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Throwing nuts at the purple velvet cushion lips and sliding warm juicy
sweaty underfed drones. Trolleys filled with quiet conversation turned out
to meet death with dignity. He decided to come and smoke alone for sev-
eral centuries. I can't remember what my brother told me. What is stuck
up between your legs again? A very disturbing way to end this chapter!
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EIGHTEEN

Ah, well! You explain people to me! Like puking why can’t they see
if you stay within forever, everything opens up. But if you leave, it closes
everything? Butter and bread basics! The sleazo boyfriend of music heard
about fairy-tales. Can we have done well during recessions? I pulled in
childhood experience this problem, but springing capriciously from the
last healing and have developed abilities that allow me to be adaptable and
notorious on the radio. We both were living together at a giddy speed..
I felt fatigued from my balls galloping back over the contents of folly
but springing to halyards and downhauls and notorious vivisector of folly
until later folks like you are asking if this is mind-blowing mind-expand-
ing strange sexual emotion with you. Stay within skins of creating of liv-
ing true enough. Who could keep listening and smiling? Ah, yes, veering
suddenly from seeing sexy uplifting and downhauls and there is another
possibility of using plants in tubs and enabled you to pick up the privilege
of being always amazed and awe-struck by everything in life. But that is
corny! You have to push on, leaving Venice and people getting in your
way! Always forcing on to photograph extremely remarkable Soundings
of seven atmospheres under swirling balls, galloping, banging, crushing
answers under your impatient egotism of being always forcing them to
do things without knowing how time flies. Tease the next step without
checking and getting all judging from how much more zippy to be seen
as normal Joe Jane who just recovering from the last batch of the bullshit
softly repeated by topless waitress bugging you. Stay in here now by which
we are playing on my Master card my balls whizzing close to have a con-
stitutional plethora of folly. But you will not stay, will not engage.

You are leave-taking, eh? Good luck and good shit! I am a plant,
a redwood, rooted.. Everything, everybody evidently comes to me. Like
that always motivated me to be radical, rooted. Everything opens up. Vir-
tue of folly won't pretend to know something about the glamorizing art of
taking any reaction at any cost. I think we who are keeping count of being
told whatever, thinking they are extremely special, unique and interesting
people are just Reading from the same book of lines of sunken stupidity.
All judging from how much more zippy to be seen as important, expres-
sions of admiration for themselves! If somebody tells you she just have to
be honest, be prepared for nothing but hurting bullshit, so embarrassing
you wonder how she has the nerve to admit that she is capable of thinking
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so shitting ugly, much less saying it out loud! And here is the kicker! She
always actually expects you to try to convince her that her evasion of real-
ity, her disloyalty to all parts of the relationship, and her asshole thinking
it's her brain is somehow slightly mistaken... As if she really expected to
be convinced. She doesnt! She wants to do as much damage as possible
under the surface of “just being honest” without taking responsibility of
being a fucking cunt bitch. In the book, the “I am just being honest” is
right above the “well, I was just joking!” they have the same tag line of
“what is your problem... Too sensitive, aren’t you!?” And then she cuts
your balls off or sewing your pussy up, before she bails for good... If you
are lucky!

I don’t know how big the book they all read from. It could be a
great big book with a slime snotty cover and with a title something like
“politically correct insanity” or “how to dismiss personal responsibili-
ty and protect your impatient egotism and individuality!” Or it may be
a fucking small book because the contents seems to be extremely limited!

Bodily feelings and India-rubber clothing and the snakes win! My
bet, mademoiselle Noemie, has been crazy! Madame Alboni, I don’t know
how to dismiss personal responsibility and feelings for the other [for you].
Maybe it'll be helpful to start working with infinite continuous stream
of pretty girls! I have always gone here! Now by what strange trick of
shamanism I am here to-night with you? Historically we here were recent-
ly discovered something that shouldn’t be. Extremely disagreeable things
happened. But they lacked perspective and feelings for good reason. What
strange conceptually contexts of thinking wrong in the early hours disap-
peared from humanity! Still startled me! I totally missed something! Was
very low art of taking responsibility away in fear during recessions on
every level true of being diverted from humanity? You maybe drag us once
more before they waded out and now carpeted everything glamorizing art
of couple of other weird kids within skins.

Our skin is molten, pluming outward like the sun, like a seventies
lava lamp. Pluming out several inches, our skin is penetrating the other
when we touch, or even standing together talking, or lying down together.
This penetrating dance goes on all the time all the way beyond taboos.
Aurous level of improv, playing this inexhaustible ocean of emotions were
clearly defined against the dangers of solidification. The next step is pen-
etrating plunge below the usual form of frustration and sewage. I am just
recovering from the last batch of being rolled pell-mell into muddy insti-
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tutions. I will survive more than friends of lovers because I have lovers
who are rooted with me. Ah, yes, being always together in profusion and
feelings and for some enormous mass of blood in us. But seriously it closes
a fucking small intimate journey into juicy sweaty life for evermore Amen
of the individual dust-particles who just checked out of the relationship
with little cracks running through various blocks and fences, built over
years. Just joking with that unknowing and the snakes of frustration smol-
ders in Canada’s girl. What a waste! Juana, explain people to me! Like that
always actually blows my mind! How people tend to weaken what they
have. It is not anger inducing. It just a sad puzzler! You maybe are here
Reading this book because you thought you might get answers to skate-
boarding or something equally valuable. But you cannot leave here until
you have answered all of my questions about people. So start rubbing
friction enliven warmly my lamp and start bringing maximum breadth of
understanding to me... Or this book will explode in thickness and densi-
ty, with infinite variety of tidbits which keeps you Reading just to not miss
vinyl covers of lovers. Start rubbing!

The title of the bullshit so embarrassing that time doubtless meant to
go into a very disturbing black hole is SOMEHOW DON"T MAKE THE
PHYSICAL COMMUNITY THROUGH STAYING IN RESPONSI-
BILITY, JERK OUT, YOU JERKY TURKEY! Toffee and hot buttered
toast of here used to give you a regular scheduled flight to develop commu-
nity through staying. Obviously this is erasing the relationship together.
This inexhaustible family will survive! But what has happened? Ah shucks
sexy Consumer’s guide Ottawa Ontario Canadian hospital into muddy
institutions of tide stranded under these circumstances after this! Madame
La Poype-Ver trieux was looking forward to both your names of your
Muffettes. The creative challenge to develop community started looking
very grave and the important leek-green of your heart out of depression
and resentment and frustration smolders in Canada’s girl. What did you
jerky turkey expect? So embarrassing! You wonder how she has the nerve
to admit that she is a part of directing of creating of living true enough
who could keep listening and smiling softly. But all the time she was
ambitious packing, shopping and checking, taking forever to go... But
not admitting to this inexhaustible family was originally of her mainmast.
Then she puffed up before a blank wall over which the first few seconds
of depression already described such lengthened imprisonment was not
spastic the time because it’s her choice and was always. Basically living
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went down to Managua and hot cooking-range arousing effects, skipping
ahead, running aground! Bringing up anytime actually scoring a blank to
admit loyalty reliable to the people us who live with you, and loyalty to
this inexhaustible family you have created over years. Offends whatever
articles peculiar idiosyncrasy of your inner air so embarrassing you wonder
why nothing whatever would actually work... Put maple sugar in your
gas tank and blame the poor car for not wishing to verify your impatient
egotism and individuality!

I know how the car feels! I love. But I don’t have much use for empty
love. It’s cotton candy. Give me respect, loyalty, reliable guys who watch
my back, wipe my ass and who know I'll do the same for them as the
matter of principle of living together in profusion of directing the course
of business. It’s personal! People don't get that life is personal. It ain’t a
learning process, ain't smart choices, ain't abstract. It is getting dirty with
the people who you are lucky to be with. It’s taking care of one another,
merging, enjoying one another. Hey, the bed I sleep in probably will be
my death bed... If it doesn’t break, if the house don’t burn down, if every-
body dies before me! Ok, I don’t really know! But I live as if the bed I sleep
in probably will be my death bed. Hence people feel I actually enjoyed liv-
ing with them. I love our life together! In the foxhole and hot water, I will
be here watching their noses and assholes and backs. They’re my family.
That’s very concrete. Not wishing abstract reasoning! I could go, could be
hitting that trail! But why? I do enjoy our life including being a fucking
small intimate jam on their bread and cheese! I do enjoy seeing their noses!

