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I met the first Christ in front of Wally Brown's Port Jefferson
Fish Market. The tall handsome longhaired Indian with Mayan
head-dress, gold Star of David, Silver Cross and lion's fang
around his neck was standing by a huge chrome-gleaming Yamaha
motorcycle; the tank said, '"We eat Hondas.'" With him was a
pubescent Mary. The signs in Wally's window featuring Peconic
Bay clams, scallops and live jumbo soft-shell crabs made me
salivate. As I approached the Indian beckoned in commanding
manner and thrust sheets of manuscript at me. '"Buddy," I said,

"I'll read your stuff later." He gave me a smart salute.

Walyy Brown was born with one hand; his left arm ended in a stump
at the wrist. He was gytting a striper. I asked him about the
Indian. "I seen him and her zooming around Port Jefferson here
on that jazzed-up bike,' said Wally, "-she's eatin' material.
That motherfuéker's not a badlookin' cat. They say they're

from Stony Brook University. What's in the hippie poem he gave
you?'" The script was entitled "DEBT,'" and read: "You all come
dut of alias 'Puttana L'Africana,' the Almighty WhoreDEATH,
Creator of men and Gods, alias 'Vita Vagina,' sovereign of the
Cosmic BLACK HOLE, and she is also called, 'THE CREDITOR' and

'Divinity of THE LAST JUDGEMENT."

----"In the night the nation slumbers and the dreamless are the
same as the unborn and the defunct....g without images there is
-no telling of sexes, races, sizes, animals, insects, fishes,
planets, elements, Vices, virtues, the sacred and the profane,

and all is theinfinite-one DESIRE.
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"Dawn painted by bards, chanted of artists and sculpted as
sought Aurora arrives in its appointed time and awakens man

to the lucid perfect-imperfect dream.

"Lids raise and uncovered eyes greet the sun god or rain god

or the gods of cloud and storm for man is part of weather, a
vibrating member of climate and each erotic mood of womanly nature.
"Birds should be heard anad crowing cocks too and kine lowing

and dogs throating at the fresh day. The lifting sun plays
music on the Rose of Sharon outside the panes or on a smoky
mountain or on a vaginal valley or spring torrenting or sliding
river or on vast blue Neptune.

"Living is going and coming, resting, and going-going coming-
coming over and over and who records each move? Will sends
messages to bones and muscles and man erects himself into destined
day and woman uné}nkingly brings wayward thighs together and
fences the fedid-fragrant fount of the feel of good and evil.
The bladder presses, stomach rumbles, anal ring quivers and
dilates---this also within the Immaculata and the First Lady

and the parasite Princess Diane and the pristine and prettiest
and the penis-ground prostitute and the whoever least...thus and
hail exquisite goddessCaca daughter of Vulcan and Medusa sister
of the three-headed flame-vomitting monster Cacus...Vestal
virgins sacrifice in your marble temples Caca Almighty...bless
and keep fluent humanity's intestines oh lovely Caca sweet

deity reigning over the romance of piss and shit!
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"Lemon juice and coffee trumpet the precious digestive system
and propel elimination so the the back of knees tighten and
resonate vigor--how salutary the chemical confession, how felici-
tous the orgasmic sewering, now through the entire blood and school
of brain the unseen work!

"The hot tub soothes seducingly and the shower's liquid needles
stimulate, and the ablution needs not excusing symbol for things
are as they are and between the legs there is no evil nor sin.
The best worla is proudly naked despite Genesis, the effects of
Noah's grapes and the broad-hemmed mental garments shielding
hypocrisy....Man and woman nude exhilarate to the flowering day!
Hail to Priapos’' inrushing hardening red tide! Hail to the pink
minor and major lips @ ;the Venus-fount and the other twoos'

Hail to the lingual-genital feasting of each other! Hail to the
peaks of bursting passion-blossoms and the calming!

"My Argument for this confident conscious world I made is the

perpetual joy of love-lust...love-lust is Eternity!

WWitnessed by my Mother,Mary:

I, GO D, J.C.

The brothers Andy and Simon stopped in front of Wally Brown's
fish market with their pick-up truck and unloaded baskets of live
lobsters. The Indian spoke to them and helped carry the lobsters

in and dump them into the pound. Just then a band of people

appeared at the ramp of the marina across the way not far from

where the ferryboat, The Grand Republic was moored.



.

I recognized the leader, a narure-boy organic foods character
known as 'John the Baptist'--actually, he was the artist John
Gatto who ran the health emporium, PROVISIONS, and was samehow
related to the Indian. I whispered to Andy, '"You know the
Indian?'" Andy shrugged, "Never saw him before." The Indian said
smilingly to Simon, "I can use you--you shall be called'Pete

the Rock---Rocky for short.' Simon looked confused, but nodded.
The Indian went out to the baptizer's group. Andy and Simon went
also. @m@msWally Brown said, "What's up?...They followed that
redskin like they're hypnotized! While we watched John the Baptist
at the marina ramp dip the Indian, Andy, Simon and others in the
water Supervisor of taxes Nathanael came into Wally's and asked,
"What's going on at the Marina witﬁTLose religious freaks?"

Phil Moss the olu native Jewish cla;digger entered the store
breathlessly and said to Nathanael, ''Nat, the guy with the
feathers and the piece named Mary is really the man spoken of

by Moses in The Law and David and the whole slew of prophets---
I ain't kidding. That red savage is the Messiah--in this crazy
world anything can happen---I've known him since he was a kid
--he is Jay See the son of the dead-and-gone horny wood-butcher
Chief Joe Man of the Stony Brook Shinnicocks, and Jay See
himself went to Stony Brook University---a born radical!"

"Stony Brook U.." exclaimed Nathanael, '"Can any fucking good

come ot of Stony Brook¥ U.?"



The Indian Messiah returned with a sea gull on his shoulder.

He and his Mary with her guitar sat on the Yamaha. Nathanael
regarded him doubtfully. The Indian J.C. said softly, "There's
nothing false in you, Nathanael. Nathanael you are now Matthew."
Nathanael said, '"Matthew sounds better." J.C. said, "Look into
my eyes.'' Nathanael-become=Matthew looked into J.C.'s eyes.
Something came over him. He was shriven. He trembled and said,
'""Master, you are the Son of God . . .?" J.C. chuckled, "Brother,
You haven't seen anything yet!"

I asked the Indian politely if he would permit me to see what
Nathanael-Matthew saw. He said, '"'Absolutely--of all people authors
more than anyone else must look into the eyes of God."

I was the center of the Universe...surrounding me were countless
endlessly expanding galaxies...the fact of encompassing Time and
Space and instantly knowing every content, form and action at

once made sense for the fiery lettersWHY NOT! blazed through the
cosmos...With swift glancing I was drawn into the centrifugal-
centripetal comprhension of the Supreme intelligence...Station

and Motion were indistinguishable...Past, Present and Future
radiated unilaterally as The Holy Animus. . . In mirrors as
grandiose as interplanetary dimensions I witnessed the innumerable
personalities of Protean God=Come-At-Last who chose Stony Brook,
Long Island, New York, USA as the habitation for His Advent and
Mission...he was reflected kaleidoscopically as Jove, Juno,

s \ .
Bacchus, Eros, Venus, Minev a, Dionysus and
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measureless millions and billions and unending trillions of
sexual/austere/incontinent/profound/mystic/clearly-identifiable
orgésming deities...... there was Universal Peace and earthlings
were singularly beautiful.

"I obsew e the private lives of the creatures of the air and

of the sea and of the animal kingdom and of the tiny insect wilds
...IL see the hundred ton vegetarian whales ponderously copulating
and monogamous white swans frigging on world-wide ponds and
furry shrews screwing and sperm tail-wagingly entering inviting
desire-maddening ovas--and oh those lust-burning eyes of God!--

I am a single solitary sperm coursing father's transport canal
into Mother's urinous utterous and 'making it' with the fated egg
to eventuate into your honest truthful narrator---but what is this
now-oh disgust of disgusts I am forced to view up close my dear
Cleopatrine wife cosily in bed with her first husband--1I rebel!
oh harlot-genital needs---how sad to behold them whackingxe

away at it-push-sump-push as the old fellow sends a tired half
billion sperms into my one and only beloved---oh where is the
very young Hindu wife who finger-in-mouth comes to her bridegroom
virgin---and joins him alive on his flaming funeral pyre--whither
noble Suttee?--and the tele-prompter abo & my wife and her
Republican first husband reads, "Pietro-ideakist-fookof-purity

a mate is but the incidental functional toilet---1life is con-
vulsive incontinence and where oh where are yours-hers-theirs-

his comes and feces of yesteryear?
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In the optic theater of Indian-giver-God who gives life, dreams,

promises and then brutally reclaims all and destroys your consci-

ousness forever or is he now presenting Creation according to my

heart's desire? -Is not BEING mythopoeic absurdity--a supposed

state of culture where and when all natural phenomena-reality

are explained by myths of numina? -Oh but BEING is in mind and as

truth suggests insanity it behooves reason to give way to imperative

magic....Within the vision of Indian red man God my thoughts are

instantly perceived and accommodated: from seventy eight I become

again twenty five!--how logical when Iris spans hues arching a

billion miles that spell, "OF @&@.COURSE..... AND WHY NOT:'".....

the worlds abounding are pure and dazzling with colors and

shadings and the ethereal throbs with indescrihable symphonies

and profound choruses sing, "ALL IS NAUGHT WITHOUTTHE SENSUAL

JOINING OF SPIRIT AND FLESH!'===I honestly doubt what I behold

---1is it fantasy of brain?--but everybody certainly believes in

God, Devil, Heaven and Hell--and who am I to cross the Majority

and cynically question The People and their Chgrch and Government---
.skepticism

perhaps their faith is right and my zssthsssssssxutterly wrong:

"Odit enim Deus nimis scrutatores"-;God deeply hates scrutiny

(He madly schemes against those who would probe Him)--therefore

I must play it safe and go along with THE PEOPLE ---and so I

too believe and am involved with the powers and mysteries of

RELIGION.
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Wave after of the heat of lovers swept fondly over me and
within< each of my right hand were Adam Man and Eve Woman in

the historic first lock of genitals, Pasiphae was in convulsive
swoon i ade ¢ the thirty-inch-pricked reaming white bull and Leda
was climaxing with the huge swan, and as Sodom and Gomorrah's
burning pitch cremated the Angel-bunholoing pederasts, in the cave
up the mountain the newly-made widower wine-soaked Lot pumped
and seeded the itching vaginas of his two da ghters; enviously

I behold teen-age Hercules prong-break the cherried hymens of
King Thesius' fifty pubescent daughters in rapid order the night
through just like that/ small King Darid valiently services the
urinal, lingual and anal orifices of his seven hundred wives and
concubines whilst scribbling sychophantic Hebrew poems and
brown-nosing JHVH as his son Amnon rip-rapes his own sister
Thamar/ queenly Jocasta is being more than satisfied between the
hot thighs by the husband-King who issued from her womb/ olive
Antony and sepian Cleopatra grace the Nile with poison-jeweled
and perfumed erotica in rhythm with the sacred incestuous lust
of Isis and Osiris/ amongst the marble shafts of Troy the only-
Helen-for all is dross that is not Helen-- parts her heavenly
legs for Godlike Paris/ how tenderly Paolo penetrates penis into
his siste #in-law Francesca and upon beauteous simultaneous
coming the lurking Duke's dirk sends them going-from life/

and with priestly sens alism Master Peter Abelard rams gentle
believing obeying ward Heloise/ ah, how tiring Dante pants for
the child-girl Beatrice...she hardly menstruates but the purer
the little girl the more ragingly intense the wanting/

how fascinating to be in the Vatican bed alongside willowy

Lucretia Borgia and her horny father Alexander VI as the
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carnal pleasures they are indulging shame de Sade but ultimately
there's nothing wrong for it is ravenous blind nature and

withing nature all is contained, Fates, God and Eros ad ( the Fates
are not subservient to God and Eros is above both/oh Nox daughter
of Chaos coupling with your brother Erebus your cosmic cunt spews
forth thy progeny Night, Day, Dreams, Discord, Fraud---keep
fucking as mortals offer thee owls, bats, poppies and cocks/

oh dear see the initial celebrated twelve year old Miriam-made-
Mary do it with aged carpenter Joe, see grizzly Joe do it with

the kid lMary because they are poor and human and it costs nothing
to unite phallus and brand new vulva/ I am usrrounded by the
Nymphae, the three thousard ( virgin Dryades, Oreades and Nereides
and they are redolent of sea and dale, wood and plain, bower,
grotto and fall; they shed their veils; I drink in their nudes

and thus delicious delirium possesses me/ I pause before the kempgie
temple of Mylitta and virtuous women within are waiting to fulfill
the holy rites of laying for any and every man--or woman/ and

here in Pompey the patron Gods of the male and female members
Priapus and Vulva are in their magnified glory/ There is a rowboat
on a lake. In the rowboat is an athletic young man and an attractive
middle-aged woman. The: owboat is a slerd er varnish-shiningf bark

, cedar lapstreak with copper nails--it is light and responds to
the powerfully urged oars. The woman sits facing the rower.

They are mute and mesmerized with desire. He rows faster and
faster and when he cannot go any faste :he sends the skiff into

a sheltered nook. She lies back, closes her eyes and spreads.

He plunges into her and she sighs. Witha ¢ warning her circular

muscle cramps. He cannot come out. It is rjg4ji.ulous.
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While in fright he silently prays she whispers, ''Say the most
obscene things--degrade me--hit me and humiliate me with profane
names. He does arl ¢ the lock relaxes ardcreleases--oh meEmmex
memory-memory=='tis I and the comely curved aging widow of

"War to end all wars" President Wod «ow Wilson..... my first novel
and her gg;;?House memoirs are br ought out by Bobbs-Merrill and we
a e addressing a Librarians' convention on Lake Mohonk--I thought
of her many years later:when having lunch in the White House with
Kenned y--I told--he laughed...:..What marvels one does see in

the eyes of God: =Aye, in the divine mirror of God's visual orbs
I see myself transformed from a pissy impotent olld.man into my
invincible young stallion-self of yore!---I had then the greatest
of treasures, Yoamth! Youth! scalding virile always-hard phallic
springing Youth!

¥xierdx Friends going by the fish market could not know it was IT
Gladys, Wally's devoted Jehovah Witness wife who #x#sc passed

away a month before came to us--crowds followd dher from the
cemetery---a fine hand grew on the stump of Wally's wrist--a
phone call notified Wally that he had just won the fabulous
lottery---Wally embraced Gladys tearfully crying, ''Honey, this
Indian from Stony Brook University brought you back to me from
the dead--He's the real God Almighty!'" I asked the red Christ,
"How dide you become Gdd?--Tell me, who--what made you Gdde@"

He said, "I made myself God. I willed it--just like that.

It is logical that one is All or Nothing."



"Why did you make us this way and then come in our image?"

"Can you imagine a more pleasurable form and content?"

A beautiful girl with gorgeous legs and mouth-watering hips walked
by. She smiled to me but liked him better. She stopped and motionec
she wanted to ride with him. He revved his engine and said,

"Boy she''s some piece of ass! Now doesn't that justify life?"

I hollored,'"Jesus Christ are you cuntstruck too?"

He sat the girl with Mary behind him and shouted , "Why not!'"

Then I saw the horns and cloven hoof
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THE WHITE CHRIST

I met Jesus the White Christ ih Port Jefferson, Long Island,
by the plate-glass window of Wally Brown's fish market.I had
seen him doing odd fikit jobs when he wasn't teaching theology
at nearby Stony Brook University--and presumed that he knew I
had written Love in Concrete. He reminded me of Paul Newman
the movie star. He was wearing shorts, T-shirt and home-made
sandals. He was handing out sheets of literature to customers
entering the fish market. The usual heavily armed robotnik
was watching from the harborfront across the way. You could
clearly see the print on his green helmet and uniform:

'1)) PERCENT TRUE GREEN AMERICAN TROOPER. ' I kept a cautious
eye on the Green Robotnik. It was against the Law to think.
And I didn't want to get involved with anyone guilty of that
serious crime. (I did my thinking clandestinely in my fiction,
and would fuck the Green Machine Totalitaria if I could--

that is, without getting hurt or killdd() The pamphlet White
Jesus gave me read:

| CAINA

war 1d
(The way the WSl is and should not be)

I, Prof. Jesus, the firstborn and legal issue of Joseph mEEl and

Mary Man of Stony Brook--but in truth the SON OF GOD--tell you
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the spirit of the Lord my father is upon me because He has
anointed me. He has sent me on the Second Coming to announce
good news to the American helots who have degenerated from robots
to zombies, and I am to pnn-iﬁé proclaim release for the
prisoners of; Nen-Think, recove;y of sight for the spiritually
blind and let the broken will-less herd go free and manifest
the Lord's favor.
Now towards the close of the 60th century of the false God
Mammon and under the military dictatorship o Biy Friend Ricky
Prix's one hundred percent True Green American Machine I the
Trinity of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost come
back to the planet Earth in the mortal form of a full-blooded
unadulterated low Jew from said Stony Brook say unto you:
Think and Love, or else after me will come irrevocable doom.
The Sealed Book shall be. opened and the world of Man will be
ashes seeking an urn.
Prometheus did not make man nor did Vulcan fire woman from
clay. I AM, as Jehovah made the Garden of Hden for the abode
of a male and a B female. Innocence-the-first, the atmosphere
without hurt sustained that scene and kept lion and lamb in
peace and shut out hostility between the one man and the

one womarn.
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It has been alleged by Jewish Christianity that in the

breaking of Eve's hymen from her urinary-genital orifice

came the multiti de of evils that has never ceasddc to afflict
the human race. It is also thought that Nature which is instinct
erupted £ om the plenitude of my wondrous creations to rival
my sovereignty. The truth is that the bliss of Eden was
senseless. The joy of life is in the good-doing on the road

to becoming. Joy must be achieved through the conscious
voluntary will to love. The tree of life earns its fruit.
After the physical birth must come the moral birth which is

the soulfull imperative that flowers into the miracle of love.

