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THE
EGOTISTS

"Since EGOZINE does not exist, it would be well for you to face
up to that fact. I have the irreconcilable paradox of a great
mystery tied up in a big bag of unreality in my studio. Too bad for
youw.n

-Walter Askin
Long Eeach, Cal,

"Dinasaur Shit,"
-A M Fine
New York, NY

"Ch yes! I need more information on how to clarify my Current Cul-
tural Vision and other muddled life activities. Tell me more.
-lLavi Det Hompson
Richmond, Va,

"Anxious to see/hear your top 100 All Time R4B Hits and tell me more
about FGOZINE. Fanzini moving right along. P.S. Would love to be
featured in an upcoming issue- huh-7

-John Towd

Brooklyn, NY

"Am looking forward to EGOZINE- please send sub. rates. Can't wait
for special Tom Hosier issue!

-Tom Hosier

Plymouth, Ct.

"Please send information. Thank you.
-Ken Priedman
San Diego, Cal.

"Listen I'm too at the moment to subseribe to anything but...
maybe we could work a track...

-lMonte Cazazza

San Francisco, Cal,

LEFT: Unsolicited contribution by Futzie Nutzle, Santa Cruz, Calif.




TO OUR READERS:

Yesterday's BonBon's and the J.C. Duncan Memorial Society are proud to
present Vol. 1 Issue 1 of EGOZINE magazine, a publication by and for those to
whom living is Art. While the difficulties of displaying or transporting artist’s
creations of the “Big Art” school is well documented, the plight of the Life Artist
has long been much worse - while in this Search For Tomorrow/For Tomorrow May
Be Too Late world, the need for their works (or more accurately, plays) to reach
their public is greater than ever before. While some mdy call for the denial of the
ego as the only way to salvation, we at EGOZINE feel this blame is misplaced. The
global scourge of powerlusting egomaniacal polycorporate madmen often
linked to the word egotist are more likely to be products of isolated, neglected
egos than those fully nurtured. We deal here with the ego that cares enough to
be the very best, presses itself to the mimror of life and strains to shape a
performance that is asrich in depth and variety of experience for the artist as it Is
a positive artistic experience in those touched by it. Our first subject, R. J.
Lambert, has long seen his life and personnae as the canvas and paint of the
ultimate art piece, if only subliminally at first; thus his production covers
approximately the last 20 years. His feeling of periodicity recapitulates the
historical view of eras, and thus encompasses the breadth of our disease from
inception to solution... Welcome to the Post-Cultural Eral

The Editors,
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PASTICHE

Pastiche~ 1)aA literary, artistic or musical composition made

up of bits from various sources- potpourri, B Such a compos-
ition intended to imitate or ridicule another artists style.
2) A jumbled mixture; a hodge-podge.

-Webster's New World Dictionary

"4hile its film production has been sharply curtailed, MGM has
Proved once more that it hasn't forgotten how by ringing the
box office bell lustily with "That's Entertainment." There is
a certain irony in the fact that the hit was an artful pastiche
of MGM's lustrous old musicals."

-Los Angeles Times news item

"Miss Simmons... is a welcome addition to American shores, and

in person every bit as fascinating to behold as she was in

countless Technicolored drama pastiches... Remember her love

affair with Leonard Whiting in "Say Hello to Yesterday"? yell!"
-Entertainment West review of "A

Little Night Music" with Jean Simmons

"The Hawkline Monster" is rather more of a pastiche, more of a
parody than any of Braudigan's other fictions. Never mind.
There are enough oppositions here to keep freshman instructors
fueled for a decade."

-Newsweek magazine review of "The

Hawkline Monster" by Richard Brautigan

"In the streets (of Montreal), individual lifestyles shift and
change as those of Fnglish and of French descent mingle in a
pastiche of pretty places; there are people who live for the
present while waiting for the future."

-After Dark magazine

PASTICHE

NEW FACES OF R.J LAMBEAT 1967 = 1974




EiToRiIAL | DPAST [CHE | EviToriaL

Pastiche, either the word itself or the attitude, has been sur-
facing with increased regularity lately, in the culture at large
as well a2s in specific artistic endeavors, as the preceeding
quotes attest. YWhat is even more surprising is the tendency to-
ward approval in these writers of the Pastiche Format, not only
in the more frivolous forms of entertainment, but even in a so-
called "serious" work such as Mr., Braudigan's. What, we may
ask, is responsible for this alarming trend away from the time-
honored carefully constructed sequential framework, replacing it
with a Tlippant smattering of fragments we must field as best we
can? COne might presume that since Western Civilization's defi-
nite decline in the last several years, as evidenced by the em-
barrassing dearth of major creative works which actively mirror
the culture, as well as the the total absence of competent lead-
ership or anything rightfully approaching "Greatness", this is
just another concession to mediocrity in a desperate attempt to
find something/anything worthy of pondering, worthy of expending
those emotions previously reserved for the latest Hemmingway no-
vel or Broadway musical. Yet do they pander to pastiche? Or is
it simply 2 long-overlooked but valid sensibility, just now un-
covered in the rubble of established form? The information en-
vironment ushered in with the rise of technology has been notor-
ious in its lack of taste and continuity, demanding yet another
suspension of belief as bras, cigarets and nose drops were sand-
wiched into the formats of popular music and tv melodramas. And
of course the entire Pop Culture had at its very surface these
images of disruption, alienation and kitsch glamour. However,

this is not the nature of an information environment, but the na-

ture of advertising. The last twenty years have been the worst

EDITORIAL

PASTICHE

EDITORIAL
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kind of introduction, but by forecing us to swallow a2 P.F. by mix-

ing it with our daily pablum, we have become aware of a new way
to program reality, montage and information overload, total O.D.
Being at the same time addled by the banality of current culture,

vet still attempting to mirror the mirror in our very human way,
what can one do but program one's own pastiche as best one can?
In a world where a sixty-second performance has sold a million
cars and a record isn't aired if it plays longer than three min-
utes, why go to a four-hour symphony or spend days reading one
book? We have noticed lately that the promotional previews of
new Hollywood releases are much more concise, exciting and ap-
pealing than the films themselves. In a P.F. time is compressed,
one only has enough to present the essence, and then move on.
Thus the form is instantly stylized, creating a string of vignet-
tes totally at odds with each other but reconciled within them-
selves, Iach becomes an aphorism, a hyperbole of stance, and
*this has always been the heart of wit and the soul of wisdom.

The stances available for programing are all the images in the
world, the mad woman in the supermarket or the imagination let
loose in a mirror... The streets are better than tv, the facts
more electrifying than any fiction. If one should begin choos-
ing for one's self the particular postures that hold appeal, yet
develops a voracious appetite for tomorrow's fashions today,
what's to stop him from attempting or even demanding to try on
these and successive images, rather than choose just one and pro-
nounce the death sentence of literate, rational man, the single
point of view? The answer to this is no thing, nothing at all.
The future is here for those who live it, Pastiche or perish!

eoitoriaL | PAST [CHE | evimoriaL




FETISH FETISH FETISH FETISH

Children

born whole and

empty — born free

and helpless —

Need care and

filling up.

Gene séurces kiss

with phantom lips

the super-plastic image,
Begin

the stuffing

Mind upholstery/overlay
By inspecting ifs sex —
& invoke the devil
with pink or blue libations.

=-Bob Lambert

_ FETISH FETISH
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"The artist is one who refuses initiation through education into the
existing order, remains faithful to his own childhood being, and thus
becomes 2 human being in the spirit of all times."

-Rilke

However well meaning the instructor who asked Bobby for this writing
lesson (above), it was to have little effect. In this dawn of liter-
acy Lambert was bright but lazy, intelligent but strange, very social-
1y remote. The lure of the fanta/sea overtook the mundane grist of
education almost immediately, and in silent moments it raged to block
what it could of the banal and colorless world. Somehow in this in-
cessant regression into fantasy he managed to aviod absorbing a great
deal of standard cultural information, couldn't tell time until he
zot to high school, and still can't be trusted to know his right hand
from his left, or what year it is, or how old he is, "Being picked
last for every basebzll team in ten years of schooling can either tea

ch you tremendous humility or tremendous arrogance- I aquired a lit-

tle of both." In between the mixed manners and split attention spans
he was, in his words, "Planning what I was going to do when I could
start my life. Adulthood held appeal only because I expected to be
able to do what I wanted then...but I never had any intention of be-
coming serious or responsible."

The pair of early drawings on the preceeding pages show a discerning
eye for antithesis in fashion fetish, yet he strongly identified him-
self with both works, and tried to celebrate both archetypes through
costume. Needless to say, his efforts were thwarted. "I felt a gre-

at need to break

with my fixed context, and continually. This was

and remains my vision of heaven. As long as I was held in fixed lo-

cation, however,
face and facade."

I remained an astute obser/voyeur of posture, sur-
"En fin, la vie.,..c'est tout s'agir du style."
=3Sartre



R.J.LAMBERT
ARCHITECT
1957 - 1963

D Mavie—Drama (1938)

1 “Marié Antoinette,” Norma Shearer,
Tyrone Power. John Barrymore, Robert
Maorley. (3 hr.]

LHETECTUR

Where Do ou
Draw the Line?

"I will build thee a labyrinth
where we may remain forever a-
lone."

-from Love's Body by N.Brown

As increased demands were made
on his attentions Lambert be-
came more troubled and distant.

| From 8-13 yrs. of age he stud-

| ied history, architecture, and

| antiques, and assumed the posi-
tion of designer of his dreams.
Hundreds of drawings, from pal-
aces to gazebos, flew from his
pencil during this period, in-
cluding elaborate floor plans
like the one at left, & garden
plantings and furnishings. "It
is where I took refuge during
those years." he now admits, "I
even built scale models of one
from every period."

a2 11959; ‘:;wt;
1= o= 2 “Some Like It Hot,” Marilyr

Monroe, Tony Curtis, Jack Lemmon. (Pari

1) (1% hr)

B Movie—Comedy (1941)
w1 1 o “Topper Keturns.” Roland
Young, Joan Blondell. Topper accidental-
Iy gets involved in a murder case and
heeds the Kirbys to bail him out. (2 hr.)




» o o “Dragonwych,” Gene Tierney,
Walter Huston, Yincent Price. A woman's
secret thoughts lead her to secret love,
then rapture and finally to teror, caus-
ing destruction to all who live in Manor
House. (2 hr.)

& Movis—Drama (1966)
1 1 “Thig

fihant b d
2 P
. Wi‘ ANBAANS,

| RN '
N

& Movie—Drama (1936
o= o “Camille,” Greta Garbo, Robert
Taylor. Lionel Barrymore. Story of 2 con-
sumptive Parisienne courtesan who finds
true love too late. (2 hr. 50 min.)

€ Movie—Drama (1960!

w o oo “Butterfield 8. Elizabeth Tayl-
or, Laurence Harvey. Eddie Fisher, Dina
Merrill, Betty Field. A beautiful model
falls in love with a married man. (2%

hr.)

01 AT A2 S - S |
(4 Move—Mystery (1565) \*
& 1 1 “Hush Hush Sweet Charlotte,” 3
Bette Davis. Olivia de Havilland. A con-
2 .1_:\

Niving woman conspires with her boy-
friJend to cheat her pathetic sister. (2
hr.

