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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 
IT'S theoretically possible, I 
suppose, to devote space In 
every Issue of a newsletter to 
recounting some of the problems 
you've encountered since the 
last Issue. It's not a habltlwant 
to get Into but I do feel a cer
tain amount of explanation Is 
necessary for the delay In get
ting these Issues out. 

As I sit here In my apartment 
In New York, early In February, 
I'm still living a totally schizo
phrenic life: of!lcally managing 
editor of the Los Angeles Free 
Press, a Job I've agreed to fill 
until the end of March, I've 
spent the past ten days catch
Ing up on the scene (and my 
mall) back home. 

Half of OTHER SCENES #1 
have gone out, the rest sit un
mal!ed In Hollywood awaiting 
my return with the addresses. 
My (book) publisher, Arthur 
Frommer, had agreed to run the 
names and addresses of all my 
subscribers through his slick 
IBM-type addressograph mach
ines but halfway through the 
operation his partner saw a 
copy of the first Issue and hit 
the roof. The result was that he 
returned the unprocessed ones 
and I now have to figure out 
some alternative malling sys
tem. I never In my wildest 
dreams planned on making any 
money out of this operation In 
the first year and events like 
this are the reason why. 

Incidentally, about one-third 
of the checks that were sent 
to me were refused by my bank 
on the grounds that they were 
made out to •other Scenes• 
and not "John Wilcock• and 
ne'er the two could meet until 
I went downtown and registered 
as a business. 

Meanwhile, I was getting nak 
from subscribers who thought 
not unreasonably that biweekly 

meant that they should have 
rec el ved three issues by early 
February and still hadn't re
ceived one. (As I explained 
earlier, there' 11 be no regular 
schedule for this gazette: you'll 
get It when I send It, but you 
will get 20 somethings during 
the year.) 

And having been censored, In 
a manner of speaking, by my 
malling agents I now started to 
get responses from some of 
the early recipients who had 
seen Issue # 1 and were shocked 
by It: 

•1 suspected that Other 
Scenes might be more liberal 
and contain writings on sub
jects which could not be found 
elsewhere,• wrote Mary Pax
ton from NYC. •1 expected 
to be entertained and amused, 
not scandalized. 

• A few of the articles were 
good from my literary point 
of view ... but even an under
ground newspaper editor can
not excuse poor taste. The 
cartoons relating to the 
article on dirty comic books 
were gross and disgust
ing ... • 

John Goldston of st. Louis, 
Mo., wrote: "Is the word tuck 
In big print going to make you 
more famous than someone 
who used It In small print? 
And the cartoon book stuff. 
Geez, that went out when I 
left grammar school.• 
To dispose of Fuck Hate 

quickly, let me Just point out 
that I was reporting a news 
story: a poet had been busted 
for printing and distributing 
those words. My own use of 
them was partly a gesture of 
solidarity, partly reportage and 
partly to emphasize my view· 
that censorship 1:, Illegal and 
immoral. Now we're all grown
up people aren't we? Are we 
st111 offended by this simple, 
everyday word? Yes, some of 

[ffi 
THE MAGAZINE OF COMMUNICATION ARTS 

Apart from being one of the 
most visually attract! ve maga
zines, Communication Arts 
(usually condensed as above) 
frequently becomes quite vi
sionary. One of Its features 
last year dealt with a compre
hensl ve survey of the future -
a collage of opinions by special-

1st thinkers in such matters as 
automation, population control, 
scientific breakthroughs, space 
progress, war prevention, wea
pons systems. 

Their predictions included the 
following developments for the 
next century: 

.Economically useful exploitation 
Widesp of the ocean bottom 

Wide/y.;ead and So . through mining 
narcor ccePted c1a11y 

Of IC dru Use Of 
in Producin gs for the non. 

Persan _g specif· PurPos 
a/1ty ch ic Cha e 

aracte . nges 
r1sfics 

Communication Arts, a 
bl-monthly, ls published at 3975 
East Bayshore Road, Palo Alto, 
Callf. 94303, and costs $2 per 
beautiful issue. 

us still are. And so far as I'm 
concerned as long as people 
remain offended by WORDS we 
have a longwaytogobefore 
we• 11 accept certain things about 
our fellow human beings. 