I bring not a sword but Peace. Stop war! Start Love.

The above was written without
notes or help and typed
dir ectly on my IBM Executive
e R TSRS,

Jesus Man the Christ.



-15-

Ther e was nothing treasonable about that bit of religious
propaganda. Like anyone who writes he was anxious for my
opinion. The G een Trooper Robot was warching me closely

I handed the literature back to Jesus and said, "Good fellow

I can only say, like Parmenides that there are basically two
kinds of philosophy, one founded on reason and the other:

on the vagary of personal opinion---let us say everybody is
right and nobody is wrong....pax vobiscum...."

"Peace is peace is peace,'" he said, "and love is love is love."
The burly Green Robot came menacingly within a fewifeet of us.
The cuatomers in the fish market made a show of ripping Jesus'
pm pamphlets and throwing them into the litter can. The Robot
took a pamplhlet, could not understand it, would not admit it,
but simply wrinkled the red, white and blue starred flag tattooed
on his forehead. I said loudly, '"Not even our beloved Leader,
Big Friend Ricky Prix claims to be God." Jesus said, "It

should make no difference whether I am God or not. If you
exercise conscience and will yoursel . to love your fellow men
and women you will be in the state of Godliness too.'" He smiled
wistfully, took of his shabby spectacles, handed them to me

and said, ”Io enter the kingdom of God--aye, to be God you must
forgive and love man and woman in spite of how you see their
true natures through my glasses.'" I said, ''-About this 'God'
business; in a way an author is God when he fashions and creates

characters and toys with and determknes their fates."
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--"in fact," I continued, "the bibles of all religions--
especially the Book of Mormon which young Joe Smith stole
XRerom a two-bit printer where he worked--are arrant insulting

bullshit put together by scribbling phonies for pashetic suckers---
and if you don't mind my saying so I believe you're nuts...”

He answered wearily, "I feel sorry for you--you're like the rests-
the fatcat tawdry media people--charlatans all--self-servers

who insist upon the false, the Satanic lie. Yodr art is a carnival
of words, a printed paper-whore, the levatrice of masks and simu-
lations. In life immediately about you and all over the globe there
is real injustice, real perversion, real oppression, real agony,
real hypocrisy, real murder, real death.”

Across the way on the ramp of the marina was the local vegetarian-
reformist, John. Jegms said, "Well, Di Donato, l've got to get
cracking on my divine Mission according to Scripture."” He went to
join the small group to be baptized (He hadn't told me that John
was the son of his mother's sister Flizabeth).

I put on Jesus' cheap cracked soiled glasses. My vision was suddenly
critically acute, electroscopic, and I saw people, things and life
as kt all IS! Thousands of birds converged as clouds of winged
bodies overhead. They were not gulls but foul vultures that
resembled the Green Robot Troopers. The world was a gray-gray thing;
the very air laden with a dismal heart-deadening grayness.

Johm's followers undressed f@ufor baptism. They were the average
people. There wasm not one beautiful person---men, women and
children, the same you see daily flooding amd receding from super-

markets and department stores and congregating as massed automata led

by the Green Troopers and hailing Big Friend Prix and his cohorts
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vice-Friend Spiral Balls and Henry Kissass. Your very same
'howdee' neighbors appeared through Jesus' glasses as they really
were: endomorphic, low-assed, thick-ankled, poorly postured,
misshapen, disproportionate, seeming to have been put together

in an amusement parks corridor of distorting mirrors. It is almost
better to be blind than to have to look upon the average people.
But with Jesus' glasses I couxd see beyond the physical. In the
baptized I saw a glowing light that spelled 'L O VI NGXK INDDNE S
The fishermen brothers Jack and Jim Boanerges and the clamming
brothers Andy and Simon came into Wally Brown's fish market and
said that Jesus was the The Rabbik, The Messiah, promised by the
01ld Tesxzxtament. Nate the tax collector asked where this Jemus was
from. On being told Stony Brook University said, "Stony Brook U.?
Shit,I've never known anything good to come out of that place."

I could see the United STates of Totalitaria from any perspective.
It had simplified and stabilized its economy by functioning upon
kg the main principle of perpetual warfare--against defenseless
little repressed nations. The killing industry was Number One.

The Bif Friends --whores alll!--in Washington's Gray House, the
hilitary Pentagoons and the swollen War Contractors were ONE.

The U S of Totalitarian America was busily at war all over the
world and also conducting experimental limited police action
against the Soviet forces on the Moon. Patriotic cliches were
posted everywhere and radioo and T V blared nationalistic exhort-

ations twenty four hours a day.
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Men and women were either in the armed service or weapons factories;
and automated foods and goods combines provided necessaries. The
system of Robotia under the Green Machine worked with proven
scientific efficiency. The programmaticed man and woman was neither
happy or unhappy any more than cogs in machinery. Human beings

were commodities like cars and all other appliances that are used
and discarded to make way for brand new model turnover.

The super-rich Industrial-Military-Fascist Green Machine Elite lived
in their inviolable private sevret sensuous luxmurious fortress
paradise. The banks and treasuries as in antiguity were the temples
of worship to Mammon. In the Gray House the evangelist of Mammon,
Billy Nabisco performed the holy rites of the DOLLAR.

Truly, through the eye-glasses of Jesus Christ I saw little distress
among the sodden masses. One was either working or fighting, or
shelved in a nursing home for the worn-out and unemployable.

The common people had been de-souled and de-brained and completely
protected and alienated from individual personality and the harrowing
responsibility that was freedom and thinking. ‘the people really

did not have problems. The people did not have to worry. America

had reached its final station, the Security National State.

Two days after I met Jesus--exactly on the third day of what he
called his 'mission' I saw him in the home of Phil Moss my fellow
subversive in Cana. Phil, a follower of Christ and a compulsive
radical intellectual was throwing an all-out wedding party for

hos rock musician son. thil asked me, "What are you wearing those

beat-up glasses for?--they belong to Jesus!"
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Jesus' mother Mary and her ninety year old cousin Liz, the mother

of baptizing John and the sea-faring disciples were there plus

Stony Brook professors and college kids and relatives from ©srooklyh,
the Bronx and the Catskills. We drank many-many toasts. Phil cried,
"I want this to be a wedding party that will never be forgotten!
From today on when you say 'wedding' you mean 'Cana' and when you
say 'Cana' you meaning wedding. My son is not the only bridegroom
in the house. There is herelthe wedding of the 0ld Law to a New
Testament, and His redeemed the Bride. +hre intimate pure and
permanent union is at hand. Offered to us is that exalted and
immortal condition in which we shall see ae we are seen, and in
which the spirits of jtst men made perfect go on from glory to glory
for we are now in the presence of the Lord!" Only a few of us knew
he was referring to Jesus. 'The more wine passed around the more
lively the party became. Phil cried, "Dance, sing, shout, let your-
selves go! Let's stand this bastard bourgeois village on its head!"
Strangers crashed the party. Past midnight neighbors phoned com=-
plaints. Two prowl cars arrived. The Green Troopers were courteous
and remained. The wine gave out. The Greek caterers from the Elks'
restaurant said they could not get any more at that hour. The
guests clamored for wine. Mary said conspicuously to Jesus, "Son,
thrwy they have no wine left. I was wearing his glasses axnd
through his lens I already knew he could do anything. Philzarand

the disciples were watching confidently too. Jesus pretended it

was none of his business. Motdher and son spoke to each other as
though it had been rehearsed. Mary said firmly to the Greeks, "Do
whatever my son tells you to do.d There were six empty barrels by

the barbecue on the patio. Jesus said to the caterers, "Fill the
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barrels with water." The four Green VMachine Troopers were watching
curiously. The caterers brought the garden hose and filled the
barrels. "Now," said Jesus, "put the bungs back in and draw
pitchers from the tap.” They did so. Out of the taps flowed deep-
red rich wine. The drinking began in earnest. Mary played the guitar
and sang carefully worded anti-war songs but no one gave heed.
Phil's place became a heady swirl of drunken noise and music.
Through the glasses of God I saw that people were people ugly inside
and out and aside from stuffing their guta with free food and
swilling free marvelous wine they couldn't care less who provided it
and how. The guests had wltnessed the miracle and it did notxx
impress them. Oh visionary of ximagrs visions and dreamer of dreams 1!
"So what?" said one of them, "How do we know the barrels weren't
lined with instant wine powder! And if he didn't cheat and did turn
water into wine is that a big deal” With our American Green Machine
know-how nothing is impossible. Today we congeal the mind and the
body obeys commands and goes on. There's only one true miraclg,

the Dollar1" The spectacles I borrowed from Jesus gave me no joy.
1 heard Mary and withered old Liz talking with a circle of elderly
Jewish ladies about having been visited by angels announcing the
specia 1 birth of Xxx Liz's son John a change of life baby and Mary
in beatified tones telling the tale it seems?1 they had oft heard

how not old Joe but Heaven had impregnated her to bring forth Jesus
the Christ God who would save mankind. I knew and believed in Jack
Kennedy. He lied us into Viet Nam. I met and believed in Johnson.
His Bay of Tonkin lie escalated viet Nam. I believed in penis-nose

Ricky Prix. His lies became the multiplying cancer of many Viet Nams

and led America into the robot Security National State .
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1L vas dismayed. Uthat was there about the Lie? Was the Lie the
secret mysterious answer? In a world What had cherished and fostered
the Lie into the sole vital integrating element I felt that even

gw# God Himself was not immune from its almighty corruption. When

1 was a boy in the Hoboken slums I saw a bunch of flies gorging

on a pile of putrid shit. The shit made thexi?ggllies svell prosper-
ously and shine and they buzzed with joyful health. Christ was
sitting with his disciples and sipping his own wine in sweet reverie.
There was a newcomer named Judas Iscariot. The wedding party had
quieted and the CGreen Troopers were freeloading on the eats and wine.
I could see through this Iscariot's clothes and into his concealed
identification card. He was a CIA pat bastard. If I could see that,
so could Jesus. T adjusted the spiritual glasses. what I saw sad-
dened me. He surely knew what the humanity he made was. He was
going to perform some miraculous acts of compassion---but he was
going to pray for and not rely upon his supposed unlimited power,
but upon the dormant poﬁential for good in the common people.

His glasses showed me that he forsaw failure, betrayal, abandonment,
torture, scoffing degradation, forsakement and death by violent
execution. With this Gospel he would foreit his mortal being, denude
® himself of human liabilities and sensations, return‘to the
rarified sanctum of Godism and hope and expect that his sacrifice

would shame and imbue mankind to love and love first, foremost

ard always.



-20-

At the tail of day it is no longer lucre, sexual flesh, wine or

the Green Machine that conquers but Morpheus. The women, friends,
strangers and the annoying ever-present robot Troopers with thedr
Rover-boy American flag tattooes on their beatling brows (how can

a woman get in bed with that!) left. Kindred souls, host Phil Moss,
Jesus, the tenaciously faithful (if not too bright) disciples,

the obvious fink Judas and I kept the wedding party embers astir.

I lived a block away and it didn't matter whether I got too drunk
to stumblelk home or just pass out there. I had done that before.

T was still wearing the truth-glasses and sober enough to say what
was on my mind. I said one could be comfortable with and in the
presence of God by the sincerity of their thoughts--as "I predicated:
"There but for the grace of God go I . . .and but for the grace

of I go God." I revealed the fact of the divine glasses and what

T read of Fesus' plan of procedure and final sacrifice. He didn't
deny it. Judas queasily excused himself and left. I said, Jesus-
baby Judas is a motherfucking CIA agent! Jesus noddedd.

There was only one Phil Moss; no one, nothing in the world ecould
deter, frighten or prevent him from expressing his thinking and feelir
, and when he blew up he told Jesus what I didn't have the gall

to say. He shouted, "Jesus Christ!- you mean to say you are
going to take the shit from the jerks and cocksuckers of the
capitalist Green Machine Prix, Balls and Henry Caiaphas Kissass,

and let them piss and spit on you and nail you like a # fucking

shingle---Man are you really that cragzy!?"
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“"Phil Moss," he said, "There's a ritual, a way, a process for all
doings. A baby, a tree, is not spermed and seeded and born in a
minute---there are gestures, timings, ins and outs,ams and rules

amd regulations ard pauses and leaps and turns and required absurditiec
to all things. I can only consummate my Mission according to Scripture
The harm that will done to me does not matter for I will triumph

with my appeal to the conscience. Candid Phil Moss said, "That's

all Qell and generous of you to say because you have got it made
being God and have nothing to lose. Why the hell didn't your father
and you make us all Gods!” Phil Moss was right--and why not?

As for Jesus Christ---well one can be disappointed and bored even
with God. Verities, lies and stupidities speed securely in the ruts
of time. 1 gave the eye-glasses back to Jesus and fell into dear
drunken sleep. --Someone shook me awake. lt was Jesus Christ.
I said, "J.C. I have one fucking hangover!" "Come with me," he

said, "what good are inspirational works andax fantastic miracles

if they're not recorded?*"™ 'Yes' thought I, how many a lovely flower
has bloomed unseen--how many people have done splendid things that
have been lost to history! The preservation of noble acts should
come before all considerations. xfekimrd

I followed J.C. into the wilderness of New York City. We wandered
forty days without food and water in the polluted barbarous man-made
jungle, and we threaded our way discreetly, rubbing shoulders with
the savage urbanites. | tried to keep the fast with him. On the
third day I broke down and ate junk-food as though there was no
tomorrow. ‘the forty first day came--J.C. had lost fifty pounds and
was scarecrow thin. He was keenly hungry. There was no food.

J.C. said, "My stomach thinks my throat zi®e is cut---. could eat

a jackass stuffed with straw!"
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Then lo and behold!--from out of the eye-burning smog . . .
the Devil appeared . . . . he pointed to a brick pile and said
Snidely to J.C., "Wise guy if you're the Son of God tell these
bricks to become fresh-baked seed rolls!" J.C. answered, "Rot by
bread alone does man live but by every utterance that comes forth
from the holy mouth of God." Mister Devil towered over Jewish
Jesus Christ. 1o my surprise there was none of that horns and
tail and cloven foot stuff. weeter Adversary was tall, blonde with
a graceful virile physique, mellifluous voice, sea-green eyes,
glistening attractive white teeth and wearing fashionable sport
clothes. I was overwhelmned by how very personable he was-- and
I did wonder at his assured® g@d-like presence. I* occurred to me
that he was co-equal with J.C.---in fact that he was J.C.s
complementing contrasting nature--the other side df the heavenly coin.
- As quick as the flicker of the eyelid he wafted J.C. andme to the
pinnacle of the Washington monument. His will had propelled us
like weightless cosmonauts---his wish being sire to the flight.
Height terrifies me--especially when we are balanced as angels on
the point of a needle!=--1 clﬁng to Jesus like glue. Tourists
below thought we were prospective suicides. A Green Shirt shouted
through a bull horn, ?"What the hell are you guys doing up there!"”
The provoking D. said sneeringly to J.C., "If thou art truly the
Son of God throw thyself down, for it is written: 'He will give
his angels charge concerning thee; and upon their hands they shall
bear thee up lest thou dash thy foot against a stone.'" J.C.

came back at him with,%Rxmmst "Proud one it is further written,

'Thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy &xm God'."
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His Highness the Devil showed us the glory of the whole global
earth. Ye spoke of 'Order the supreme Law' and quoted Dante from
the Paradiso about 'This beareth the fire toward the moon' and he
spread the infinite planets out before us in the palm of his hand
and said to & J.C. with agitation, '"All thdse things will I give
thee if thou wilt fall down and worship me." J.C. said, "Get lost
Devil who art Mammon'!=-for it is written, "Lord thy God shalt thou
worship and him only shalt thou serve!" "You bore me," said the D.,
"I can have more fun making trouble elsewhere." And J.C. said,

"Beat it father of lies. L say unto thee, scram!"