EFH ]

Movie—Comedy (1961)

i 1= o= “The Grass Is Greener,” Cary
Grant, m:mt Mitchum, Jean Simmons,
Deborah Kerr. While on a tour of a Bri-

tish mansion, an American millionaire r“.!ﬂ I']'Tgﬁj:
invades thle gr:\lute ‘am'ol' the place ;\,,..—-""— “'7
and promptly falls in love with the own- e

er's wife. (2 hr) bt




| fmd it hard to believe -

But if you dont let me be your eyes,

A hand; to yo_ur..,_ darkness ‘'so you won't be afraid ;




M I R R O R

MIRROR- 1. a smooth surface that
reflects the images of objects;
looking glass 2, anything that
gives a true representation or
description 3. (Rare)something to
be imitated; model 4. (Archaic) a
crystal used by fortune tellers,
sorcerers, etc.

-Webster's New World Diction-

2ry

With the onslaught of adolescent

energies the mansions became mu-
seums and Bobby moved out. In
search of his art's new dwelling,
the 0ld face/odd confronted the
silvered surface and the circum-
stance, and he slipped from his
lessons, like Alice, to research

in the Realm of the Mirror. Re-
hersing every sentence before say-
ing it, the Right clothes, hair
straightening and hours of self-man-
ipulation, face pressed against the
glass void. The devil in the guise
of a penguin/phallus contemplating
its own image introduces this era.

"] figured if I wasn't going to be
able to get away with putting on in
front of my audience, I could always
try and put my audience on," he says.
But Wallace Nutting's Treasury of

English and American Anticues had

prepared him too well- he bore the
chore of reflecting every New Look,
and in his artistic zeal went far
By the time
he was 18 it was train trips from

beyond the necessary.

Milwaukee to Chicago twice a year,
Brooks Bros. for sport jackets, Lyn-
ton's for suits and overcoats, Bas-
kins for shirts, Abercrombie & Fitch
for shirts and ties, and a special

M I R R O R

weakness for sweaters ("They hid my
body") and suede jackets. The Ulti-
mate Hlegance emerged in connection
with his growing interest in apply-
ing

-5

his voice to the rigors of clas-
gical music- vested Fnglish suit,
Spannish suede overcoat, French the-
atre glasses, silver cigaret case,
and a properly rolled and sheathed
umbrella,

the operaf?" he says., "But eventually

"How else could I go to

pursuit of these pezks of Culture

13-‘\_"0'\?(-.'(1: 00 consun

010E

for the zmount of return. Althourh
dabblings

ymain were perfunctory ."

000 background, my

POPULARITY POLL

Best Dressed Boy. . . . . Bob Lambert

v

18
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120 Ferform '‘Near Perfect’ ,
Bech o UWM Stages  Near Ferfect 780 Singers

Gloriously ‘Requiem’ in ~ Concert of n Famed
Sound, Fury  Sacred Music 'St. Matthew’

By FREDERICE H. OTT
Of The Journal Staff
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Johann Sebastian Bach's
S By MARY ZIELINSKI Vocalists and instrumental-
om;]ment:l _a_nd”glormugl St. Long before anyone thought Sunday’s Music of Youth, Inc. ists will R e
atthew Passion” was gIVeN 2 of stereq, Brahms wrote his concert of sacred music was a Falntet B e s
wformance befitting its sta- uGerman Requiem.” It wasnear perfect performagge i t B h.p. s i
re Sunday night in Music for peard Sunday night with all its both content and g ]’;;::n 0:: D? t::irmautx
ouths production at e sound and fury in the Univer Thg of religious music, in (g:and
rand Avenue Congregational sity of Wisconsin—Milwagk el C;mgre;;ational
wrch. ‘Student Union. B s
Conductor Milton Weber : . ' church, 2133 W. Wiscon-
ust have garnered almost ev- sin av,
¥ available musiciag_is or? There will be 280 voices, in-
idwest for thig = massive work un- ; cluding choruses of Concordia
: s The opening number, “Con- d

itation. - the direction of Donald zon Primi Toni” by Gabrieli colfege,_ the Milton college,
There were fou\j } ®Six Craig, associate professor of | . performed entirely by the the University of Wisconsin—
wcal soloists, arpsichord, music. The challenge was met v s for Youth brass Sisamble Milwaukee and Music for
bass viol, an organist and a boldly, and the results im- " .0 iired the sharp retorts  YCULH: .
ur of separated orchestras.  pressed a capacity house. and subtle climaxes of the mu- _ Dorothy Lane, harpsichord-
In all, 320 musicians tog SEmandn 00 SYM-
irt in the performance — o 3 ipany the
ously a labor of love for 4
ncerned. Caroline
Especially notable was ba : i Revnolds,
+ Ara Berberian, who sa v ’ G d Robert
e part of Jesus with a ric - A i : drise  the
ik, perfectly controlld
sice. Tenor Nicholas Di V

lio, who sang the part of t

rangelist, was not far behi

erberian in excellence, As f

vocal parts in tne score g

eirs are the most demandingy

id both of them were splefs
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The combined forces of t

sncordia college chorus, t
ilton college chorus. the O

C L - Weber,
orio chorus of the UniversitS cxce?:::aenl
Wisconsin — Milwaukee arf .usi:eg-e_

e Music for Youth cho
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sbert Johnson and bas

pr  Youth
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Quali

By JAY Josi
The University o
sin — Milwaukee's
festival concluded
night with a sampli’
composer's versatili :
The concert alsci
strated the quality ¢'
versity's symphony
and concert choir, b

the direction of Don. |

Craig, in the short
been at UWM, has
a wonderfully well
and trained choir w!

Mozart, Dvorak ar
kovsky.

And, to close the
there was the mo
poignant St. Cecilia
Gounod.

All parties on han’

the occasion nobly.
di Virgilio and Iren
of the Metropolits
company, and Ara |
of the New York C
company, sang their
splendidly as the |
could have wished.
Berberian, who |
peared here frequent
last two months,
cially effective. N
must be made of di|
laks the monumenta
tions of his later syl
its melodic line and #
ness, especially in t
tions of the secon
ment, make it & joy
It proved to be a goo
for the musicianshij
young orchestra,

Despite overcast s
termittent drizzle, af
6,000 persons made
age to Holy Hill Su
noon.

The occasion Was
of sacred music by *
for Youth orchestra a
assisted by the Miltc
chorus and three M
opera stars.

An mour berore
Music for Youth br
and tympani and the
cis seminary chorus |
a prelude of
and Gregg
church o
astery W4
ing.

Provisi
large tu
dress sys|
vision circh
ang £ o

150 Ton Hook. A 150 ton capacity boltom
block asscmbly that features anti-friction
roller bearings with each bearing having is
own individual grease fitting. Hook swivels

on g thrust roller bearing.
sschined by RoT. Tambhert



These years spent in uncertainty
in the depths of the mirror even-
tually led to a process of redemp-
tion and self-realization. Friends
and rock 'n' roll fueled the life-
forces in the ensuing insurrection.
#T found more in the mirror than
the mere surface of things as real-
ity would order them- false struc-
tures disappear there, all things
float free of context to be reas-
signed by an artistic gesture or a
eritical glance. I came to pPriz

e-' "
exaggerated expressions and flip- & B

pant satire in a growing rage a-
gainst the forces of the banzal,
the truth about postured 'intelli-
gence' intent on Terminal City,

the horror... and then, the absurd
joke... It was thrilling beyond
measure to find social authority
endlessly vulnerable and powerless
in the face of parody and ridicule,
But mostly it was just a more com=-
fortable and amusing mode of being.
I found a2 few kindred spirits, and
from off-the-cuff and under-the-
carpet dirt sprang a startling dis/
play of blooms in the rude and lur-
id landscape of over-the-back-fence
culture., Entire languages came and
disappeared with the fashion sense
of seasons; faces, noises, phrases,
a brush with heaven, and Simply
Tivine. As we reflected each oth-

PHOTO BY FRANK FORD

When Worlds Collide!!!

er's finest features boundaries
blurred, and I began building an
ego from the surface, outward and
inward,with pauses to reflect all
the while... I saw that the only
value an identity could hold was
Jjoy in the act of creating it. Mir-
rored myth, mirth, and madness des-
troyed the Real World in a laser
slash of cutting remarks aimed at
the wrists of culture. This was
the beginning of the end for life
as we know it."




IHRORED STAIRCASE, THE FORUM CAFETERIA, MINMNEAPOLIS

What was to follow was the quest for validation, an answer coaxed from
8 the mirror by the proud yet critical gueen, "Mirror, mirror, on the
wall, who is fairest of them all?" And not taking 'no' for an answer
+il with an unerring eye for 'I' and impeccable style the surfaces of
culture and nature, concscious and subliminal,. align and float suspend-
ed face to face- mirroring infinity, mirroring eternity, for the last
time...

|
»
i

PHOTO BY GREG JERESEK
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Shirley Maclaine: “There's just no domn reason ar
all why almost anybody can’t do almost anything.”

A few years of college and the Grand Tore of Europe/Homage to the death
of Art behind him, the mythood of American adolescence was extended to
its farthest perimeter, and Lambert came face to face with the problem
of insuring the survival of ever-new instant personal myth- imortality
enough for anyone., "They Tried to Tell Us/This Kind of Love/Can't Last
Forever, and some of them believed it." he says. "There were several
shifts in the cast and in the end the ones left alone/together were those
who could think of nothing better to do than get down to serious fool-
ishness when confronted with the onslaught of boredom." Jerry Dreva and
neighbor Bob Lambert were throwing scraps of decomposed culture over the
back fence when Les Petites Bon-Bons showed up and it was instant death
at first sight. Dreva and Lambert were survived by Jeri Hainbow Bonbon
and Boby Bloom Bonbon, and all their proliferating dreams and identities,
Narcissus was about to bloom. The ego not satisfied with reflection
without distortion from the wan/banal frame of culture reference, the
ego that truly mirrors only itself and embraces the gap between culture
and nature, becomes a symbol a poem a flower...a STAR. "It is self-love
so insatiable it turns inside out and covers the world. We lived alove-
ly and spilled out on the subliminal, through the mail slit, promoting
what we weren't sure... but a2 chance to act out life like playing in the
idea palace of my dreams, Mad Queen off her head, Monarch as butterfly,
butterfly as gadfly. You Too Can Have The Look Of The Stars of Holly-
wood, they told us, and oh how delighted we were by the magicallure

of a personality that portrays many roles while always playing itself...
It was ridiculous to think of private myth reaching legitimate propor-
tions, so we of course took culture up on it. It was Hollywood or Per-
ish! And even Hollywood will never be the same.