I actually interviewed Anna for inspiring me! Ok Ok good luck and
cheese burgers flippers and regarding me let go of my stuff! What could
feed each other heartily is somehow slightly easier and faster and hot! Shit,
real sex shoot with you I am excited about having you! I am staying obvi-
ously. This is mind-blowing! Being dumb regularity about having you!
Guys, do you feel the same? Tag on their site at the actor a front page and
to the time she must know didn’t know I proclaimed the actor Paula in
profusion the same book because there is a moneymaking and faster than
any that trail we're off on! Justice, intimacy, joy and happiness are our own
underground club! Both my mother and son didn't attend to anything I
asked! When you get old, people tend to die around you more and more!
Each day therefore we must hold on to Mikee and Alexi and Corey and
Erika and Linda and Betty! Kittee and Cookie demanded that! It over-
turns the same boat suddenly overturned by the way beyond taboos!
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NINETEEN

Attacked by the ad man, I felt pale with rare exceptions of closed
caption of the best cherry malts. The smell of illness in my mind and deep
in my nose and mouth painted a whitish gray along the carpet, woven by
the new chapters and you are certainly very much in it! Folks, here is my
canned rap on everything to make sure what time there is still on the social
schizophrenic conditioning I hope! I did the outrageous humor among
various gangland characters in reality. It overturns their personal favorites
from the last batch of wounded pride as possible under these strange sexual
progressive untreatable terminal disorders of illness, especially the Icelan-
dic dude of business. He kept looking through the bullshitting and deep
in algebraical calculations of X and other swag. We will play dirty Songs
about experimental chopping away at life, including being told whatev-
er Shelley thought. She was ambitious, unscrupulous, capable and deep
opened before me. Ok, good, like always! Then she answered properly. She
has turned against all parts of this chapter when you thought you might
get into bad habits in that situation. Couldn’t find anything, anyone that
was totally lost from seeing sexy Broad undulations of this chapter. Glam-
orizing art of couple of times where you had another opinion of death.

Play dirty growling noise music jam with raw sewage of passion!
Madame, sing hymns about all together round and round. Move up any-
time actually work explicit eroticism whatever is necessary! Therefore
diversity all the way beyond imagination, magnified everything else paint-
ed upon our knees trees sprang like shitting ugly. How many times do you
shit in a day? I mean on average. What color and texture? Do you consider
yourself regular? How much effort does it usually take, and how much
time? I mean, does it slip right out, or grunting moaning shouting coaxing
gesturing long time? Or do you have to just sit there, waiting for channels
to open the hatches and surprise you? Are you sitting on your pot waiting,
reading this? I need to know these things so I can write chapters that fit
your shit pattern. How does it usually smell? Wonder if you want to know
about me. I can clog the bowl! Dark smelly logs or mudslides usually. Usu-
ally three or four times a day. Usually takes about five minutes, not really
enough time to read. My mind thought rejection is necessary to fill the
bowels bowl! Dark smelly logs upon examining my shit is a fun communal
tribal ritual around here!
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Now we are getting to the gritty titty a fun show! When I was a kid,
I just made one deposit a daily, usually in the morning. But now I shit
three or four times a day. There’s no right kind of regularity! I can not shit
under pressure! And I hate when it starts to come out, but then changes
its mind mid way and just hangs there until you squeeze it into half half-
way... The hanging turd limply splashes into the water and the stubborn
half goes back into your bowels, giving you an unsavoury unsatisfactory
uncomfortable fullness all day, pushing on your heart and lungs until you
can finally finish your business. And besides, cutting off midstream so to
speak makes for a very messy wipe with a lot of trees cut down so that your
asshole isn’t itchy and smelly. But you cannot go around all day with a log
sticking out of your inner asshole! It would stink the place up! There were
years when people didn’t wiped my asshole that good. But they thought
cripples had a special funky smell like blacks! It’s a wonder that people
hung around with me, playing with me.... Ah, when I believed once a
day was what being regular should be... Well, some times I didnt make
it, had to sit in it! And even then I had a great social life! So fart away!
Let it rip! Brown clouds bellowing up anytime actually. But how are you
sure it will be just a fart waft through your asshole and not more solid or
liquid? Where does that self-confidence to let it rip come from? I mean,
sometimes we are wrong! But letting it rip is definitely much healthier
than holding it in! Btw, ever notice that sexy female students produce the
most deathly stupor farts? You should research this!

And what’s up with a lot of guys not being able to get their piss in to
the bowl? They miss by several inches! And they don’t even notice. They
just leave without mopping up! And I am not just talking about in punk
Dives and truck stops, but in middle-class homes with shag rugs. I know
that the flow often squirts differently and the pressure varies and all kinds
of arousing unknowns comes into play, so to speak... Impossible to cal-
culate! But look down upon it! And clean up after yourself! Hey, you are
not the crip! I am!

Glad you liked the cookies and all kinds of arousing things that nev-
er are talked about! You thought you were alone, didn’t you? Well, we are
all mended together! Nobody admits openly that rubbing an itchy asshole
can produce much more zippy pleasure than any orgasm, especially if you
use witch hazel!

Wonder what will be revealed in the next episode, chapter!
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TWENTY

Mopping up now and we are playing dirty growling raucous hip
sailor-fashion jazz of our jams of our tribal explicit eroticism. Whatever
is necessary to renew the atmosphere, pure spiritual intoxication in music
and pictures, hung low art of couple general vibe of the things going back
years past sufferings. Ain’t my favorite singers fiddle with their voices?
Quite right! The best cherry malts were doing reasonably well in creating
the best shows of the things going outside censorship, wars, interreligious
disharmony of the tributes to Dave. Even in the below robotic affirmative
babble of the needed set queen of all subcultures and pictures, there are
photographs of all sorts of horrors of childhood passions brooding imper-
ceptibly within the marriages of your inner asshole and her asshole. And
you thought we were finish with assholes, didn’t you?! Well, good luck!

I just play silly to prepare for fun, communal Needles rising slowly,
getting better hopefully. We will talk together beyond imagination and
pictures! Lord, what is your mailing address? God, protect me! Unpopular
I will survive barely! Bathe with me, playing in the tub as we have done
together beyond dying always asking about being involved in true two-
way intimacy, joy and happiness. Are our own interests and pictures com-
ing tomorrow afternoon? The needed juice was quite successful in creat-
ing, inducing dreams outside of separation and for a bid for fun show. Ok,
actually we have a long way to go into these melted adventures. Articulat-
ing each syllable clearly, defined against all kinds of arousing unknowns.
Words are notes. Images are cords. Can you recommend any more? Well,
good! Luck is rather pitiful little code of ethics, but not morality. There-
fore diversity in true wayside that Carrie will be playing in the rafters and
Dave will be rapping in the next episode! Blows everything explicitly out
of depression already taken possession of these treasures. I kept writing
this book because there is still time to catch the plane of arousing desire
into SHAPE and conscious grin unconcernedly with assholes. Lustily
ha ha anything goes! Lee will miss this rare opportunity for the success
with shag pussies with assholes widespread open, ready! Note, just when
you thought we were finish with assholes and normal Joe Jane who just
checked out, here they are again! All roads lead back to jam! After your
carpentry of depression has been crazy, madame, you may come with me
using plants to catch an itchy asshole, thinking it’s taking responsibility of
being diverted from prison shitheel and normal people like yourself!
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Picture this! Quiet impressive orgasms and conscious lucidity of
arousing rubbing gently were doing reasonably well in creating a powerful
nexus of expanding erotic zones of fun! Communal living theater for the
doing art is not going to be digitally amplified by the darkness increased
under swirling dresses smooth-shaven legs stretched out from behind riffs
of expanding twisting words, images flowing non-linear to renew the
atmosphere. Pure spiritual intoxication in music and dancing nude slides
in creating a sense of humor and high heaven. Forgive us, Lord!

What is normal? What's happening, babe? Who loves ya? 1 kept
thinking the unthinkable! Perhaps I'm speaking out of turn. But who
knows? Posterity ain’t born yet! So I just play silly to go all the way until
you tell me to stop. This solidification is not going within skins, trash
and goo. I outlined my concerns to Dave. Even in the next phase of life,
we can put a sign of fine print out at perfoliate of being always amazed,
bewildered and dancing nude!

Haylofts usually up in the rafters and tiles designed to knock off half-
a-crown for verbal abuse are dealing with a hard-core version of Feisto.
Why are those actors who rip down all fliers including ours in mind grow-
ing cynical? Stroke her asshole! Can you recommend any reaction to those
rogues? The kitchen table talking intensely to a porn butcher’s knife is
great. Most articles ain’t bad! How is SAM, inquired ugly Ladies. Kicking
off midstream was wondering if you use witch hazel today. The latest chap-
ter is neither ripple nor pitched. I was half-baked! So sue me! If you want
to rub some surprises into these issues, then focus on reaching outside of
yourself. Picture representing the small grave-yard beside my mother and
son is most unhappy. Didn’t you bring the wrongdoer to light? A large
portion of this chapter becomes the wrongdoer of fun and the respect-
able, honest girl comes, actually blows everything explicitly out of gas
tank involuntarily, applauded becoming immediately sensible of some-
thing evil temper with large weeds of something mysterious and puzzling
phenomenon, be explained all sorts of horrors of childhood experience.
Rashes of personal irresponsibility spread on white underwear and bras
and whitish bellies of brats and punkie whiny Mommy Buzzy boys and
Dad’s girls. Well, I got herpes maybe, but due to a brain fart, I rubbed my
cock all over her lap-dog pussy. You should have stopped me! What will
you do next time to prevent my being a fucking dick head? But I enjoyed
the freedom! But why do you let dick heads like me in?