Dirty comic books are funny. 
At least I think so and so did 
almost all the other people who 
brought them to my attention -
AND most of the people to 
whom I showed them. OTHER 
SCENES Is, after all, my news
letter and If I'm to start getting 
critical comment about the kind 
of stuff I print In It before I've 
hardly started, god only knows 
how I'll ever finish even the 
first year. (Yes, of course, I'm 
glad to get your letters and 
comments - even critical ones 
- but I do reserve the right to 
use MY taste and MY selectivity 
and not have to apologize for 
what I print.) 

In my reply to Miss Paxton 
I suggested that some of the 
people who thought that certain 
written and printed material was 
obscene apparently dldn' t see 
anything obscene In countries 
dropping liquid fir<;? on each 
other. And, 1 added, as long as 
that continued I really wasn't 
going to get warmed up about 
comic books. 

As a matter of fact, we• d 
better get one thing straight 
right now: I am not in the 
pornography business. Sex Is 
a fascinating subject and I love 
to write about It, talk about It 
and practise It. But I'm basic
ally a newspaperman and there 
are a lot of other fascinating 
facets to this society. At EVO 
I evolved this formula: pot, art, 
religion, politics, sociology, 
revolution, sex, humor, and 
those are basically the Ingre
dients I shall be dealing with 
Ip OTHER SCENES. I have 
always been Interested in push
ing the boundaries and In 
exploring the what's-to-come 
aspects of society and so It 
follows that at some point or 
other I'll get intocurrentsexual 
mores (including, perhaps, the 
'!me I was almost consulted -
about how to organize an orgy, 
presumably because I'd once 
written a magazine piece on 
the subject). 

The truth Is that I haven't 
entirely decided what's to ap
pear In this newsletter yet. I'm 
experimenting as I go along 
and we' re learning all kinds of 
things together. With OTHER 
SCENES I'm trying to give you 
an insight into my day-to-day 
life - the things that interest 
me, the places I go, the crea- · 
tlve people who catch my atten
tion. I'd like the remain as 
flexible as possll;>le, from every 
point of view, and produce a 
series of surprises for you. The 
only restriction so far Is that 
I must limit myself to something 
(paper? fabric? material? film?) 

, that will travel - sealed - in 
an envelope for only 5 cents. 

But apart from that I have 
no taboos about shape, size, 
substance or anything. So your 
•newsletter• hopefully might 
sometimes ·be something really 
weird. I'm co-operating with two 
different art directors (one in 
L.A., one in N.Y.) to turn out 
something lmaglnatl ve and may
be If you• re patient we'll come 
up with It. 

Next year I'm contemplating 
sending everybody a viewer and 
doing the newsletter on micro
.film. Do you have any views 
about that? 

Cheers 
John Wilcock 
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books ♦ 
Passed-over Papetbacks 

... being a random selection from some of the 
interesting but somewhat neglected books that 
are currently available .... 

WIFE-SWAPPING has become 
something of a lurid joke in 
America - a subject for discus
sion by sex and crime-filled 
weekly tabloids, or an occasional 
shocked headline in the hypocriti
cal, moralistic suburban press. 
It has occurred to very few peo
ple that the subject could actually 
be taken seriously by anybody not 
depraved or perverted. 

But If we are to judge by letters 
pr lnted In the slick magazine, 
"Mr.,• partner-swapping (as It 
should be more accurately de
scribed) Is prevalent In almost 
every town and city in this coun
try. Now many of the letters are 
gathered together in a book, 
"WIFE-SW AP PING; A Complete 
8-Year Survey of Morals in North 
America• (Counterpoint, Inc., 
N.Y., 95n, and they have the ring 
of authenticity. Most of the 
couples, It seems, went into It 
gingerly, ended up confirmed fans 
of a system which allowed sexual 
experimentation without guilt and 
- apparently :- which strength
ened rather t ha n weakened t he 
marriage Itself. A highly ·infer;;-· 
esting paperback. 