/ We took the Metroliner to Penn %xgax station and hitch-hiked

back to Stony Brook.

The Disciples formed a rock band to attract attention &to J.C.'s
Mission., J.C. saxd to them, "Let's go to the big shopping center--
it is now about the only place the common people congregate.”

We took the free bus to the Mall. J.C. started to do his thing

in the parking field by Macy's and facing A&S. Word got around
that a poor mad little Stony Brook Jew had the knack of healing.

At first dozens and then hundreds of afflicted people were brought
to him. Crowds gawked as J.C. healed all kinds of impossible cases
and the cures were real.

John the baptizer had an organic foods and vitamin store in the
Nutritional Center of the Mall. He came out in his long hair and
beard and goat's skin loin cloth munching dried locusts and lapping
honey. Baptizing Jack said to the onlookers, "He's my cousin,

Jesus the Christ.
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-"0f course--he's the son of old Joe Man and my young aunt Miriam

who calls herself Mary now. -1 told you people he was coming.

I'm not much of anybody but I am his herald. He is the real Mcoy

Messiah and you goddamn well better believe and get with it!

Now you got to reject this lousy corrupt polluted technological age
and return to the good old naked clean natural living. Alright

you slobs--keep quiet and listen to Jesus Christ!"

J.C. began to address the mob. His poise was sure. He said,"Brothers
and sisters dear I was anticipated by the Prophets and Kings. I was
suggested by Aristotle...Dante Alighieri spelled out the dialectics
of my moral imperatives and he lyricized the anatomy of my love

philosophy." He suddenly thought of something----kBx he boiled over
ard shouted,"Generation of vipers ye have Zerox machines for souls!
Not your contemptible Dictators in Washington but you are the cause
of putrid evils! Your Leaders kr in D.C. are only the scum upon

the cesspool that is you! Ricky Prix, Spiral Balls, Henry Kaiaphus

and Ham actor the next Dictator are only abstractions symbolizing

you-- YOU---YOU the MULTITUDE of vulgar cowardly brainless jerks

who know neither how to live or die! But 1 excoriate ye in vain

as ye are robots.....alas--ye alimentary automatons shall all perish
and the earth planet will be host to the arthropods, the intelligent
durable insects!" The Green Shirt Troopers with the Star spangled

banner of Totalitaria tattooed on their foreheads were shmkrExX

shocked by J.C.'s treasonable references to the country's rulers.

ERERARIIREXALRT
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But the centurion of the stone-face Green Troopers moved everybody
by coming to him and entreating, "Lord, my caretaker is lying in
the house paralyzed and is gx® grievously afflicted.” J.C. said
gallantly to him, "I will come and cure him.” But inanswer the
centurion said, "Lord, I am not worthy that thou shouldst come under
my roof--but only say the word and my caretaker will be healed---
for I too am a man subject to authority and have soldiers subject

to me-- and I say to one, 'Go,' and he goes, and to another, 'Come,'
and he comes--and to my caretaker who 1s my servant, 'Do this'' and
he does it." And when Jesus Christ heard this nhe marvelled and

said to those néarby,mﬁAmen I say to you, I have not found such
great faith in Stony Brook." Then J.C. said to the centurion, "Go
thy way--as thou hast believed, so be it done to thee." And the
centurion's caretaker was healed in that hour. I noticed top New
York Times reporters Dick S- and Iztarx&F¥rzex Israel S- taking notes
as J.C. profoundly said, "Happy are those conscious of their spirit-
ual need since the kingdom of the heavens belongs to them----happy
are those who mourn since they will be comforted---happy are the
mild-tempered since they will inherit the earth---happy are those
hungering and thirsting for righteousness since they will be filled--
happy are the pure in heart since they will see God---happy are the
merciful since they will be shown mercy---happy are the peaceable
since they will be called 'sons of God'---happy are those who are
persecuted for rightebusness' sake since the kingdom of heaven

belongs to them.®x"
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Now crowds followed Jesus Christ wherever he went. L do not attribute
altruistic motives to them---what Jesus was trying to get across to the
was as simple and direct as a baby reaching for and sucking a tit----xt
LOVE. One would have to be a deaf, dumb and blind idiot not to
understand what he meant:--LOVE was the ANSWER--love was the alpha

and omega of Creation, love was goodness-kindness-giving, love was

God and all one had to do was to will love from the center of one's
being and radiate it without ifs, ands and buts.....but again alas---
my impression of the mass-people tailing Christ was that they were

the same age-o0ld spectacle-watchers and droolers at public scenes

since the dawn of homo sapiens to the Roman Bread-andCircus rabblement

Jesus alwags kept us guessing as to his next move. There was no
planned itierary for his Mission---he would walk restlessly for miles
and then stop on the spur of the moment and expound. -This time it
was at the Port Jefferson marina opposite Wally Brown's fish market.
He opened his lecture with his definition of values: "Do not lay up
for yourselves bank accounts and stocks and properties on earth where
rust and moths and termites consume and where thieves break in and
steal, but lay up for yourselves credits in heaven zw where neither
rust or rot consumes nor thieves break in and steal. For where thy
treasure is there also will thy heart be. No man can serve two
masters for either he will hate the one and love the other or else he
will stand by the one and despise the other. You cannot serve God
and the robot State of Mammon! Therefore I say to you do not be ZRXIE
aRxXi®EW anxious for your life, what you shall eat-nor yet for your

body-what you shall put on.
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Look at the birds of the air--they do not sow or reap, or gather
into barms--yet your heavenly father feeds them. And as for clothing,
why are you anxious? Consider how the lilies of the field grow--
they neither toil nor spin, yet I say to you that not even Solomon
in all his glory was arrayed like one of these. Therefore be not
concerned about tomorrow/ for tomorrow will have anxieties of its
own. oufficient for the day is its own trouble. Therefore all that yo
wish men to do to you, even so do you also to them--for this is the
TIaw and the Prophets.’.

Two men who had escaped from the Central Islip mental hospital
rushed violently through the crowd. Pepole were looking at all this
from the shore and in boats and from the Bridgeport Ferry---and on
and on the upper deck a platoon of Creen Troopers on an outing were
eating franksand burgers and drinking soda. The two madmen cried

to J.C., "We are possessed with demons! What have we to do with thee
son of God? Hast thou come here to torment us befote the time?"

And the demons raised their voices loudly from out of the lunatics,
entreating J.C. and saying, "If thou cast us out, send xm us into
that herd of pigs up there on the Ferry!" And Jesws shouted to the
demons, "Beat it, you dirty devils! Get lost! Out-- O U T!"

And the invisible devils left the two loonies forthwith and entered
into the partying Green Troopers and the whole platoon rushed to

the railings like zombies and plunged overboard into the sea and

perished.
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The Messiah's next trek was to Suffolk Community College."The
Campus," he said, "is the last outpost, the final possible but futile
hope for this soulless accursed society.” The sisters Martha and
Mary came to him in distress. Mary said, "Lord , behold, our brother
Lazarus whom thou lovest zx is sick." Y¥rxyx “"Very sick," added
martha, "from an overdose of crack!”" Jesuys said, "At presen this
sickness %#s not unto death--at least not right now---for Lazarms

to die is not its object, but is for the glory of God,in order that
the Son of God may be glorified throughi1it."” ©Now junkie Lazarus lay
in a %@ coma in Bethany some fifteen staadia from Stony Brook--

and J.C., remained on the Stony Brook campus and he didn't go to
Lazarus, much to the disappointment of Mary and Martha.

Six days later J.C. said to the disciples and me, "Lazarms our friend
has gone to rest, but I am journeying there to awaken him from sleep.
-Then Jesus said to us outspokenly, "Lazarus has died, and I rejoice
on your account that I was not there, in order for you to believe.
Now, Thomas, who was called 'Gemini' (The Twin), said to his fellow
disciples, "This is terrible, in our love for our comrade Lazarus

let us to go also, that we may die with him." When we arrived in
Bethany we found that Lazarus had already been four days in the
memorial tomb near the sacred synagogue of Mammon. Accordingly many
underground hippie Jews had come to Martha and Mary k= in order to
console them concerning their brother. Therefore Martha, when she
heard that J.C. was coming, met him--but Mary kept sitting at home.
Martha therefore said mx to Xmu= Jesus, "Lord, if you had been here
my brother would not have died. And yet at present I know that as

many things as you ask God for, God will give you."
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J.C. said to her confidently, "Martha, your brother Lazarus will rise!"
Martha said to him, "I know he will rise in the resurrection on the
Last Day---the rich Sadducees scoff at the dead arising but we poor
Pharisees do believe in the resurrection.” J.C. nodded and said

to her, "I am the resurrection and the life. He that excercises faith
in me, even though he dies, will come to life---and everyone that is
living and excercises faith in me will never die at all. Do you
beliéve this?" Martha said to him, "Yes, Lord and Rabbi, I have ErXx®:
believed that you are the Christ the Son of God, the One coming into
the world." And when she had said this she went off and called Mary

her sister, saying secretly, '"The Teacher z is present and is calling

il

you."' The latter, when she heard this, got up quickly and was on

her way to him. J.C. had not yet, in fact, come into the village
down Main Street, but he was still in the place where Martha met him.
Therefore the freedom-loving good-cause Jews that were with her in
the hpuse and tha% were consoling her, on seeing Mary rise quickly
and go out, followed her, supposing that she was going to the memorial
tomb to weep there. And so Mary, when she arrived where Jesus was
and caught sight of him, fell at his feet, saying to him ,‘"Lord,

if you had been here my brother would not have died." J.C. therefore,
when he saw her weep ing and the Jews that came with her weeping,
groaned in the spirit and becamey troubled--and he said, ""Where have
you ¥z=xdlaid Lagarus?" They said to him, "Lord, come and see. "

Jesus Christ gave way to tears, and also bawled aloud. Therefore

the Jews and hippies and friends began to say, "See what affection

Jesus Christ used to have for Lazarus!!
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But some of them asked ironically and justly, "Was not this man
that opened the eyes of the blind man and did fantastic healings
at the Smithhaven Mall able to prevent his bosom pal, Lazarus from
dying?%" Hence J.C. after groaning again within himself came to the
memorial tomb. It was in fact a cave and a big stone was blocking
its mouth. Jesus Christ in no uncertain terms said, "I order you
people to remove the great boulder. Martha,sister of the deceased
saild to him respectfully but somewhat dubiously, "But dear Lord--
it was not only crack that killed Lazraus but also dread Aids and
by now horrendous decomposition has set in my brother's corpse, and
he must be putrid and stink awfully to high heaven for he has been
dead four days now . L
Therefore some strong comrades rolled the stone away from the cave.
Now . . . Jesys the Christ raised his eyes heavenward and said clearly
» ""Thank you God!--rather, I thank you that you have heard me.
True, I knew that you always hear me--but on account of the good
people standing around I spoke so that they might believe that you
sent me forth . . . !" And when he had said these things J.C. cried
out with an awesome mighty thundering voice, "Lazarus!-- get up and
come out. -Lazarus, do you hear me? -Lazarus get your ass up and
come forth immediately! Lazarus, the man that had been dead came
out with his feet and hands bound with the wrappings of the winding
sheet, and his countenance was bound about with a cloth. fxhexkmkkesd
(He looked for all the world like The Mummy in the Hollywood horror

film) J.C. said triumphantly, '"Loose our friend and let him go."
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Bringing back the dead was an American first. The news travelled

all over continemtal United States of Robotia. In Washington Big
Friend Ricky Prix said to his police state Sanhedrin, ''Sponsors

and Hollywood are flooding this guy Christ with fat offers. He's
Super-Magus. Fame and money will suck him in. He'll become an over-
night multi-millionaire and join us.'" But Henry Caiaphas Kissass,
Green House memmimfews& sycophantic pederast, took serious issue and
said, "I'm a Jew and therefore know the Jews--when they are idealist
and revolutionary like this character Jesus Christ--as he styles
himself--they cannot be bought or seduced--they will demonstrate and
agitxate and propagandize to their last death. The public herds are
content and docile. This Jesus prestidigitator can be the bloody ruin
of our supremacy and the chaos of our Orderly Society. We must not
give s hit whether he is God or not for the true God is in the bank--
to stay on top we must go all the way! It seems you know nothing at
all nor do you reflect that it is mmmmsfexpedient for us that one
man, this mad Jew, Christ, should die for the people instead of the
whole nation perishing. Don't you see that it's going to be either
his ass or ours." So from that day forth it was the Green House
master plan to put Jesus Christ to death.

In Stony Brook J.C. walked boldly into the Temple of The Almighty
Dollar. He braided plastic strips into a cord and whipped the hell
out of the fawning tellers and handlers of monies. Someone set off
the burglar alarm and soon the Law and people flocked to the Temple.
J.C. went into alengthy preachment--among other things he said,

"Love thy enemies, do good to those who hate you---and to him who
strikes thee on the cheek offer the other cheek also.'" The listeners
murmured that one had to be a complete idiot to love enemies and

gladly accept hurt.
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J.C. worked himself up to a pitch: "You call me a glutton, a boozer,

and a friend of Jewish Liberals, ward-heelers, roustabouts and gays

and whores----so what? I tell you that they're infinitely better than
you hypocritical square slaves..... I'll tell you more. -This is my
second and last Coming- —this time I decided to become man in earnest,

to experience all and I mean all! of his doings---yes I broke all the
Commandments but one--I did not kill (it's not too late!) I did every
fucking thing you public slobs have done, do and will continue to do==
yes jerks like you I lied, cheated, stole, maimed, betrayed, reneged,
peddled bullshit religion for profit, deceived, raped, got venereal
diseases and Aids but as yet I have not deprived anyone of their one
and only precious life---Listen to me' Ham Actor the epitome of the
Great American Cretin will succeed Ricky Prix--Ham Actor the cowardly
cgx charlatan and his consort Piranha will condepgn me to the Cross as
a dangerous communist. -That's when the surprise of the ages will take
place-- -I am no longer the crucifiable Messiah!....Woe to you Stony
Brook: Woe upon woe to you, Washington, D.C.! -You cynical faithless
places shall be thrust down to excremental hell! -And when you see
Washington and the Green House taken over by slant-eyed bankers

then know America's desolation is at hand---your vaunted arrogant
supremacy will become a Helot debtor nation---there will be incredible
distress over the land and wrath upon the peopie-—and they will fall
by the edge of the Red Sword and will be led away as captives to

all nations!"
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The crowd knew him since he was a kid and his unpleasant words

they could not stomach. One spoke for all saying, "He sure is the
ballsy one throwing that stuff in our teeth and breaking chops!'--
Yeah, who died and left him Leader?" Others said amongst themselves,
"Is this not the doddering old carpenter's son? Is not his young
mother called Mary, and his brethren James and Joseph and Simon and
Jude?==And his sisters, are they not all with us? -Then where did he
get this treasonable radical shit?--yeah, yeah, how did this guy
come by this wisdom and the trick of performing miracles?"

J.C. said, '"God is truth, and truth performs miracles---therefore

I am the truth.:" A flag-tattooed redneck shouted, "Who asked for you?
You got your nerve trying to jam truth down our throats--is truth
something new?--there are truths better not to know-like being ugly,
cowardly, and dying---you can shove your truth! -You're a bastard
troublemaker you rotten red!" One of the less debased sort said,
"How long do you intend to keep our souls in suspense? If you are
the Christ, tell us outright:" J.C. answered, "I told you, and yet
you do not believe. Th e works that I am doing in the name of my
Father, these bear witness about me. But you do not believe because
you are none of my sheep. My sheep listen to my voice, and I know
them, and they follow me. And I give them everlasting life, and fhey
by no means will ever be destroyed, and no one will snatch them

out of my hand. What my Father has given me is something greater
than all other things, and no one can snatch them out of the hand

of the Father. I and my Father are one."
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That made the local folks furious--they scoured about for sticks

and stones, and closed in on him. Jesus Christ said nervously,

"I displayed many fine works from the Father. For which of those
works are you stoning me?'" They said angrily, '""We are stoning you
not for a fine work but for blasphemy, even because you, although
being only a mortal man like any of us, and having a magical devil
in you, try to make yourself out to be God:"'" Our J.C. answered them,
"Is it not written in your Law, 'I said: "You are gods''? If he
called'Gods' those against whom the word of God came, and yet the
Scripture cannot be nullified, do you say to me whom the Father
sanctified and dispatched from a virgin womb into the world, 'You
blaspheme, ' because I said, I am God's Son? If I am not doing the
works of my Father, do not believe me. But if I am doing them, even
though you do not believe me, believe the works, in order that you
may come to know and may continue knowing that the Father is in union
with me and I am in union with the Father."