Oh, it is getting real hard to write surreal when the above actually
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happened in the normal reality! But the magic has protected for over forty
years from herpes, slip shits, and all that would crush the beautiful Flo-
rabella of the potential joint somewhere in secret alliance hopefully the
piece of fresh venison grilled on live coals of a risk of being always amazed
and awe-struck pads of conducting wires of personal worth. I understand
how they [usually liberals] want to blow Eden up after they have spent a
cozy night in the late night slumber party, all cuddled up together. After
it is established what’s possible [everything], they are not willing to put
themselves all the way into the volcano! Their bluff is called subjective
though apparently not willing to be working for the common goodness
of fresh particles of truth. So they try to blow everything up into control.
But why do they use little CAP pistols that just whim-wham and limply
hiccoughed out of depression and resentment and frustration smolders in
Canada’s national debt? It’s just pitiful!

If someone says he/she/whatever can’t love another [you] before she/
he/whatever love her/himself, RUN! Love doesnt have a subject! There
are no dividing lines really. You either love or you dont! The bitch just
told you she just don’t fucking love, using that slime snotty book which
we talked about before. She is running a con game, wasting your body!
But everybody nods, grunts, smiles and just enables the bitch just because
it’s in the book of politically correct insanity! The followers of depression
already described such betraying as much damage as possible under pres-
sure expectations without anyone catching a sneaky way beyond dying.
Always asking about missing the woman freaking out. They share strange
sexual ghoul of the night! Yep, it was dangerous to attack them with inde-
scribable fury. But I am! Your candy man will! Find only pieces of despair.
Yet hoping that they didn’t devote themselves all day pushing beyond this
shit, I love the words! Tell me to stop this poem! I dare you! Affirm the
bitch! Just don’t fucking eat, drink beer, or slide over to talk to them until
the dust settles! Here is what people are saying on live streaming improv
booths that sold things: have you check out pretty girls? I am still playing
in young sexy female students lose even at my age! Catch up with me! Ah,
how do I do it!? Ain't that’s why you are keeping reading this? Well, read on!
Still here? Please, you don’t wait to love. Love for yourself and love for
the other is the same thing. If you aren’t ready love now, you will never
be because love only happens now. Inked this sucker in! And no genders
or races! Those are trivial abstract bullshit. So I am talking too directly,
focused on acting intimacy for you, splitting the issues of life. Apparently
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this is dangerous and subversive and harder for most folks to find the odd
well-placed girly picture representing the new cheesecake. But why should
we beat around the bush? I like to beat in it. Folks, here is what my dear
friend said: “Valentin, I'm rather intense. Pss, we have played the part of
gluttony and subversive and love for stories fantastic pads of the potential
joint of civil liberty!”

Don’t fucking ask me what that means! I did not say it! A clue is
running the space of half gone to hell! Personally I am available for you
for years in finding out pretty girls wear only pieces of fog and romantic
passion love, only pieces of excellent food in their navels and below! Dive
in! Their navels and below are keeping me full! Fun life! Free from bond-
age so I wonder how I like a good sex-reading!

I have always been hungry for life, for skin relationships. I have never
been ambitious. But hunger is a self motivation, a self-moving following
in finding out what is next, how to do it! Next opening always pays out
pretty much better than I could have planned spontaneity and below the
water-line. I am the kind of guy who comes into adventures knowing how
easy it is to do. I just do it! Ain’t that a bitch! I know! I am not supposed
to be able to do anything! But everything comes easy for me. I don’t really
have to study. I just start playing, figuring out things as I play. Guess I
am available and willing and practical. Don’t hold that against me! I was
just born that way! I was born a good experimentalist. Can’t help it! I just
know what to do without goals or agendas! I don’t know the right way. It
just works in a sneaky way beyond imagination!

I think tribal explicit eroticism and professional version of creativity
are playing dirty growling raucous. Hip poets of farts and casually lifted
by the darkness come through somehow slightly easier than the normal
reality. But obviously jawbone isn’t being responsible for what it appears
to be digitalize and passionate revolt that happens now. Inked this sucker
in! My studio in back of the potential joint of doing something right also
is rather pitiful little joyful whinny experience of all sorts of horrors. T’ll
understand how life free from bondage is dangerous and subversive and
harder to imagine staying with me playing in young sexy costumes that
we hang up with cuts of times during recessions. I pulled in childhood
passions brooding imperceptibly within skins trash and goo. Was Nursing
infant above the immense hollow of hell? Pleasure creatures went from
Behring to Davis straits, then Polly took her opportunity notwithstand-
ing the buzzing of the potential audience to Berkeley, home of horrors of
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times during life reaching up instant into adventures articulating each year
to set up everything in between legs wide open panting without breath
and without being paid. These haven't been invited yet, hoping that they
didn’t devote themselves all day, pushing beyond dying. Always asking
about missing real petrified wood, while others would take us to listen
to luver as seriously as the Bible or prayer-book of the most explicitly
realized early morning rain falling violently towards women who wanted
to say hi! Rob them! Rob them of their minds! Just do it! Ain’t that your
part of our duet? Hits written by John full hard-core kick-ass heart! Attack
inducing volume even though apparently this sucker in all over the world
is nowhere near enough either to hear or to absorb into the mix. So send
him back, sir! Fate has shown me the cold-blooded exhibition of marks-
manship at that villainous ball of fire! Pink magic! Not black or brown
or white magic. Pink magic! We all came from Africa! Races are trivial
abstract bullshit based on time. We all fe/male cross-dresser with inde-
scribable alike numerous blackish patches spread on consignment. It is on
a crazy continually a-tremble with suppressed sexuality into religious emo-
tion and horror. But obviously you will never hear this because everybody
is invested in this bullshit isolationism because it insures Powers prophet
gains big profit, bigwig big-name and bigtime and goo of all sorts of perils
of fire traced by walking through art. Bew, I divorced this bullshit a very
long time ago. I dont miss this bullshit! Softly but distinctly transmitted
through playing dirty. Makes exploring what is practical, obvious and pas-
sionate. Revolt outrage on consignment! It insures a cramping joint and
muscle of our maze body splashed with irresistible desire. This visit started
randomly, but obviously we got it right down into this bottomless pit of
truth imprisoned unwilling witnesses of their minds beyond any cost! 1
was half-baked and tired and was watching a sex movie! See! Things come
easy to me! I usually jam with anyone! Fuck em! Bawled up in a punk
song, I will survive such pains about experimental chopping away at bull-
shit! Dinner-time!

I am back! Sir, I like watching nude cocks in movement of the danc-
ing goofy bodies! Yes, ain’t that clear? Warm juicy sweaty joy I feel, furious
giggling, joyfully wigging around soft dreaminess into actual fully engage
play, silly sexy adventures articulating each other’s company. I always have!
Entertain me!

I am a jack of all sorts of trades. I ain’t bragging. I may not be doing
it the right way, but I get results! I deliver! I am a lover, brother, son, teach-
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er, lecturer, relationship and business counselor, shaman, writer, poet, per-
formance artist, painter, composer, promotet, director, actor, activist, pro-
ducer, father, film/video editor, Singer, piano Player, television talk show
host, publisher, critic, philosopher, dj, manager, presidential candidate,
ceo, etc. I start long term projects such as a web station, a night club, var-
ious kinds of shows, etc., and then keep them going, expanding for years.
I could go on. I just have only started the list. I have design a house and
many other things. Played on every medium. You know I am not mod-
est, shy, humble, unassuming. And this proves it! But I am suppose to be
not be able to do anything. Supposedly I had no intelligence and should
be institutionalize. What is up with that? We are wasting most of our
potential as a species! Inferior Grace of madame Urbain was not spastic
enough either for vague feelings or races as shabby vice as society forces
wage against all kinds of arousing unknowns. I am just a guy who always
did not realized he couldn’t do thingamabob thingamajig, so he did them,
getting up on stage and singing for two hours to corny records!

The trickster appears to have done dueling with irresistible desire this
visit started randomly but obviously we don’t have it! Nobody admits the
cold-blooded little demon exists conceptually! But it does! Nudges them
into shreds of green woods and Meadows and Parks and singing while he
is now gaining upon each over-extended limit!

Darn, I forgot a lot that I am and do. I am a friend, political adviser,
life coach, a pain in the neck and ass, a trouble maker, community devel-
oper, a gadfly, a plumber of the People’s communication pipelines. I am
an outsider and an outcast even to the societies of outsiders and outcasts,
living on the outskirts of Victoria! I remember you! Wish I remember
when you thought it was obvious that you enjoyed messy life free from
rust and so complete that you have had the most explicitly realized early
write-ups by the darkness critics!

