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EDITORIAL

There is nothing in our lives that we can
honestly claim is unmediated. The
restraints and constraints of our cultural
conditioning are everywhere. With the
advent of the Industrial Revolution, the
phenomenon of mapsoduction that
offered us new possibilities of freedom,
exchange and dissemination  of
information, new avenues of expression
and knowledge also facilitated the
commodication ofundamentgbarts of
our lives that had previously remained
within the realm of sovereignty.

We realised that not onlyere we sitill
property but we had signed over our

forms of creativitfartisc or otherwise)
have becomeretinisingand debilitating.
The Aeon of Horudiasended with a
whimper.

Starting here, with the first issue of this
magazine wentend to establish links,
create a network of exchange that will
not be mot i v atored
Yap o p u Exaressidnys'a fundamental
function of the human organism and we
intend to assert our rights to it in the most
unfettered way.

Most thingswve producewill be free or
as near to that as practically possible.

souls for a handful of glass beads and Basically we intend to tadantrol of our

looking glasses

The cultural olustries havegradually
cannibalised themselves, spreading like
knotweed into every crevice of the
human psyche and throttling genuine
expression at its roots wherever it
discovers any.

Nowadays a writer, or artist, or musician
finds themselvesconsiderig their
Yoscareer % before
paper or strum a note on a guitar. The
insidious whispering of the superego is
just over their shoulder making sure that
any original thoughts or sincere feelings
are vetted before they become a threat
all forwhat usually amounts to a kiss and
a promise

For the lastfew decades
progressively acquiesced or even
happily collaborated in thigdespread
poi soning. Unt i |
where the conditions imposed on all

own functionsand keephe procesBuid

and operended, unstreamed, defying
labels. We want to release the Dionysian,
make attempts to bridge the gulf growing
inside us and between us. We will
strenuously resist all attempts by
corporationso ceopt this from us again.

We are not l ook, ng
(there is probably nothing more jake
We want the raw material, the dripping

t h enyardseof/yeun drepnustand desiies, t o

twitchingof rawnerves, the lacunae
your mental framewajprimalscreams,
apocalyptic storms, great golden
copulations,oneiric eclipses,chthonic
eruptions,  carnivorous  algorithms
decapitatiops

Murder your reflections and send us the
wwvidépvf@otage, weill masturbate over

your posthumous suicide notes, we call
for the crucifixion of culture, open the
i tprigans, diskeandcthe arthies,tlehcait allghe a t
lunatics, free the animals from theuzoos




COLUMN
LAST DREGS OF POVERTY:

MAY BE A BUGABOO BUT 0
BUMPI N0 BANGI NO BUGGARD:

Text and Images By Jim Lopez

When driving by the Coral Sands
Motel on Western Avenue in L.A. |
have, on occasion, wanted to see all
the debauchery of the
indestructible Sodom and
Gomorrah; where men dance from
can to can; where longnecked
camels chew and swallow deep
within the impetuous temple of
avaricious decadence; where
character flaunts itself uncontested,
cloaked behind the
pillars in a city that parades
discretion shamelessly.

My gay friend, Al, recounted an
absurd night he had with frog -
hopping lovers swinging at the
suicide  fag-hag  whorehouse,
haunted with improvised
psychedelic tales, smoked hoaxes
and punch-drunk derisive
swindlers lurking in the limelight
of the corn-hole express.

Friends have asked why | have
been so vociferous in explaining
my sexuality. | saw Hedwig and
the Angry Inch four times at the
Jane Street Theater in New York,
and once at the Fonda Theater in
Los Angeles. At the end, when
Hedwig reveals herself to be a
ma n , sur e, I felt
want to go to bed with her or him.

It was not the male Hedwig that
aroused me ; it w a
tragically sincere brio that aroused
my amorous impulse.

Leaving you with your frantic
imaginations | will merely convey
a whitewashed account of the
bone-dried necessities of

as I f I o0omi,ght o .
propriety®6s h%pocrisy

ASI andﬁéri nv(\j/ Pf hics) gicked up a
young, university KuSuer and high
tailed it over to The Sands for an




ecstatically erotic, cocaine, dick
sucking and pooper-pummelling
night. The three of them sucked
multiple dicks, pumped mass sums
of ass and swallowed copious
amounts of drugs and alcohol into
their tumid bodies. Zonked Al
poured himself what he thought
was his last vodka and decided to
go for a swim. The motel clerk
came out and rebuked him,
0Thereds no
all owed. 06

Sassy Al replied,
sucked three dicks, snorted a
mound of cocaine, and screwed a
hustler in the ass with the door
open in your fine establishment,
and now | c a n 0For
fuck-sake, | must be going out of
my mind! o

| have heard that the Coral Sands
Motel is frequented by famous
Hollywood celebrities, of cou rse,
all through the back door. My
rambunctious curiosity would be
satisfied catching a Star at The
Sands. Bu that does not make me
a homosexual.