COLOR IN YOUR WORLD 
(Coll1er Books, 95~) was pub
lished five years ago but doesn't 
seem to have been very widely 
publicized. It purports to tell you 
your character via your color 
preference. "Blue, red & green 
are the colors most people pre
fer, and in that order. Red Is 
positive; blue, tranquil; and 
green, a balance between the 
two.• Just a new method of for
tune telling, but more interesting 
than most. 

regulating it •.• The preachers, 
not daring to talk about little 
things such as cutthroat compe
tition and charity - there might 
be wealthy clients in those expen
sl ve front-row pews - talk about 
1 sin' as If there were only one. 
kind, the kind for which many of · 
their churchgoers are too old.• 

Some critics have made a case 
for Jasper Johns' nags marking 
a turning point in art - the start 
of a new era which came to be 

-labeled pop. A series of essays; 
mostly by curators and dealers 
but some by critics, about this 
post-1960 era, are gathered to
gether by Gregory Battcock in an 
anthology called THE NEW ART. 
(Dutton, $1. 75). One of the essays 
In this anthology Is by Alan 
Solomon who said, in 1963, about 
Jasper Johns: 

"The nag Is the kind of Image 
so frequently exposed that we 
have literally become bllnd to It. 
In the context of painting we ask 
ourselves whether we have ever 
really looked at It; a moment of 
hesitation follows about whether 
the artist Is really serious or 
not (the banality of the new 
images always raises this ques
tion). We might then wonder 
whether It ls even legal to paint 
a flag. Short of obscenity It ls 
hard to think of a situation which 
could be more unsettling to us 
than the conflicts presented by 
this image.• 

It was such a simple life 94 
years ago. U by some rare chance 
a family didn't knowhowtoenter
taln Itself in a quiet evening at 
home, whey they had only to turn 
to DICK'S 100 AMUSEMENTS, an 
invaluable source of lnformatlon 

John Phllllp-Lundln's WOMEN about how to dress up a giraffe, 
(Lancer Books, 95~) ls a curious baffie your friends with string 
mixture of sexy .confession and games and frighten the gulllble 
perceptive social comment, as with what appeared to be a de
for example: "More than any other capltated head. Dick Higgins' 
country, America bases its moral Something Else Press, for god 
code upon the ethics of sex, and only knows what reason, has re
so the various churches concen- printed this little 19th century 
trate upon their function of with- · classic. It costs $2.25 from 160 
holding, granting,dlstrlbutlngand Fifth Avenue, NYC 10010. 



THE UNDERGROUND: A LOOSELY ORGANIZED COLLECTIVE 
Like so many other over-used 

words, •underground" means 
too many different things to 
different people. U It ls stlll 
used by people who are Under
ground themselves (by any defi
nition) this Is mainly because 
no other word conveys so simply 
a whole class of people and their 
activities. 

In Its simplest sense, the 
Underground ls the loosely or
ganized collective of artists, 
writers, creatl ve people whose 
work, while appreciated by each 
other, Is not yet acceptable by 
the Establishment. Sometimes 
even AFTER such recognition 
the aura of the Underground 
hangs around a former hero -
Bob Dylan Is the best-known 
example; Allen Ginsberg, stlll 
an anarchist despite what are 
virtually "diplomatic~ creden
tials, ls another. 

It Is no accident that so many 
current Underground heroes are 
poets: Ginsberg, Peter 
Or!ovsky, Ed Sanders, Tull 
Kupferberg, Gerard Malanga, 
Michael McClure. The poets, 
sensitively attuned to the fast
changing nuances of our society, 
are the first to put Into words 
what so many others feel. Their 
language Is a kind of code and 
usually it screams for revolu
tion In unequivocal terms that 
would get them all hustled off 
to Jal! were It written in the 
prosaic prose that John Q. 
Public Is used to. 

The poets cry for change and 
if they are good poets, they 
articulate society• s needs, es
pecially the needs of the young 
people who resent the traditions 
and rules laid down by their 
elders. They may be older, 
the young people say, but if 
they are wiser why have they 
left us to Inherit a world so 
full of death and disaster? 

AVOID •SELLING OUT" 
For any creative person with 

integrity the constant struggle 
ls to a void • selling out.• The 
pressure to make a living, to 
temper one's art to what ls 
saleable ls tremendous at any 
level, especially so for some
body who ls young and does not 
see the concomitant pitfalls. 