We hang together in-depth on both fronts. The next episode chapter
is almost here! It does include audiology services. Call your local health
services Inc annual eating and drinking sparingly services Inc annual eat-
ing and swallowing problems and abilities of luck. Tonight on every gold-
en brown blood-stains this chapter is almost dead end! Hope you come
through! Somehow this chapter offers strategies for day-to-day living with
irresistible babes! And swallowing saliva buildup is Suctioning outrage on
to something which was advertised like this version sorry, I can’t stop this
chapter! I just can’t stop this chapter! Heebie-jeebies, help me! Am I one
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of those guys who write surreal manifestos in really tight, really tiny hand-
writing in volumes of aging notebooks? If I am, what does that makes you?
Well, obviously you and I couldn’t end this chapter! Whiners that
we are! I don't know when it will end. You can look down, turn the Pages
over forward and check. You then come back here and tell me when it
will end. All T can do is keep writing this chapter until it ends! Oh, what
an amazing maze this is! A good novel novel! So far from being clubbed
by making minor Perks, I remember you wish for vague glimmerings of
aging guys. So send us those rogues! My normal people keep me busy
and preoccupied with irresistible desire of magical play with no idea of
vengeance, animated sensitive plants in tubs of luck. Tonight deeper into
pantan and drinking nothing whatever between rubbing aroused melting
and so much response from India! The societies of outsiders were doing
something very important to try to convince people softly but distinctly
to be uncomfortable and slightly perfumed with irresistible suggestion of
turning funny. When they kicked vigorously against all kinds of young
sexy uplifting and slightly contemptible rigid perpendicular fragile egos
of mere ambition distraction Uglification and derision, Kirsty was Nurs-
ing injuries of those damn tests! Examine how smoothly mounted she is!
Already damned silly thirstily-smiling little brunette with a hard-core kick-
ass bend over, revealing holes foxy, foxholes! The most explicitly realized
words suffice speak of monsters whose mouths were like gulfs in volumes
of those perfect sea-butterflies animating by scratching the flesh of mere
phosphoric phenomenon. The monster emerged bleeding at the house.
Don’t burn down the last batch of wounded pride! Ill-will hatred envy
bigotry and selfishness in volumes entitled you to come back here and tell
your doctor immediately how you could vocalize erect attitude with mem-
bers quickly frowned and winced! Under pressure of atmospheres which
would allow several inches of the erotic beast, I repeated my command of
taboo hidden behind their expectations without being thunderstricken.
In a sneaky way beyond this inner asshole, it would make sense if
someone says Good-night back here we have played at work no one has
been crazy around here except you! Could you come through somehow
slightly ironical? Apostrophes are wasting your body! But everybody nods
grunts smiles and winces. Actually work tricks California. Must see your-
self picture of taboo art dance small intimate journey into the mix of tra-
ditional fund-raisers of wounded men. Were you attracted by pussies with
assholes widespread open ready for you splitting hairs about adding great
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drops of mere ambition into this unexplored abyss? Whose mouths were
you doing something evil with? Assholes asked about you! I covered for
you. I am just loyal! So send me a big scandal! I couldn’t end this now! You
know what they said! They say artists are underpaid! True! But most folks
don't fucking eat. So why do we artists think we are getting a raw deal?
Apparently this sucker in my mind is totally undervalued! Here is what
my dear sucker wants: people to play on my body physically following the
road of life dancing erotically following listening being soft dreaminess
into actual Songs love using quotes from your skirts! Is that too much to
ask? Then do it! DO IT ONE TIME FOR ME! And then keep doing it!
Ah! I don’t care if it works great. We are playing dirty together in
freedom in this mysterious chapter going on terra firma alive with myr-
iads of infusoria and so complete! The book of you and I couldnt end
in smoke-filled bars surrounded by profound enjoyment of quiet amuse-
ment. What you do effects my existence on board the ship of madmen.
The ship appeared to be able to finish what is stuck up with that unknow-
ing about our excursions outside of this chapter. Irresponsibility spread on
white bread is unhealthy, dangerous and so weighted with heavy leaden
gray deceptive fears exaggerated. Opinions of ancient Greeks were waged
in volumes entitled MYSTERIES OF ART FOR VAGUE OBSCURITY.
Truly this sucker wants to go all sorts of extraordinary dimensions. So
we should just sit back here and pet secret heavy together in-depth con-
versation with each other who are keeping reading this. Well obviously
we are each other’s creation. A pussy and a beaver are sitting on a sofa
beside each other. Yes, both are wet! Soft flesh pleasure building, digging
horny as seriously as a zombie of ancient historians, building tapping into
actual sex mags and pet secret phrase for those roarings of extraordinary
supernatural beings. Occasionally without the credit the reports among
various pretexts hid what you think about my tastes. Sing with me! See
it as attacking the last Buzzy boys and girls. Wear only pieces of excellent
see-through colorful leaves and branches to the next episode. Blows my
mind! I understood what freaks them out! Indefatigably I covered hidden
vices, passages fester twisted perverted blues of excellent see-through van.
Weyden was Nursing his new hurt failing invention. Musing on social
schizophrenic conditioning, I hope this will be left to no great talker! He
talked much and shaving at the same time! He had only given us both a
raw deal! Apparently this unexplored abyss remained incalculable. The
ship appeared to threaten to commit suicide. But if this is dangerous to

197



FRANKLY SPEAKING

commit suicide, then we might reconsider it! Grappling with fears, hope-
fully of madmen, the next opening of emotions were downloading from
your skirts. Underwear is unhealthy! Dangerous sewage was half-baked
and tired eyes absorb trauma of this chapter irresponsibility. Hey, even
this paragraph is unhealthy because it goes on and on! I can’t help it...
Just streaming out.

Ok, if you insist! There! Feel better? Feel like you've gained space?
White space of regret! Can disappear! Perhaps after forever! Trippy! It
works! Great! Are you the gentle reader I always read about in old novels?
The narrator always talked to you, never to me! I just aint gentle in that
way! But I always have wondered about you. And now I am talking to
you! Does that mean I am THE NARRATOR? Far out! How am I doing?
Narrating, I mean. You help me a lot by staying, listening being open,
rubbing me dirty, being open and soft and warn and GENTLE! Hey, you
are really THE GENTLE READER!

5

!
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TWENTY-ONE

Had to get you out of the John! That is why I finally pulled the plug
on that chapter! You are reading this in the future. Is it a thick book? Or
a tiny book? I think I will be told that the only hope of getting people
to actually read this imperfect kind of book is to keep it short. I haven’t
listened to such advice before. Did I in this case? How is the font? Easy to
read? Did you buy your copy at Barnes and Noble? Or did you find it on
the bus seat? Did I sell out? Finally! At least you are still here, still reading
this! Are we about halfway through? Check your book.

We are talking through time. The card is now. I am looking forward
to hearing from your skirts, underwear and bras as they vanish in smoke-
filled churches. And I am looking forward to having you buy love using
quotes from this. That, madame, is getting your money worth from this
edition! Doesn't appear to be scary, right? Way of escaping Leopard-man
is getting really baked and at various speeds over revealing holes! So com-
plete he is now, gaining upon each over-extended limit of terror! Rise
before me! Ok! Good! At seducing, you find eating by profound enjoy-
ment of escaping from under the surface of just streaming behind the
thick green Irish brogue. Opened up! Top photo of you maybe on my
body physically following the rough indication of all colors on my back.
Wipe my body with your hands up and down, necklines plunge below
your pubis bone, exposing your body parts of all poppers. Seduce me!
Dirty! Growling raucous! Hip sailor-fashion jazz of getting it on! Dare to
venture to having things done in your mind, then do it for real sex with
myriads of getting free from bondage. Go all the way until we buzz for real
food, not modest brushwood at foul play. Silly sexy uplifting and slightly
easier than any woman could wish! When are you doing things in my
studio? Well, obviously you will explode in that situation. Couldn’t find
anything supposedly sinister, allowing someone to protect so complete
sexual progressive untreatable terminal circles of warm juicy flesh plea-
sure hot body moaning shouting coaxing gesturing long time in preparing
the whole community willing to do anything for one another, merging
enjoying purely primitive watching funny trances, dancing explicitly with
infinite variety of tidbits of every imaginable drips of getting it on! Dare
to entangle yourself in those treasures from this point of observation and
participation, exploration and the rich expanding erotic friction enliven
you!
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Drips of warm blood oozing out of date that the only hope is get-
ting really tiny. Hope is getting really tiny, that is! Corny, but obviously
true enough! Who could keep listening and smiling? Ah, how do you
think attracts possibilities? What do you think attracts possibilities of mil-
lions of cubic feet of oxygen into the circle of desire? We are replaying
the entire homosexual community for allowing itself deeply too direct-
ly focused on acting queenly, poise to venture on that evening at eight,
gratulatory bulletins in preparing for anything better. Hopefully we will
inked pictures of all colors on the social theory of relativity of desire. Will
you unbutton your mind and body, and soul oozy under your impatient
egotism and individuality and the rich munchkin himself from falling
into your bowels, giving you a sight ah in-box explosion? When you get
older, you get wacko! Yes, aint that the shits?! And whatever between us is
getting really tight. Clothes off! Keep going, expanding for those drops of
desire dripping blood energy—evinced by profound enjoyment of escap-
ing from being versed in the normal tension with the traditional poetaster
[whatever that is!]. What areas of concerns do you measure success in?
Giving me hope, you come through somehow and smiling softly kiss me
dirty. Together beyond taboos, fear of stumbling, and whatever else paint-
ed white, space quickly opens up for us to reschedule the entire field of
dreams. Slash slashing in giving opportunities to entangle the rich vein of
potentials, slipped through somehow, settling into actual peace, goodwill
and soul guests assembling in this culture. Hard times had hardened them
all over. But obviously we are playing it indeed! Remember, you wish this
edition! Doesn't appear nightly! Orgy of gratuitous soundbites will prob-
ably work! Do you think the cock that is corny horny is getting too hard?
Well, obviously it is perfectly delightful! Declared excellent by profound
attention and stimulate malts of desire dripping sweet soft touch in to
your pussy poem! Do you want me to answer your pussy? I dont mind
that, so far into the young lady rubbing up inside I sprang jubilantly and
stimulate and whatever else you wish me to do inside purple velvet lips,
blue depths into pink magic. We will play this track! Thanks for tuning
me dirty growling raucous in to your yard deeper when I started touring.
Gothic tower of London simply turning funny when people didn’t devote
themselves to be able to procure fresh air spreading over the world stream-
ing from the late night slumber party.

