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Great pleasure it is to announce the FIRST ANNUAL FUCK YOU/ PRESS
AWARD FOR DISTINGUISHED SERVICE TO THE ARTS, This year the award
goes to Panna Grady for -ineredible genercslty, kindnesa, tendernesa,
& benovolence in dealing with many freaky neurasthenic artists, -
pests, moviemakers, magiclans, etc. on the N.,Y. scene., It often
takes great patlience in elaing writers, but her grace & squack=-
vectors have been fantastic, /== Infinite thanks to Ken Weaver and
Gr§ Botsy Kleinr<—3) for helping to freak this mag out,/-=
Be sure to rehabllitate your priek with John Wienera! ORGASM TONIC!
(See ad on back page)/-- freak out the FUG ALBUM!!I! Folkways
Records has puked out a album by the legendary rock & roll, folk-spew,
akhead, singing group, THE FUG2] This album includes many of the
notorious Fug hits, Coca Cola pouche, I feel like homemade ghit,
Qaca Rocka, She's got a Bull Tongue Clit, Jack Off Blues , snd many
more! Slurp it up from yr local record freakil/-- the great araw
on page 1 of superman is by the evll Joe Prainard/-- What the Fuokl!l!
we cannot zap out a prose lissue unless you prose motherfutkers
Bong us prosell e Editorial Board wants an eternal prose issue,
Plefise stomp us, /e~ ILENORE KANDEL's cternal THE WORD IS IOVE, is
aut, coples may be optalned at most important bookstores. Book stores
may order, at trade dlsecount, from Peace Eye Bookstore EEE E Tenth St
Ne¥., N.¥X. 10009, /<« For the next issue of Puck You/ a mdgazine of
the arts, wo would 1like to have a centerfold photograph of the
FUCKMATE OF THE CENTURY, What we want is a large photo of a eouple
king, done in color preferably, in order to show the tit-freak
8 the direetion for their foldouts., So, all photographers who
have Bome fuck photos, pleasec zap them to B4 Sanders./+= The first
k You Eqitoridl Board movie, MONGOLIAN OLUSTER FUCK, is nearing
ompletion, If snyone has a stuffed ram to loan us, that is the only
thing holding up finidbiog the movie. /== Ed Sanders new book of poetry
with a foreword by Charles Olson, 18 outi New Yorkers may have trouble
getting 1%, since Ted Wilentz has banned it from THER EIGHTH STREET
BOOKSHOP, You ean slurp it up at the FEACE EYE BOOKSTORE & Sdrounge
Iounge at 383 E 10th N,Y, City, $1.50/== If you're plssed off At
the war-crecps or if the draft is trying to Stomp you, freak it up
with CNVA 325 Lafayette St, N.Y., N,Y. speelalizing in peaec walks,
potitions, defensc establishment poace-invasions, submarine boardings,
eto,; or dial in pave McReynolds of WAR RESISTER's LEAGUE 5 Boekman
l;!;% N.X, McReynolds 48 a brilliant architect of any new humane

politina, /-
FUCK YOU/Cé the Magfag;he. of
GRASS-
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TOM VEITCCCCCCH

Ybu.ggt a Point There, Pop

Yes, fellow high~sinks, the war between men and women, the out

and out bloodshed war iz now upon us (the cold war iasted ten thpus=-

gna years), The men hold the cities, posscas supply lines to England

France, Germany, South America, The women hold all the Great Flains
States, half of Chiscego, elghty perc

side showe signs of tiring after somc twenty
The outcome 18 incvitable...

ent of the rural aroag, Neilther
years of goofing, ces-

trating, end just plain mutual rape.

R -ﬁ!k Iﬂm.-.i
lemuell Peters, fresh up from the South where rebe
stande facing the tere-bread=

1 forces have

91&anaa out his home etate of Georgls,
Eﬂﬁ tigress Ruth O'lLcary, savage amazon and mighty ocaptain in her

Majesty's Fighting Fifty-first,
"gome git it white boyl"™ She bares her tceth, letting loose 2

jow snarl that chills the hair along Lemucll'e back.

"My, God, you ie 2 niggeri”

"what you expect, Sadlc Turnip?”
Miheee-u, I'm gonna git me some nigger-meatl”

if you can, you mean! I is from the
white man's

testicles fry=-

tysh] You is gonna git 1t
Gannibal Islena of Wost Banuba and I is gonna git me
meat and I is gonna gat 1ti Hommmm, I ‘can taste them
in? next ta the taters right now!"

but he hadn't been apiggoted by & woman yet, 80
safe, viectorious, and really, after all,

He was scared,
yenoon told him he would be
there was no need to worry, was there?

Kecp it eimple, he thought, Remember your duty.
£t up quick and herd.