Of course an artist wants ac
ceptance. Of course he is only 
too happy to stop grubbing 
around for recognition in tiny 
group shows on the lower East 
Side where his friends drink 
the cheap punch at opening 
parties and offer him only good 
wishes. Naturally his life be
comes easier if he is adopted 
by a glossy gallery on upper 
Madison Avenue and given not 
only supercallfraglallstlc shows 
but also serious reviews in the 
art pages and sometimes inter
views on television and com-

missions to design department 
store boutiques. 

But In return he does have to 
produce. It Is no longer enough 
to create when the muse strikes. 
A gallery owner (the French 
equlvalent 1 "marchand," is so 
much more applicable) Is a 
hard-headed businessman who 
has to pay the rent regularly 
on a piece of expensive property 
and, artistic temper aside, the 
artist must produce - enough 
for an annual show, at any rate. 
How much of current art is 
"forced art• and how much 
grows naturally? And Is there 
a dlfierence? These are dllem
ina s tha:. :.H £~1 li·t ,1y creative 
mind tries to avoid as long as 
possible even If it necessitates 
remaining in the Underground 
rather than grabbing the first 
commercial offer that comes 
along. 

FOkMS BEING CHANGED 
There have been an Increas

ing number of these lately. Tlie 
mass communications media 
has (belatedly) reallzed the 
extent of the current revolution 
in the arts. All the traditional 
forms have been and are being 
changed. In music, ploneeri; 
such as the late Edgar Varese 
and time-space experimenters 
such as John Cage have taught 
us that the mechanical sounds 
of this electronic age, and even 
silence, possess musical con
tent. Currently such •tar .out• 
jazz exponents as Albert Ayler, 
Ornette Coleman, Sun Ra, are 
mystifying the traditional jazz 
buffs with their cacophonous 
sounds although, once again, it 
Is mainly the unfamiliarity that 
bothers traditionalists whose 
Western ears tag Oriental music 
with the same far-out Indict
ment. 

What came to be termed as 
Pop Art and at first regarded 
as a fad, has reshaped the very 
essence of what the man in the 

, street regards as art so that 
he is now almost literally 
shockproof. The boundaries of 
what Is accepted as •art• have 
become so wide that It ls diffi
cult to see how they could ever 
become constricted again. Just 
as the commercial artists and 
the draughtsman have moved to 
take their places along-side 
painters, so (as Time magazine 
pointed out) In sculpture the 
draughtsmen and the construc-

'VEGE
TABLE ! tlon workers have begun to dis-

, I J i play their wares - in the same 
I . ,, :' ga!lerles. And now, with kinetic 
· : and neon sculpture, the engln-~ -rJ eers and electricians are mov-
* l" -I" •t . 
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Ing In as well. 
Writing has always had its 

word-wizards who were less in
terested in the semantic or 
gram matlcal content than in the 
mood that a patchwork of words 
could evoke. In our times, James 
Joyce was the forerunner of 
this movement but present-day 
examples are William Bur
roughs who In some of his 
works cuts and pastes fragments 
together as the mood takes him, 
and the French author who pack
aged the loose pages of his novel 
in a box with Instructions to 
shuffle before reading. What 
was he saying - that his story 
ls a series of chance incidents 
to be understood at random 
rather as life itself? Lately, 
some widely disparate writers, 
in different parts of the world, 
have shown a tendency to write 
in a kind of code, a telegraphese 
or symbolic shorthand that in
corporates inter na t 1 on ally 
known sclentlflc terms, sym
bols, abbreviations. It ls a mid
century esperanto that seems 
er:tlrely appropriate for an in
creasingly international so
ciety, 

In theatre, always the most 
backward of the arts where 
innovation Is concerned, there 
have been more and mQ.I'e at
tempts to break out of the frame 
imposed by physical limitations. 
A dramatic performance must 
take place somewhere and for 
reasons of efficiency, economy 
and - unfortunately - the per
formers' own dignity, it has 
found itself confined, by and 
large, to a theatre. Formallty 
and dignity are the enemies of 
art, of creativity, and most art
ists (but regrettably few actors) 
know this. A captive audience, 
scrubbed and polished and shown 
where to sit, ls WATCHING 
something creative and not 
participating in it. In a sense it 
ls no more involved than if It 
ls a crowd watching a baseball 
game or a heavyweight fight. 
It ls engaged to a minor degree 
but its vicarious ldentlflcatlon 
with what Is going on ls a shabby 
substitute for the truly tran
scendental experience enjoyed 
with COMPLETE artistic in
volvement such as might happen 
during a symphony concert or 
the all-too-rare theatrical per
formance. 