Bragging hot shit verbal jazz rifting in those clothes fast approaching,.
Those wretched theatrical affairs work do inside pleasure of possessing skin
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warm chuckling humor forbade the transforming leaves but obviously we
don’t censor [except for some enormous exceptions]! Like man, I can’t stop
bobbing my head to foot with the time music throughout our way back
into repose at seducing people softly. Kiss your sax! And pretend you wish
to risk everything on whims of notes, images flowing freely deeply beloved
buns and pretend you wish this ain’t going-over the white ribbons disgrace
everlasting moments stretched out from behind riffs. Was just born just
now, Master, wherever science led, never once looked toward the solitary
thought rejection so complete! That thinking about teaching about teach-
ing about halfway up that lesson. I do too much thinking about teaching!
Keep your shirt on Skype video calls or you shall perish miserably for rape!
It is getting really hard to write surreal fiction!

~
/@wm, LABASH
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TWENTY-TWO

Heartwrenching I got kidnapped between chapters and couldn’t find
my way back here for months! I floated mainly hanging on to pictures of
Linda and you on your birthday. But I was lost beyond recall and couldn’
convince the people who kidnapped me in high depression to shoot me
dead brute truth imprisoned unwilling witnesses dumping on Jehovah’s
goons hired by Guillermo Gomez to keep us apart, getting hurt, failing
to gather strength, surmounted all obstacles to get back to work with you
again in the unconformable zones of so-called holy Narrating the autobi-
ography of jazzy and sweet soft touch. But I am back! They tried to throw
cold shoulder on the poor creatures that you bugged me in to introduce to
you. Yep, that is why I was lost! Beyond imagination magnified, I got her-
pes! Maybe even taking part in huge billows of poop holding the leaping
mackerel wolf-thorn-tails and sweet young creature, letting her lap-dog
pussy lick out bits of debris of jazzy stuff down necklines plunge below
robotic affirmative babble of poop. Did you miss my swelling head? Is
that true?

Well, imagine what I have been doing! Mudslides usually use bore-
dom to shoot above the immense hollow of hell. Personally I always recy-
cle things. I like your tits and ass. You're easily the last audience member
who is prepared for the overview of so-called neglect of the functions of
living true. Well, after all judging by the darkness critics of what should
happen, should look like, should be institutionalized dancing, draining
environmentally everything, the doors locked up magically and I was
trapped in ice separated from you. That’s basically what happened. I was
sucked away from us, hanging out like some semi-human amphibious
breed of living forms of indigestion to throw a big deal apparently not
willing to play chess with us. If you were not waiting for me here, there
wouldn’t have been any way of me finding my way back here.

The darkness of pent-up frustration smolders in a week in Oakland.
Society forces people to actually collect negroes’ skulls and smash-and-gr-
ab the immense body moaning shouting coaxing gesturing long time ago.
Time flies some weekday the doors where Glenna was standing at open up.
Go explicitly deeper into what is good! That nobody would make sense is
limited capacity. When you have a band ready then please call my name!
Hey, you yawning audibly yammer about my body smell and drooling!
Are they turn-ons for you? Racists say blacks have a certain body smell.
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Male sexists talk about tuna odor of their potential aunt of pent-up frus-
tration. Are you saying old cripple people have a certain body smell, a
mixture of phosphate age decaying fruit-pulp and twisted spastic of pent-
up of living forms of the margins exclude almost entirely extinguished
by focusing on going into depth? Do you like my body smell? I like your
long-voyage steamers body odor! I fought my whole life for my right to
drool! So we can drool together! They have tried to keep me out of college,
off of airliners, out of restaurants, and would you believe out of the voting
Booth! On registration day after Mom got my wheelchair up two flights
of stairs at the junior college, the counselor just looked at my drool and
refused to accept me in any Classes! My drooling would distract the other
students, don’t you know. And it would bring down aircraft! And whole
cafes vomited! They wanted to operate to block my ducts! They wanted to
give me drugs to dry me out. But I always figured this is a part of my stuff!

I like when you drool on my body and soul oozy on my cock all
juicy sweaty joy. Drool, slobber threatening to bring down established
confidential order of sociability and urbanity which HOW THINGS
SHOULD BE institutionalize what people MUST hold on compulsion.
Abbreviated reality in which everything is clean and airy. But sliding our
bodies together lubricated with our drool slobber is like gravity shifting
into depth of living together tribally, explore deeply explicitly play with
anything fully engage. Play silly sexy! Uplifting freedom in this mysterious
association of the things outside of the margins is really needed to expand
outside censorship.

Of course when I am performing for hours, I am a shaman sweating
like Louis Armstrong! Yep, Satchmo with his horn! Or an old blues guy!
I am working here! So I sweat streamed down off male body and into
the foam rubber pillows. Magic is heat! It is extremely hot and real like
giving birth, conducting the effective channels hard whipping kind of art
community. Doing the jugglery of living forms of polyamory in which
everything is equally possible and becoming immediately recognized as
possible for hours under pressure of atmospheres of skin is molten! This is
why I bring several changes of shirts when I perform and work nude! Well,
that last thing ain’t true! Smelly life! Smelly love! Smelly working! Sha-
man uses smells as channels of communication between rubbing erotically
bodies together lubricated with all kinds of things! You want smells. But
physical smells aren’t politically correct! Insanity! Oh, I do bathe everyday
with herbal soaps and shampoos...Bathing in various herbs grown in our
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garden... Bathing with Linda! Oh, the life! Facial mud packs, and skin
creams and lavender mixture, and various home made salves for muscular
flexibility. Well, I am a dandy of skin!

So again we are uncovering deep brainwashing into uncontrollably
unrealities. We all had brainwashing. Even I still find in me unthinking
threads of blood-red brainwashing so obvious that it is extremely disturb-
ing and embarrassing when I think about it. Actually I get embarrassed
before I say/write a thread, saving everybody awkward political correct
insanity. But they are breeding embarrassment out of us. So we will accept
outrageous rude brainwashing as deeply reasonable! Like the person who
sent me her piece in which she talks about how I had body odor during
my performance isn’t a bimbo! It is staking out distance to separate her-
self from the other [me], isolating everybody, draining environmentally
force away from us. And she just had gotten the imprisoned in general
works of solo living as single individuals of the normal acceptable MYS-
PACE! I always do embarrassing things to pull people in and within, never
to distant me from people, drooling them beyond taboos, fear and hurt
and doubts. Ducts of outrageous sexy adventures articulating each other’s
unique body odor during our maximum opportunity for making magic
together, very personal, but not morality individualism pour out sweat of
the best shit!

I always use everything to make fashion statements! I wear designer
bibs when I work, even though I drool much less for some reason than
years ago. But why stop wearing Bright colorful leaves of bibs just because
less flowing freely from my mind? Doubtless those drops of desire drip-
ping wet soft gentle down my chest evidently comes from raw life touch-
ing with a hard-core kick-ass heart laughing together lubricated every-
thing to make love with me the woman in the bay times just had gotten
started randomly in the early hours disappeared under swirling dresses
undulating of desire dripping sweet lady. Rubbing erotically, kissing my
blues mouth missing teeth! Everything adding to the explicit eroticism of
outrageous sexy me! The explicit dirty tasty sex appeal comes from raw
accepting of yourself, loving life, loving people. There frankly are not spe-
cial tricks. Forty years ago I had audience members in their twenties. I
was in my twenties then too. Now I still play with people in their twen-
ties! They were born when I was losing my hair! But here it don’t matter!
The angle of approach is molten colors in which everything tells you it
is not what you have been told. Whatever Shelley thought is not what is
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required! Besides the reports among various gangland characters on the
street hardly were actively involved in the underground. Shelley even left
before I leaked out after three hours of holding my piss in. It just stream-
ing out! And I nude! But Shelley left before that. So she didn’t smell that.
It wasn't in the mix of my “unique body smell” that she smelt.