They accused him of Hebraic word-play, double-talking filibustering.
J.C. kept quoting Scripture to back up his claim but he got nowhere
fast. The capricious people began to rough up the disciples and
stone J.C. Jesus ducked and dodged--and as he nimbly took to his
heels he turned and shouted hoarsely, "A man in his own country and
in his own house is never accepted as a prophet...."

Now John the Baptist was to come to no good end---we received bad
news about him. He had dared to lead a small band of zealous
paxophiles to Washington. Strangely enough, 8gxakx Spiral Balls,

the reactionaries' reactionary, frankly admitted to liking 'Baptizing

Jack, and not unkindly called him, 'Jack the Dipper'.
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Spiral Balls would disguise as a citizen and listen to the Baptist
rant about the Super-Magus Jesus Christ of Stony Brook, Long Islandx
and his devoted loveniks. -But the Baptist's butting into Spiral Balls
' private life cost him his hippie-hairy head. -Spiral Balls was
having carnal traffic with his own brother's wife, Herodias. Now
John the Baptist went up to Spiral Balls right before the T V cam=
eras and loudly proclaimed, "It is not lawful for you to be fucking
the wife of your brother Philip!" Balls had John arrested for dis-
turbing the peace and disorderly conduct. But Herodias hated the Bap-
tist and wanted him killed--but Spiral Balls stood in superstitious
fear of the Baptist, knowing him to be a righteous and holy man- -
and he was really keeping John in protective custody in the CIA
dungeon beneath the Pentagoon. --Ans he visited him on the g t, and
after hearing his beautiful mind was at a great loss what to do,

yet he continued to hear him gladly. But a convenient day came along
when Leader Ricky Prix left the earth to inspect and hearten the
obedient fighting robots on the Moon, and S.B. guided the chariot

of Totalitaria at home. S.B. spread an evening meal on his birth-
day in the dining room of the Green House for his top-ranking
Pentagoons and big cogs of,the looting Industrial Green Machine.

And his niece, Salome, the daughter of this very Herodias came in
and danced and overly pleased Spiral Balls and those reclining with
him. Balls was drunk and said to the maiden, '"Your dancing gave me
untold pleasure--for that you may ask anything of me--aye, even

up to half of the United States of Totalitaria!' And Salome went
out and said to her mother, ''Mama, what should I ask for?7?

Herodias answered, ''Demand the stupid lice-infested head of that

k& blabbermouth John the Baptizer.!"
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Salome went in with haste to Spiral Balls and said, "I want you

to give me right away on a silver platter the head of John the
Baptist." Although he became deeply grieved, yet S.B. did not want
todisregard her in view of the oaths and those reclining at the table.
So S.B. immediately dispatched the Official Decapitator and com-
manded him to fetch John's head. They say it was the usual Nazi
ritual--copied from Adolph Hitler--as the Headsman, dressed in
swallow tail. striped trousers, black tie, silk high-hat and white
apron, brought his gxE= great medieval axe down on the neck of Jesus
Christ's cousin John. The Executioner put John's head on a

Tiffany silver platter, covered it with perfumed cellophaneand
brought it to the virgin maiden Salome---and the dutiful daughter
served the Baptist's gory head to her satisfied mother Herodias.
Just at that time J.C was on his way to Washington. The disciples
had gone ahead and arrived there before him. When they heard of
John's tragedy they came and took the headless corpse and laid it

in a memorial tomb. But they ruefully said that had John stuck to
weightier matters and not concerned himself with Spiral Balls'

private morals he would have sensibly remained among the quick.

Leaving Baltimore I said to J.C. (Sam Goldberg-alias Jesus Christ)
"Rabboni, what's the program to be in the Capital of our dear Police
State---or do you play it by ear?'" He said rather automatically,
"I've been screwing around close to three years on my Mission and
I am reaching the end of the line. I must go to Washington and
suffer many things from the pimps, Chauvinists, reactionaries,
jingo-jingle writers, moron Mormons and High priests of Mammon

and be crucified, visit Hell and resurrect."
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"But,''said I, "-That the Son of God should undergo all the miserable
shit you foretell is obscene and an insult to reason. Good Lord!
-why must this rigamarole-mumbo jumbo-abbacadabra insanity of
betrayal, public arrest, manhandling, humiliation, kangaroo trial,
et cetera and nailing of your poor bones and flesh take place!

-what kind of cooked up semitic shit is that!---what kind of a fucking
masochist are you--or are you just another neurotic self-destroying
Jew?'" He said, ""The Messiah must come willy=nilly without the sus-
penseful fanfare of prophesy from wild-eyed far -out poets-- -and
furthermore the schema of my Advent and the particulars thereof

were not wxxkéewritten by me. This whole business must have the nature
of a complex many-layered mystery-—ordained by the infallible
son=sacrificing Almighty Jewish Father God — -must evolve like a
thing that goes through various dramatic stages to the heart-
breaking climax and unforgettable catharsis. I, the main performer,
must follow the scenario to the T ---remember, my Father is the most
intense formalist.: -I'm to give my flesh as bread and my blood

as wine---it is to be the greatest story ever told -a story to be
renewed each day of a person's life---I cannot take liberties with
the script--if I do, even to the jot and tittle, there will be no
Christ-ian legacy---for me to die of old age would be absurd--my
fate must be a violent martyrdom like the orgasms of Nature-- the
slob=masses love Hollywood horror--I must be cruelly abused and
murdered to achieve fruition. ..I will be responsible for the
founding of the neo-Jewish religion that eill confound and possess
the Gentiles and will curse and persecute the seed of Abraham to

the ends of time."
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"But," said I, "to a civilized mature mind this is all a clinical
case of psychopathy, sadism, masochism, a conscious and deliberate
reversion to barbarism, cannibalism-r and your precious 'Schema' is
nothing but a blatantplagiarism of more than a few prehistoric and
ancient religions--that of the Sumerians for example replete with
genesis, deluge, parables, terrifying giants vanquished by naked
midget heros, immaculate conceptions, trinities, beloved sons sacri-
ficed and all kinds of bullshit. -Yeah, and how come the Devil gets
away unscathed with all kinds of fuck-ups---why ain't he crucified
like he deserves'=.?" Jesus Christ said, "How in Hell do you know
I'm not the Devil?"-Then he said, "I'm sorry--but cheer up--trust
me--1'l1 play The Game--take the bloody shit from the Ham Actor
but keir believe me at the last moment when it looks like curtains

for me I'm going to shock the entire world of capitalist cocksuckers''=

Now Washington was solemnly celebrating the fourth anniversary of
'The giving of the Law of the Pods'. - -(Remember that as the tum
ultuous elections of the American free society approached the
'"Conservative' forces used the combined police and military to
drench the hapless nation in blood and proclaim the unilateral robot
state. The masses were to be as happy as peas in the pod, therefore:
the complete absence of antimony, the apotheosis of uniform servility,
and the dawn of the robot man and woman as the deified ideal,
symbolized in the sacrosanct LAW OF THE PODS. Washington was the
Mera Mecca of the mindless non-troubling man, and American robots
were coming from all over the known world and planets to attend the

sublimely sterile pageants).
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When we were in sight of the Capital J.C. said to some of the
believers, "Go into the village opposite you, and immediately you
will find an ass tied, and a colt with her—-— loose them and bring
them to me. But if anyone asks you, "Why are you loosing the ass,
and her colt upon which none of mankind ever sat?'" You must speak
in this way, ''The Lord, Jesus Christ from Stony Brook of Suffolk
County needs these special beasts of burden.'" And they will obey
your request. This must be done so that what was spoken through the
prophets, Isaiah and Zacharias, might be fulfilled: ""Have no fear,
daughter of Zion. Look! Your King is coming! Behold, thy King comes
to thee, meek, and seated upon an ass, and upon a colt, the foal of
a beast of burden."

So the Christ-enchanted went and did as J.C. had directed. And they
brought the ass and the colt, laid their outer garments on them, and
made him sit thereon. And most of the crowd spread their maxi coats
and stoles and sweaters and surplus apparel upon the road like a
royal carpet, while others were cutting branches from trees, and =
strewing them on the road.

As J.C. entered Washington, the crowds that went before him (half
of them black) and those that followed, kept crying out, saying,
"Hosanna to the Son of David! Blessed is he who comes in the name
of the Lord! Hosanma in the highest!" (These things his disciples
took no note of at first, but after J.C. had been nabbed and condemned
, then they called to mind that these things were written long
before by the Jewish prophets----- Yeah, but the ugly truth is that
most of the common people who lauded his triumphal entry into
Washington were soon the very same turn-banners who thirsted and

clamored for the crucifixtion entertainment spectacle!)
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As J.C. amblead down Pennsylvania Avenue with gracious confidence
on his ass the city was thrown into commotion, saying, ''What's all
& the acclaim about? What gives? Just who is this Hebrew guy?"
But the mobs kept saying and saying, '"'This is the real McCoy Christ,
the one hundred percent true Jesys the prophet from Stony Brook of
Suffolk County, Long Island, New York''" And most had never even

heard of the place.

In front of 1600 the crowds violated the strict rule of DISCIPLINE
and hailed J.C. without restraint. Henry Kaiaphas Kissass of the oily
eyes and thick glasses, was on the portico and said to his intellectua
1 yes-men, the Pharisees and the Sadducees, '"Look, this low demen-
ted member of my own race has stirred the ashes of their souls'

He is putting =mksrx subversive freedom thoughts into their robot
heads! Given half a chance the automated helots of the world will
follow this pied piper of love like a dog in heat trails a bitch!
He's making time and weXmm we're getting nowhere! My fellow-Yiddle

is rocking our boat---he's making the waves that will swamp and
capsize our treasured Dictatorship' This carpenter-magician kas

nas got to die forthwith! And if he is God, we'll rub the Bestard

out anyway."

People descended upon Washington like fleas on a hot damp night.

They pretended to flock there for the decorous Robot Festival and

the Blowing of The Totalitarian Trumpets. But actually, they came

to find their Saviour. Clandestine rock bands appeared by the thou-
sands. Overnight there was a livid jumping atmosphere reminiscent

of the good old permissive days of Democracy.
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It was Kaiaphas Kissass' idea to allow these bizzare, soul-airing
Woodstockian revels so as to identify the enemies of the State, and
liquidate themn.

Viewing the tawdry pullulating masses I said to Jesus, '"Rabban,

look at them--to see them is to weep! You are their Creator--why
didyou make them such misshapen, repulsive jerks? ¥mmm What did you
have in mind? A million of them put together does not equal one whole
admirable human being. -If I do not tell your Godship the truth of
my vision and feelings then this life is not worth a damn! All works
and woes come from these indiscriminate child-breeders and not from
the comedians Prix, Balls and Kissass whom they 1lift above their empty
heads to power! For the life of me I don't get it---first you make
them disgusting, deficient, defective louts, and then you turn right
around and expect to reach them with your divine ideal and beautiful
message that they cannot understand and accept! They should not be
called '#p 'People'--they should be called "Hydra'-the endless
sel-perpetuating multifarious Evil having many sources. I tell you
that this Hydra is n ot to be overcome and won by your single effort
of LOVE!" He shook his head pityingly; "If everything were easy and
right and made sense you would hardly #m know you were in this life.
Action makes appetite--tough goings make for good sleep--pain is so
sweet when it stops--struggle is joy and the ordeal of the road and
what happens on the way is more exciting than arrival. I never use
the word 'utopia'. Alas, comrade Di Donato, you are not so different
from the rest--you are all children who clamor for the mmmi toys

called, 'miracles'.
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"Perhaps I should have made people so that they remain children all
their lives, like busy little dolls that never change--and then they
would remain safely with Alice and Oz and Pinocchio and Puss in Boots.
" "Yes,'" I said, ''people should never leave elves and fairies. By
allowing people to reach puberty and grow up older was your big mis-
take--by becoming adults they lose their bit of charm and become
incontinent caricatures. Well, comrade Christ, as they say,“You
brought them to the party---now you dance with them!'"

A Dodge bus with flower decals stopped near us. J.C. said annoyed,
"Would you believe it?--family-family-family! Here are my worrying,
typically neurotic Jewish mother Miriam-made-Mary, cousin Roth the
mad writer from the Bronx, nympho-sister-in-law Gussie from Coney
Island, yeah-yeah uncle Hymie from Levittown, old Aunt Elixabeth,
sorrowing mama of martyred cousin John the Baptist, Moe the

Moocher from Miami and wild Bugsie Weiss from Hollywood! Verily

it is said that you have your choice of friends but not kin.
Everybody wants to get into the act!" I said, "J.C., that's for
sure and you can say that again--and I bet you that when the chips
are down they'll run from you like rats leaving a sinking ship'."

He said frowningly, "You'd think they'd have the decency to let me
go about my Father's business without embarrassing me. They look
like they're on a holiday--relatives-relatives, they'll probably

eat pastrami heros and pickles while weeping and wailing at my
crucifixtion--oh well, that's par for the course. And you, comrade
Pietro, when the crunch comes, will you run out =m on me too?"

I crossed my heart and...lied: "I'll declare myself for you and

stand by you come what may." He looked distressed. I said, "
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"You have a bad color. Are you afraid of what you got going?--
having second thoughts?" "Hellno," he said, "my stomach's upset

and growling--got the runs--had some rancid canned potato soup."

He dashed into the public toilet (with an armed flag-tattooed Green
brute at his heels---those bastards don't have any sense of shame).
Could George Orwell have imagined that his "1984" would have been in
full bloom by 1989. If he knew what his 'face-less, mind-less flesh
and blood robots would do to GOD HIMSELF Orwell would whirl in

his grave. When J.C. left for the toilet I saw his notebook fall
out of his pocket. I picked it up. In his meticulous left-handed

writing were snatches of THE PROGRAMME :

(last wk. to go)

-feed multitudes

-woe to jingo scribes and fascist conservatives

-signs of Robot State's end, and destruction of Wash. D.C.

-Last meal (contact I. F. Stone--his alias for Isadore Feinstein---
maybe hold it at his secret hiding place where he prints his WEEKLY?)-
--see to it that you are betrayed by poor confused C I A agent,

J. Iscariot, the son of Simon (oh yes, remember to have Di Donato

provide Judas with aunion-made nylon rope with which to hang himself.)

I was dying ® to read the rest but just then Jesus came out of the
toilet. He said he felt great. I handed him his notebook.

Of the millions who had flocked to Washington only a handful got
Jesus Christ's true, simple message that Love was God, Love was
All, Love not based on miraculous performances, promises, threats,
bribes and what-not---Love to be generated in the heart and mind
and soul and made to radiate like sunlight--Love being its own

reward. -Tkex
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The puling masses were the same old beaét—the Public-the People--
that Hydra that changes its pelt but never its treacherous ways.
They indulged themselves in the expectation that God, who now
appeared as a lowly Jew, would deliver them from Totalitaria and
return them to Democracy. The Jerk-people were going to play it
safe: they would huzza and rah-rah for Jesus Christ so long as he
wiped out the Dictator and robot army, navy and air force---But!
--if Jesus Christ let them down they;d rush back to the Green,
White and Blue flag and scream for J.C.'s death! -Then of course

to Okhlos the mob nothing was of profound moment---all they re-
quired was bread and circus--that is--hot dogs and Hollywood.
Within a few days Washington was unrecognizable---people lived and
loved and fought in the patrks and streets---moFforcyclex gangs
roared about, booths sold drugs and souvenirs and autographs of
Jesus the Christ--and it was impossible to relax what with the

rock bands going night and day--and the litter and sanitation
problems made Washington stink. It pleased the feckless masses

to pass around all kinds of stories about J.C.: He was an illeg-
itimate child born with seven veils; he was really a Martian; he
was the Devil himself; he was a hermaphrodite; he was a state of
mind; he was an escaped lunatic and so forth.

Government cut off food supplies. In two days the great crowds were
weakened and delirious. J.C. now gave a good example of the power
and imagination of God. He described a certain boy, and said,
"Bring that boy to me." The boy was found; he had a paper bag.
Within were five hot dogs, two pizza pies and a bottle of Coca Cola.

J.C. made the disciples set up tables.
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J.C. placed the meager food on the tables and prayed---instantly

the tables were loaded with hot dogs, pizza pies mand Coca Cola.

the million famished people gorged themselves.