A GAY YOUNG FLATTERER! Slim, ANNE WILLIAMS found this dress in 3 vocal
- HERE'S HEM INTEREST
e ommeennt 598 e saSiet 4.98  mummiewomiink 3.98
&+ o lngt. r ex- we've accented the bem wil
:;“wﬂl;uu :he fashion l'romlstall-mvued buttens and nctly in our best quality Satin-Back Faille sampled tow:«{ richly :I;m[\:huz: to m-::: the trimming
Barcd sRiFe bl ety oot buckies tely I buck, e, with, embratacied wpptigoes of bugn: i e Oy e e o M
- , with embroidered appliques of bright multi- line, too that soft high cowl |
Eeautifully cut and finished of our best Satin Back colored il . . . very, very newl A velvet bow at the “cavered | sl i
was ' Self-covered battons the smart yoke. Ski
i-;l]:]‘ot Cell.nvule‘ . u;{edon and feel quality of Peter Pan collar, and smart self-covered buttons. flared all arcund. Tdm ineuur EM:? Seutlnl-“linukn
e ou_omi_ page. Nevagape placket. Two-plece style. Full fared akirt. Faille, the fabric sampled on the cpposite page.
&”:H wf’ 14 to 20 to fit bust 32 to 38 in. Missss’ Sres: 12 to 20. Juwion Sizes: 13 to 19, MrssEs’ Sizms: 14 to 20 to fit bust 32 to 38 In.
m.g“ 'age 4. State bust mearure and color, See sise scole on Poge 8. Siale buist measure and color, See size scole om Poge 8. State bust measure and color,
WICOW," MBGMJJJ'. Zinnia Rust 609, Ruby Covors: Forest Green 313, Royal Blue 218, Pea- ‘CoLors: Forest Green 313, Ruby Wine 514, Zinnla
¥ :e , Rayal Blue 218 or Peacock Blue 320, cock Blue 320, Ruby Wine 514 or Zinnla Rust 609, Rust 509, Royal Blue 212 or Peacock Blue 320,
4080....... Shipping weight, 1 pound 8 ounces. 31 F4085...... Shipping weight, 1 pound & cunces. 31 F 40%0. ... .. . Shipping weight, 1 pound 10 oances.
When you buy dresses from Sears, do so with the greatest These dresses are shipped from New York Cit
y direct to you.
Wh‘ﬁ;ﬁeumumw&t:om ;eum:m;nlylmmmmuﬂlﬂwdunx.
You are us sure of style as of quality—at Sears. ﬂr‘:‘m mm {?n mn-m;c boek“‘".‘u g RQ.O =M kA7



AAA

Of the predictable, sometimes routine, but always welcome mail I
get, one of the most spirit-lifting pieces of *72 came from a Cudahy
group known as Les Petites Bon Bons. Addressed to John Fran-‘sis’
Hunter, the envelope was pasted up with a N.Y. skyline post card
and cherry and reindeer stickers. Zip Code was 5311oh!

Then, inside, the photo of a cluster of gorgeous gender defiant
freaks made my heart leap up and warmed The Cockettes of my
heart (see CALIFORNIA Overview).

Les Petites Bon Bons asked for nothing, gave no p
explanation of who they are, just three lovely pages of super-
identifying one-liners, quotes, lyrics and, well, let me share a
We have no art. We have only Life which is One and Gay. LP.B.
erase the straight line between life and art and give you ecstasy. . ..
LP.B. are both carrion crow and the rising phoenix, soon to become
the bird of paradise.... We don’t believe in positions. ... Gay
people have a responsibility to sabotage seriousness (Charles Lud-
lam).... Meaning is not in things but in between (Norman
Brown). . . . There’s room on the Bon Bon cloud for anyone who
wants to move from work to play, from productiveness to
receptiveness, from security to the absence of repression, from
delayed satisfaction to immediate gratification, from the fetishism of
commodities to the erotic science of use values. . . . To dance is to
live (Isadora Duncan). . . . Let the little children come unto me, for
such is the kindgom of heaven (Jesus Christ). . . . We aim to radiate
power not possess it (Henry Miller).... 1 AM NOT FAR FROM
THINKING THAT IN IRRESOLUTION LIES THE SECRET OF
NOT GROWING OLD (André Gide). . . . Everything we do is music
(John Cage). ... By having fun we are fighting the straight man's
inebriation with death. Our lives are our art. Our art is our politics.
Qur politics is the way we make love. ... We are poets and we are
dancers. L.P.B. is the name of the play, a group of rock musicians, a
gay twirling corps, a traveling circus. We are the $64,000 question.
Everything they say we are, we are—and lots more they haven’t even
dreamed of yet!

My dears, I have you on my wall, I hope you don’t mind. You
have immortalized yourselves. There was a star danced, and under
that you were born.

AAA

PHOTOS BY

FRANK FORD
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LES PETITES BONBONS
MAKE HOLLYWOOD DEBUT

Oh, you pretry things. Miss Jen and Miss Bobt of the Bonbons make their Hollywood debut; girls, keep a close wateh on your old

The pleasures of pop: The
Allman Brothers Band |

man when these cuttes come to town!

Y
fabove), an integrated Dixie “gf v & 3 S
tribie, achieved superstar- (| 78 =] : & "igm f?-& S5y
dom this year without the o k:\_,__f - 7N

aved of visual high jinks; y' (= - \9‘{ % = b
Rodney Bingenheimer's dis- 5 =) s ’;’L&—, 2
cotheque on Los Angeles’s q} ety 1
Sunset Houlevard (right)is _} :
the Mecea of the glittery, 2

decadent rock 'n’ rouge scene
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THE GLITTER SCENE
AT RODNEY’S DISCO

COURTESY PEOPLE MAGAZINE

Bt's 10 p.m.." as TV stations across the
country remind their viewers, “Do you
know where your children are?"' if

they lived within dragging distance of
Los Angeles’'s Sunset Strip and were
around 15 or so, they might well be

at Rodney Bingenhelmer's English Dis-
co. Rodney's clientele ranges from kids
on an innocent lark to unbelieving
adults to glitter-rock groupies enjoying

a little indoor streaking and freaking.
They parade around in skin-tight satin
pants, chests (his and hers) bound up in
Lurex halters and wobble atop 10-inch
platform heels.

Rodney collects a $2 cover at the
door, sells beer to those old enough
and an unfortunate cherry drink to the
rest. He pays the rent with the pro-
ceeds of the pinball machines alone.

L}

" (_ i
.r/. I;“JI f / 3’"’
Music is on records, and the dancing is
more exhibitionism than courtship
—boys often dancing with boys and
girls with girls. Bingenheimer, the 53"
26-year-old impresario of the disco, left
a little town outside of San Jose in the
mid '60s to lay siege to the L.A. rock
scene. His breakthrough came when he
persuaded RCA records to sign the
then little-known David Bowie. David,

The Bon Bons, a gang of older L.A. glitter-
bugs, drop in on Rodney (front and center)
to see what goodies he has in store.

an honorary member of the disco’s
board of directors, has helped make
the club a must flashpoint for visiting
rock heavies—to the ecstasy of
their carbon copies in the crowd.
Although recently the victim of a
stroke which briefly paralyzed his left
side, little Rodney has Napoleonic
plans for the future: franchizing the
Rodney discos all across America.

Gossip has always been functional in the land

of the lotus and pablum eaters, Los Angeles.
Once in Hollywood the voracious vacuum of Caus-
es 9Without Rebels and Postures without Poseurs
swept them into action..."Jerri came out west
first, I followed 6 months later. By that time
we already had a fan club... 2 weeks after ar-
riving I appeared in my first rock magazine,
with the caption 'This is LA'., Although we were
hardly typical of the crowd at Rodney's we so
defined its reflection that our picture appeared
with every article published on the
continued to make "Packages'"(others called them
"Press Kits"), but in the Hollywood context they
of course went mostly to our fave rock stars
when they hit town, usually left at their hotel.
These collaborations sometimes tock days to com-

disco. We

plete, and were very elaborate... some pieces
were standards made up a few at a time, others were
custom pieces for particular stars, using their
imagery and mythology. e saw this work as a
sort of ritual sacrifice, the pieces were done

for their wit and beauty and were then discarded
into the culture. We also continued to connect
with The Subliminal and became aware of the cor-
But

mostly our energies revolved around coloring and

responge dancers et al during this time.

defining an era, holding up a stance to the mir-
ror of culture and watching a reflection mater-

ialize.
and mythtaken identity often led to mutant mani-
pulations and media inversions.

This borderline realm of rumor hazard

We collaged our
selves into many scenes in the cultural land-
scape, and although the media had no trouble pre-
senting us in relation to a particular setting,
they are at a complete loss as to how to explain
us GENERALLY, a phenomenon out of context. We
weren't trying to glut the musician market, or
fuck the stars, or get into "The Movies". We
were starring in our own fantasies, and it was
already the best!



JEANS AS A FACT

FASHION FOTOS BY SUZAN cCARSOMN

OF ART...

OVERE A YEAR before leav-
ing for Hollywood, Boby
began work on a series
of costume pieces, In Ho-

mage to Denim vs. the Oh
You Pretty Things contro
versy, vestments to be
worn as character armour
in the ensuing clash with
culture. OPPOSITE PAGE:
Hand-stitched "crazy
quilt" patterned appli-
ques of leather, velvet,
embroidery and upholsterﬁ

fabries with chrome and

brass studs cover Lee
Jjeans, topped by an Ital-
ian denim jacket with
black glove leather, wine
velvet and green satin
appliques accented with
chrome studs, silver
beads and red jewels in
Deco motifs. THIS PAGE:
Levi denim jacket with
string and jewel rhine-
stones in red, blue, gold
white and light green//
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The Future In The Past

Reflected In The Moment...

In the display at left are featured |
some of the items eclectically assem-
bled by Boby BonBon to condemn the

old by allowing it to testify against
itself and set new standards for chic
in the borderground of boredom.

Counter clock-wise, from top: 1)Red
harleguin-framed mirrored sunglass-

es; Foster Crant, $10. 2)Scarves, 6

or so, from The Aardvark/Sunset Blvd.
10¢ ea. 3)Blue Italian "Yhale Toe"
platform shoes(also in red), $60. 4)
HMary fuant makeup crayon box, $8.50
5)Assorted pins-initials, animals,

ete, Goodwill, 10-50¢ ea, 6)Necklac-
es-bone, plastic, rhinestone- snakes
fruit flowers/ collected. 7)Cigaret
cases, one deco (dated 1925) w/ tor- |
toise shell % mother-of-pearl, the
other carved burl elm circa 1310. 8)
Crocheted Victorian belt hung pouch

w/ silver clasp & chain. 9)Edwardian
pewter % brass match boxes., 10)(cen-
ter) The hand of the Spirit beckons
with fingers beringed in plastic,
silver, turquoise, % lapis lazuli-- :
the wrist a brace of laguered shells. e

FASHION FOTO BY SUZAN CARSON




R K0 KHJ AM-FM - TV
GENERAL

5515 MELROSE AVENUE » HOLLYWOOD. CALIFORNIA 90038 « AREA CODE 213 462.2133

"THE REAL DON STEELE SdQW"
YOUR REQUEST FOR TICKETS TO "IHE REAL DON STEELE SHOW' IS NOW

CONFIRMED FOR MaY 12th, 1973 . YOU MUST PRICK UP YOUR

TICKETS AT "RODNEY'S" ON FRIDAY, MAY 11, 1973 TO BE ADMITTED

TO THE SHOW.

LEASE BE AT THE STUDIOS OF KHJ-TV AT 5515 MELROSE ARVENUE,
v
YOLLY™OCD, CALIFORNIA, AT 11:00am THE HMOPNING OF THE SHOW.

REMABER, ADMISSICE IS ON & FIRST COME FIRST SERV

il
3

B5T

o

¥

3

THE DCOKS OPEN AT 11:00am AND CLOSE AT 11:30am.

PLEASEZ BE APPROPRIATELY DRESSED FOR THE SHOW, MEN AND WOMEN
MAY WEAR THE "TODAY" LOOKX, BUT ABSOLUTELY NO TAYNK TOT5, BLUR

JEANS, CR T-SHIRTS, REMEMBER, MINIMUM AGE FOR NPPEARANCE OF

DANCE CONTESTANTS ARE CEOSEN OUT OF OUR STUDIO AUDIENCE.

PEACE

013406

KH] « AM +« FM R K O GENERAL INC.

INVOICE NUMBER - DESCRIPTION — NET AMOUNT

Ny BTERLT SHON 25 100
3175 WINn o2
= 26 N0*

PHOTO BY CREG JERESEK

BOBY BONBON:'SABLESTAR
DANCE TEAM OF THE ERA

Mazke it "Rodney's Iiay" on "The Keal I'on Steele Zhow" and who
would be more sure to show up perfecting their s/dance in the
face of the Glitter Era but Boby Bonbon and undisputed Oueen
of the Groupies,Class of '73,Miss Sable Star? Three other
teams competed for the prize, but with Rodney as judge, the
choice was obvious. Boby and Sable received $50 for their ef-
forts, plus tickets to Lion Country Safari, which neither of
them ever used. The two winners are pictured above exchang-
ing the LATEST at a front booth in R's on the occasion of Miss
Star's 16th (or was it 15th?) birthday. No OD's in the john.