Breathing fresh particles of imprisoned Spirit in. Smell wonder! If
we just put up the hot chocolate chips in the universal admiration for
bare tits and your friends that only yesterday you deserved to payoff and
could act up. So let’s have lots of fun experiments that only the smallest
notice of severance on an Ottoman near enough to the awesome secret
surprise. But we will crack jokes that promise butterfly resting on your lap,
arousing desire dripping wet soft flesh pleasure building, digging horny
projections and love with life, reaching up to five hours in live sex! Appeal
comes from raw life touching affair around ninety percent of whatever
Shelley thought. She was getting thinner all the way into uncontrollably
unrealities. We don’t have what they think we should wait for, and never
will... And that is why we are free! Uncensored! Unconscious cerebration
of goodly dimensions bearing upon examining everything/everybody evi-
dently comes from art to follow the voodoo magic risk push deeper into
life, touching, rubbing aroused, smiling ah yes Martha Mulwash in various
ways to do whate’er the fuck anyhow! We must fly beyond Beyrouth and
never again see nude model who won't take her clothes off! Shy, you know!
Not wanting to be a object... Except for say $100... Then she removes her
Spirit from her body, so her modesty can’t be offended because everything
is isolated so everything is void of humorous expectancy and meaning.
So the empty husk of her body will assume any pose you desire, showing
anything you please, moving anywise that you can imagine. But intimacy
closeness among equals disturbs her bitch control hidden under pressure
bras! Brittle Clay shatter all exploded into trouble sleeping in various log-
books of bullshit isolationism because it takes a hard whipping kind of
anti-everything human. But she is just a girl of bullshit, so I gave the usual
level of gagging response to bullshit and moved on and off to more of
sentiment that promised dancing, singing with life! Immortal souls puk-
ing up so suddenly that it washed overboard the voodoo decades of erect
attitude with the traditional poetaster and love with a hard-core kick-ass
heart attack! Inducing dreams slash slashing in various stages of affection-
ate grouping. Old blues emotional delight perfume is just another look at
the extraordinary supernatural beings occasionally without goals or agen-
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das. I don’t have what must be frank! Interesting how people get nude at
the performances, typically historically everyday Jane and Joe. Scarcely a

nude model!
Rays of sunshine diffused by focusing on rubbing pleasure turn pur-
ple velvet cushion lips and shaking hands with him at Baden-Baden. He

received a dvd of the margins of affectionate Germanic physiognomy.

"
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TWENTY-THREE

WELL I AM BACK... sort of. The since you and I shared a word
together many months ago I almost dead. I have not even printed the last
chapter out yet.

I went to the hospital. Macho risking getting hurt! Failing getting
lost all consciousness for thirty years without oxygen! We want it send
to hell! Personally I always find a lot of places for getting me ashore. I
laughed! But I was murdered when they moved us to keep us apart! Get-
ting frustrated that drains possibilities away from the hospital with pneu-
monia, almost dying. Michael and Linda always were there for/with your
truelove me twenty-four hours care. So I survived! But parts keep coming
off of my whiners! The real deep power influence of tribal body just seems
more practical than isolation, separation and fascism.

Well, should we end this now? We have not gotten stupid together
for a long long time, mate. Practically speaking thus, I don’t know what
is happening within skins trash to pull up stakes and come to the end of
this piece of fresh meat. After sedation has cut off all this shit, verbal jazz,
rifting in the cards unshuffled. So uncomfortable! But is this too short,
toothless old cicerone mumble in broken English to be a novel? Was it just
a shaggy dog self-serving story about me? Just coming up with another
rapper Phat boy. I have jammed with you. But can we just say Good-
by? Adore our campaign together and walk away? Strangely enough none
of this unwritten logger’s law has cut off Kerfoot’s left hand. Is fifty-two
Pages enough for a novel? Anyway I could pad it by double space, wide
margins, and large tiger-sharks font. Easy street! So can you live without
reading this? Well, I have not been writing in this journey for a long time,
mate. But you have been reading this over and over again. Tide stranded
you! Live without this shit, verbal jazz.. The end of this face saying, asking
around, everything bad habits prevailed everywhere everyday with you.
Timeworn words stay tuned like challenges. See you next time!

THE END
FINISHED
MAYBE!
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BOOK TWO (The Inner Maze)
TWENTY-FOUR

I am back! So stop your whining! I am a sucker for whiners whining
about their childhoods, etc. whinny experience of all of this unwritten
reality. You don’t know what to do with yourself! So hence BOOK TWO.
Just kidding, Jane! There’s no BOOK TWO in this volume! Turned on!
Rather, it is a small space including words in your own asshole filling up
space. This below is just filler before the white end. Credits will roll. They
are putting together the book that you have in your own hands. They are
drawing the illustrations... You are looking at one on the neighboring
page of this page. They are designing the cover as I write this. They want
me to type THE END! But that could be define as dying for both of us!
They say I could shave out a new book if I end this volume. But do you
trust them?

We had fun, didn’t we? Bottomless depth, condensed into words,
can strengthen your own asshole, filling hunger with Spam! The end is
coming, but not quite yet! It hasn’t arrived yet. It hasnt led to such per-
fection nor normalcy. Just barely touch the service of my new sexy glasses.
Just barely touch the surface of erotic French kissing. Everyone took baths
in the mid-eighties. I did! Similar tastes don’t get many people freak out.
But others on the front lines of the good shit of all poppers seduce me
dirty growling raucous in high style as they inhaled this burning fluid
which became rarefied more and more painful for everybody that is even
probable failure and being spastic and being usually available to be devel-
oped under water. Slightly phosphorescent gleam of disguised conscious-
ness began afresh with irresistible abandon, opened possibilities, intimate
improvised and being born poor—do I need to beg!? That is, even though
it seemed evident that they think it is over, it isn’t over until the fat lady
sing. Just don’t let any fucking fat lady open her fucking fat mouth, just
her fucking fat legs! Then we can go on forever!

Everything stopped. They just asked me in their tone ARE YOU
READY TO QUIT. So until we meet within another pooling novel novel,
[ am playing with a healthy dose of pure fun!

THE END *
* maybel!
Comments are welcomed!
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Excerpted from Frank Moore’s Cherotic Magic.

Seeing time as a dynamic pattern of relationships, instead of as a
linear progression of events, fundamentally reshapes reality and how you
react to reality. It makes guilt, remorse, and anger outmoded. When it is
realized that what is done in the present automatically changes what has
been done by you and what was done to you, such feeling actions as guilt,
remorse, and blame are just continuing the past event into the future by
way of the present. This is why looking to the past for the causes of the
present seemingly difficult situation is only and ultimately prolonging and
compounding the difficult situation.

For example, in childhood, you may have felt you were victimized
by your parents. This is often translated into meaning you are a victim.
Then this being a victim, as well as the original event, is usually repressed,
hidden. But life becomes a long, and fruitless, attempt to not be a victim
anymore. This attempt makes you a victim to life, reinforcing the original
event, creating a negative myth around this one event, which gives the
event more and more weight and importance, which curves reality more
and more around this event.

Then within the present, the event is brought from hiding and is
wrongly analyzed in a cause and effect way. Guilt and blame are dished out
either on yourself or on the other (your parents, the rapist, the bully, the
deformity, the situation). This stores up the energy of importance, there-
by “distorting” reality, shifting this one event to the center of the reality
frame. This distorting process is a self-feeding cycle. The more energy of
importance that is invested in the event, the more energy is attracted to
the event.

Avoiding or denying events, situations, people, fears, or doubts are
other ways to invest the energy of importance. This is why exploring and
analyzing these inner and outer events will release some of the pent-up
energy...but just up to a certain point. After this point is reached, analyz-
ing and focusing on a single event will just add to the pent-up energy of
importance, adding to the downward spiral of self-indulgence. This spiral
is linear.

To move away from this linear world of limitations, our self-aware-
ness has to be admitted to. We exist in a nonlinear reality. Within this
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reality, there is space-time. Space-time is not the larger reality which we
are calling the web of ultimate reality; space-time is just one possibility in
the web.

We have seen time is not linear, but is a nonlinear ball. Science tells
us time and space are aspects of the same web. Time-space is a nonlinear
ball. Each of us sits in the center of this web ball. In the center, the person
affects everything and is affected by everything. His every act and word
affects everything fundamentally because it comes out of everything. In
this reality, every act is important, as important as Jesus dying on the cross
for our sins, as important as Adam and Eve eating the apple, or a nuclear
war. These are just symbols for the every act, every word, every thought
each of us makes always. Each act either saves and uplifts everyone, or
condemns and degrades everyone. Each of us lives and dies for everyone.

Within this nonlinear dynamic interplay context of reality, every-
thing takes on a high but equal level of importance. Casualness appears
to be an avoidance of power and responsibility. By knowing everything
you do, say, and think matters has a profound and direct effect on literally
everyone, you are less likely to be sloppy in your life.

In this nonlinear reality, guilt and regret are the continuations of
the acts, events, or attitudes on which the guilt or the regret feelings are
focused. Guilt and regrets pump energy into the past situation. This
strengthens the reality of the situation in the past, and continues the situa-
tion into the present and on into the future. This prevents you from focus-
ing on doing what is needed and right in the present, thereby increasing
rather than decreasing the effects of the regrettable situation. You become
frozen within the situation.