While we were by the Lincoln statue (made by my Godfather, the
sculptor Attilio Picirilli) we saw Wally Brown--old one-handed Wally,
and his wife, the Christ-loving Witness Gladys--whom J.C. returned
from the dead. Jesus said, '"Wally Brown, I sent you a message by
mentél telepathy." "Yes Lord J.C." said Wally, "I was opening clams
and Gladys said, 'Wallace, the Lord wants us to pick up fresh fish

in Chesepeake Bay and bring it to him for the Last Supper.' So here
we are with the Eruck and in the cooled tank all kinds of live healthy
fish." "Swell." said our Lord--and Wally asked where to take it.

Now J.C. said to me, 'You suggested we have the big meal at your frien
d Izzy's place." I said, "Yes, Rabboni, but there is a price on Izzy
F. Stone's head for radical writings in his Weekly and now that he is
in the underground how can we find his place?'" The Son of Jehovah
had an answer for everything. He turned to the disciples and said,
"This is the first day of the Unfermented Cakes. Go near the old
Hotel Washington and there will be a luminous man with a blessed
round face and thick eyeglasses. Say to him, 'The Teacher says,

'My appointed time is nearing; I will celebrate the Passover with

my disciples at your abode.'" By evening we were in the plain
dining room of the hidden home of my dear friend I.F. Stone.

Izzy's Esther cooked and served. The fish was supreme, and as we
drank California red wine and dipped Esther's home-baked bread in
the fish sauce J.C. said, "Amen I a=y say to you, one of you will
betray me." We were all wise to Judas being a C I A rat but Christ

had his reasons for playing dumb--he was a born dramatist. Each

disciple asked, "Is it I, Lord?"
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--and our Christ would shake his head. When Judas tremulously =
asked, "Is it I, Rabbi...?" Then J.C. said, "You're goddamn right!"
Jesus took bread, kissed it and broke it, and said to the disciples,

1"

"Take and eat; this is my body." And taking a cup of wine, he gave
thanks and gave it to them, saying, "All of you drink of this--

for this is my blood of the New Testament, which is being shed for
many unto the Xmxke forgiveness of sins. But I say to you, I will
not drink henceforth of this fruit of the vine, until that day when
I shall drink it new with you in the kingdom of my Father."

Then we all sang, ''Happy am I with my Redeemer!" and went out to
Mount Olivet which is behind the Treasury.

I didn't kid myself about the million visiting robots in Washington
having their Jesus-fling. They were hoping that being God J.C.'d
knock the shit out of the ruling clique and their death squads

and give the masses back good old Democracy. I too dreamed that
Christ would do just that---and I didn't believe he'd take all the
mean shit that was soon to be dished out to him.

Then Jesus said to us, "Don't be flattered by being in Washington
wxy with mé; you will all be scandalized this night because of me;
for it is written, 'I will smite the shepherd, and the sheep of

the flock will bescattered.' But after I have risen, I will go
before you along the Whitman shore of Stony Brook.'" But Peter and
I said in unison, "Even though all shall be scandalized because of
thee, we will never be scandalized.'" J.C. said ruefully, 'Pete and
Donato, amen I say to ye, this very night, before a cock crows, ye

two weather vanes will deny me three times."



-49-

Now Pete and I swore we wouldn't do a low thing like that--

and the rest of the disciples swore the same.

Then we wandered to a garden-place called Gethsemani, and J.C. said,
"Take a breather here, while I go over yonder and pray." And with
him = went Peter and the two sons of Zebedee, and he began to be
saddened and exceedingly troubled. Then he said to them, "My soul

is sad, even unto death. Wait here and watch with me.'" And going a
little way forward, he fell upon his face, praying and saying, 'My
Father, if it is possible, let this cup pass away from me for I am
terrified by what I have to go through. ¥k Yet, not as I will,

but as you will.''He came to the disciples and found them sleeping.
-Out like a light--and he shook Peter and said, ''Could you men not
so much as watch one hour with me? Keep on the watch and pray contin-
ually, that you may not enter into temptation. The spirit, of course,
is eager, but k the flesh is weak.'" For the second time, he went
off and prayed, saying, 'My Father, if it is not possible for this
to pass away except I drink it, let your will take place.'" And he
came again and found them sleeping, for their eyes were heavy. He
went and prayed for the third time. Then he came to the disciples
and said, "At such a time as this you are sleeping and taking it
easy. Look! The hour has drawn near for the Son of man to be
betrayed into the hands of sinners. Get up, let us go. Look!

The informer is here--he is the Actor in craft and life!' And while
he was yet speaking, Look! Judas, one of the kEw twelve, came and
with him a motley slew of C I A human rats disguised as redneck
robots carrying searchlights and axe handles, and there was also

Green Beret troopers and their Centurion.
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Now the C I A betrayer, Judas Iscariot Reagano, the son of Simon,

had given the Centurion a sign, saying, '"The guy I kiss, will be
your man--take him into mmkmd#y custody.'" And going straight up to
Jesus the Christ he said, ""Good evening, Rabbi!'' -and kissed him
very tenderly. J.C. looked at his wristwatch and noted the time of
his betrayal. '"Fellow," he & said to Judas of the CIA, 'for what
purpose are you present?' Judas bluntly answered, "Lord, I did this
to force you to liberate the rd%ots-—let your Godly hand smite the
accursed Dictatorship of Mammon. Do it, Lord! Now or never! If you
disappoint me and the lumpen masses I swear I shall destroy myeelf'"
J.C. said, "Iscariot of Judea you played your Scriptural role 2,000
years ago and this is the second and last time.'" Then he turned to
the Centurion and said, '"Whom do you seek/" The Centurion said, "I
have a warrant for the arrest of one Jesus of Stony Brook." J.C.

said proudly, "I am he. Now take me but let my good disciples go,
that the Word which he said might be fulfilled: "Of those whom thou
hast given me, I have not lost one." As the troopers pulled J.C.s
hands behind his back and handcuffed him,Peter the fisherman whip-
ped out his fish-knife and sliced off a trooper's nose. Jesus there-
fore said to Peter, "Pete, put your knife away for all those who take
to arms shall surely perish by arms. Do you think that I cannot appeal
to my Father to supply me at this moment more than twelve legions

of Angels w to wipe out these Fascist pigs? The 0ld Testament says
that the sacred Scriptures can only be consummated by my crucifixtion
Shall I not drink again the bitter cup that my Father in Heaven had

once given me?"
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Then he said to the hostile mob, "Robots, have you come out with

axe handles as against a mad rapist or robber to arrest me? You
answer me not. But I'll yell you you fools that you have nothing to
brag about; that this is not your idea; all this is taking place for
the scriptures of the prophets to be fulfilled." The finks began
swinging their axe-nandles at the Christ-lovers. The disciples, fear-
ful of injury, jail or death, took to their heels--and the prisoner
of the C I A cohorts, Jesus Christ, was all alone. In the frantic
flight I ran into Wally and Gladys Brown. I told them to take their
fish truck and drive the hell away from Washington because there
eventually would be mass bloodshed over the Christ affair. Ifollowed
the Green trooper bastards who were pulling and shoving Christ along,
and trailing from another direction was Peter the clam-digging
disciple from Port Jefferson, Long Island. The cowardly mother-
fuckers hustling Christ had their M16s and M60s trained point-blank
at him as though he were a most dangerous lion rampant. But some of
the shit-asses looked at him with that trembling doubt that said,

"If he really is God what will be my awful punishment?--will he
understand that I had to go along with the rest of the robot jerks?
Will he have mercy on me?" They took him through the streets to

the Executive Office Building, looking for the High Priest of the
United States of Totalitaria, Dr. Henry Kaiaphas Kissass. The crowds
watched gingerly by torchlight, wondering if at the showdown this

guy who called himself God and King of the Jews would blast the hell

out of the Green myrmidons and the robot setup.
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Abominable Dr. Kissass was not in the Executive Building but in

the Green House, which under Democracy had been the White House.

Now Peter was by my side as we tried to pretend we were robot on-
lookers, but a female attendant with sharp eyes said to Peter, 'You,
too, were with Jesus of Stony Brook, the communist traitor."

Peter turned pale and said vehemently, "I don't know what & the hell
you're talking about'"! As we followed Christ being taken in to Kissass
another girl ak& attendant said to those nearby, '"This common Jew?
with the bald spot on the top of his head was hobnobbing with Jew-
ish Christ the Stony Brookite.'" And Peter rolled his frightened

gyEx eyes and said,''I swear on my mother's grave that I do not know
the arrested man!'" After a while those standing around pointed to
Pete and me and said, '"'These wise guys certainly are comrades of the
commie Christ, for, in fact, their Stony Brook, Long Island dialect
gives them away!'' Pete and I began to curse and swear that we never
saw this Jesus Christ before when immediately a cock somewhere ,
crowea. And Peter called to mind the saying Jesus spoke, namely,
"Simon Peter, before a cock crows, like a yellowbelly you will
disown me three times.'" And thus Peter and I hid our faces and wept
bitterly.

Now the Green Outfit could easily have rubbed J.C. out, but Dr.
Henry Kaiaphas Kissass, a cunning psychologist, said to Ham Actor,
"Let's put a legal face on htis railroading so that robot history

will laud us and summarily discredit future idiot Gods and Saviors."
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Dr. Kissass questioned Jesus unctuously concerning his disciples

and his teaching. Jesus answered him, "I have spoken openly to the
world; I have taught theology and the wonderful ways of God at Stony
Brook U., and in the synagogue and in the Temple of the Dollar.
Why dost thou question me? Question those who have heard what I spoke
to them; behold, these know what I have said. Besides, ye of the
robot Dictatorship have bugged my every word.'" A Green patriot broke
Christ's nose, making it run blood, and he said to Jesus, "You red
rat, is this the way you answer the High Priest?" Jesus said, "If I
have spoken ill, bear witness to the evil; but if well, why dost

thou strike me?" Meantime the chief finks and the Green Sanhedrim
were looking for false witnesses against Jesus in order to put him

to death, but they found none, although many false witnesses came

Later two came forward and said, ''This jack g& of trades from Stony
Brook said in front of us, and our ears did not deceive us, "I can
knock down--yea-- tear to pieces the Government Seat, The Green
House, and, the Temple of the Great God, The Aikmixkgkx Almighty
Dollar, and rebuild them up bigger and better in th ree days flat:."
Dr. Kissass smote his forehead and cried, ''This traitor, Christ, has
blasphemed! What further need do we have of wikkexsex witnesses:. "

Right then and there the Green patriots went to work on J.C. beating

and doing depraved things to him.
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Judas saw it from afar. He concluded that J.C. was not God but a
sweet good deluded guy with a beautiful impcssible mission. He
could not take reality--he hanged himself. The Washington professiona
-al patriots put a crown of thorns on J.C. and laughed themselves zyxk
silly mocking him as 'King' and 'God'. To me J.C.'s 'fulfilling
scriptures' was nothing but crazy shit. J.C. would not respond to

Dr. Kissass and Kissass said, 'Fellow-Jew, you have committed treason
and blasphemy. You have come to afflict a comfortable, contented
society, therefore I send you to Pilate the governor of Washington
and advise him to have you put to death!'" And Dr. Kissass permitted
the reactionary patriots to punch, kick and spit and piss upon the
Son of God. Now Pilate loved his wife, and when she came to his
office and said excitedly, '"Pilate dear, have nothing to do with that
righteous man, Jesus Christ of Stony Erook, for I suffered a lot
today in a dream because of him."

J.C. stood before Pilate on the portico of the Green House. I saw his
young trembling mother, Mary, and relatives, and the disciples in

the crowd. -And there were many sympathetic famous Television Evangel-
ists who were ready to share & their Lord's fate. I sensed mortal
danger for the BelieversA(the subsequent mass carnage of the Faithful
proved my fears). You could tell the ones dedicated to Christ--but

k& they numbered no more than one perc ent of the robot rabble.

Poor J.C. was a mess. -They had put a paper dunce cap and placard

on his head that read, '"Me, I'm God". His face was bruised and swollen
, his nose flattened, and his eyes blackened and almost shut. He
looked like one of the patient-victims in the insane asylum violent
ward. The vicious crowds were on the lawn where they used to ra&ll

Easter eggs.
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To them Pilate cried, '"You, the Vox populi! -what then shall I do
with this Jemus the so-called Christ?" The Public roared, '"Crucify
the bastard.!'" Pilate said, "For nothing? Why, what bad thing did he
do to you?'" They screamed, '"Whip the phony and nail him to the cross!"
Pilate poured water over his hands and shouted, "I wash my hands of
this whole business! I am innocent of the blood of this inoffensive
man. You yourselves must see to it!" One of the Christ-haters cried
back, '"Let his blood be upon our heads and upon the heads of our
generations---so what?'" That Thursday night, which later became known

as "Crucifixtion eve,"

was the most miserable night in the world.

Our Lord was confined in a cell under the Pentagon. With my forged
National Review Security credentials I conned my wayin to see him.

He lay in his own stenchful waste. His front teeth had been knocked
out, and his ancient, magic, see-all, know-all eyeglasses hung from
his neck on a shoelace. Under Democracy Hollywood had done a movie
about the Messiah. In that Sunset Boulevard epic the Son of Man was

so pretty, with manicured nails, a permanent in his glistening tinted
tresses, a rich cloak, expensive sandals, a pedicure, and a sugary
smile...well, the actual Christ had come the second time and he had
been made a revolting sight by the barbaric hand of man. -
I bribed the guard to bring soap, water and towels. After cleaning
J.C. I gave him a étrong joint. Four sticks of pot later we talked
about the old Stony Brook days before the Dictatorship. I told him

of bucolic Long Island in that area about the time he was born when
there was no Levittown and pollution and malls and the endless traffic
and the University and how I remember the native gossip and rumors
attendant upon his coming into the world; how his orthodox mother,

Miriam, was nine months pregnant and it was the eve of December

the twenty fifth and she and old Joe Man were on the Jericho turnpike
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in a snowstorm coming home from cousin Liz's house and their

Ford pick-up broke down by the Shangri-la motel, and the square
manager didn't want to get in trouble for giving them a room as
Miriam-Mary was under age and they couldn't show proper identification
of marriage and old Joe's moral rep wasn't the best, and the Dutchman
felt sorry for Mary and let them shack up on cots in the heated garage
where there was livestock too; their names were not registered and

it was for free; and that's where the Elessed Event took place with
foggy Joe haphazardly yanking the infant out in all the fecal, urinary
and bloody mess; and of course three Arab travelling salesmen saw a
big Bright Star over the g arage and came in drunk and made a weeping
fuss over Mary and the cute soiled Jewish baby and treated old Joe

and Mary to beer and clams on the half-shell and left samples of theil
r wares and good money. For years doddering Joe Man told the unlikely
story in the Stony Brook tavern opposite the railroad station about
young little Mary's 'Immaculate Conception', and there was bawdy
laughter and cracks about the milkman and t he Long Island Lighting
Company meter-reader..... well it was harmless amusement, and now
senile Joe Man was in the Yaphank County Nursing Home and didn't
know what was happening to the Immaculate Conception in Washington
D.C.; and what he didn't know wouldn't hurt him. I kept hinting to
poor J.C. about wondering if he was still cherry at the age of thirty
three and if he'd ever had a piece--maybe with a whore or a hippie

or a Strathmore Development bored wife or a school-teacher or a
farmer's or clamdigger's daughter (wouldn't it be something if a girl
® could baast, '"Iwas screwed by God!') -but J.C. said casually
through his missing teeth, '"Pete, whether I got laid or not is

1

no big deal.
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I said, '"Now honest J.C. is this crazy messiah sacrifice trip really
necessary? The media rumors say 'they' are going to impale at least
ten thousand dedicated Christers and their families too with k that
old 'nits will be lice' shit. Must that be? Are you going to let that
holocaust happen? Have you no feeling and pity for those who might

be tortured and crucified in your name? What the hell kind of a God
are you? We mortals pass this way only once and it would be a goddamn
shame for the 'Good Ones' who dig your pitch to be nailed to those
fucking crosses--it just ain't fair! Why not put on an act and render
to Ham #zgmx Actor what is Ham Actor's capitalist right and skip the
whole psychopathic sick deal?"  With old-fashioned hard-skulled
Hebrew doggedness he insisted, ''No Torah--no Scripture no Messiah;

no Messiah no world; no world no Father; no Father no eternal Pleas-
ure Park no Story. Pete my sheep Scripture is Scripture is Scripture
ad infinitum!'" I couldn't help saying, ''Fuck Scripture." He said,
"To each his own.'" We rapped until morning. It was piss-and-vinegar
Friday. Then came the heart-shrinking tramp of Green Troopers' iron-
shod boots. The guard said sentimentally to J.C., '"Come on, Buddy,
this is your day in the barrel. You will have to be God or Houdini

to get out of this show." I wasn't going to let sweet J.C. take the
ghastly ordeal without some help. Before he knew what was going on

I grabbed his skinny hairy arm and jabbed the needle with the triple

dose of pure junk into him. He looked at me gratefully.
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Outside the Pentagon I beheld that which surely crushed my soul.