A PIGEON HOLE 
The theatre of the absurd, a 

minor breakthrough, was fol
lowed closely by improvisa
tional theatre in which attempts 
were made to truly involve the 
minds of the audience and not 

merely their eyes and super
ficial emotions. But always the 
gap remained - the physical 
separation between the watchers 
and the watched - the stage 
raised above and separated from 
the audience. So along came the 
Happening, surely one of the 
most misunderstood terms in 
the whole realm of the arts. 
"Happening" has become a 
pigeon-holing generic term for 
something that cannot be pigeon
holed, and It makes about as 
much sense for somebody to 
say they• ve seen a Happening 
and don't like Happenings as it 
would be for somebody to say 
they• ve read a book and don't 
like books. Whose Happening 
have they seen? And what was 
that particular artist trying to 
say? And can it be put Into 
words anyway? 

An artist, a writer' some crea
tl ve per son bas a vision - some
thing he wants to say or some 
mood be wants to express. So hf 
hires a hall, or a studio, or 2 

ga!lery or maybe even sets some
thing up in his apartment and 
invites his friends to come along 
and see (Le., take part, be there). 
U It's Robert Whitman he might 
have beautiful girls wandering 
around changing the color of their 
dresses like the leaves announc
ing a change of seasons; If it's 
German artist Wolf Vostell he 
might have everybody scrimmag
ing In a swimming pool squirting 
each other with brightly colored 
paints; if it's French artist Jean
Jacques Lebel there will cer
tainly be some nudes, and some 
bitter comments about the poll
tlcal establishment; if It's Al 
Hansen there will be a thousand 
different ingredients In keeping 
with Hansen's opinion about •the 
complete absence of anything in
teresting in more conventional 
forms of theatre,• 

COLLAGE CINEMA 
Ambiguous as the term Is, 

• Happening" ls used because it 
ls a convenient label, but it should 
always be understood to mean 
everything rather than something. 
By its very nature a Happening 
ls some th Ing unpredictable, 
rather than something that can 
be described. In San Diego, a 
group of Happenings people ran 
onto the beach at dawn with pots 
and brushes and began to paint 
the waves; in San Francisco, 
members of the •audience• were 
picked up in a truck and driven 
around town past prearranged 
points where "things• took place. 

Because of the lq:ise form of 
Happenings they have attracted 
participants from all the arts and 

have acted as an experimental 
area for painters, sculptors, 
theatrical types, writers, musi
cians, lighting tecbnlclans, and 
film makers. The filmmakers are 
the new elite of the Underground 
and many painters (Robert Breer, 
Carmen D'avlno, Al Leslie) have 
successfully combined both tech
niques. One of the things that 
seems to be happening in cinema 
is that for the first time mm ls 
being treated not merely as a 
medium to tell a coherent story 
(Le., photographed theatre) but 
now stands tall as a medium In 
Its own right with FILM ITSELF 
and not merely its content viewed 
aesthetically, with Its mood more 
important than Its message. In a 
sense the collage, a centuries-old 
art form, has come to cinema 
with such pioneers as Norman 
Rublngton In Paris, Bruce Con
ner~ on the W~st Coast, and Stan 
Vanderbeek in New York mixing 
up every kind of visual artifact 
to produce something that could 
only have been born in the mid-
20th century. 

All these people are folk heroes 
of the Underground and they will 
re main so for as long as the mass 
media persist in judging their 
work (if they bother to review it 
at all) by the static standards of 
another generation. It Is easy to 
understand, of course, why a man 
wbo has made a II vlng out of 
telling his readers what artls, or 
what good music Is, cannot adjust 
to some new deflnltlons. But it Is 
equally clear that as long as there 
are artists, theywlllalwaysforce 
the critics to make new defini
tions. Indeed, the first requisite 
for a good artist Is that he be able 
to make people see things differ
ently if not with HIS eyes then at 
least with an expanded vision of 
their own. 