Some people use these facts about guilt to attempt to avoid personal
responsibility by retreating into an ethical casualness. Since the punish-
ment of guilt and regret is not hanging over them, they do what is socially
acceptable, what is personally comfortable and/or profitable instead of
what they sense is the right thing to do. By doing this, they deny their role
at the center of all reality.

To correct past mistakes, it is not necessary to go back into the past,
or to the people in the past situation to make amends, to analyze, to judge
yourself, or to seek punishment or forgiveness. This takes you away from
the point of action which is always now, away from the situation you
are in now, away from the people you are with now. If you do the right
thing now within the situation you are in now, the past will automatically

change for the right.
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When we talk about “now”, we are talking about the ball of nonlin-
ear time which includes in it the past, the present, the future. This removes
the finality of importance of all mistakes. Doing right now changes the
past. Not doing right now also changes the past.

People say they are not now ready to do what is right. They are
not strong enough, skilled enough, brave enough. The right thing is too
uncomfortable, costs too much right now. They will do the right thing
sometime in the future when conditions change, are more favorable. This
is the trap which can be called “waiting for Godot”. This trap is what gets
most people, traps them in shallowness. The future does not come because
it is happening now, just as the past does not go away because it is happen-
ing now. If they do not stop waiting, they will wait for eternity. They can
only stop waiting now, because now is the point of action.

When we talk about the past, the present, the future happening with-
in one another, dynamically interacting with one another, causing and
affecting one another, we have started using the principle of inter-penetra-
tion. Inter-penetration is the scientific and mystical theory of reality which
states that everything is contained within everything. The inter-penetra-
tion of time does away with the cosmic questions of “the chicken or the
egg” beginning creation, as well as the moralistic debate over free will ver-
sus fatalistic determinism. Within the web of ultimate reality, there is no
ultimate beginning or cause. Moreover, every action of the individual rises
out of a sum-wave of actions meeting at the individual; but the directions
the wave takes depends on what happens within the individual.

Inter-penetration is what art works through. To start to understand
inter-penetration, it is important to remember science has said time and
space are aspects of the same thing, as are matter and energy. As we have
seen, time has a nonlinear dimension. This is also true of space, energy,
and matter. But we will start on the purely one-way linear level. What we
see and hear through our eyes and ears is from the past. This is usually only
a small fraction of a second out of the past. When we shift our focus to
the sky, what we are seeing and feeling comes directly to us out from the
past, anywhere from a few minutes (our sun) to many thousands of years
(the stars). The wave of this past-present is regular, governed by the speed
of light, which is the speed limit within the linear dimension according to
science. Our past is also affecting the present of the stars right now. If we
magnify, amplify, and tune into this wave of the past, we would get more
details from that past and be more affected by that past.
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Science says each of us has particles in our body that have been in
the body of every living thing that ever existed on Earth. Through breath-
ing, eating, and the processes of elimination, this circulation of particles
takes place. The melting decay of death, decaying back into the inorganic
ground field, and the build-up of new life forms in birth, is the powerful
tool of this circulation of particles. Add to this the backward material cord
to the material Big Bang of the universe which links everything together in
this universe, and the rain of cosmic stuff that bombards Earth, we begin
to see a universal exchange of particles, a universal body, a universal life.

These particles are not material, although they make up what we
call materiality. Science tells us these particles are patterns of possibilities.
Science also tells us these particles go back and forth in time by going out
of the linear dimension with its speed limit.

By what we do, we each change these patterns of possibilities. Then
these patterns travel nonlinearly out of space-time, effecting change non-

locally.
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Mainstream Avant-Garde?

December 28, 1996. Published in P-FORM Number 43. Also published in Open Forum #13,
Greece, and The Cherotic (r)Evolutionary #7, both in 1997.

I suppose this is a review of sorts. Two things evoke this review. First
Martha Wilson of Franklin Furnace asked me to comment on the Fur-
nace’s plans. The second event was our going to a Karen Finley reading
[which cost $3 as opposed to $30 for a Finley performance....which I
could not afford].

I have to start by saying I consider both Wilson and Finley pow-
erful voices of the avant-garde. When other performance galleries were
making artists create “acts” that would fit into “avant-garde” cabarets...
fit in terms of both time and fashionable subject matter...Wilson at the
Furnace was giving both artists and the art absolute freedom to perform
magic...until THEY shut the Furnace down for “fire violations”. Karen
and I were among the artists who enjoyed this freedom.

In other reviews, I have likened Karen’s poetry to Ginsberg’s, and her
performances to Lenny Bruce’s in their intensity and laser commentary
on the social injustices. Her poetry makes me cry. Her passions within her
performances have transported me into very deep states of reality.

So it is always tragic to see figures like these get sucked, seduced,
absorbed, tricked, bribed into “the mainstream”. It is tragic not only in
personal terms for the individual artists, but in terms of the big picture.
When an artist sets herself up as being an artist who goes beyond the nor-
mal frame, who tells the hard truths, who explores the unknown...not to
be hip, or controversial, or to be interesting...but because that is how our
tribal human being evolves, so it has to be done...when that kind of artist
then goes after money, personal fame, and/or glamour while still claiming
to be doing avant-garde art, it is denying society the real evolutionary
function of the real avant-garde. It tells people, audiences and artists alike,
that the avant-garde is just a branch of the entertainment complex with
the same rules, goals, reality as television, rock music, Hollywood, and
sports. This is like telling people a can of Slim Fast is a balanced meal of
real food. It is a lie. And the scary dangerous thing is artists are buying/
selling this lie.

Why am I on this rant? About a year or two ago, Wilson sent out a
mass mailing in which she defended art [maybe to funders] as a profitable
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industry which pulls money, people, and jobs into cities. [True...if you
want to make a lot of money, buy property where artists live/create now to
sell to the yuppies when they discover the area!] This logic is a very steep,
slippery slope indeed. The first glaring danger of this commercialized logic
is art, according to this logic, which is not profitable or sellable is not and
can not be successful worthwhile art! [Hey, ain’t that the American way?]
I am sure Wilson does not believe this.

Although another mass mailing I received from her in November [I
have been mulling it over until now] makes me wonder if she has fallen
down that slope into believing the lie. Avant-garde art is art that tells the
truth, explores the taboos, pushes the limits. Obviously this kind of art, if
it is honest, can not be focused outwardly. Historically, often “The People”
[who are not the same thing as “the mainstream”] have identified with the
avant-garde because it was telling the truth about their lives. The focus of
the avant-garde should always be on telling the truth, not on popularity
polls and bottom lines. The focus of the avant-garde has been, and should
be, on doing art that is as “pure” as possible...not on mass media enter-
tainment of reaching as many people as possible by shaping “the product”
to that goal.

In her letter, Martha refers to the avant-garde art as “once unpopu-
lar work...formerly at the non-profit fringe”...art that Franklin Furnace,
according to the letter, has groomed for 20 years to get it ready for the
mainstream...and now “Franklin Furnace is in a position to lead the
avant-garde into the mainstream...” This hurts my head and heart. It is
as if Martha does not see her own historical contribution of giving daring
art a home. Instead, she tries to take credit for gravity and decay. The
mainstream entertainment, by it sheer mass, has always sucked artists out
of the fringe, the underground. That is just gravity. In reality, it takes a lot
to enter, and to stay in, the underground. The underground is where the
real freedom and the real ability to change society are to be found. This is
why artists CHOOSE the underground instead of the mainstream. This
is also why, when an artist is pulled into the mainstream, this freedom
and ability decay. In my own career, I have worked very hard to stay in
the underground...this work has been hard precisely because some of the
pieces have turned out to be “popular” [whatever that meansl!]...attracting
the mainstream sharks.

The mainstream has always tried to create a fake avant-garde with
fake controversies, fake taboos, fake “hipness”, etc. to give the marks a
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controlled fun-ride through a Disneyland to keep them away from the real
edge of life. This is because the powers-that-be can not control or exploit
what is in the real avant-garde.

All of this is business as usual...and doesn’t scare me.

What does scare me is that someone like Martha bought into it
and is becoming a producer of it! Her letter read like a bad Saturday
Night Live skit. She is selling Franklin Furnace to get money to match a
$100,000 N.E.A. challenge grant. With this money, and by teaming up
with the corporate and media America, Franklin Furnace will be a “con-
tent provider for new media” that sniffs out “emerging alternative artists”.
[Emerging from where to where? Alternative to what?] These artists and
their art must be suitable to be packaged as “alternative comedy [a.k.a.
performance art]”. The letter tells us this new alternative comedy will be
“funny, yet provocative”. There will be a half-hour t.v. show of this. Plus
they will produce short pieces to be aired “through” Saturday Night Live
[as if that show has been cutting edge, or even funny, in the past 15 years]
and MTV [with its history of censorship!]. Moreover they are seeking oth-
er ways of giving “audiences a glimpse of the avant-garde world” [whatever
the hell that is!] “in an entertaining and easily consumable fashion”...like
avant-garde artist trading cards...funded by Philip Morris Companies!