Oh, in all wondrous Creation, who and what can match the bestial
demented cruelty of man! They, that 'THEY', ever the Vast Beast of

the ages, the common people, were preparing to crucify some twenty
thousand Christers---and this horrendous thing was being recorded by

T V crews. Men and women were using pneumatic drills on the cohcrete
sidewalks and asphalt pavements to make the holes for the big crosses
of wood. Green Troopers and robot rabble were eagerly denuding the
human sacrifices and their wives and children. 'Their' efficiency
froze me. This was the very same Washington wherein under Democracy
after lunching and philosophizing with JFK I stayed with I.F. Stone,
and perusing the Oxford dictionary in his library I read the defin-
ition of 'robot':"Anapparently human automaton, an intelligent and
obedient but impersonal machine; a machine-like person." Oh hatefull
soulless breed! 'THEY' sadistically detained J.C. so that he would

see done to his believers what was going to be done to him. The Christ
was naked, circumcision and all, except for his eyeglasses, wristwatch
, crown of’thorns, and the dunce cap with the sign that motherfucking
Jorge the Wimp wrote in Greek: 'IOUAIKOS J H V KOMMUNISTI' which

I think was meant to beX: 'I, THE COMMUNIST JEW, AM GOD'. Never in

my maddest nightmares did I experience what I then witnessed with
open clear eyes and sane sober mind! Nude and glad to die for their
Saviour were America's Evangelists, the Bakkers, Swaggert, Oral
Roberts, Pat Robertson, Billy Graham, Schulman, black and Asiatic
ministers and Jim Jones and his nine hundred. As bands played the
United States of Totalitaria's amkxm national anthem, The Star-spangle
d Dollar Forever, armies of loyal citizens spiked men and women

and boys and girls and toddlers and infants to custom-fitted crosses,
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and thousands of small mobile mechanical lifts hoisted the crosses
and the crucified up into place with the bottoms of the crosses firm-
ly planted in the neat holes. Now the crosses were six deep on either
side of the long straight road to Golgotha, Arlington. As far as the
eye could reach it was a forest corridor of cross-trees hung with
naked bleeding screaming Christ-fruit. If I live a million years I
still would not see any sense in such ways and means God used in
'fulfilling Scripture', and for a million years each day I would
raise my fist and I would rebel; I woula rebel and rebel!=. Ah but--
perhaps J.C. was right and I am wrong. Perhaps I lack gnosis. Perhaps
one day I will achieve Knowledge of Spiritual lMysteries--perhaps.....
The Honored Ones were coming to lead the way to the place of J.C,s
execution. A Green pig pricked J.C. with his bayonet and said,

"Look alive; you're on!' And now there were the two great classes

of High Priests, the sacred Ooms and the Holy Oofs. They were hoods

, masks, and robes of platinum leaf. The standards were diamond-
studded $ symbols. And from the Inner Sanctum was breathlessly borne
the Ark containing the Holy of Holies, the Golden Calf.

The mass crucifixtions were carried out with religious decorum.
Robots who unwittingly disturbed the somber atmosphere were taken
into custody. WHow came the supreme masters of the Contented State,
Ham Actor, his consort Piranha, Jorge Wimp and a Gay I knew from
Stony Brook speech-writer Ray Purchase who studied with Buckley at
Yale. I do believe that they fully knew it was God whom they were
putting to death...there they were, cocksuckers of the first water,

puffed up like blowfish at the thought that they, shit=ass mortals,
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were going to have Jesus of Stony Brook, the immortal Father and Son
and Holy Ghost pinned to the fucking cross like any butterfly to a
chart. What can exceed the infinite ego and evil of mere man! Oh,
you two-legged vertical beasts, how you make the angels weep.=.
--man, the animal that laughs!--man the blind gut on pins!-- man

the assassin of all species and creators....the paramount accomplish-
ment for this mankind and its chosen leaders was to murder God--and
with the customary theatric mumbo-jumbo. Ham Actor wore the Comman-
der-in-Chief attire; he was prestigeous in the dazzling uniform with
revers and precious buttons and medals, and a three-cornered hat with
a green plume, and high patentleather boots with golden spurs.

These bastards were not as stupid to think that God would stay dead
for good aft er they did him in. Thgy knew better--God was a Spring-
time that always returns...it was just that "THEY" wanted Our Lord

to "--mind his own Goddamned business' and let man do his thing:
-killing Jesus Christ was like teaching him a lesson not to fuck
around with the Capitalist Kmngdom. (I'm sorry to have to say it but
it seemed to me that there was a peculiar collusion 'twixt the divine
Lamb and his fucking 'Christ-killers', but I couldn't put my finger
on it). Muffled drums and shrieking Jubal trumpets made of rams'
horns heralded the path of the final travails of my pal, J.C. He
toted his ponderous cross with difficulty. It was made of two pieces
of six inch by eight inch hard knotted yellow pine; the gallows arm
was six feet across and cleverly mortised to the post, which I would
say was some sixteen feet Xmmg high. For those of you who were not
there or have not seen photos and T V News films of that cursed
Friday's doings, imagine the twleve rows of occupied crosses with a

gauntlet center some fifty feet wide and extending the ten miles to
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the main stage of Golgotha Arlington within a stone's throw of the
Tomb for the Unknown Soldier to the right and to the left the graves
of the brothers Kennedy. Somehow you could manage to bear the curses
and plaints and prayers and supplications and howls of the impaled
Christers--but I defy you not to be moved--aye, shaken to the very
roots of your being by t he wondering pleas for mommy and Daddy and
turtured screams of the babiesz nailed to their mini-crosses!-so help
me God.--their hurt shocked expressions tore my heart...how is the
bloodlust and bestiality of socio-political doctrines explained to
little children--the dear putti of our lives! -Inan overwhelmning
flash the historical canvas of child slaughter throughout the ages
revealed itself as an abysmal accusative cyclorama---the massacre of
the innocents, the invasions, pogroms, Carthages, Final Solution,
napalm, bombings, starvations, représals, body counts, hostages....
and then I knew the LOVE my friend the Jew Christ spoke of.......
wsa was the Answer. Yes! Yes! Yes'=. we must equivocate about the
Reason for our being. . . the son of the semitic Stony Brook car-
penter, Mary's pure boy, told the only eternal fact-that Love was
All---Love was the sole real incomparable treasure--Yes. Yes. Yes!
the Beautiful Ones who died with and for HIM in Washington, D.C.
that indelible Friday were the true happy successes of this strange-
ever so strange consciousness. Abominable Washington was that day an
akk abattoir; and what surprised me was that in the ruthless pro-
scription, J.C.'s mother, relatives, disciples, and obvious I, were
not netted and dedstroyed with the rest. But I think J.C. provided

charmed safety for us so that we could go on to spread His Good News.
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The cross-laden trek was arduous, exhausting. Some of the stalwart
dying crucified along the way cried encouragement to sweating swarthy
J.C. 'meath his awkward burden. The hundreds of media photographers
had a field day shooting J.C. from all angles. At the Potomac he
collapsed. Then a simple fellow, a farmer from Virginia, a certain
Simon, picked up J.C.'s cross easily on his broad shoulders and carri-
ed it for him. Yes, and there was a woman, Veronicaa Civil Service
employee, who wiped J.C.'s face with a large clean white knapkin, and
lo, the imprint of his suffering face was left on that cloth. Now a
crowd of women became anguished at his humiliating fate, and despite
the Police began bewailing and lamenting him. But J.C. turning to them
said, "Oh daughters of Washington, do not shed tears for me, but weep
for yourselves and your children. For behold, days are coming in whic
h men will say, ''Blessed are the barren, and the wombs that never
bore, and breasts that never nursed," Then they will begin to say to
the mountains, 'fall upon us', and to the hills, 'Cover us., for if

in the case of green wood they do these things, what is to happen in
the case of the dry?" And when they came to the place at Arlington
cemetery called the Skull, the very worst scum in all history, the
tyrants of the wide-wide land formerly known as America, addressed
the multitudes of melting-pot robots, justifying and sanctioning

the '-suppression of the Dangerous Dissenters' for the 'continuing
peace of the Great Social Plateau' under the 'triumphant flag of the
Green, White and Blue!' -and before giving the signal to crucify
'Public Enemy Number One, Jesus the Christ, Teflon Friend Ham Actor
spoke stirringly of the United States of Totalitaria as 'The light

of the world!'
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Not Hitler or Stalin or any of of the famous conquerors--not one
could say with Ham Actor, "I put God to death!'" The absurd make-
believe man from Hollywood Cake, California revenged himself upon
nature, destiny and God. Two other victims held the stage with J.C.,
the last two members of the wiped out Mafia, gangland ruler, Mr.
Chiesa Cattolica, and his son, Buddy. Rough strength pressed J.C.
down upon the cross. While the military sgits held his arms against
the timber right-angle to the post two robot jerks drove medium
sized railroad tie spikes through his forearms into the timber, and
a third common motherfucker held J.C.'s feet one over the other, and
a fourth cursed product of a foulsome whore's hole impaled his feet
to the post with a huge single spike. J.C.'s mother llary nearby put
her hands over her eyes and bit her lips. The sounds of the nailings
will haunt me beyond th e end of time; the four-pound mallets struck
the iron spike heads with the ringing of hammers upon anvils; and
there was the song, like Chinese music, of the spikes crash-splinterin
g and crunch through the live hollow wet bones---and then into the
mellifluous pine. The pain distorted his voice as he screamed. And
then as x the same as all who were being crucified the Mafia father
and son screamed too. Then the crosses were hauled up into place.
Now the gangsters being Italian and superstitious, believed J.C. was
really the Son of God, and confessed their crimes and begged his for-
fiveness, and tearfully they said, "Lord, remember us when you come
into your kingdom." And J.C. said to them, "Amen I & say to thee,
this day thou shalt be with me in paradise.'" And the former men of
evil, Mr. Chiesa Cattolica, and his son, Buddy, bore the cross-

pain with uplifted heart and hope of heaven.
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Now there were standing by the cross of J.C. his Mother Mary and

his mother's sister, Mary of Cleophas -Selden, and the reformed
whore, Mary Magdalene. When J.C., therefore, saw his mother Mary

and the disciple John whom he loved standing by he said to his mother;
"Woman, behold, thy son." Then he said to his beloved disciple John,
"John dearest, behold thy new mother." And from that hour J.C.s

B secretly cherished disciple John took her into his home. From the
sixth hour on a darkness E fell over all the land, until the ninth
hour.>About the ninth hour J.C. called out with a loud tortured voice,
saying, "E'Li, E'Li, la'ma sa-bach-tha'ni?" -that is, "My God!

Father my God: -why have you forsaken me--why don't you save me!"

An old-old man took a sponge and soaked it with sour wine and put it
on a reed and reached it up m to J.C.s mouth, giving him his last
drink. ACenturion named Longinus pierced J.C.s side with his bayonet
to put him out of his agony; the drops of J.C.'s blood fell to the
ground and became lovely fragrant red roses; and Longinus took off
his helmet, knelt and kissed the roses and fervently said, ''Certainly
this Jew Christ is God's son!'" Now our very own dear Lord, J.C.

cried out fiercely, '"Father IT is consummated'! I have fulfilled
Scripture: Father! into th y hands I commend my spirit! Father do
you hear me! Father are you there?" And thus he bowed his head.

The Green soldiers therefore mimexwk came with mallets and broke the
legs of the Mafia father and son to hasten death. And for miles back
to the Green House in Washington the hammers mashed the legs of the
thousands of the faithful Christers and their distress and dying

woes swamped the Potomac skies.
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But when the death squaders came to J.C. and saw that he was already
dead they did not break his legs. And then the earth quaked in protest
and the Potomac flooded the land, and the veil of the Temple of the
Almighty Dollar was torn in two, and the tombs and graves of Arlington
cemetery opened and spewed forth the medalled dead including Jack
and Bobby. By the glare of spotlights the robots began taking down
the dead. All you could hear were the commands and the noises of pinch
bars yanking spikes, and bodies thumping to the ground, and the truck
s that carted the corpses to be burned in great pyres illuminating the
Washington monument. Joseph of Arimathea, Maryland received permiss-
ion to take J.C.s body. And good Nicodemus of nearby Georgetown came
with shrouds and a hundred pounds of myrrh and aloes. He said we
could use his nice unused tomb for our J.C.. Well, the vast flashflood
bloodbath had satiated Ham Actor's gang, and it seemed to the disciple
s safe to appear around our dead Lord. We had a tough time removing
J.C. from k the cross without further damaging him. The spike through
his feet was held fast in a damned knot. A robot suggested we just
sever the feet at the ankles and have done with it---but we did not
heed him; we sweated and prayed and finally worked the spike loose.
Mary, mother of the slain Lamb, held him in her lap and pxEzEpressed
his peaceful face to her breast aﬁd crooned. Oh, Pieta!-Pieta!And did
we not weep copiously. Somehow J.C.s features in repose were better-
looking than when living. We therefore took the sacred body, washed
it with love and tears, and wrapped it in fine linen cloths with the
spices after the Hebrew manner of preparing for burial. We Tenderly
placed J.C. upon a stretcher and carried him to the memorial tomb of
Nicodemus' and shut it securely by rolling a huge rock against the

opening.
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But it pleased the obnoxious rene gade Dr. Henry Kaiaphas Kissass to
go to Ham Actor saying, ''Leader, we have called to mind that that
imposter the carpenter's son from Stony Brook said while yet alive,
'"After three days I am to be raised up!' therefore Leader command his
grave to be made fool-proof until the third day is over so that his
idiot followers may never come and steal his ;orpse and then crow to
our robot masses, 'He is resurrected--hallelujah! Lo, Jesus Christ
the Son of Man and the Son of God has arisen from the dead!', and this
last imposture will be worsé than the first.'" Therefore the memorial
tomb containing the ineffable priceless body was sealed about with
crack Green troopers, deadly weaponry, an electrified fence, fierce
hounds, and the area mined.

Now on the first day of the week, Mary Magdalene came early to the
tomb, while it was still dark, and she saw that all the guards had
disappeared, and the gxak huge stone taken away from the mouth of

the sepulchre. She ran therefore and came to Simon Peter the clam-
diggef, and to the other disciple whom J.C. personally loved, John
the lobsterman, and said to them,''They have ksksm taken our Lord

from the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him." Peter
therefore went out and got John and me from Izzy F. Stone's hidden
house, and we went to the tomb. John ran and got there before us, and
stooping down in the tomb saw the shrouds only of J.C., and the hand-
kerchief which had been around his head, not lying with the linen
shrouds, but folded in a place by itself. The two disciples saw and
believed, for as yet they did not understand the Scripture, that he
must rise from the dead. Peter the clamdigger and J.C.s beloved John
the lobsterman left. But the prostitute, Mary Maddalene was standing
and weeping by the tomb. So as she wept she looked into the tomb- -

and lo. she saw two angels in white sitting, one at the head and one
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at the feet where the body of J.C. had been laid. They said to her,
"Woman, why art thou weeping?" She said to them, 'Because they have
taken away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid him."
When she had said this she turned round and beheld Jesus standing
there, and she did not know it was Jesus. J.C said to her, ''Woman,
why art thou bawling? Whom dost thou seek?'" She thinking that he was
the gardner, said to him, "Sir, if thou hast removed Jesus the Christ

of Stony Brook, tell me where thou hast laid him and I will take him

away--please!" J.C. said to her, '"Mary!" Turning, she instantly
recognized him and joyfully said, "Rabboni!' (that is to say, Master.)