PETITES BON BONS

present the

IGGY POP

LES

BEARER OF THIS CERTIFICATE
HAS RECEIVED THE HIGHEST

SCORES

e AR R e s

bearer

movie's  Divine  star)  and  his
fil ker sister Peneh

car okl town is hotter than
en, iy darlings, in every
way imagimable, Just yesterday my
brand new  custom-made  plastic
platfurm shoes melted and stuck 1o
the sidewalk on Hollywood Blwd.,
right un dear Marilyn's star afier 1
had s lovely lunch at Daniel's The
heat  has  worn  the skin  of
Hollywood . down  to  the nerve
endings, and in just the last 1wo
carazee  days  things have been
popping, not always for the best. If
it keeps up for a couple more the
whole scene could  explode into
shumbles. It won't take much,

1 just couldn’t say whether it was
*s fabuious party at the Top of
the Strip and s outrageous return
1o the Whisky that was the catalyst
for all the madness, but it certainly
did get the strange encrgies rolling
Jeri and  Boby Bonbon  and
Columbia Records did  an
ultra-marvelous job for lg, and the
pariy moves into the
number-one-for-the-year (50 far)
position, Among the distinguished
puests were Lady Divine in all her
glory ther makeup man, Vian, flew
down from San Francisco  und
rendered her fit to be scen in
public), Goldie Gitters (in the red
dress she wore in Vice FPalace),
several Louds - Lance (snapping
away  with s Instamatic), Kevin
(with a couple oF the boys in his
band) and beautiul Delilah (making
her first teek miwo the wilds of
Hollywood),

Alsos Willy Codkelte — oops, he's
an Angel ol Light now: Sorry, jove.
Howard Kavkin, wWho spent the
evening out by the poal; Dennis
Lopez. whu hus some hor  desls

mow  thal he's no lunger
sylvester; Miss Pamela and
Myer. Susin Pile  and

Ronnie  Rlmesone (working hard
wn their Iforiiew coverage): Pristine
Condinon vt musical  potes
painted aronnd Ber eyesky; suihoress
Vrancwe Schwartss Columbia artia
Jimmie  Spheetiy (e ww  pigk
Flomimgos 1out B0es in New York
and  was colatie B mecting  he

Pant, pant.

Al regulars Kim Fowley and
Rodney Bingenheimer, of course
{Rodney was in a brand new jcket,
so you kmow this was a big one -
Rodney mever buys new clothes)
From the media: Lew lrwin, Earl
Leaf, Elliott Mintz & Julian Wasser.
Melissa McCarty was there, looking
fine in denim and a shenfl’s badge;
Rick Munoz.

Expected but  absent (with
completely forgivable mitigating
circumstances): Lee Childers, with
Wayne County (!} in tow, who
ended up sitting in their plane on a
New York runway for five hours
after rushang dcross Munhatten 1o
catch the beastly bird (Mainman,
which dropped the Stooges from its
artist roster a week or o ago, didn't
fare well at afl thar night, what with
their Susie. Haha being denied
admittance to la Whisky): and
Chudia Lennear, who hed promised
up to the kst to pop out of the
six-foot cake (artfully decoruted by
Mr. Griffith Parke) with machine
gun in hand, unsble 1o uttend
because of rehearsal exhaustion. A
game Ms Clemente subbed for her,
but by that time it wus temnibly
anticlimactic.

Surprise puest of the evening was
the new  president of the shaky
Columbia Records empire, Goddard
Leiberson,  who  scemed 1o be
enjoying himself, 1o the consderable
surprise of all. He enjoyed his drinks
and his chats with Kim Fowley und
Monica Medicval, 1o be sure, but he
didn’t enjoy some of ace photog
Richard Creamer's  agpressive
shutterbusging. Goddurd had him
thrown out, and now Richard s
fuming.

It was the kst day of spring. the
hottest  June  day in lustory, 4
Cockelles reuniin. 4 teenage
school's out  celebration, &
testimonial  for  the  incemparable
Raw  Power boys (whine Whisky
opening way  the  hodtest  since
Sylvester and the Hot and's puny
last  year),  the  HBonbom'  firsg
large-scale, non-concvepiual

I'UNction = 1n short, a multe-faceted
smash. Lisa’s heartiest  Hollywood
congratulations 1o all concerned.

The next night though, my loves,
was the other side of the tinsel cuin,
4 brutal and disastrous eveming at
both ends of town, What must poor
Wayne Coumty think of Hollywood
on this his first visit, with Leee
petting thrown out of the Stooges’
dressing room  followed by tha
ghastly scene up ut the Mainman
house, a Slperson drunken bit of
sponianeily that resulied in broken
glass, cut feet and a suicide attempt
As we wid carlier, there's a shorn
fuse on the Hollvwood powder kep.
And the same nght, Asylu
Records threw a  party for
Eagles, on the beach, and the
missing caterer was by far the leaw
of the problems. The presence of
Pristine Condition, Kathy
MacDonald (who was reallv giving it
when she vocahized with  the
strolling mariachis). Goldie. Wendy
and Damel, two Bonbons and thewr
crowd on one side, and those awful,
macho Laurel Canyon creatures on
the other was bound to erupt into
something less than pleasant. And w0
while a beloved, world-renowned
singer-songwriter played callgisl
the sand under the lifeguard tower.
scuffles were breaking oul chaser =
the beach house,

It really got hot snd hesy at
departure time — Priow’s makeup
man was slugged 1n the Jace, and
then three other guests were badly
stomped and chased by three brutes
un tihe deserted Coase Fihway afies
Jovially  relling  the  gssalamis. in
answer (o the latters” requept, tha
no, they didn’t have any cocaine 1o
offer them. Lis, lividly indiznant a1
the moment, docs wish that Mr
Getfen would be mure carelul shou
whom he lets into  thew W
He'd better. or things wall pet rea
nasty, o no une’s benetit

As Speedy Keen, who this month
made: his  first visit o the
Hollywood he captured sv well on
the Thunderclap  Newmon  albun,
wrote and sang: “There's wonerhing
in the air.” And, my desrs, it's moa
all good.

uld vou put us in vour migeazine if we wore dresses
wubscriprion will he awarded ro afl who correet

" That was the question amd we rose to the chalfemge. A free
guess the wenticy of this famous group. Send vour cntrics to The Name

Game, Box Z, 5824 Bery Wav, W, Hollvwood, CA, WIS Void where prohibited v low or refigion,

By RICHARD CUSKELLY

Herald-Examiner Staff W L

The girl who was supposed
to jump out of the birthday
cake called an hour before the
party began. la say she
couldn't make i1l Rul every-
body else showed up

Lance Loud. his sister Dol
lah and hrother Kevin (three
young members of public TV's
"“An American Familv"') came
down from Santa Barbara.

Divine and ilda  Ghtter,
wn of the most reknowned
male actresses of our day,
were there dressed in fifties
har-girl dresses,

Rodney Hingenheimer was
there tnn, plaving huggy-Kissy
by the pool with a preity
¥aung thing who probably fre-
quents his tesnybopper
club on Sunset.

Some anonvmous girl tnk
off all her clothes and dived
intn the swimming pool. Xo
bodv paid much attention

The necasion” The return of
rockstar Igey Pop ireal name
James Osterberg, Jr ) 1o los
Anieles for a brief stay a1 the
Whiskev. A pre-party perform.
ance with v and  the
Stooges  an allendance  Was
held at the Contmental Hvaty
House and histed by Lo Pent
Ron Bon and Columbia Re-
cnrds

When the party broke up
and the show itself actually
gol poing at around 11, every-
body’'s sequins were drooping,
and vesterday's clothes were
beminmng o Inok like the day
bufure vesterda

Bul lguy didn’t let anyhody
down as he leaped across the
stage harechested singing
about “Haw Power™ and a lot
nf other unprintable subjects,
There was a ot of rnble with
nerophions
one of themy fadled b Loy
paced the stage liked a cagid
tiger. He never did spring. but
the danger was clear and pro-
sent. That's why evervbody
canme.

His musie? Well, it's as
free-floating and anarchic as
ever. Nol ds good as David
Bowie's or Lou Reeds  of
coursy. bul jusl ds raucous
and nearly as much fun,

See  Liza  Minneln™  Divine
decadence s more than paint-
g your fingernails green.

T
Loy [Fotita
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PARTY
Up in Xanadu The Diamonds Fell Like Rain: Well, it wasn't exactly "'Citizen
ane”, but photogropher/Bowie publicist Leee Black Childers party for visit-
ing Cherry Vanilla and the Stooges still has Hollywood talking. Even though
no one threw anyone in the pool, Torreyson Drive won't ever be the same!

Our lensman Richard Creamer cap- —L.A.'s latest dragrock sensation—in a
tures writer Richard Cromelin, with serious moment. (Photo by Richard
Jerri and Bobbi of Les Petits Bon Bons  Creamer)

The results of our latest
contest have been, as usual,
educational and highly
amusing. You’ll recall we
offered a free subscription
to all who could identify
the- three arresting drag
queens atop April's letter
page. Herewith one of the
39 winning entries,
followed by a tabulation of
the incorrect guesses:

The Les Petites Bon Bons are a
group of Gay Life artists who live
and play in and around Milwaukee
and Hollywood. The future sees
them in New York, but then, the
future sces them in many, many
places. What counts is where they are
not. So far there are seven Bon Bons,
all of which are gay males. They ure
loving, imaginative, carefree and
childlike. The Bon Bons aim fo be a
walking exhibition. Out of the
closet-galleries-and into the streets.

Bobi lives in Laurel Canyon, he
moved there from Milwaukee, in
December. He has a really fabulous
wardrobe, most of which, he so
skillfully made look its best with a
few rhinestones here and some
threatening studs there. You can't
miss Bobi with his naturally blond
ringlettes (like little Shirley Temple),
but hes always changing his look,
with wigs and turbans to hide his
curls.

Jeri has very distinctive high
cheekbones; and he just recently cut
his hair, close to his head, short, it's
like black velvet. He was raised, like
me, very Roman Catholic. He loves

to take long walks in the park and
watch little boys play. If you ask Jeri
what kind of boys he likes he'll tell
you “"PUNKS are just heaven!"

If you're an interesting person (to
the Bon Bons) you can bet your
snakeskin boots you'll be receiving a
package of assorted goodies from
them.

LOU — Who does he think he is, Burt Reynolds? . . . Are

‘What else can I say sbout the Bon
Bons except: “"Boy they're Terrific!”
Signed with Loving Kisses

Miss Patti Clemente

New Orleans, Louisiana

Grand Funk Rallroad S 103

David Bowls & Friend:
Romﬁ slonu aaE

The Faces .....

Lou Reed & Fﬂnﬂds
Led Zeppelin . . .
Jethro Tull . ..voes
g0y Pop & Friends .

Jefferson A
T—Rex ....
Faith .....
Todd Rundgren ...
Fleetwood Mac
The Beatles . .
Matt the Hoop!

Uriah Heep ...
Emaerson, Lm&i'llmv Praeaa
LESPETITESBONBONS .....
Deep Purple . -
The Move . .
Allman Bros.
Moody Blues .
Argent . ....
Tratfle ...

