscase~infactits lucky/Thaveallthese
Jarelipshandytogetthembusyworkingoutanameforit- OH THENIAGRASOFTURNEDOUT
UWERSTAMSEARCHINGTHROUGHFORTHIS , THIS

first stab of pain which I am still hoping is a tiepin or the chirp
© 2 bird outside and not, not yet a birth pang of this monster in me kicking
) get out, the ceries of the first dawn birds the sounds of it dragging
i8elf , scraping and sereeching- o all the broken retching sounds which yet

=~MOre=-




HARRY FAINLIGHT
p -2~
THE SPIDER

also are so fresh- the harsh tearing which yet also is so sweet- these birds!
eye8 crowding round me pleading like the eyes of bats, of moles, of all
creatures of night which yot alsn are croatures of morning- singing-

A WELL

FILLING WITH THEIR EYES

THEIR EYES WITH WATER AND THE WATER WITH

THIS LIGHT BLAZING ITS TRUTHS, THE WORLD ok everything
impossible now to say- a whole gang of cowardly ironles beating up the few
words I might have used, myself just atanding watching by,

- So what sort of aftermath do you sXxpect- sobbing with glory or something?

~ Telegrams of econgratulation on the monster?
o Flovers where I still lie amidst my slime? .
% On this floor more final than orgasm that identity in its last eonvulsionsa
- must bring it to- the lovely shame of imowing myself deep in my heart
* an adorable young female spider (Is it the point where you start thinking of
the bair as fur that it no lomger seems so sinister?) Yes, a frisky young
~ 8plder- how's that for a mew persona? Yes, she gallops well, amswers nicely
# to the bridle.

So now just to relax back into the comcentric pleasure
of beilng a apilder...
(Pleasure in the nowledge
that 1t was I who have birth to myself
alone?)

I savour it- my lips appreciating cach other like two pleees of paper
pretending to be one- each fresh piece a new client- myself already a fat
Successful old epider just back from doing big deals in the mental
brokeries,

My smile is worth millions- literally. s I smile there are millions of
gradations of movement- whole worthless fortunes in the currencies of
Catatonia! I squander theme- my teeth sunning themselves on endless beaches,
- the curvature of the horizon continued in my smile,... 411 power lying in

.+ these repetitions, enumerations, the current im a battery running round

S and round-

- Until suddenly I am shaking with 1t- the whole voltage of the eity running
through my mind: POWERRRRRR! blllioning itself in horrifie cataeombs,

- Electromic scales assembling an Organ-Dragon-

. THE SPIDER IN FULL ARMOUR,

. Ah, so THIS 1s the real meaning of my spiderhood- this desire, this uncon-
Strollable desire to- OH HELP SOMEBODY STOF ME- this rigid energy hunching
Sime up, hackles rising, strutting, trembling to I dare not imagine but
W LMAGINE- glimpsed once in somo hallway or thicket- a head bobbing up and

B above a body as 1t sucks it dry, That first shuddering rush into a new
of habitation to know- 18 there a place in here for my body- SOMEWHERE
ERE I CAN HIDE MY OWN MURDERED BODY IN? :

=MOIrE=-




Hey, Mistenr, cAll the sanlty copa- there!s a huge dead spider in here.

Explosions distantly registering

;1€ death of narcissisms-

My skin, the armoun of this song,
@ very heraldry of narcisaism,

Yow a wldowhood, a darimess whose cofners begin to stir with nowledge,..
Yes, there are otheprs in here- Jack and that is John over there- good and
evil wires touching in“that bitter little smile,

S0 18 my splderhood a whole new mythology- a cavern full of wicked sisters
a strange new breed of then mutated by this mew hallucogenic vitamin which
I hareby ehristen SPIRITLECT- "The Vitamin which has made the intellect

get up and walk.," (4 eouple of hefty spider sisters brush past lugging in
another dead aendeminian,)

50 now we're all here at 1ost together- ah, and aven you, the darkest sister
of them all- though I lmow this is backstairs knowledge and of course we're
all speclalists in sopmet ~ and yot how far baeck can this glzggle keop

going into that tw¥-{ whieh is Jour bravery Allem and in which all oup
voices echo,

suddenly sinisterly,
each with oun own individual cock sure notes
A8 Wé advance slowly towards whatever's sudden
hot breath blasts.a.

WEICOME. SAYS 'THE MOTHER

MY HEART IS AN OVEN

BAKING SFIRITUAL BREAD

COME AND EAT OF YOUR FELLOW CHILDREN

A few dimensional loaves still lying around mot cut up for anything yet-
"So watcha doin?" asks the eternal smotmose leaning over the
backporeh webs
6lly... I'm just.kind=er-ofe ta Pickin at my snot|"

I look 2t the elock- the expericnce has been goimg on for four hours- four
MHwa-alaughter amongst the webs and I am covered dripping with my friends
(and constituents of course, the cocksuckers) whose congratulations shall
b6 offered to me on sullingly observing pieces of their own smlles ang
observations 3till clinging to ny Iinauguralespladtered jeans,

but already I'm-too tirecd~ tired of understanding peoplee eating them,
fvallowing them, tasting thelr last stale dowagery crumbs,

IBraality-already beginning to pester me with ita dirty pecultier questions
ggain?

The lﬂghtbulb 1s looking at me 1ike some Devals asshole- its rays Just aching
% be spread- to be opened out into some huge, grucsomc Vision Of The Uni-
¥ersg, which eommon decency rightly forbids,

=N0I'C =




HARRY FAINLIGHT

-ll-u

THE SPIDER

At least, though, a littlc hymn of praise to this plain jane fixture which
has been so faithful to me all evening-

0 happy lightbulb,

Still so patiently preaching your doctrines
Indoctrinating your systems,

LIGHTDULBANIA, LIGHTBULBANIA,

Why couldnt I realisc

This 1s where I always really lived.










Aristotle's eye

clapped to the luminous cunt
proclaims,

ojo do Horo, ojo de_oro

fastening on, us?, over & over
open, open see what you see,

gold eye

"& what I love is the
fresh & graceful

beautiful,

all that is grateful
bright & what is
lovely

for me one substance is
lust in sun's light"

the philosopher asleep at last,

The fragment nf Sappho,

welghed, told, duly recorded
outside the orders of time, directs the eye,

& Thoth's
long beak g -
opens an avenue in the body for the passage Of the poem
& 1n the poem for the passage of the unylelding common light,

The gcld eye
his other
&ye looks
down

the gresk
asleep
dreams
what he sees

Thoth while I was watching sealed the poem & sent it to you,

8 May 64










passerby,

CARL-SOLOMON !

P -3-

The Delinguents

The delinguents

To me are horrible creatures
Standing on street corners

And carrying knives

And inspiring terror in the heart of the casual
We are not at all friendly

And I avoid

Such 1lliterate confreres
Feeling that my gift for language
Entitles me to other rewards
Than are theirs,

For which I thank my teachers
And oy early editors,
























































