| am quite reductionistic when it
comes to defining my sexuality.
The male body does not give me a

hard-on. Priapic objects do not
stimulate me; soft, wet, recessed
slots with breasts do. The female
body gets me stiff. Thus, | am a
heterosexual. | am quite
intransigent on this point, simply
for the reason that | adore a
womands charm and
the way women look, feel and
smell unless they are suffering
from a bad case ofleucorrhoea.

nude

0 Ar e

So one might ax ,
I nterest in
Si mpl e

0 Why
t he

My lack of homophobia and my
boozy demeanour have attracted
more queer solicitations than | care
to admit. | dm f |
would want to suck my dick; thus,

| am not offended. But that does
not mean that | want anyone to
soddewn] nsiurp n@ gargle my
testicles. | 6d
woman to the best looking man.
You Mad? I

On-one-too-many occasions,
homosexuals have considered
themselves a pundit in determining
om o sexuality.
insulting and irritating. | consider
0Ogadyar 0 or anyone
arro%n% éelling heitero?eéuelse that
hey "ar e gueer s,
know it, to be maladroitly moronic
and boring. | have lost too many
good friends, who happened to be

my
Cor al
answer ed, ol

atte

w h




homosexuals, because of their
recreant, incessant and rapacious
arrogance.

| identify with only three
characteristics of the homosexual,
generally speaking that is: one,
their fancy for art; two, their
sagacious melancholia that forces
them to shun society and retreat
into a solitary night of drinking
and obsessive reflection; and three,
their proclivity for violent and
grotesque movies. All three share
an obscene joy.

My homosexual friends have been
the only ones who appreciated,
understood and envied a night |
had down a filthy alley in the East
Hollywood vicinity.

One night, after leaving a bar, |
ambled home down a dark, slimy
alley in a sloshed stupor. | was
vigorously fighting with a piece of

pork gristle lodged between two
molars when, all of a sudden, |
stumbled over a body. Upon
gathering my gait and offering an
apology | noticed that the man had
not stirred nor twitched a bit. |
cautiously approached the sleeping
drunk to see if | had damaged his
face with the tip of my steel-toed
jungle boot. To my wild surprise |
discovered that the man was not a
vagabond nor passed out on cheap
wine; instead he was a well-
dressed, stonecold corpse. |
thought about calling the police but
dismissed the thought from my
mi nd, asking
coroners have al

At that moment | realized that
there was a dormant cannibalistic
ogre inside of me. | excitedly
removed the umbrella cocktail
garnish from my oral cavity and
pl ucked out t he
Then | greedily popped the eye in
my mouth. | gagged that gag that
spews the stomach
orifi ce; keeping my composure |
valiantly swallowed. | stuck the
umbrell a garnish
empty eye-socket and bid the dead
farewell.

Only three things could have
topped that night: one, driving
around West Hollywood with Jack
Nicholson and a bag of golf clubs;
two, Sodomizing Audrey Hepburn,
after which, | would drink the best
wine that priority demanded,
smoke a cigarette, and then
sodomize Audrey again; and three,
persuading Marlon Brando, Jack
Nicholson, Dennis Hopper, Sean
Penn, and Gary Oldman to beat the

myself



shit out of Ben Affleck. Brando,
with the mind of a Pharaoh, would
mur mur I n
wind up and level the
unsuspecting cunt. Nicholson
would haul -off and whack the twat
a half-dozen times with a 9 iron.
Hopper would dose the do rk with
copious amounts of Four Way
Window Pane and then take
pictures of the prissy pansy.
Ol dman woul d
is necessary, 6
Betty Ford crybaby with a swift

kick to the prick. And Penn would

direct all the action and screen it at
Cannes, where Vincent Gallo
would applaud but sulk because he
was left out of all the fun.

But just because | have a few

ogeneral 6 things

homosexuals does not make me a

dozing dandy.

Some might think that | am sun-
stroked, twisted, or incurably
insane. | prefer to think of myself
as enigmatic and eccentric. Now if
the reader thinks that I must fly
down for considering myself more
than | ought too, then | will
concede, but not to being a
homosexual ; I 61 |
bit touched in the head. If | am a
loony than my dementia is due to
the ill-advised diet that is pushed
onto the American citizen by
misguided members of the FDA,
who demonstrate their poor
judgments by sanctioning more
than two thousand food additives.
Now if | am mentally deranged by
reasons of genetically induced and
chemically processed foods, well,
then so is everybody else in

say,
and pgravieing sccial healthicasee

America; unless | have a weaker
immune system, which would

Af f | ec k 6 smake ene a ganetet mishape and/is,

therefore, not my fault. | would
also have to declare that my
insanity is due to being
prematurely weaned off my
mot her 0 s-D dizedi breasts,
which were mastectomized due to
cancer and insufficient health care;
therefore, | hold responsible the

dJNitedh S&tate® Govetnimentsfor not
t he

When | was a child | was
frequently  struck down by
earaches and feverdreams, which
exempted me from school for long
periods of time. In the mid -to-late