J.C. said to her, "Do not touch me for I have visited Hell and anm
back, and I have not yet ascended to my Father, but go to my brethren
and say to them, 'I ascend to my Father and your Father, to my God

and your God Thus iary ilagdalene came to J.C.s mother, Blessed
Mary a nd the disciples and relatives and Izzy F. Stone and me in
Izzy's and Esther's secret place, and Mary Magdalene announced to us

, "I have seen the Lord returned from the dead and Hell and these thin
gs he said to me." Now we were at Izzy's in fear of Dr. Henry Kaiaphsa
Kissass's death squads for Kissass had broadcast on all the televisio
n channels that the troopers guarding the tomb of '"-the communist
enemy Christ" had defected and allowed the Jewish Christers to steal
the body and the troopers were executed. Suddenly our dear J.C.
appeared and stood in our midst and said heartily, 'Peace be with you!
" At first we could not believe our eyes and ears--but then we knew
our faith was not misplaced. J.C. showed us his punctured hands and
side and feet, and we therefdare rejoiced at the reality of our Lord.
He said again, ''Peace be with you! And as the Father has sent me, I
also send you.' When he had said this, J.C. breathed his heavenly

breath upon us, and said to us, "
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"Receive the Holy Spirit; whose sins you shall forgive, they are
forgiven them; and whose sins you shall retain, they are retained.'
And he up and vanished like a candle blown out. Now Thomas, one of
the twelve, was not with us when J.C. came. The other disciples there-
fore said to him, '"We have seen the Lord in the quick." But Thomas
said, "Unless I see with my two eyes in his hands the nail holes, and
put my hand into the bayonet wound in his side, I w®& will not believe.
" And sure enough, after eight days, while we were still at Izzy Stone
's pléce, and thomas with us, J.C. his very self came, the doors being
closed, and stood in our midst, and said, this time in Hebrew, "Peace
be to you!" Then J.C. said to Thomas, "Bring here thy finger and feel
for yourself my crucified hands and feet; and bring h ere thy hand,
and put it into the large wound in my side, and be not unbelieving,
but believing.' Thomas answered and said, "My Lord and my God'" J.C.
said further to Thomas, ''Because thou hast seen me, thou hast believed
Blessed are they who have not seen, and yet have believed.'" Max
Many other fabulous signs also J.C. worked in the sight of his discip-
les, which are not written in this rec ord of truth. But these are
written that you may believe that our Jesus is the Christ, the Son of
God, and that believing you may have life in his name. After these
things, J.C. manifest ed himself again at the sea of the Long Island
Sound. We had all come back to Stony Brook and environs. We sure did
miss J.C. Stony Brook, Cana, Mount Sinai and Port Jefferson were not
the same without him. Wally Brown and his Jehovah Witness wife Gladys
returned to th eir Fish market routine, and the disciples to their
various ways of making bread and butter. It was a sort of anti-

climax, like a big let-down.
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Drinking Coors beer behind the fish market were together Simon Peter,
Thomas from Mount Sinai near Miller Place, Nathanael from Cana, and
the sons of Zebedee, and two other disciples. Simon Peter said to them
» I'm going fishing, the flats and the blues are supposed to be running
."" They said to him, "We also will go." And they went out and got int
o the boat. And that nigh t they caught nothing. But when day was
breaking, J.C. stood on the beach near the Lighthouse; yet the discip-
les did not know it was J.C. Then J.C. called to themn, "Young men,
have you any fish?'" They answered him, "No luck." J.C. said to them,
"Cast the net to the right of the boat and you will find them." They
cast therefore, and now they were unablé to draw it up for the great
number of flounders and blues. The disciple John whom J.C. pExX=mar
personally loved & said therefore to Peter, 'Hallelujah, it is J.C.
the Lord!" Peter therefore, hearing that it was the Lord, girt his
tunic about him, for he was stripped, and threw himself into the sea
to swim to him. But the other disciples came with the boat--for they
were not far from the shore--only about two hundred feet, dragging

the net stock full of fishes. When therefore, they had landed, they
saw a fire ready, an d a large flounder laid upon it, and bread.

J.C. said to them, "Bring here some of the fish es that you caught'
just now." Simon Peter went aboard and hauled the net onto the shore
full of bifg fishes, one hundred and fifty three in number. And

though there were so many, the net was not torn. Scripturally
resurrected J.C. said td them, ''Come and break fast." And none of
those reclining dared ask him,"'But who art thou?" =Knowing that itwas
for all the wm world the Lord. And J.C. came and took the bread,

and gave it to them, and likewise the fish. This is now the third

time J.C. appeared to the ®m disciples after he had risen from the

dead.
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When, therefore, they had breakfasted, J.C. said to Simon Peter,
""Simon, son of John, dost thou love me more than these do?'" Peter
answered, ''Yes, Lord, thou k nowest that I love thee." J.C. said to
Peter, "Feed my lambs." He said to him a second time, "Simon, son of
John, dost thou love me?'" He said to J.C., "Yes, Lord, thou knowest
that I love thee.'" J.C. said, '"Feed my lambs." A third time J.C. said
to Peter, '"'Simon, son of John,dost thou love me?" And for the third
time Peter said, ''Lord, thou knowesg all things, thou surely knowest
I love thee." And J.C. said to Peter, "Feed my sheep. Amen, amen, I
say to thee, when thou wast young thou did gird thyself and walk
where thou wouldst. But when thou art old thou wilt stretch forth thy
hands, and another will gird thee, and lead thee where thou wouldst

"

not.  Now this he said to signify by w what manner of death he should
glorify God. And having spoken thus, he said to Peter, '"Follow me."
Turning round, Peter saw following them the disciple whom J.C. loved,
the one who, at the supper, had leaned back upon his breast and said,
"Lord, who is it that will betray thee?" Peter therefore, seeing him,
said to J.C., "Lord, and what of this man?" J.C. said to him, "If I
wish him to remain until I come, what is it to thee? Do thou follow
me.'" This saying kkExmfix therefore went abroad among the brethren,
that that disciple was not to die. But J.C. had not = said to him,
"He is not to dié" but rather, "If I wish him to remain until I come,
what is that to thee?" As we neared the Port Jefferson Ferry and
marina, J.C. said to us, "All authority has been given me in heaven
and on earth. Go therefore and make disciples of people of all the
nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and
of the Holy Spirit, teaching them to observe all the things I have

commanded you, and look! I am with you until the conclusion of
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the system of things." And then hosts of angels, like millions of
seagulls came from the Sound and lifted him slowly. Just then his
Blessed Mother Mary and his brothers and sisters and the many Hebrew
relatives and the local residents who loved him arrived at Wally
Brown's fish market, and Wally pointed with his handless stump and
cried h ppily, ''There goes Jesus the Christ--Look,=-there he goes--
up and away! Jesus was wafted away up over Port Jefferson blowing
kisses at us and we all waved 'so-long for now' and shouted gaily,
"Bon voyage, dear Lord God! Wait for us--we'll meeet you 'THERE'!"
There are, however, many other things that J.C. did; but if every one
of & these should be written, not even the world itself, I think,
could hold the books that would have to be written. Amen.

That night at home on Christian's Neck by Devil's Rock on Conscience
Bay I had the dream closest to my heart for life is but a dream and
DREAM is the true incorruptible Life. . . Dante fell asleep and found
himself with Virgil in The Divine Comedy--in his nocturnal world
John Bunyan and his Pilgrims' Progress awakened to inspired spiritual
Life. My dream was the & factual Second Coming. What transpired is
not to be found in the Holy Roman Douay Scriptures nor in the
Protestant Saint James Bible nor in the Jehovah Witness New World
Gospels nor in the celebrated arcane Book of Mormon:

Upon arrest J.C. is brought before Ham Actor. J.C. is untouched;

he stands handsome with lofty mien. High Priest Henry Kaiaphas the

seed of Zadok, indicts J.C. for revolutionary treason and demands

x .

%QR the death penalty forthwith. Ham Actor said to J.C., "Your life
and the lives of your sheep are in my hands---I have the mandate of
the people--I am the people and the people is me. If you do not

perform an impossible miracle right now I will have you and your

followers immediatelv crucified'" —
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J.C. said, '"You read the scribblers Matthew, Mark, Luke and John.
You expected the Second Coming to be a copy of the first. You thougﬁ
it would be the same pathetic passion play. I am Lucifer the Light,
the Morning Star, Creator of creation, I am the Author, the plays,
the characters and the sudience, I am Sun and darkness, wet and dry,
hot and cold, rainbow and all colors, I am soft and hard, time and
space, I am cosmos infinite and irreducible...Ham Actor you are
mercurial Adam and your mate Piranha is hungry Eve. For sport and
entertainment I made both of you out of ordure." Ham Actor cried to
the cretin robot masses, '"Jesus Christ is the enemy of our treasured
Conservative State. He must die! Crucify this communist Jew and all
his deluded sheep."  Lucifer Creator proclaimed, "He who allows
himself to be violated and nailed to the cross is a poor fool and

no God!" He waved his hands. The robot mortals were stricken motion-
less. Legions of beautiful red-headed Luciferite girls appeared.
Countless crosses sprang up from the ground. Ham Actor, his consort
Piranha, Dr. Kaiaphas Kissass and every member of the Government were

securely spiked to the crosses. Washington never looked better.

i
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GOSPEL III

THE YELLOW CHRIST

DEATH AND TRANSFIGURATION

I met Christ in front of Wally Brown's fish market. Not until later
did I learn that the Chinese great beauty in her riding habit, stand-
ing by a magnificent red mare, was the Christ, the long-awaited
Messiah, the hoped-for Saviour of mankind. The sight of her made my
knees weak and sped my breathing. She was stunning beyond description;
her up-swept jet black hair, skin of golden silk, figure of Venus and
eyes of purest diamonds. As I came by and stared, she said, ¥n tones
of jeweled bells, a voice of the irresistible siren, "Here is the
Program. You shall be the witness of justice.'" The perfection of her
hands alone made my eyes damp with joy. I didn't know what she was
talking about; but no matter, for I was breathing in her paradisical
fragrance. Across the street, on the ramp of the Port Jefferson
marina, Deh Chun, the Buddhist baptist, who called himself, "The
Awaker' was dipping a new batch of naked believers. The Chinese beauty
went to Deh Chun; the red Mare followed. I watched from inside the
fish market. The oriental doll stripped to be baptized. Her nude was
divine. I salivated. Nathanael, the collector of fines whom no one
liked, looked through binoculars. "Her gash is not cross-wise,' he

said, " and I would estimate that there are exactly one thousand and
n

one neat glossy hairs on her pudedum and anus."
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After Deh Chun the baptist dipped her a rainbow glowed about her.

I was the only one who saw the many-colored lights about her, and
also the fierce eagle that swooped down from the skies and perched
upon her shoulder, and it seemed I was the only one who heard bolts
of lightning and a thunderous voice, "This is my Daughter, my Beloved.
" I then knew I was in with God. Excited, I read the papers she gave
me: I can do anything. I am the self-existent cause. I gave mankind
the ability to choose good or evil. Most have preferred moral cow-
ardice and the lie. The short-nosed men with the death's-skull faces
took over Government by fraudulent ballot and violence. It happened
because of the silent will of the craven majority. Voluntary robot-
ism was indigenous to the corrupt mediocre masses. Their chosen
mandated leaders, the perverted curt-snouts in the Green House, are
the return of life to the cold-blooded marine =Hrpikkx de pths, the
soulless age of the oyster. This humanity behaves as if it came out
of the wrong hole. It has failed the test; and now, soon, for the
third time, must be purified and re-combined with the elements.
-Read further and be guided by the following agenda:

Alpha: ©University: brain freezing, dehydrating, canning, etc.

Beta: Brothel in the Pan-Robotiana Skytel.

Gamma: Gambling casino, lottery.

Delta: Publishing House, printed glorification of hype, sleaze, shit.
Epsilon: Totalavision.

Zeta: Stock Exchange.

Eta: Temple of Mammon--modern religion-churches.
Theta: Flag factory.

Iota: Genetics center.

Kappa: Correction laboratory.
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Lambda: Refugium peccatorum, alcohol, drugs, bullshit.

Mu: Man as an extension of appliances, wheels, etc.

XI: The commercial mall.

Omicron: Supermarket, paradise of the tape-worm, endomorph,anal eroti
c.

PL: Dictator and cohorts visit Port Jefferson to dedicate 'Correction
Laboratory" and stop at Wally Brown's.

Rho: Professor Madam Ho Chi Christ enteftains Big Friend and gang
with horsemanship---demonstrating the four horses of the Apocalypse.
Sigma: On the Stony Brook campus, the Har-ma-ged'on carnival, cicus,
freaks, bestiary, etc., and Fun House with three sntrances: anal,
oral and vaginal.

Tau: For coin in slot mechanical glass-encased Jacqueline gives clues
to Madam Ho Chi Christ's whereabouts.

Upsilon: The search for she the Christ encounters divers devils,
fears, obsessions, haunts, etc. cliches.

Phi: What is seen through certain keyholes.

Chi: Jack-in-a-box none other but God herself.

Psi: The ultimate chamber in the ultimate castle in the ultimate
land, Camelot.

Omega: The peep khows wherein we see in interesting intimate detail
the disintegration of all with the damning mark of the beast kxR

L C D on their foreheads and right hands. The earth planet has been
purged of the filth pretending to be human. The truly good, the
truly beautiful, to the number of 10001 thousands, have been saved, aE®
and sing their paeans of joy.

Can this be all . . . is this the end---or . . . 2"
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I said to Nathanael, "Would you believe that that gorgeous Chinese
piece of ass getting back into her riding habit and boots is The
Mistress of all Creation, is definitely and actually Almighty God,

and hails now from Stony Brook?" Nathanael amzrxes® answered, "After
seeing the jerks of the Hollywood Green ilachine take over America I
can believe anything. -But Stony Brook? I remember the real original
Stony Brook when we were free and a democracy--but no 'under Ham Actor
-'s robotical modern strosity can any good come out of Stony Brook?"
Explosive gadfly Phil Moss came in for blowfish. He pointed to Madam
Professor Ho Chi Christ and leched, "I'd like to be Yang to her Yin'"
"Hold it, Phil," I said, '"No hear me; and I'm not kidding; She is

God come to earth not with peace but a sword. When She's through there
will be only one percent of The People left.'" He blinked his eyes
through his thick glasses, bared his teeth, rubbed his hands and
cried, " Great! Great. It's about time this shit-ass world got it's

A
.

lumps---Great God walked beautifully to the fish market. I advised
Wally, Nathanael and Phil not to brown-nose. As God knows everything
there was no need for introductions. Phil shook her hand and said,
God, we're with you all the way! For ages the good folks have been
dreaming and praying for your coming. Give this rotten fucking world
hell!" It was useless to try to restrain Phil's language--he had a
charmed life shooting his mouth off and yet staying one step ahead

of Ham Actor's death squads. Madam God said to Nathanael, "There's
something bothering you." "Not btecause my heritage is Jewish,' he
began, "But ioses and the prophets positively indicated the expected
Messiah to be a Hebrew male born in a stable to a virgin teen-ager
and grow up to be an humble carpenter, accepting insults and torture,
forgiving his enemies, and to die agonizingly on the cross for the

sins of & mankind--""
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Phil Moss shouted, 'My heritage is Jewish but the Jew has been
filtered out of me. Oppressors and exploiters love that kind of
subservient helpless pathetic God who takes the shit and promises
the rabble slobs pie in the sky--when they die--the Fascist Green
Machine just adore him as he sets a slavish example for these mongo-
loid robots! Isn't that right Madam Ho Chi God?" Cunty God smiled

a dazzling smile and said, "I am not a shaman, guru, rabbi, infalli-
ble Pope, fakir, a pretending ambiguous deity or a Buddha, Mohamet,
Baha'ULLa'a, or pagan playBoy or playgirl. I always was, am and will
be the Alpa and the Omega, and I didﬁ.t make miserable man to take any
nonsense from him. The cowardly majority have betrayed the Moral
Imperative. Tomorrow, on their foreheads and right-wing right hands
will appear the indelible letter 'L' for Liar, the following day,

'C' for Coward, and fiﬁally, 'D' for disintegrate. April I of this
yvear is Universal Disintegration Day. I asked nervously, '"How about
us who believe a nd love you?" As she applied her lipstick she answere
d casually, "Present company excepted of course. Let's get into the
Alphabet." I wanted to know why she chose me. She told me, "Author-
ing is an imitation of God-ship. You will be the observer and record-
er of that takes place within the alphabetical excursion, writing the
truth, the whole truth nuts, guts and feathers.'" I said, "I'm averse
to magic. How can I get around without all the religious tricks."
Fragrant Vagina God struck her whip against her boot, and said dis-
tinctly, "I gave you the mind to whic nothing is inaccessible, the

Mind that of itself can will itself to be without boundary."
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She-- I mean, God, was surpassingly lovely, infinitely desireable,
and I would have gladly foregone the journey of the alphabet letters,
turned my back on the melncholy problems of man, and give my soul to
bed and kxar have a divine, even if consuming, orgy! With a feline
grin she said, "All thoughts register with me. So, you'd fornicate
even God?" (You'll note that historical events are invariably attended
with certain settings, properties, protocols and rituals that bespeak
actions as dramatic, colorful, glamorous, with touches of romanticism
and style here and there.) I asked if I could use her horse. '"Which
horse?" she said nodding towards three others by the red mare. The
White horse was branded with the figure of a bow and a crown; the
Black with a pair of balances; but I dec ided upon the pale Horse.
As we galloped I asked God about the strange odors from the Pale
Horse. She said, "Your mount is named 'Death'; and the smells from
your Pale horse are the 'puzos'--the stinks of man's evils: war,
famine, pestilence and the bestial butcheries man so loves.