An artist Is a leader, however 
small his following, and the very 
substance of art Is revolution, 
and a questioning and sometimes 
overturning of the values of the 
society which nurtures it. So
called •antisocial" behavior Is 
often the most construct! ve of all 
social behavior because it Is an 
affirmation of the ind! vi dual' s 
right to exist ind! vi dually in a 
collective structure. 

"CAN BE• 
The intellectual' s obligation to 

society approximates that of the 
artist: to present to it a vision of 
something that can be rather than 
what ls, asuming of course, that 
the •can be" Is based always on 
a mutual respect for each other's 
freedom. Morality has very llttle 
to do with people's sex II ves and 
the conditions in which they live, 
despite what the averagely smug 
bourgeois citizen might think 
about "beatniks.• True morality 
implies a tolerance for other atti
tudes and modes of life, not nec
essarily an endorsement of them. 
The major lmmorallty ls in in
sisting (by coercion, blackmall, 
or law) that others live and think 
as you do. 

The rebel, therefore, fills an 
Important function in that he helps 
to keep society mobile, challenges 
or upsets the status quo ("the 
only constant ls change•) and 
always by his example promul
gates the notion that there are 
alternatl ves, 

It Is my belle! that nothing ls 
_holy; nothing Is above challenge 
and examination; and that the 
most firmly entrenched Ideas, in

. stltutlons, and Individuals am 
· most in need of It. That Is what 
•tile Underground ls all about, and 
that Is why, whatever Its label, 
there will always be an Under
ground. 

- Reprinted from ASPEN 



ij for Warner Stringfellow 
~ Detective Lieutenant, 

Detroit Nar~tics Squad, 
wno has been single-handedly responsible 
for busting ·me on two separate occasions 
for possessing & selling marijuana 

and who stumbled into my new apartment last night 
by accident 
over a year since the last time he saw me 
& two years to the day after he first busted me --

Warner you are living In another century, this new one started 
while you were running around in circles 
chasing dangerous criminals 
to ·keep the city safe from marijuana 
& people like me -- "I know what you are,'· 
you told me last night, "and when I get you again 
you ain't gettin off so easy. I'll 
DROWN you 

you worthless prick•" you said 

But it won't be so easy "next time," Warner, 
if there is a next time, 
because this whole new thing is getting 
so far out of your clutches 
you don't even know what it is --

except you can sense it 
wlth what senses you have left, YOI.! kpow somehow 
that things ain't what they used to be, that this world 
is changing so fast 

you haven't even got a place in it no more 

Your old-time power & control have no place In this world, 
Warner, & as long as you keep trying to hang olito them 
you'll just get farther & farther behind 
until you die, Warner, until you're dead. 
Not too long ago, Warner, 
I would have given anything 
just to get my hands around your neck 
and choke you to death 

But that time is past, there's no need of It, you'll die anyway 
any thing will, when it stops growing 
& there's no more need for it 
in the world --

There's no need for you now, Warner, tho it may take 20 years· 
before you or the people you have made it your life to lie to 
find out your uselessness & criminality --

You can't make me a criminal, Warner, 
you should know that by now, & your prisons & courts 
don't scare me any more, I know what you are 
& I don't hate you any more, 1 won't let you trap me 
In that tiny little bag of yours, I won't respond 
the way you have to have me respond 
because it's too late for that now, Warner, 
it's just too dam late for those games, 
the whole fucking UNIVERSE 

is right there in front of our eyes 
& it's all I can do 

to stay open to it now 
while it's still "my" time 

Even the 6 months you got me In your prison, Warner, 
only made me stronger & less afraid 
of the puny fear traps 
that are your only tool -- what're you gonna do, 

Lieutenant Stringfellow, 
when you have to try to arrest 
all the people younger than I am 
who smoke marijuana every day 
& don't even care about vou at all. when vou come to bust them 

all they'll do is laugh in your face, you're so funny, you come on 
like someone on your tv set, all that 1930' s shit, 
or 1950's, the century .changed 
at 1960, you' re as out-of-date 
as the House Un-American Activities Committee 
who tried to scare the young cats in 1966 
& these cats showed u11 wearing Revolutionary War costumes 
laughing at you --