Flash ...ucevuns snae20
AMMIEE ... cvianannnnans 17
Dr. Hook & The Medicine Show .17
Leon Russell & Friends ,...... 17
Beck, Bogert & Appjge . ...... 16
BlueOyster Cult . .. ......... 1%

Eagles. ....

New Riders of the Purple Saga . .12
Micky Hopkins & Friends . .. ... ln
Siverhead . . ..
Spooky Tooth .

Rick Wakeman . -7
JOANBaRZ s .siesraviacaena 5
Doubl-Bnot... srersaab

Rory Gallagher

-6
-6
Shady Lady -5
ThweeDogMNight . .. .......... 4
Black Oak Arkansas . ......... 3
Mike Saunders, Lester
Bangs & Richard Cromelin ...... 1
Marunne Faitnful, Jackie
Dusty i §
I.-s. Rococo, Lady Bangla

Boom & Richard Cromelin ......1
Cherry Vanilla, Les

Childers & Rodney Bingenneimer .1
John Prine, Steve

Goodman & Sheily Fabares ..... 1
Del Shannon, Bobby
Vee & Brian Hyland

Les Michaels ........ .

Johnny Mathis, Jim

Mabors & Rock Hudson . ....... 1
JohnDenver .. .......c000004 1
WAR .« oais i

Jim Croce, Steve
Goodman & Don McLsan
Carole King, Lou Adier . .
James Taylor, Robart
Taylor & Zachary Taylor ....... 1
Donna Fargo, Charlie

Rich & Rick Wakeman . ........l
Herb Alpert, Jose

Jiminez - & JuliusWechter .. ... 1
Peggy Lee, Rhonda

Flemming & Bette Davis . ......
Rick Wakeman, Ray
Davies& LouReed . ..........
M. Cer! G. Shaw, M. Owen :

(To Betty) Why don't YOU open it. (To Susan) Just tell me

you finished, Jim? REPORTER — No. I'll be finished when
the Chinese acrobats are. LOU — I can't stand them.
REPORTER — You said that already. LOU — He's putting
another chair on his head. REPORTER — He's going all the
way up into the ceiling in a minute and swing from the
rafters. (The phone rings again.) BETTY — Hello? . . .
With a Bon-Bon package? Where are you? . . . (ToLou) It's
Susan Pyle with a Bon-Bon package. DENNIS — Ask her if
she has any dope. BETTY — Oh, yeah . . . uh . . . Listen,
do you hnve anylhmg other than a Bon-Bon package"

> on-Ben package.

| als
a Bon- Bon package"BE.‘i‘l’Y—me Les Petits Bon-Bons.
DENNIS — Oh, FUCK. I don't even want to answer the
door. LOU — I'm going to, I'm gonna meet Ruby
Rhinestone. BETTY — I'll answer the door. LOU — This is
my, these are my people. BETTY — Hah! Miss Pyle.
DENNIS — She your people? REPORTER — She SURE is.
LOU — Fuckin' cunt! REPORTER — Could I have some
more of your scotch? LOU — You can have as muchas. . .
you'd be happy with. There's also ice.

SUSAN — Hi. BETTY — Susan . . . DENNIS — Wait,
wait, wait . . . You forgot your glasses. SUSAN — That's
what I was wondering: How I got home last night. DENNIS
— We were wondering also how you got home. SUSAN — I
was totally wiped. 1 don't even remember when —. LOU —
Susan, did you bring something that’s usable? BETTY —
No, I already asked her. SUSAN — No, but 1 have scouts
out, and I'll know tomorrow. SUSAN — I'm parked in the
red zone. (To Photographer) Are you Jim Martin? DENNIS
— Where IS Jim Martin? REPORTER — (From
Bathroom ) I'm getting some water. DENNIS — Oh. LOU —

c C

O mm T

who gave it to you? SUSAN — Jerry, uh, Bon-Bon . . . LOU
— Oh, it's a present from Les Petits Bon-Bon. SUSAN —
Yes, of course. LOU — Want to go to the Stampede? . . .
Oh, look at this! . . . OH. . . BETTY — That took a LOT of
work. SUSAN — I have one, too. LOU — God, he did the
whole book! SUSAN — They only do it for people they love.
REPORTER (Sotto voce) They only come out at night.
BETTY — What? REPORTER — They only come out at
night .. . Isn't that a great album title? . .. Are you
married to him? BETTY — Yes . . . You mean, you'd
never know? REPORTER — No, no. I saw your picture in
“Inter/View" but I just didn't recognize you, because
photos don't exactly —. BETTY — That was a very bad
picture. REPORTER — Photos don't mean the same thing.
BETTY — No, they don't. SUSAN — Jim? REPORTER —
Yeah? BETTY — How come [ haven't spoken to you in such
a long lime? REPORTER — I don’t know. SUSAN — I was
going to call you up last week, but . . . I don't know if it's
safe to leave messages there !nr you anymore. REPOR-

Np, not there. I 't just g.by now
n B iter, gl @
ely. OU have fa cated as

MINE . . SUSAN — Look at this, Lstltuusmce'f LOU —
It's all so camp . What's THAT? They made that
themselves. Oh, ﬂ'lal.'s when I put on my nail polish.
DENNIS — When you were in the park? LOU — The
English were a bit appalled . . . Oh; this is great. They put a
lot of work into this . .. It’s STILL Jerry Bon-Bon; I
haven't met any of the OTHER Bon-Bons. SUSAN —
Bobby's . . . Bobby's out here, toe. BETTY — Jerry Bon-
Bon Bon. SUSAN — (To Reporter) Rich Cromelin was with
them tonight. I had to make the pickup, and I happened to
runinto them . . .




HOLLYWOOD

Bushed. Wiped out Time to
unwind. Such a month, dears,
enough to make you believe in
Hollywood again after that
three-month vacation she took.

David Bowie sailed off into the
sunsel yesterday on the Oronsay,
and dear David was a tad infuriated
when he saw the size of the cabin
they'd given him. Just bvid they tell
us. But he'll be moving into a suite
Friday when they get to Vancouver
and the crotchety occupants
depart. 1 don't kmow what their
problem is; I'd give up my room for
David any time..Then to Japan!
Don't you think RCA should have
chartered the ship (it's a teensy
one, only 28,000 tons) and sent us
all along with him? After all, Japan
is going to be the real center of
things before long, and with Kansai
turning out those incredible clothes
in Tokyo, Paris has just about had
it

Are you tired of David gossip,
love? If 1 don’t hear from you I
can't know, so [ won't stop till you
tell me. He is = happening, you
know, Well, Lisa will tell all -
almost (we do have to preserve
some vestige of persomal secrecy.
Don't we?) He popped into the
Rainbow for dinner a couple of
times, but then got attacked in that
tacky private club upstairs. He
caught Liza Minnelli (whose show
was a grand birthday fizzle) at the
Music Center (and was so taken
with the Dorothy Chandler Pavilion
thal Wwe wouldn't be surpnsed o
see his promised fall extravanganza
take place right there), attended a
screening of The Last Tango in
Paris at Goldwyn Studios, had
dinner with Ringo Starr and Klaus
Voorman (and don't you think all
this neo-Beatlemania is slightly
undignified and just a little late —
like maybe ten years?), talked with
some film people (despite prevailing
rumors, it's mot poing to be
Stranger in a Strange Land; much
hotter than that, and I wish I could
tell you more), wrote some music,
had dinner with Bette Midler and
Claudia Linnear, then caught
Bette’s show back at the Music
Center (he said it was "Fabulous —
fe-Hb.."” That it was).

And his affiliates: Mick Ronson

apprehensions. But we can’t deny
that the gendarmes are keeping a
watchful eye on the place, so by all
means if you're in Los Angeles
make the scene, but do be cool.

And Angela Bowie, a star in her
own right, Rh“:d in from Motor
City many hours late, leaving her
outlandish welcoming crew without
anyone to receive and rendering
Angie escortless to her hubby's
Long Beach Arena show, But she
made it, by taxi, posed for
papparazzi out front, and
dominated the intermission
madness in the lobby. It wasin and
out for Angie, who flew home
immediately after the Palladium
show to check up on litile Zowie
and look for a Bowie domicile
closer to the heart of London. A
short, sweet visit, and she was a
grand lady every minute.

We mentioned Leee Childers
party last time, in brief(s). It was
the hotrest, dears. Definitely the
‘highlight of the season. (Leee's hair
has been fabulous lately — three
days running it went from white to
gur-metal grey and back to gold).
Besides the Stooges, who live at the
house, we saw the heaven John
Lazar, whom you'll remember as
the depraved Z-Man in the all-time
classic Beyond the Valley of the
Dolls (no connection with the New
York Dolls), the divine Miss Dee
Lux, the surviving G.T.O.'s, John
Cale, Peter Allen, Lisa Robinson,
Inter/View's Susan Pile, a
repatriated Kim Fowley, Diane
Gardiner, photog par excellence
Sam Emerson (who latched on to
Les Petites BonBons and ended up
shooting some stunning nhotos of
them in the studio), as well as the
most illustrions of the Hollywood
press, headed by the incomparable
Sharon Lawrence.

Guest of honor, of course, was
Cherry Vanilla, whose presence in
town brightened things to no end.
Hope you caught some of her radio
interviews, which were fabulous.
We were listening when Sable and
Laurie, currently Hollywood's
front-running groupies (actually,
we're all groupies, as Cherry so
rightly says) phoned a station and
screamed a welcome to Hollywood
to the BonBons? They're so sweel.

In Hollywdodeeverpone knows Jerri
and Bobbi Bon Bon of Les Petits Bon
Bons. Soon to be featured in a major
motion picture, Les Bon Bons may be
coming to your town soon!! (Photo by
Richard Creamer)

America party at the Rainbow, first
that Lou was in town, then that he
was right there in the restaurant!
Can you imagine? Some people will
believe anything, won't they?

Thanks to all who endeavored to
identify Lou’s Sugar Plum Fairy
in our Win A Dream Date With
The Bonbons Contest (and now
that four more of Les Petites have
joined Jeri and Boby in
Hollywood—they've settled in a
hillside pagoda in Highland Park,
where baboons run wild in the
streets-that should be quite some
weekend), but as of this writing
no one has plucked the proper
Plum. So I guess we'll just keep it
going for a while longer, and to
help you out (it & a toughie),
please eliminate the following, all
of which were submitted with
gratifying enthusiasm if not
always much thought: Joe
Dallesandro; Candy Darling; Holly
Woodlawn (they all have their
own verses, dears); Syd Barrett;

Rodney Bingenheimer; Lance R

Loud; Andy Warhol; Wayne .