I lost God in a traffic jam; or, did she disappear on purpose?

At the University I was met by the Government's man, General Shifter,
a grinning gnome with an enormous hump. ''Here in Stony Brook,'" he
said, "by scientific methods of psychological brain canning, deh y-
dration and freezing we condition students to be identical xm robots
in identical pods, and therefore model citizens. In our hermetic
infirmary we have casualities from the current conflict with the
Russians on the wmoon. Our Lunatiks suffer from laser wounds, diff-

erent types of moonitis and many from excessive lunar masturbation."
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I said, "I'm not interested in your student pods or soldier pods--
fuck 'em--just tell me where I can find Professor Ho Chi Christ."
"Scientist Christus is either in the cosmic energy laboratory, or
you may find her where the faculty hang out, in the RmdBordelio."
In the enervating Think-Brothel were the intelligensia, the erudite,
the egg-heads, and the new castrati the planetary physicists wak who
shamefully surrendered the courage and liberty of the grove of Aca-.
deme and ha d become the harem catamites of robot Totalitaria, the
entelekheia of the illustrious prostitutes of de-education. I could
not take the air there as the learned reactionaries had farting
breaths. One patriotic nazi with a concrete block head and pit bull
face winked at me and lisped, "History has proven the terrible dan-
gers of think, dissent, original, love, spiritual, creative, free.
We are engineers of knowledge suitable to our benevolent dictator-
ship. " Then he raised both arms in the 'hands-up' robot manner and
said to the towering portrait of The Leader, '"Hail Hamus Actorus,
amico optimo maximo." Feeling safe by being personally in good with
Almighty God, Madam Fragrant Vagina Christ, I gave Ham Actor's
smiling "Hello SmexkSuckers''" picture the Italian 'up yours'!'!"

My walkie-talkie buzzed. God said, "Gamma leads to gambits in the
casino of life. The third letter also means 'moth' and suggests man
hovers around temptation, flutters briefly about light, and is gone
to whence he gcame." 'Miss Christ," I said,"I am insecure without
you. Come in, come in wherever you are." She said, '"Relax and dis-
cover; I am everywhere and in the curiosity of your head. A topless
Bunny opened the gambling house door whic read, '""HEADS I WIN, TAILS
YOU LOSE." I said, ''Pussy=pussy, are we pre-doomed values in a un-
xk verse of chance?" She said, "'There's nothing to it--you'll win

if you can make ten thousand angels dance on a needle's point."
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"I'm not worried," I said, "It's not what you kno } it's_who you
know.' To my surprise the guy hosting the joint was, 'Godldie',
ex-pug, pimp, bookie, fixer, matchmaker, junkie, and finally, house-
painter with cauliflower ears and a polak wife and two Buhhist sons.

I said, "Henny, what are you doing in this galley? I thought you were
dying from cancer--all those cigarettes!" '"Sure, I was good as dead,"
he said, "but mushiganah Phil Moss told me you and God were asshole-
buddies, and 'like that'--so I prayed xmxkmx to your Asiatic dish,
dropped your name and said humbly, '""Madam God, me, Henri Goldnthal, am
a right guy in my heart and = deserves to live." She cured me one-two
_ -three; and here I am in business with Donald Hump and what can I do
for you, Pete.?" I thought life was a stage or a school or an area of
detention, but upon serious observation I saw it more as a gambling
place. 1In the emporium of the lucky and the misfortunate there were
the Stock Exchange,sweepstakes, the draft lottery for sending Green
Machine robéts to our wars in forty three countries and on the moon.
There was a huge ballroom where you could put a bet on & a religion-
any-religion. The popular God of the moment was The Great God Co-
porlite, a solemn favorite of Ham Actor and his consort, Piranha.
Impresario Henri Rosenthal--an admiral credit to the Jewish race--
said, "Life is not all an appointment in Samar; it's a stack of chips
you get for nothing; marbles you didn't pay for; and you have fun
playing anyway--you came in naked and empty-handed, and you're Even-
Steven when you go out.'" I said, "Henri, what's up with this graven
image?'" He whispered, ''Coporlite is Dinosaur Shit." "Dinosaur Shit?"

I said. '"Yes,'" he said, ''Dinosaur Shit' what can you expect from

robot pagans?"
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Living was a game of chance in ¥ every direction: the slot machine

of vices, habits, diets, the dice throw of political choice, the
punch board of fashions, the blind straws of what woman to bed or wed,
the baccarat of occupation, the falling jacks of where to live, the
firmgwx finger-throwing of business investments, the 'in which hand is
it' #Er=xx decision of car, plane, train, or boat, the roulette of
trivial distinctions, the numerological calculus of probabilities, the
grim unrelenting chess war of which side to take in the power death
struggle; the hypocritical star-spangled knight with the eagle, or the
Red Napoleon of the hammer and sickle. For a moment I thought the
croupier at the table was my lovely slant-eyed God. From a distance
the impersonation was accurate. But the fascinating female Efaker was
snowing the usual fools saying,''My wheel is honest--you can put your
entire trust in my hands. Beware of false prophets. Many will come
claiming my name and saying,'I am the Messiah, it's safe to bet with
me'. The truth is that I am the genuine article, the bona fide McCoy.
You fortunate people are looking at the real original Madam Ho Chi
Khreest. Obey the Green House in Washington, D.C., put all your money
down and after you pass away you will go to blissful heaven...ah
thanks for the lucre and now I bless you with the sacred words: padon,

' I could not contain

onoorrhagomon, shwwopno, dosh, gadhees shars.’'
myself. I said 1loudly to the typical mass cretins, ''You mute major-
ity--you imbecile idiots, this queer pimp Coporlite is not God and
not even a woman--this is the hermaphrodite from the Green House,

Urban Moneyforte, and furthermore the blessings he gave you is

Bengalee, Sansrit and Marhatta language for,
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"You farting fucking wet dream jackass shits.'

Yes, I say to you

he's Ham Actor's simpering whimpering asslicker Jorge Wimp."

Pin-head Jorge Wimp blushed under his Chinese pancake and muttered,
"Credat Judaeus Apella.'" I said , "I am not the Jew Apella who has to
believe the crap of Ham Actor's dictatorship." He hissed,'Watch out
'"Pete the Red' my secret security agents of S.U.C.K are thick as flies
here!" Madam Fragrant Vagina's godly voice came over the Public
Address system. She said,'The race is not to the swift, nor the battle
to the strong, neither yet bread to the wise, nor yet favor to men =&
of skill; but time and chance happeneth to all. Bricklayer spur the
Alphabet and flip the word-pictures faster. Over and out."

I obeyed and I am in the Park Avenue 100 floor skyscraper of the
Triple Night Publishing Company. The place smells strongly of paper-
and-ink beings. To mind comes: '"My son be admonished; of making books
there is no end; and much tale fabricating is a weariness of the Xixmx
flesh. But nevertheless in the beginning was the WORD and the WORD
was with God." Yeah-yeah the WORD may have been with God, but now,

the WORD is LIE. Triple Night Publishing Company gives the robot
slobs what they want: millions of tons of printed scummy media shit.
The SHIT is the message....today's authors are ambulating loads of
shit and bad shit at that...man's story ends in the age of shit.
Broken-down juiceless degenerate repulsive 'Victorian' scribblers
were word-processing incest, zoophilia, jerking off, anal-lingus,
cocks as big as your arm, lipsticked cunts, rouged assholes, earings
on painted balls, flaying, maiming, gouging, butchering, sodomy, and
the glory of Mammon, war and patriotism...the inspired motto of the

publishing world was' CAN YOU TOP THIS SHIT/'
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I said vehemently to the editor, '"Have you book-putting bastards
gone completely insane? Aren't you ashamed of your freak writers and
their shitted-up pages/' He said, "You're not with 'IT'. We're here
for dollars. Money is life itself--dollars are the mainspring of every
-thing...Lucre is God...what's shit to you is literature and American
culture to Totalitaria's religion, judges, rritics and avant garde.
We billionaire publishers know what we're doing---we gave Tom White-
suit seven million dollars advance and you're on Welfare--you're back
in the Stone age. Under democracy Congress and the Senate atrophied
to impotence. The White House became a contradictory surrealistic
mechanism. Thinkers represented one percent. The masses voted Right
Wing Ham Actor into power and Ham Actor deemed it best that the truth -
loving one percent die than the conservative nation perish. As it is,
quality is inimical to John and Jane Doe. Your 'truth' tells them,
'Ye cometh in with vanity and departeth in darkness'--that they come
from nothing, travail, and are inexorably doomed to return to nothing.
They can't buy that. How can you blame them? No, no, truth is not
acceptable. They prefer the solace and refuge in witch-doctory, drugs,
booze and Hollywood. The hoax art, the ridiculous, the jabberwock
abstract, the absurd, the =Em senseless, the banal, the tawdry, the
silly, cliche--'you know--you know--you know-you know' and the blind
heXxtexwe belief that their chosen Leader Ham Actor is the Immaculate
Conception of the Jelly Bean Jar is their effective revenge on destiny
It pleases Robert Robot to believe equally in dog-wat-dog, and
angels, Paradise and sundry myths. Will you write asuck-fuck, rob-

bery murder patriotic anti-hero non-book for us?"
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I didn't have the talent for that stuff and so I said,'"You insult
me.'" He said, "There's no more authors; only publishers mand and media
" I received a telegram from 'God the Vagina': '""Ride the pale horse
to Dee Cee. Billy Wheat-cracker, Pontiff ofiMammon will exorcize
'"Think' and deliver the pleatitudes of the U. S. of Totalitaria.
During the holy fascist rites in the Ear-shaped Room I will cause the
Sign of Cain plus. Pay close attention to Ham Actor's show---don't
add to or detract from reality; your account should impress the select
post-Disintegration Day remnant population and their children. Keep
your eyes open. Have Fun.'"  The pallid mare's hooves drummed the
Turnpike, leaving behind astonished drivers. This is living, I said,
and found myself humming, '"Fairy tales will come true, it can happen
to you if you're pure in heart . . ." It wa :challenging to believe
it ally --yet, was there anything in life that was not fantastic?
Galloping at the speed of sound I was thinking: far be it from me to
question the methods of the Mistress of life and death, but why does
the divine cunt resort to divers devices to instruct me —why the gad -
gets--why does her Almightyness have to circumlocute and be so mys-
terious--why can't she be like me and let it all hang outr - I guess
the whole bit of living is a game wxkixr within a game infinitum,
a present of Chinese boxes. I must say God is sure #axmakirx dram-
atic. Amen. As we zipped through Maryland I nostalgically recalled
that under old cavalier Democracy I used to pause in Baltimore at
Gordons' and fill up on delicious cold crabs in hot butter, succu-
lent fried stuffed shrimp and wash it down with beer.....

I was amazed at how I kept in the saddle considering k& that I had

never been on a horse . e
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The dome of the Capitol and the Washington monument was in sight.
Daydream and muse in every situation as was my wont, in the ultima
thule of my mind there was perteptually the thought of getting in bed
and having an orgy not with Helen or Venus or Eve or Semiramis or
Zenobia or Cleopatra or Phryne or Isis or Ishtar or even pubescent
Virgin Mary but the ubiquitous ineffable Chinese beauty, Madam Fra-
grant Vagina God. Oh wildest of wild desire, oh limitless aspiration,
on Oriental most precious Orifice! Then she, my heavenly Desiderata,
suddenly made publicly manifest her will; in the sky over Washington
she forged her epiphany with the flaming words, VENGEANCE IS MINE.
Each letter was written by bolts of jagged lightning that blasted the
skies and wracked the earth. My ashen mount whinnied eerily. From the
blazing declaration showered little bags---human skin containing
blood and labelled with the names of Vietnamese children. Terror seize
-d the motorists and miles of cars crashed. The wan horse of death
clattered up the portico steps of the Green House( on my visits to
RFK and Bobby it wasthe Whited Sepulchre--alas) and took me to the
office of Ham Actor's scribe, Ray Purchase. The guards, with the
dollar and swastica stars tattooed on their foreheads and small flags
flying from their American Hun helmets, cowered at the sight of the
Pale Horse. These robots of the Police State in the Green House were
not too dumb to sense the supernatural ominous, but could hardly
guess that it was the beginning of the no-quarter showdown between
Evil and Good, between the one percent and the ninety nine robot
majority--between their imaginary God, Mammon, and the eternal tri-
bune of the Almighty Mother, the Blessed Daughter, Madam Ho Chi Christ

, and Love, the Holy Ghost.
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But there wasn't anything that moved the U S Totalitarians. The corny
cliches, "With know-how nothing's impossible''--'"Phenomena--miracle--
so what?---that and two dollars will get you a ride on the subway+-pre
-vailed. Ray Purchase head sh it-writer for Ham Actor had been my
nudist neighbor in Stony Brook. He was a laid-back homosexual square
with a Mona Lisa smirk and spoke in clips from way down in his gullet,
and h is nose could not have been shorter. Like any frustrated artist,
Ray, a Yale Buckleyite would-be novelist, became inhuman-all-too-
inhuman--the sterile fascist conservative that signed democracy's
demise. He was the chief architect of the robot equilibrium, ''Dollar-
's Ataraxis', the philosophy of helot obedience to masters who are
"Not To be Disturbed'" equals safety-peace equals the ideal herd
society. I told Ray Madam Ambrosial Vagina was the true one and only
God and of my wonderful k¥ relationship with her, and that very soon,
Aprol First would be DI E S I R A E, terrific for a tiny minority
of us and most dreadful for the vast robot majority--that it would be
the cataclysm 7 3, succeeding the Noachian Flood and the Grucci fire-
works by the Divine Arsonist of Sodom-Gomorrah, and gave him details.
The Pale death-glowing mare licked Ray Purchase's ear. I said with
matter-of-factr-tone and patting the horse, '"She is one of the Four
steeds of the Apocalypse, and she answers to the name, 'La Mort'."
Ray knew I was telling it straight like it was. He blanched through
his patriotic pancake but did not lose his poise. I braggingly said
I'd intercede for him with Madam God and get him % slated for the one

percent due for salvation.
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He said, "I wanted to be a creative author but when I tried to w write
my ephemeral characters resisted and thwarted me. Paradoxically it was
easy for me to toy with live people and transform them into fictions,
lies, states of mind and non-mind. When I made the mediocre and the
inferior the ideal modern man I only put together what had been form-
ing for a long time. K took Ham Actor off a jelly bean cake. Ham

Actor was so preposterous that it was fascinating. He had the quali-
fications of the perfect figurehead for robotism: all he told added
up to zero. I fashioned an image for him like Collodi had the artisan
whittle Pinocchio into being; he is the puppet on the strings of the
Conservative Green Machine. Cooz the beer king and Kaiaphas Kissass
are the actual rulers of Totalitaria. Ham Actor is our bourgeois
Caligula; his teflon ego amounts to the insanity which is his strength
."" I said, "I'm glad that even though you're a congenital reactionary
you're honesy with me---I1'll never forget how you used to mow my lawn
and dig piss-clams on my beach--you didn.t km know then that your old
man and I went to a nudist camp weekends---oh yes, what I meant to #
say is that I'll have a word with God and she'll see to it that The

1"

Sign won't appear on you...' No sooner had I confidently said thét WRE
when lo and behold the hideous stigmata L C D beamed and sparkled
bloodily from his forehead and on his right hand. We both looked at
the ma® calendar; it was one week to the Third and final Reckoning---
seven risings and settings of the sun to The Day of Wrath; some one

hundred and sixty eight hours to the first of April, the time of the

Glorious Cleansing, Fools' Day with the prank of oblivion.
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I wanted to say,''Ray, remember how Moses had it out with Pharoah about
whose God was what? Well now, call upon your Mammon to stand against
Madam Oriental Christ who stamped eternal doom on your brow---my boy
did it not occur to you that many Gods are called but only one chosen?
Call upon your catchwords, 'conservative'- commitment'-'National
Defense'-"'The Flag'-'Honor' and the ® rest of the magic act and the
dehuman means you and Ham Actor use to justify your reactionary ends..
..Jethah had put the Mark ;g Cain to save him from slayers, but your
L C D is the same as the Mark of the Beast in Revelation which tagged
the proscribed; my friend better the L C D on you than me...'--but
instead, I shruggingly said, " . . . Ichabod . . . " Ham Actor
popped in from the adjoining Ear-shaped Room Xxwhka(what memories of
the Golden Tongue giving his fireside chats from there'). Ham Actor
said to Ray in the sincere jaunty voice of a West coast used car sales
-man, "After the fratriotic Robin Roseate Hollywood show from Lunar
battle outpost 69, and spiritual exercises by Billy Wheatcracker,
we'll close with an inspiring 100 percent True Green speech by me.
This event will go down in history as the acme of Ham-Actorism---
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