19700s I was | eft

nothing to do but consume large
amounts of 7-Up and watch TV in
between the plague of sweltering
vehemence; consequently, | was
subjected to the worst daytime
television commercials. The most

ho




annoying thirty -seconds
interruption was listening to
Muhammad Ali string together an
endless amount of violent rhymes
and disparaging neologisms
directed at cockroaches. When
aroused from a fever dream, which
left me victim to abnormal,
continual, rapid, involuntary
movements of my eyeballs, | was
accosted by a large punchy man
who had nothing better to do but
rhyme and beat the hell out of shit
eating insects.

At the age of eleven my divorced
mother, not yet stricken with breast
cancer and coveting her milk-jugs
from me, married her own

Muhammad. | was, therefore,
required to attend the Islamic
Mosque located on Vermont
Avenue in Los Angeles. Well, that
was the mosque that the heavy
weight champion of the world

attended. My mother became
acquainted with Ali; as she was a
loud mouth herself. One Saturday
she insisted that | meet the champ.

| remembered those vicious fever
dreams amidst pounding and
biting earaches and dim -witted

o f eaogymeicials, so | rebelliously
as hoofuatgedd ,d iodNonot Al i
sat behind a partition while my

At the time, no one was concerned
with political correctness, so |
quickly labelled Al i a
Decl aring someone
necessarily mean that that someone
was a homosexual. Kids cdled one mother flagrantly shook her
anot her of agd t he wroymous kite gt the @Hampe dhe
each ot hheaa dgesboifdf , 6 two of them, my mother and Ali,
of ufckce, O -lb @ @ @& ¢ h e rbounced rhymes and puns back
whatever meaningless blah, blah, and forth. | was hiding out,
blah, they could think of. minding my own business --
ignoring all the men bent towards
the east-when | heard my mother

bar k, oCome over her e

She was creating a scene as she was

prone to do. | embarrassingly
walked over to my mother and
nestled up under one of her
drooping boobs. Mammoth Al
looked down at me, stuck his giant
claw out to shake hands and said,
0So, I hear you t

My mother not only had a big
mouth she lacked discretion and a
maternal instinct to protect her
young in the halls of Islam. If, in
1979, you <call ed M
youdd better hope o]
he might prove you right; so |




swifty and adamantly den ied
calling AIlI a
up, twirled me around and
playfully slammed me to the floor,
where he then began to tickle me
with his fist. After that, | thought
he was the coolest man alive. Aliis
not a fag and neither am 1.

My grandfather invented the
magnet on the electric canopener.
He was a
pursuer of love or truth.
0geni uso6 was
word generous or genial.
grandfather ds
in the words genuine and genital.
He was one of the genuine genitals
of my existence. He was a lapsed
Catholic. He was an Irish drunk
from the poor side of Sag Harbour,
Long Island, and he traded his
patent, of the magnet on the
electric can-opener, for a case of JB
Whiskey. He was a foolish
alcoholic, so | had to work my way
through adolescence in a drunken
state, as the alcoholic gene was my
patrimony. My mother should
have committed patricide.

His
not
My

| invented an edible pocket pussy
with a disposable bag that caught

the jizz. A working man could

drive to work, jack-off and eat
breakfast during rush -hour traffic.
| was never sober enough to draw
up a patent and copyright it, but |

did name it. | called it the
Convenient Hole.

My grandfather was a recidivistic

hobo who died alone in a trailer-
park in Henderson, Nevada. |

suspected him to be a closet
homosexual.

of ag.

ogenius, 6

Once a gang of hobos molested me

udder aA | overpgss dnk thed L.Ane

River, which is no longer a river.
The L.A. River is more of a cement
intestine that slithers the City 0 s

out into the Pacific Ocean. The
hobos stuffed my face in a pot of
hobo stew while they took turns
stuffing their grimy sausages into
my little bungie. 1 got a taste of
rancid broth and a boiled shoe.
They tslapped mev arsundnvath a
crusty mitten. They took the seat

d eoff my leké and dropped tit imehe

pot for flavour. When they were

0 g e nitoreaugh with sne rl cadé¢ érame

without a seat, feeling like Oliver
Twist.

f

Despite this traumatic event | never
veered from the heterosexual path.
| never wanted to nor felt inclined

to do so. | have been told by a
number of women that the first

time they kissed me they thought

t o t hemsel ves,

t




