COMIX ISSUE

-~ g
! R

ah
YAy | A A .,
v ii“""-r -

o

A REUOLUTIONARY FIRST!"
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nifesting a typical case of paranoid jitters,not uncn-inn_
these days in that repository of the shifty, the business
world, our past printer chose to ﬁLL-.me___gn_ us.
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It's worth trying. Have a ball on earthday. Take a flight.
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WAITING FOR THE DAY (. oo

WH. we were all sitting around, fagged out after putting
out what was intended to be next week's East Village
Other, and we were sick. | mean, we'd been up all night,
for a couple of nights, pasting the old Gazette together,
and we were fagged out. Ever see a man cough up blood
smoking a joint? That's sick. And then what do we hear?
Why, we hear that the fellers down at the Plant, that
sinister cabal of Jews and ltalians that J. Edgar Hoover
finds so invisible, they don’t want to print the paper.
They simply do not want to print the paper, dig it? Just
about the time those nice distributor fellers are supposed
to be thumping the stacks of EVO into the truck, bundle
by bundle, thymp thymp thymp, comes the word that
EVO is just not being printed this week. It's down at the
Plant, the flats are down there, surrounded by people
with guns, and we are sick, get back, there i1s nothing
good in any of this.

Accordingly, that long-awaited Comix Issue of which
youu have heard so much in these pages, that issue is
coming out a trifle earlier than expected. ‘Cause we have
a whole shitload of comix Ilying around for your

started out writing about bikers, vagabond gypsy

motorcycle hoods carousing here and theré about the

country with their dykey girl friends, plagued by

demons (we are plagued by demons, that's clear). and _ '
brutalising one another unmercifully for lack of (sl ol e e 2 o
anything e/se to get excited about, anyone else worth

brutalising. Then the bikers changed, in the fulness of

time, into pirates, limp homosexual_pirates schoammazing, .. .. R Ly PP

around an unrippled sea, committing indecencies and

brutalities upon each other out of sheer boredom,
plagued by dykes. Then in ZAP 4 (the busted issues, you
poor shitheads) in the Star Eyed-Stella story, the pirates
directly confronted the demons in an attempt to rescur
their fair-eyed queen Stella from the giblin lair, and of
course it all wound up in some kind of issueless
monogony. Issueless! EVO is nearly issueless! Then, in
ZAP 5, Wilson gave us Lester Gass The Midnight
Misogynist, who kidnaps and slaughters women for the
entertainment of his private demons; and also gave us
Ruby The Dyke Meets Weedman, in which a rabble of
lesbian bikers raids the phallic headquarters of a band of

delectation. We got some Crumb, and some Spain, and distinctly  Thirties-ish-looking gangsters, for the

some Griffif" and Moscoso and Willliams,. all your old possession of a hideous demon who is tended by a maid
time favourites. Me, | wanted to write this week about who is the spitting image of Star-Eyed Stella!!! What

spacey shitheads past and present, but then the printes does this mean? It means we're fucked. We're sick. You
calls up from the Plant, and oh! we are ever so sick! .. won't have EVO to kick around any more, you God
But no, consider the line, the /ine in Robert Crumb’s  damned parasites!! But no, we have a couple Jews
wonderful artwork: it’s that Harriman line, straight out around the paper, all is not lost, and there are even some
of the original Krazy Kat, all wobbly but graceful, with Italians who will still do business with us, we're
the oily crosshatching in the corners. And the feet! The beginning to see the dark, and who knows, EVO might
Crumb feet, huge and rounded, hugging the ground . . . still prevail in spite of all. And if it does, if we do,
Oh, are we ever fucked ... But S. Clay Wilson, now, although we are sick, | promise, as soon as | can get my
have you ever gotten into Wilson’s cosmogony? | mean, ass together behind it, we will have a whole issue

beyond his weird baroque way of drawying, which is  geqicated to S. Clay Wilson, and the exploration. in
exceptional in itself, have you ever gotten into the way Decomposition, of his cosmogony.

his shot moves, from story to story, over a period of Kitchy-Koo, you bastards.
time? My word, the world is ending surely. Like, Wilson s e
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Hssssst! pass that joint around let’s be
outlaws together.

Some of our best friends are in jail for
doing this.

John Sinclair mixed his dope with talk
of revolution, he got ten years for two
joints,

Hssssst . .. what if they made grass
legal?

| have seen many wealthy men with
long hair. Long hair means nothing
anymore,

| have seen powerful men wearing
bell-bottoms and tye-dyes Hip clothes
don’t mean a thing either.

Long hair and hip clothes sell. They do
not a revolution make. Just like rock
music sells for five-fifty at the Fillmore,
making Bill Graham very rich. Rock stars
can sing as much as they want about
revolution but it still means money in
somebody's pocket.

Smoking dope will not get U.S. troops
out of other countries. Grass too can be
sold and if it made legal you can be sure
someone will make a lot of bread off it.
But we are automatically outlaws if we
smoke it now.

If grass is legalized will you still be an
outlaw? Or will you simply become a
dope-smoking member of Amerikan
Society?

| have seen well-adjusted advertising
execs smoking dope during lunch hours,
then go back to working on ads for
Standard Oil. They say it helps them
think up “groovier’ ads.

Amerikan Society can absorb anything
that 1s bought or sold.

Why has the government allowed
heroin to kill black people for so many
years and only now, when they find their
white daughters and sons shooting up, do
they suddenly raise an official fuss?

Hsssssss! lemme have another toke on
that. Though | am white, | know that
racism is a daily fact of life for some
people. What will happen to Bobby Seale
and Angela Davis?

Hippies are scared of revolution.
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You can safely be a_ ‘hippie”’ now
since “hippie” is bought and sold.

Reyolution is not a product that can
be bought or sold. Radical change is an
outlaw process. Cope-smoking,
long-haired brothers and sisters KNOW
the need for heavy radical change in this
country. True outlaw freaks are alert to
the possibilities.

Nobody can tell you how to do it or
how much to do. There are no parties to
join nor leaders to follow. Each outlaw
finds his or her own way to get it on,

On the simplest level, revolution right
now means unplugging oneself from The
Machine:

Resist the military

Don’t pay war taxes

Drop out of school

Don’t vote

Rip off rather than buy

Boycott the Fillmore East

Take your energy away from The
System and plug it into something you
believe in:

Live communally or collectively

Organize a food co-op to get food
cheaply for you and your friends

Put out a high school underground
paper

Think of ways to fuck up the large
corporations

Get your rock n roll kicks at political
benefits rather than at the Fillmore

Form an outlaw gang with your
trusted friends

On another level of activity you can
give support to other outlaws and outlaw
groups:

Free Bobby Seale and Angela Davis

Attend the N.Y. 21" trial (10:30
am — 4:30 pm, Monday — Thursday, 100
Center St., 13th floor)

Whoop it up at demonstrations

As Tim Leary says, you can be
anything this time around. Last time
around we were flowers. This time
around we are (hsssssst ... gimme that

joint again) outlaws.
Rex Weiner
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