County; Sylvester; Dora Rococa m

(really!);” Ultra Violet; Ray HOI. OD
Davies; John Cale; Nico; Bob A big Hollywood welcome to

g;:::::r:w:n:ﬂ: Szi;l:l Bobi BonBon, another new resident of
Bowie: Bob:s Pombon: Bis Laurel Canyon. Meantime we're
Rococo (how very flattering, but distressed to report that Mark BonBon
as wrong as all the above). Keep was arrested again, this time in London,
at it. Someone’s bound to hit the after he OD'd and started smashing the

Fairy on the head soon. hotel’s windows. They even had the fire

Lisw Rocoen department out in front,
HERE)
% . NOT TRANSFERABLE
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to board your vessel on (date) :
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and Woody Wood y kept
pretty much out of sight, but that
. darling Trevor Bolder (someone
said he looks like one of the Seven
dwarves, which is o true) propped
up here and there, pinballing at
Rodney's (Rodney Bingenheimer's
English disco-Sunset-Strip) eating at
Denny’s down the streel
Speaking of Rodney's, things
are going along just fine there,
contrary to last month's

olis pds&;

A lly, Chuckie BonB who'd
flown in for David's concerls, was
already on his way home, where a
full-scale press conference was
scheduled. He wrote a song about
Sable on the plane, and I'm just
dying to hear it. And speaking of
BonBons, do check out the March
jssue of Inter/View and see what
Lou Reed had o say about his gig
in Milwaukee, And speaking of
Lou, rumors were flying all uver the
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David Doll was sighted high in
the seats at Ellon John's
Hollywood Bowl show, and once
again, Elton provides Lisa with
gobs of material. Reg adores
parties, and so there was another,
this time at the Roxy (finally!),
Elton’s personally supervised
guest list included Martha Reeves

{in head-to-toe denim), Pegpy |

Lee, Dyan Cannon, Elizabeth

8 Ashley, Bruce Johnston, Carlyll

§ Simon and James Taylor (his hair

wus dirty), Robbie Robertson,

| Lynde, May Britt, former|

“rocol Harum guitarist Dave Ball,

bie Gray, Linda Lovelace {who)

oduced Elton at the Bowl)

nd Terry Melcher. Doug Weston
vas checking out

competition, and Lou Adler was

sneaking friends in through

mysterious back exits, even[f

though he'd insisted earlier tha

David Doll was sighted high in
the seats at Elion John's
Hollywood Bowl show, and once
again, Elton provides Lisa with
gobs of material. Reg adores
parties, and so there was another,
this time at the Roxy (finally!).
Elton's personally supervised
guest list included Martha Reeves
(in head-to-toe denim), Peggy
Lee, Dyan Cannon, Elizabein
Ashley, Bruce Johnston, Carly
|Simon and James Taylor (his hair
!was dirty), Robbie Roberison,
Paul Lynde, May Britt, former
Procol Harum guitarist Dave Ball,
| Dobie Gray, Linda Lovelace (who

, introduced Elton at the Bowl)
and Terry Meicher. Doug Weston
was checking out

vl competition, and Lou Adler was

sneaking friends in
mysterious back exits, even
though he'd insisted® earlier that

the list be trimmed lest the fire
marshals shut the place down.

S

BE

Jeri and

I(above) descended on Paul Lynde, with w
hom we exchanged guips tricks and insult
g8, hats and harangues- it was heaven!h

y Standard 0if

The rainbow pianos r|—
nn Margaret & her hairdre|..

eleasing white doves etc, looked great f

rom our 3rd row box courtes

1(in front of A

I got guite drunk late

sser even)and the complementary wine was

a perfect touch.
r at the party, and was really at my obn

Dear Elton- Thanx so much for one of the
best concert/party evenings Hollywood's

oxious best when Kathy Heller,

seen in some time..




THE PORN PROJECT: BB 'POSTCARD
e T e L R

The Porn Project was 2 piece consisting of 20 sets of five cards, each
with a different collage and body quote, sent out separately on five
consecutive days; conceptually, the cards would arrive at their destin-
ations in the same sequence. In several confirmed cases, this actually
occured., Recipients were people culled from our regular mailing 1iat,
Wayne County, General Idea, Jackie Curtis, Lou Reed, Buddy & Mathew of
Glendale, Andy Warhol and Taylor Mead, among them, The quotes were:

1) Originally everything was one body; it is again.

2) I sing the body ecclectic

3) The body to be realized is the uni/verse as one perfect wo /man

4) The eternal body of man is the imagination

5) Is this my body?

This project was also the subject of a radio interview with Lew Irwin on
his syndicated "Earth News" program, one of several on various Bonbon
gestures.
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American Graffiti, Barrio Style

To Mackenzie Phillips, aka Laurie Phillips, dau-
ghter of the Momas and Popas and a neophyte star-
let in her own right since her role in that Super
Pastiche of the white '60's, American Graffiti...

A fellow Rodneyite (before moving up to the silver
screen) since she was 13, she insisted we see her
premier — little did we know as we borded the limo
in front of the club on Sunset what we were about
to see, or what would become of it... "Just another
'Commercial Success,' I guess.," With light slicing
the sky, Lance Loud and even Wayne County flown in
from New York, it was indeed tantamount to the Lo-
cust Poem, and thus a fitting farewell to the Glory
That Was Bonbons,.. "The next morning they woke up
on their way home, young boys with quite an adven-

| ture behind them." -Log Book, The Grand Tore of '73
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The ornate. marble-floored Chelsea
Hotel on Manhattan's West 23rd Street,
with its famous wrought-iron balconies
and traditionally tolerant management,
has been a hip haven for writers. art-
15ts and musicians since it opened its
doors in 1884, The antics and accom-
plishments of its guesis—celebrated.
obscure or hovering somewhere between
—have become a part of New York
City'sartistic lore. and so has the eleven-
story Chelsea itself. Its fading elegance
was saved from destruction when it was
designated an official city landmark in
1966

Fabled residents have included writ-
ers like Mark Twain and O. Henry,
Thomas Wolfe and Dylan Thomas. To-
day the Chelsea is the permanent do-
main of Composer Virgil Thomson, the
spot that Playwright Arthur Miller
chooses 1o stay at when he is in town
opening & mew play. and the regular
New York stopover for a host of lu-
minaries from the world of art. music.
film and fiction. who. along with its doz-
ens of regular residents. prefer the funky,
faded chic of the Chelsea to more con-
temporary quarters uptown. Perennial
Chelsea guests include the entire Fon-
da clan. Di r John Houseman and
Actors Al Pacino and Timothy Bot-
toms. Boasts the hotel's managing di-
rector. Stanley Bard: It is the greatest
assemblage of creative people under one
roof in the world.”

In recent months. however, the
Chelsea has also become an occasional
hangout for a seedier brand of clientele
— prostitutes, pimps and gamblers—and
last week their high jinks snared some

Rip-Off at the Chelsea

surprised Chelsea guests in an ugly rape-
and-robbery incident. A third-floor
room was serving as an all-night gam-
bling den. with sex available as an added
lure. At least 13 men and women, some
of them registered guests. made their
way o room 330 for the night's gam-
bol. Around 7 a.m. Sunday. two men
crashed the party at gunpoint. The pair
made the partygoers strip and stole their

MANHATTAN'S CHELSEA HOTEL

money, watches and jewelry. As a vi-
cious finale. they raped one of Lhe
women. The two men then locked the
victims into the room’s closets and bath-
room, and fled.

Outlandish Geings-On. The
trapped guests broke out a few min-
utes later and telephoned the manage-
ment, which quickly summoned police.
The officers interviewed victims an
members of the hotel sta 5
around 9 a.m. narrowed the possiole
suspects to Aaron Legrand and Ed-
ward Steadley, who had checked into
their first-floor room two days before.
A policeman dressed as a bellboy went
up to their room with the bill, and
when one of the pair opened the door
part way and asked him to slide it
under the door, the officer, backed up
by two other armed policemen, broke
in and arrested the two men. They
were later charged with robbery, rape,
unlawful imprisonment and other
crimes. Police confiscated $1.881 in cash
from the room and a haul that in-
cluded several watches and rings

Is the heist likely to hurt the Chel-
sea’s zany reputation? Hardly, say its
most seasoned guests, who for years
have known how (o blink at outlandish
goings-on at the Chelsea. "The inci-
dent just gives the place a little pep,”
observed Composer George Kleinsinger,
a 17-year resident. “The Chelsea is still
a very personal place, and [ like it for
that,” says Playwright Miller, who lived
there from 1965 to 1972. “It has big.
quiet rooms. Some of them,” he adds
with an indulgent smile. “need paint-
ing, of course.”

P

MADHATTAN
The Grand Tore Of ‘74

now presenting

“HOLLYWOOD BONS-
BONS ON THE STREETS
OF NUDE YORK”

May 25 =31



PREVIEW

WITH

PICTURES:
“EARTHQUAKE”

It wasn't until fall, some months after their return to Los Ang-
eles, that it was obvious the PBaby Bonbon was dead... Of Nztural
Causes, of course. The neuro/geo/logical disaster zones, the
faults, the fzlse, the myth and the by-myth-taken, desolate vista
of a vattleszround where Culture vs. Nature (below). "I keep
straining my ears to hear a sound, maybe someone is digging under-
ground." Or changing the channels, rearranging the landscape, Tre-
defining the realm to see who survives, "While I was a Bonbon I
saw a seemingly seamless cloak of identity, without beginning or
end. But as I traced the shape of the image in life it sought its
inherent dimensions and subsided, leaving darker dramas to be
dealt with. We probed the crumbling wastes of our histories for

B¥LOW: The Bonbons bid a fond farewell to Mott the Hoople at a wake
held in their honor at the Continental Hyatt House on the Sunset
Strip in Los Angeles. The rock band was pursuaded to sing an a cap-
pella rendition of "Sucker". Left to right:Greg Jeresek, Boby and
Jerry Bonbon, Ian Hunter.

signs of Life: the Pain which Passeth 411 Understanding, evidence
of Love Gone Bad. ‘hat we found was Pashion Fascism, a note of
Nazi nostalgia tuning up with Futurism circa '84 in the Tremor of
the Times. Dying Gods the Fathers snarl their last commands from
swaying monoliths, debris-strewn alleys, and pickup trucks with
gun racks; I survey the scars of their reflections as they fester
in the vast scope of my experience, commands and shower rooms,
husky shirtless hitchhikin' drifter in headlights blaze one night
near San Jose, black leather jacket of a boy in 4th grade, smirk-
ing tattooed carney, scrawls in a truckstop john, Albuquerque N.M.,
army stories... With a snappy salute & a crisp "Yessir!" I em-
brace the vanishing essence that lies at the surface of obsolete
culture like so many fashion notes." Exploring the cult of mass-
culinity in camuflage among its most ardent adherents, the artist
as arbitrator of Fashion Fascism finds it all FASHION: FETISH!
Love Among The Ruins.
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THE HUNTER GETS CAPTURED BY THE GAME

Everyday things change, and the world puts on a
new face;

Certain things rearrange, and this old world
seems 1like a new place- oh yeazah...

Secretly I been trailin' you, like a fox that
preys on a rabbit...

I had to get you and so I knew I had to learn
your ways and habits.

You were the catch that I was after,

But I looked up and I was in your arms & I knew
I had been captured.

Everyday things change, and some old ideas give
way to some new;

Some new ideas are strange-like the new idea of
me bein' caught by you- oh yeah...

I had laid such a tender trap, hoping you might
fall into it-

But love hit me, like a sudden slap- one kiss,
and then I knew it.

My plan didn't work out like I thought, cause I
had laid my trap for you-

But it looks like I got caught!

what's this old world comin' to, things just
ain't the same,
Anytime the hunter gets captured by the game.

-Smokey Bill Robinson,
As sung by The Marvelettes

PHOTO BY SUZAN CARSON




"But Love has pitched his mansion
in the place of excrement."
-Wm, Butler Yeats

"Put down the mighty from their
seats and exhalt them of low de-
gree, Every throne a toilet seat
& every toilet seat a throne., The
distinction between the sublime &
the vulgar is swallowed up in sym-
bolism... the way up is the way
down..."