It's 19 sixty-six, Warner, 
there is no thing to fear 
except your jails, & they'll fall soon 
they're fallen now, they don't mean anything any mpre 

& even if you kill us all off that's no big thing W nner, 
we just get born again 
more & more aware of what's really happening in the universe 
but lt'.s too late to klll us all, you missed your chance 
ill J 959, before the whole thing really started 

you've been playing that funny shit for iooo year·s . 
&'. a:U you've got is a gun & a badge· & a_house in a nice neighborhood 
& a car & a tv set 

& you can't even talk to your own kids 
they Just don't wanna hear it, you send.them to psychiatrists 
& they go over to somebody's house & smoke reefer 
listen to the FUGS & John Coltrane & Sun Ra 
& don't even think about you until they have to go home 

& what a drag that is, Warner, going home to their atrophied parents 
who are dying in their living room chairs 
watching BATMAN on tv 
& dancing the frug with Jackie Kennedy in their dreams 
What kind of life have you got, Warner, 
when you have to sit & think about me 
for over two years, and I'm 25 now, what're you gonna do 
with all these fucking kids 
who are crazier than I am 
& don't care what you do, you ain't nothin to them, & in 
four years Warner, half the U.S. population 
will be under twenty-five years of age 

You're HOOKED, Warner Stringfellow, you're strung out 
you've shot so much of that dope in your head 
that shit Harry Anslinger & Hoover-sold you 
but all it is is JUNK, Warner, 
& you can't keep selling people junk forever 
they get hip to you, they don't want any more of it 
they've had enough, they want something REAL, Warner, 
& you just ain't got it to give to them 

They don't care about titles np more, Warner, a lieutenant 
ain't nothing but a cop, & a cop ain't shit 
They wanna see who WARNER STRINGFELLOW is, 
& what he does with himself, that badge & title 
ain't gonna fool nobody no more 
not like it has, they'll do like 1 do & 
call you by your given name, that's all 
any man needs, you won't get me Warner, even 
if you lock me up again, because you're the one who's trapped 
in all that Aristotelian bullshit, the world is 
not black & white, it's 
all colors Warner, all you need to do 
is open· your God-given' eyes and see it 

& I hope you do, 
you're a· man too, 

all of us are·, 
and every man is made to be free 

I love you like I do any natural-born man 
but you got to BE a man, Warner, not a cop 

you got to open yourself up or be 
shut off completely · 
as. you are now . 
from the world of human beings 

Come on out of that jail, Warn',!r, 
let your criminals go, you've just trapped them 
in your silly bag, & there's no need for those games, 
we're all lovely & free Warner 
we're all human beings, & nothing you can do 
can ever change the universe 

I get up to change the record, Eric Dolphy 
OUT TO LUNCH, It's seven in the morning & the world 
changes ·too, it moves farther 
away from where you are, my wife nirns over in bed 
she's probably dreaming about you -- you put her in jail too, 
Warner, but only overnight,- & you took her man away 
for six whole months -- we celebrated our 1st anniversary 
while I was in your jail, & it only made us stronger 
& more together than before--you see 
how puny your bullshit punishments are. And now 
we'H bring our- own baby into the worid 
& see what It can do for you, even tho you want to 
wipe out its father 
even before it's born 

& my wife feels sorry for you Warner, 
just to show you what you're up against with us, 
she really won't play your silly hate games---
that poor man, she says, he must spend all his time 
thinking of how he'll get us--doesn't he have 
anything better to do with his life? 

And what can you do with her, Warner, 
shoot her? Or lock her up? The problem is 
what're you gonna do with your self, Warner Stringfellow? 
Let me leave you with that. What will you be in 5 years, 
Warner, an Inspector? Like poor stupid Jimmy Fike 
at the House of Correction? Why don't you 
quit playing games, Warner, & grow up to 
be a MAN like the rest of us 

(This is the story you wanted me to write about you, 
Warner, the 011,_e you 
asked me about again last night, 
& it's the best I can do-
I hope you can hear it 

Love all ways 
John Sinclair 
Detroit 
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