L1l you gotte

do is sink your bayonet into her belly end 11

Forget all that shit sbout hitting the kncce, Get thet corpeec,

5 (cont'a)
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TOM VEITCH page 2

buddy, and then you ean scoff it back of them bushes 1f you still
focl 1dke 1t,

The dey's emotion end turmoil vanished in the moment's pitched
tension, Only one thing stood uppermost in Lemuelli's narrow head.
Kill the enemy. In and up. Quick and herd, like they taught you
in basic}

The pair stalked each other over the barren Jersey hill top, two
guards of a last outpost, two night sples come face to face after
the heat of the day's torrential bloodebath,

"Hassssee! Come git 1t niggerl"

" essssWatch 1t vhite boy, I is gonna git you quicker than you
thinkl"

They cirocled warily over the qusty grassy ground, the stars une
moving over their heads. Bayonet steel flashed 1n hie hand, s Turke
ish scimitar glistened like water in hers, Her black leather fine
gers barely coversed the ruby encrusted handle. He saw blood on the
blade and the rublee round fingera, This one means business, he
thought,

The eyea flickercd wickedly, unblinking, with hate. He feinteg
and made a lunge for her abdomen == she stepped back, lay the scime
itar ecross his ncok, and he fell forward knocked cold.

"Hee heel" cacklcd the biteh. "I got me a white boyl He ain't
dead yet, but I is gonna take him and I is gonna torture him till he
sorcams]l Hee heel! Boy, you 1e gonna wish you was dead right now
therel™ And she bent over, breasts like wet bronze in the cool
night moon, her eyes glory with conquest. Hooking a foot with her
sword Bhe dragged poor Lem off across the dirt and grase to her

(Contta) ©
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TOM VEITCH PAGE 3 '

jookout eamp near the summit,

He fowy’ himself ticd naked to @ huge oak, flame licking up his i

thighs singing hair of his balls, The emazon Vas damcing oround him,

pubbing he:» huge black puesy, slobbering at the nouth ard uttering

garbled crics at the moon.
"por godsakes lady, heve pity on mel let me

Kiil me if you want

i "owl" he sereamed.
1 offa here will yeh? 1111 do enything you want!

kes don't torturc me 1ike thisl"

looked into his eycballa.

arc chest and in spite of him

full sttention, throbbing gently.

I promise yeh,..." ©She

Now only the moon

14 to, but for godsa
Shg came close and

He felt nesked

d
sclf his penis

. women flesh rubbing his b

" { rose quick and aifficult to

cnj "ph, thankee meam, you'!ll never regret it,
. with bere feet.

was stanping out the 1ittle fire
Y| gnd the dlstent 1ight of the city marked the shadovs of ekin thet |
| moved rhythuioally next to the mighty tree. ’

: pulling herself off his sword at the last |

minite boy," ehe gald,
sesond and watehlng the vhite julce squirt azainet her belly and

breasto, "I llike you, but you is going to hav
" Whorewith she vhipped out

o
04
an |

e to leern to kecp

quiet vhen you is another man's prisoner.

Lo
a short knife from 2 11ttle seabbard that hung

4 middle and gtabbed him in the mouth,
He serecamed. She yanked his tongue out with her sh
¢s that go back deep into the

on 8 string round her

arp fingere
thrc'ﬂt .

and out it away at the roo
t wash down

and the torturces iet 1

Blood gushed from his erot-hole,
Poor lLemuell eould only

the airt.

her front and run trickling into
in, his 1ife~juice running out of

moan half—unmcnauioun from the p2

him like scwer-flush,
cackle-cacklol

7 (Cont'd)

She wae insane with glee, Fine work of this one.




TOM VEITCH page Y

‘What a sport this warl What frecdom ard funl Getting a slick razor
from her kit she went close again to Iomuell and carefully oh &0
neatly slised his fat testlcles and aropped then into her frying pm.
Then, while things were cooking and spitting, she lobbed off hise
cork and drow piciures across his chest with the razor, pictures
that cane out sharply outlined in blood and then were obliterated
in the gush from thousand scvered veins. Then, she sliced hils eye-
balls open, watching the juice run 1ike fat tears down his checks.
g8he eut off his nosc,. Chomped his ears with her tceth, Raked his
cheeks open with her razor. pisembowsled hin with his own bayonet,
Ang last but not lcast, slit open his stomach and stuck her hand
decp ineide to draw out hie half-digested dinner.

fyell, I'l1l jJust let you dle, white boy, while I eats me finec re=-
past, Then I'll pack you up in froezer gartons and send you off to
base camp. Nice flesh llke you make neoe meal for little girlel"

Ienuell felt himself dle there {n the moonilght. Hls las®t ime-
pression was the smoll of his own testioles frying in the grease of
his own innards. He heard the smack of thick negro 1lips and the
alink of oteel fork sgalnst iron pan.

"Right good, white boy. I gotta gummend you. You got a right

fine peir o' jeweliles horcGe.. Yum yunml 8
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