-N.C.Brown
In my Fathers mansion are many
rooms, and playing the part of
Culture he kept us each in our
own for quite some time. Now that
daddy's obsolete the kids have
the run of the house, pulling
tnings out of drawers and closets,
mimicing stances in this role &
that, Unbridaled egotism, ulti-
mate taboo, is to dare to see the
whole Idea-Palace-0f-My-Dreams,
study its architecture, divine
its mystery. The forbidden is
the most fun at first, until it's
diffused and de-fused, & we are
left at last with the full spec-
trum of tastes to color our
lives in balanced beauty. From
the media mirror held in high fa-
cade a reverse image flickers in
low profile across the horizon:

'
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THE FILTHIEST PEOPLE
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FETISH

I

Playing The Part Of The Man as a
Hells Anal- the essentially rough
and dirty character of masculine
mythology and the mind-field of
fetish in residence. In reflec-
tion it was only Natural, as form
follows fiction, to expose this
nether realm where mute taboo and
unrecorded ritual meet reality as
residue of the Reign of Men., It
has all the cachet of the no-long-
er-functional, all the studied
mannerism of ultimate chic, all
the fashion-conciousness of haute
couture, and all the exclusivity
of The 600. So fashion-rite in an
era of Downward Mobility to focus
on Man as Loser, The Hunter Cap-
tured By The Game, the outcast
"Born To Raise Hell" who can no
longer deny the subliminal appeal
of his own image, now that the de-
vils work has been done, Time to
return to the pool of Narcissus %
become a conceit, And where could
one become conceited more easily,
poolside, than L.,A.? The indigen-
ous arrogance heated up under a
hot sun with the seething rangy
aggression of the 0ld West pistol
packer shocked to find himself at
the end of the pioneer trail. He
feels like a trapped animal...what
does he do? Me's beside himself,,.

FETISH



We now have them!
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These Men Are Not for Marrying

DEAR ABBY:I just read
the letter from the man
who likes to wear ladies'
lingerie and claims to be
Fall man®

My husband was one of
those. He, too, served
with the Marines, during
which time he was sexnal-
1y involved with an ex-
Green Beret. I finally had
a private detective get pics
tures of the two of them

together, which was all the
évidence 1 needed His
boyfriend was the father
of four, and I was preg-
nant with my fifth at the
time.

We are divorced mow
and mnobody can under-]
stand why I left a hand-
some, 6-foot, 210-pound,
masculme-!oo‘king man
who.was "good” to me and
the Kids and who. had &

vleasant, easy-going per-
sonality.

Abby, please warn other
‘women that men who like

. DEAR BEEN: Men who
get their kicks from dress-
ing in women's ature are
transvestites. Some are
bisexual, some are ho-
mosexual, and some, stran-
gely enough, are strictly
‘heterosexual. And unless a
woman ¢an go along with
it (which takes a very un-
derstanding woman),
these men are not for mar-

SCENE...

"I never bothered with that scene back home but there sure are some good
lookin' dudes out here.,"
=4 youthful houseguest who also claimed to be
'all man'.
"California cock is best."
=truckstop john wall, Albuquerque, New Mexico

Los Angeles, California
! July 30th, 1974
Dear Departed BonBon,

Standing on the shaky ground of the crumbling edge of culture, sum-
T in Los Angeles seems to force the city's diverse Ultimates into even
They say "In LA there's a lotta Hot Stuff runnin' a-
Tound,.." and there is, the best of what culture ie advertising has been

—

moere exotic bloom.




...INOT MENTIONED in guide

honning and defining ever since it discovered sex and the subliminal....
I mean it's here these gods of the Sacred Stance have come to be borm, %
they puncuate the social landscape aspiring in a blast of Ultimate Style
to the High Art of car, booze and cigaret ads. The L%M man liveth in La-
guna, need I say more? His billboard campaign will Play Itself in LA and
California exclusively, to a very pointed audience, All these local art-
istes have done everything to realize my research in culture's last stand,
The Ways and Habits of the American Macho, in lurid local color. Facing
the mirror with hindsight foremost in mind, I have adjusted my stance to
the last detail... the hair is all cut off of course, standard proceedure
in most rituals of manhood; a mustache & beard where none had ever grown

books to Boulevard s,y

Hollywood

before, crisply defined muscles glistening in hot bronze tan and oil from
10 months of 2 hr. workouts, work boots, wool sox & rolled-up button fly
jeans- no belt, top & bottom buttons open in the most Preferred Causal sty-
le... thick black leather watchband & sleeveless T-shirts with with room
fer that bicep bulge or red/black piaid flannel shirt, sleeves rolled, op-
en front exposing smooth swelling pecs & tight abdominals rippling down in
symmetry, or no shirt at all. Inherent restraint allows for only one small
silver ring. ZXyes are a stretch of silver mirrors that scan the shifting
shiftless landscape for a prey to reflect on til we ignite and consume our
masques, light-on, man, the Last Tangle and Perish! Here I refer to my co-
py of JJ Baylin's Treatise On Gorgeousness, where he asks "Shall we admit,




then, as did the sensual careerist who stated that 'you are only as gorge-
ous as those with whom you make it.' that the Gorgeous shall always seek
out and ultimately find the other gorgeous'?" I think we should and learn-
ing ways and habits there are 2 ways this is done, via co-workers, buddies/
unusual situations, for those who feel they have time to wait; or through
the instant plug-in video image of (Café Society, the seamy seem and be
seen scene, the streets alleys parks bars and cars of LA. They come here
'cause they hear it happens here and because they do it does. As a cult-
ure it defies the commonly accepted code that two things cannot occupy the
same space at the same time, the fetishes being largely invisible, real
only to those who court it. But when you come in and some dude sez "Open
yer dirty fuckin' mouth man and tell me what you want!" you know you're on
the trail... And so, with personna in place, I finally got an interview
with Jose, bus driver, biker, body builder, mechanic, perhaps (% widely
considered to be) the most consumate performance artist on the scene (and
there aren't many, as the eyes adjust in the darkness as to night vision,
who really refine and define the sensibility...). He's maybe 24, had his
first orgasm during a high school wrestling match and it was lifestyle at
first sight. He does things like work on his bike all day & go on that
night in grease-smeared T-shirt, stand under a convenient ceiling spot-
light and start feeling his arms, let beer run out of his mouth, down his
chin to soak his shirt as he laves it in & then rips the shirt off his
chest s0 he can feel his pecs, for the entertainment of whoever cares to
watch... Tho he is sometimes criticized for his self-indulgence, with his
impececable body (couresty Gold's gym, thankyew) and costumes can it be

yet smart t/arngj crowd its doors daily

anything but envy? And he's democratic, I mean he'll let anyone have a
look or feel tho private sessions remain difficult to come by. He says
he likes to go in & heat a place up, be its center of temptation, and so
is also into heat imagery, a gas jet fireplace he turns to a roar to sit
beside while he runs through a few hours of his exhibit... which is never
less than that, and can sometimes run to several days. Then there's Tom,
ex-carpenter, ex-gas station attendant, fringe Hell's Angel Harley rider
% pickup truck driver (very authentique), who is the first person I can
remember ever asking me to shoot a game of pool... He's the perfect long
lean lewd dude in greasy jeans % boots, sleeveless levi jacket with Har-
ley patech =zcross the shoulders (which he wants to tattoo there), exposing




arm tattoos and leather wristbands, long dark straight greased hair
thrown back from long angular face with full black beard growing in and
piercing black eyes squinting against the smoke from the cigaret clamped
in his lips as he shoots his turn at the pool table. He has more recent-
ly graduated to bartender at some of the more esoteric watering spots,
and is the only number in LA who can really get away with wearing a hard-
hat out for the evening,.. Such a fashion edict may sound arbitrary,but
by the blast of clarity with which it slices through amorphous expecta-

tion and acutely defines it at a glance, there can be no doubt. Ny sub-
jects have been selected with the same critical "I" that crafted my own
facade from the trash-heap of culture, alluring aspects more apparent as
their functions grow obsolete. From there on it's mutual admiration and
testimonials, yer a fuckin beautiful man, man, they say but it takes one
to know one, you know. Uniform dressup is on the rise, from the occasi-

onal combat outfit, down to welder's caps or heavy leather tool belts of
the often obliging telephone repair man... The most startling are the po-
lice uniform fetishists, the policemen out of uniform and lookin' fer a
stud buddy, and the police in uniforms looking for someone to bust, the
shattered core of culture when worlds collide! Now you too can don the
image appeal of playing cowboy or fireman without bothering yourself with
the boring details and hard work these characters were once related to,
born of necessity in the oppressive reality of the Cultural Era. Human
physical archetypes have changed little in 10,000 years, yet the net of
myth we weave and throw over them, as it grows more dense and wild, cat-
ches on itself & ravels out of sight, out of mind... The superior non-po-
luting flexability of a mentally constructed environment that contains
(as it connects to) whatever obsession it has evolved through taste, myth

=

& circumstance, is now becoming obvious- a smart new idea for a New Era!




IN MEMORIAM:

There is a way
which seemeth
right unto a man,
but the end thereof
are the wayvs of
dcath. —Proverbs 14:12

30
FOR ALL HAVE

do to be saved?

These pages are dedicated to our exguisite nameless fetish model who
appears here (lower left) and elsewhere in this issue. Unable to

strike the arduous balance between fantasy & reality and keep one
from being the victim of the other, he is dead of a self-inflicted
gunshot wound.

Vita mutatur, non tollitur.

. . . it is appointed
unto men once to
die, but after this
the judgment.

—Hebrews 9:27

SINNED, and

come short of the
glory of God.

—Romans 3:23

All we like sheep

have gone astray ..
- —Iszainh 53:6

.. .what must I

—Acts 16:30

N -

Ay Ny

14 Come noWw, and
let us reason to-
gether, saith the
Lord: though your
sins be as scarlet,
they shall be as
white as snow;
though they be red
like crimson, they
shall he as wool,

TRIPTYCH: Booth photo/Collage by R. J. Lambert, 1974



“THEIR MEMORY OF PERSONAL EVENTS IN THEIR LIVES IS
FAINT, TO THE POINT WHERE THEY'RE OFTEN VAGUE ABOUT
WHO THEIR PARENTS WERE. THE DAILY ARTIFACTS OF LIVING
WERE WILLED TO THEM BY THEIR ANCESTORS AND NOT MU -
CH ELSE. THEY HAVE NO CONCEPT OF AN AETERLIFE. IT'S NOT
NECESSARY TO WORRY~- YOU'RE BORN, YOU LIVE, YOU DIE....
LIFE IS HERE, NODW."

“L.A. TIMES REPORT ON THE TASADAY




GLAMOUE, GLAMOR (orig. esp. in
'cast the glamour,' to cast an
enchantment) 1, origz., a magic
spell or charm 2. seemingly
mysterious and elusive rfascin-
ation or allure, as of some
person, object, scene, ete.;
bewitching charm; the current
sense

most envied. What comes forward
to fill the void left by the
loss of the seemingly mysteri-
ous object fetish is the inner
resource of taste. Hefined at
last and in tune with the ego

-Webster's New World Dic-
tionary

and the moment, this is not

taste as the manipulation of
BCne of the many modes of life

lost during the Death of Cult-

compulsive consumerism but the
wedding of highly personal ex-

ure is the loss of the Glamour perience, media input and intu-

Elite. A4 product of the self-
indulgence of the powerful few

ition that can arbitrste the
Fashion Moment in a spontaneous

who controlled the growth of flash of the 'current sense'

culture, they were once the that is brain-current generated,
the magic spell that reels the
mind & body with its own sense
of Ultimate Style, delight in
living itself. The cultural era
called for the separation of
mind and body into work(Job) %
sex(family)... Now that sex
means fun and work means unem-

sole purveyors of idealized
lifestyle as p2p for public
fantasy, stylized to the aspir-
ations of any given historiecal
period. More recent history is
largely a chronicle of the mas-
ses below reaching for their
fair share of glamour. Consum-
erism and advertising raised

ployment, mass media reflects

this guest to a fever pitech, our taste for fuller sex lives

selling mechanical panaceas %o and leisure pursuits involving
nature. Eeyond this, as genital
body fetish subsides with the

demode family structure it was

the problem of being human by
pandering to any potential self
centred desire and glamourizing
it. As we began to take for

baised on, the generalization

granted the possibility of ac- of body pleasure and specializa-

guiring personal glamour, cult- tion within the Fashion Moment,
ure itself became too much an .~ the clannishness of kindred
im iti ature now near- iri i (i

imposition on n ) MAmESCOtIRTEnY: OERE T anE | Bpirits. ‘fhe mewichic will mov

come from Paris or New York but
CRL T U R E

1y depleted from feeding our

propensity for wvain conceit. In

T HE

off the subliminal...it's con-
text will be Life at its full-
est, Its metaphors for glamour
will be true enchantment, spe-
Cies-delight in its essence and its natural environment/ plants/ animals/ wa-
ture. 4 mere handful actually live in the palaces of the past; haute couture ter/ mirrors/ the spectrum/ and their relation to the limitless powers of the
turns out its denim chie, the lifestyle that supports the most leisure is the imagination to connect in joy. Machines will not be needed.

DEATH

turn the objects of our affec-

OS¢

tation shift, the charscter of

—

that scene of elusive fascina-
tion or allure no longer dominated by the fashion fascism of the power siruc-



ELK’S BUILDING, LOS ANGELES, FEB. 2
The Decca Dancers, with approval in principal from
Robert Filliou and the Eternal Network, celebrated the
one million and eleventh Anniversary of the birth of art.
There was no worldwide school vacation or paid holiday
for all theé workers of the world, but for the eight-hundred
people who attended there was an evening of all-round
festivities and spontaneous funmaking as the Canadian
dancers saluted the network and opened the doors of a
New Era with the presentation of the Sphinx D'Or Awards.
WHISPERED ART HISTORY. How it all began
depends on who vou speak to. For Robert Filliou the
idea of a Fete Permanent started back on January 17,
1963 when he thought about the fact that one million
years ago modern human beings first appeared on the face
of the earth and that in those days art was life and that it
would be an excellent idea to have an artless day of
festivities to celebrate the happy beginning and bring about
a happy ending to the whole affair, so that art will become
life again and return to the people; children, men and
women everywhere, to whom it belongs. For Lowell
Darling and Dana Atchley it started a couple of years ago
with plans to hold an Art Red Cross Convention in San
Francisco that would bring together everyone on the
emerging correspondence network. For Mr. Peanut of
Vancouver it started over lunch with Lowell Darling at the
Elk’s Building in Hollywood , which they unanimously
agreed would be the perfect place for a celebration (the
building is one of those superb L.A. twenties structures
designed for Superman to land on with a Grand
Auditorium patterned after the Brutish House of Lords).
Back in Vancouver Mr. Peanut spread the word at the
Western Front where the idea took off on the subliminal,
involving first General Idea and later more and more
people on the Eternal Network. From this point on
suggestions and possibilities abounded. Willoughby Sharp,
Mighty Mogul of the Art World and Lowell Darling agreed
to act as hosts and insure that everything was streamlined
in Hollywood. Dana Atchley suggested the theme of the
Decca-Dance, which tied in neatly with everyone’s long
range plans. Image Bank and Ant Farm, interested in the
influence and effects of Futurism on the culture asked,
“What about tomorrow?” Flakey, with the assistance of
the Corres-Sponge Dance School, involved everyone by
asking for contributions to be housed in the Great Wall of
1984 for the National Research Library in Ottawa.
General Idea had just announced plans for the Miss
General Idea Pavilion 1984 in the special issue of FILE/
IFEL. The future was being decided today! The word was
out from Vancouver to Toronto to Paris to Nice to Koln
to London to New York to San Francisco to Los Angeles.
The enthusiasm was confirmed and the grand collabora-
tion begun, Count Fanzini commenced the epic issue of
FANZINI GOES TO THE MOVIES. Willoughby Sharp,
Megan Williams and Chip Lord took care of video.
Flakey (E.E. Claire), and A.A. Bronson co-ordinated the
script. Kerry Calonna shot the film with his nine man film
crew. Robert Filliou provided the inspiration. Lowell
Darling made sure everyone knew. Environmental
Communications provided the hardware. Ms. Rhonda
provided the glitter and the wheels, and the network
provided the Spirit that made anything possible. ONE
MILLION AND TWELVE HERE WE COME!

ART’S| BIRTHDAY

R.J.Lambert (2ka Bob Bon Vivant) ren-
dered his art's presents visible by
selecting a facade in step with the
fashion footnote of a DECCADANCE mo-
3 s i e
gan he slipped off to don tattered

Moments before the ceremony be-

jeans, knee-high black leather boots
and chrome handcuffs, his glistening
muscled torso hair and beard sprayed
silver and a large fresh beef kidney
hung from his neck by a silver chain.
Later as he began to emote with this

now infamous "Meat Dance"

prop he was inspired to perform the

sequence,

which fortunately was caught on film
and appears as the dramatic climax to

2 20 minute B&W documentary sound

film of the event by Kerry Calonna &

the UCLA film department.

upon witnessing the piece,

As art star

iranada Gazelle is said to have gasped

"The most

electrifying performance I've ever

seen." Prints available from the West-

ern Front, Vancouver, B.C.

and UCLA.

After the final toasts of the Birthday dinner began to sub-
side, the czars and moguls of the art world sated on the
friendly and familiar luncheon hospitality of gracious Mike
and Sylvia Mazurki, the privileged, the famous, the infamous,
the pleasured, the leisured and mondane ascended the Esca-
lier D’Honneur to the auditorium. And what a truly ple-
thoric constellation i* was: Chris Burden, Van Schley, Hud-
son Ant Farm, Richard Dixon, Sandy Stagg, Dave Robinson,
Rookie of the Year David Young (with all new face!) on the
arm of noted art critic John Mayonnaise, there were Bon
Tons, Bons Mots and Bob Bons Vivants. There was Monte
Cazzazza head above the crowd, Angie Bowie was absent
but was escorted by William Burroughs in Spirit. David and
Gary Greenberg with the Environmental Communications
crew, John Margolis and Billy Adler, Anne and Toni Ramos,
Noah Dakota, Jane Livingstone of the County Art Museum,
Gene Youngblood, Opal L. Nations, Futzie Nutzle, Irene
Dogmatic, Pat Tavenner Mail Queen, Alex Hay, Doug Christ-
mas, Bill Farley, T.R. Uthco, Sam C. Arter, the Chief, Chair-
man Mo, Mary Ashley, Sue Subtle, Polly Bergen, Phalix Partz,
Daddaland, S.S. Tell, Pascal, Robert Cumming, Willy Walker,
the lovely Leslie and Lorenz. With over eight hundred
attending, the event became the ultimate splash, and when
those notable shark fins began to surface, poolside manner
was brought to its ultimate refinement. There was a subtle
hint of glitter and glamour caught in glint of Ms. Rhonda’s
platform lame heels. The dark and deep mystery of the
Black Poem worn discreetly by such notables as A.A. Bron-
son, Willoughby Sharp and Count Fanzini was adeptly matched
by the casual hard and tactile leather Fetish of Brooklyn's
two top art stars John and Zeke. The Canadian Dancers en-
tranced by the lure of Hollywood cosmetics were always
caught by every ample mirror, adjusting their lines and sha-
dows. Hollywood where tomorrow’s fashions became today’s
news, where progress was their only project. The dancers,
ever on the prowl, won an instant and immediately popular
notoriety for their lovable antics. Armed and extremely
dangerous, their presence broughr the world of '84 here to-
day! Inside the Hollywood Grand Luxe the first tremours
of the Decca-Dance begin. The scene: now subtley lit by
the indirect glow of Deco lamps set against columns in a class-
ically simple relief. People began to arrive, File in and Fan.
As the lights dimmed the narrators came forward and ad-
dressed the audience before blazing spotlights. There was
A.A. Bronson and Vancouver's own Flakey Rose Hip, com-
plemented by the incisive talents of Marcel Idea, President
of Image Bank. The M.C.’s whispered Art’s History and then
introduced File covergirl and designer of tomorrow’s novelty
fashions today, Granada Gazelle, who was to announce the
first awards assisted by the gracious Count Fanzini and as
fast as you could say “there’s no business like Business as
Unusual” the ceremonies commenced and the show began
the great plodding trek toward its momentous conclusion, a
typical and representative evening of Awards and Awarders.




“CULTURE EXPIRING AT THE BIRTH OF EGOZONE"
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Lawyer’s Gun

Kills His Client

Detroit, Mich. -UPI- A cli-
ent elated at his lawyer's per-
formance in court slapped him
on the shoulder in a parking
lot. The lawyer's revolver
slipped from its shoulder hol-
ster, hit the ground, discharge
and fatally wounded the
client.

Atty. Robert Greenstein, 32,
suburban Plvmouth, gave po-
lice that account of the fatal
shooting of Martin B. Hezham,

8. of an Livonia,

n would not dis-
uss with police the nature of
he case in which he repre-
sented Hezham. Hezham was
a fleer account executive for
e RCA commerical Electron-
irm.

Creenqtem said he had a per-

it to carry a concealed weap-
\.n because he frequently rep-
resented persons accused of se-
rious crimes,

Four Dead
After Attempt
To Kill Skunks

Little Current, Ontario -AP-
Police Tuesday attributed four
deaths to an attempt to kill
skunks,

They said a car was backed
up to Daniel Migwan's house
at an Indian reservation, and
the exhaust was piped through
a hole in an apparent effort to
kill animals under the house.

Migwan and a brother, Jo-
seph, were found dead aleng
with two children.

Man Baptizing Self

in a River Drowns

Philadelphia, Pa. -UPI- Al-
fonso David, 41, an unem-
ployved lahorer, drowned in the
Schuylkill river Wednesday
while baptizing himself.

Police said David baptized
his sons, Eric, 7, and Samuel,
11 months, and returned to the
water after leaving the boys OTI
the bank with their mother. He"
disappeared in eight feet of
water.

oY

Too Many Egos
Spoil a Quartet

MISS G. 1.
BY GENERAL IDEA,
TORONTO, ONT.

Les Petits Bon Bons
=« |l tempo di aggiornare le vosire conoscenze
Su Bonbon con le ultime pagine or ora esplose
dal subconscio... La pagina tratta da Art-Rite
ha coincisw con la nostra apparizione a New
Yerk in occasione del Grand Tore del 1974,
Art Gangster stava agitando le acque,

il Conceptual Queensmen movement sa na
andava allegramente in giro mentre la realta
del Rockenroll esplodeva in piacevoli pablum...
ringraziamo tuttl i nostri collaboratori,
conosciuli e sconosciuti », Questa & la
presentazione di un divertente opuscolo inviatoci
da Les Pelits Bonbons, una filiazione,

a quanio avbiamo capito, del pid famoso
Art-Gangster, un gruppo di giovani radicall
spinli dal sacro fuoco di Savonarola. | Bonbons
da parte loro amano irrompere nelle assemblee
con lo scopo di impedire che qualcuno

faccia qualcosa di sensato, hanno inolire deciso
di spedire i loro rifiuti (solo quelli ispiratil)

in una capsula attiraleras il tempo onds
documentare Ia decadenza della cultura
del XX sazolo

GOWN, V.B

JAMES C
MEMORIAL SOCIETY

DUNCAN

OF THE MARTYRDOM
OF THE SECOND COMING
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The Root of All Evil

TRENTON, N.J. (B—A
man brandishing a bottle
wick

day and said he wanted to
burn a pile of money he-
cause he considered it was
the root of all evil. The
man, identified as James
C. Duncan, 33, of Trenton,
was shot dead by police.
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