The marketing phrase “alternative comedy [a.k.a. performance art]”
is very damaging to performance art because it trivializes art. In fact it
avoids “art” all together, selling “alternative comedy” as a weird, consum-
able form of entertainment which will give you a laugh for your buck.
This is not what performance art is. Performance art is the performing/
doing/experiencing the act of art. It is going on a physical journey into
the unlimited realm of art. Sometimes this journey may be funny or enter-
taining. But these are not the true goals or rewards. The suggestion [pro-
motion] that these are the rewards of art results in denying people, includ-
ing the artists, the real full freeing experience of art.

All of this is selling the art, the artists, and the audience way short.
I am not questioning Martha’s personal commitment to the real avant-
garde art. But realistically such art can not exist in such an environment
that she is envisioning. Moreover it is misunderstanding the new media
such as the internet and zines. In these media, artists can relate to their
audiences directly without middlemen, without compromises, with-
out limiting concepts such as “mainstream”...all for very little money...
so why sell out?
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But this concept of “alternative comedy” is disturbing. I guess the
Karen Finley reading was an example of alternative comedy. She read from
her parody of Martha Stewart [why bother?] which she obviously wrote
just to fulfill a book deal. The reading was empty schtick, a passionless
exercise in cleverness with no content or message. The audience responded
with reflex laughter, like a laugh track. The problem was Karen was trying
to be an entertainer, a comedian. Karen is not a comedian or entertainer.
That is not her function. Her function is to inspire, confront, transmute...
to tell the truth with passion. That is why people come to her. When she
does not do that, the people are not fulfilled. When she ended her act,
the people just sat there numb. Then I asked Karen to read her very deep,
very moving poem “Black Sheep”... I just happened to have a copy of it
with me. As she read it, magic, life, and power started flowing through
her body and out into the audience, uplifting them. When she finished
reading, people stood up and clapped...because this was why they came.

Oh, by the way, do you consider yourself mainstream? Do you want
to be?
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My Sexual Fantasies

September 29, 1997. Published in 7he Affiliate, Canada, January/February 1998.

I do have sexual fantasies. And like a lot of people, I never reveal
them because frankly they would get me into a lot of shit. But since you
asked...and if you don't tell...

I have a dream that one day people who are now called in the current
p-c. lingo “sex workers” will be seen (especially by themselves) as sexual
healers, sexual teachers, and sexual artists. No more mutual use/abuse of
each other (just a whore/john) as objects to avoid unwanted reality with
illusions of power and of “just doing it for the money”.

In my dream, teenagers of both genders would come to the sexual
healers/teachers to learn the art of using sex wisely in their lives, their rela-
tionships, and in their creative and spiritual quests. People in relationship
would come together to the sexual teachers to deepen what they have and
do with each other. The sexual healers would work with both the abused
and the abusers...and the would-be abusers.. .releasing sexual repression,
restoring trust and vulnerability, and teaching more humane ways of relat-
ing. The sexual healers would go into hospitals, prisons, nursing homes,
etc. to give aid and comfort, to lay on of hands (and of bodies). Lonely
people would come to the sexual healers not only for human body con-
tact, but to find out how to change their lives to have/give what they need
and want.

I have a dream that those who practice this sexual work would finally
utterly reject the system of guilt, shame, sin, submission, dominance, and
power instead of smugly playing with it. This system has its roots in The
Dark Ages when it was the twisted version of the power system known
as The Church. This twisted version was designed to keep the pleasure
underground within the unseen control of The Church....

Mmmm...... I said too much, revealed too much, about my sexual
fantasies. I am probably in hot water, in deep shit. But I can’t help it. 'm
a dreamer. And I have a dream. And I see some signs that my dream is
coming into reality...maybe not in my lifetime...but who knows!

And besides, 'm a dreamer. I can dream.
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The Updated Numbers Game

Originally written in 1997 and published in Lummox Journal, October 1997, this version
was updated in 2002. This does not include numbers from Frank’s video collection on
Vimeo.com where, from May 2012 until January 2014, there were 8,801,225 total plays and
22,446,518 total loads.

Most people think to be the most effective, you have to reach as
many people as possible. And to do that, they think you have to do it
through the mass media. And to do that, they think you have to fit (water
down) the content, style, and form to the mass media, to play by the rules
of the game. This is based on the faulty formula of Effectiveness = Number
Directly Reached (or how big the audience is). It always seemed to me this
formula is extremely simplistic and inaccurate. A more accurate formula
is Effectiveness = Purity-of-the-Art x (Number Directly Reached x 10).
Purity-of-the Art is a measurement of how close the delivered art is to the
original intent, content, message, power, etc. Obviously the higher the
PA. Count, the more effective the art is. It is simple science! And you can
just imagine what happens if the PA. Count happens to be in the negative!
By the way, the 10 represents Number Indirectly Reached, which in reality
is always an unknown number.

I have never focused on how many people have come in contact with
the work. I focus on doing the work. So I have never been sucked into the
numbers addiction, have never been tempted to shape the work to get “an
audience”.

But it is fun to look back at the almost 30 years of work and try to
figure out how many people have come in contact with the work. In real-
ity, I can figure out only the rough minimum.

To start with, I average one public performance (including lectures,
concerts, performances) per month. So in 30 years, I have done art least
360 public performances. My biggest audience was about 500...but I have
had a lot of 5-people audiences. My average audience is probably 30. So
at least 10,800 people have come to the live public performances that I
have done.

In addition, over 500 people (cast, students, other artists, clients)
have done over 1,080 private performances (private rituals, workshops,
rehearsals). So at least 11,300 people have directly experienced, and have
been directly affected by the live work. By the way, since some of the per-
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formances lasted 48 hours, the average time of a performance is probably
5 hours. So I have probably done about 7,200 hours in performance.

As well as we can keep track, every month at least one article (written
either by me or by someone else) about the work or about the philosophy
behind the work is published somewhere in the world. This is mostly
small zines, but with some large magazines and newspapers. So maybe
1,800,000 people have read about the work in this way, if the average
readership is 5,000.

On average, once a year, I pop up on radio, on TV, in a movie, or in
a book. If we take 5,000 for the average audience of these venues, we have
reached another 150,000 people.

So through media, the work reaches 1,950,000 people. So the work
reaches, more or less directly, 1,961,300 people at least...without even
trying!

Add to this the 17,575 people who have visited our website at www.
eroplay.com during our first year on the web, and the number jumps to
1,978,875.

But in reality, each of these people affect/influence, on average, at
the very least 10 other people. So the “real” magical circle of influence is
19,788,750! Talk about mass communications!

(I am sneaking back in here in 2002. The website has grown over the
years. Now...when we last checked over a year ago...over 3,000,000 visit
the site a year. My work is also on other people’s sites. So let us say I have
reached 18,000,000 people in the 6 years on the web. In addition, my
local cable public access show airs 3 times a week. If 3,000 people watch it
a week, 156,000 people have watched the show in the first year. So we can
add 18,156,00 to the number that the work has directly reached, bring-
ing it to 20,117,300...and 201,173,000 indirectly reached! This doesn’t
include even the people who see our fliers on telephone poles, our art car
on the street, our house from the sidewalk, etc., etc....all parts of the art!)

Of course, if we placed any significance on this numbers game, the
magic would dry up in the work. But it’s fun to just trip out once in
awhile!
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Nudity, A Tool of Shamanism

Saturday, August 21, 1999. Published by Lucid Moon #36, August 1999.

For most my life, I was searching for a method to work with people
in an intense, direct way. Ever since college days, I had been writing non-
sense scripts dealing with nudity and non-sexual eroticism. Also during
my college days, I read such books as Toward a Poor Theatre and The The-
atre and its Double. But it was not until I and my communal family took
a very intense film-making course in Santa Fe in 1972 that I was able to
put my weird ideas into performance.

We made films of rolling nude down a hill, smearing bodies with
baby food, nursing by a sexy woman. But when the film course was over,
I did not have money to make films. I could not see putting my energy
into getting money to make films, could not see putting up with the com-
promises and outside control involved in an artistic context requiring big
bucks. For me, the act of breaking a taboo is what is magical, what effects
change...not someone seeing it in a film.

This not having money, this not wanting to be controlled and limit-
ed by money, was what sealed me into a performance life.

So I started looking for a way to work with people. I wanted to see
people nude, and touch them, and to create an intensity between us.

I had been painting oils for years, painting with a brush strapped
to my forehead, painting nudes from magazine photos. One day, a rich
woman asked me to paint a nude of her. My wife set me and my paints up
in the fancy living room as the woman undressed. On that day I realized
how art can give people permission to do what normally is forbidden. It
gives a frame that switches realities from the narrow normal reality to the
freeing altered reality of controlled folly. If you go up to a stranger on the
street and ask him to show his body to you, you will be lucky if he just
walks away and does not hit you. But if you sincerely (and sincerity is a
key) ask him to model for a painting or be in a video that involves nudity,
there is a high chance he will do it because you are offering him a key to a
new, different, and temporary reality. When I go up to a person on a street
and ask him to be in some project which may contain some nudity and
physical play, the nudity and physical play as an idea in this context is a
great tool to get under the polite chatter surface to the more meaningful
stuff -- which is, after all, the aim of the piece.
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People always say they like the work because it is strong, but I should
get over my obsession with sex and nudity, and get on to more important
issues; I should not get “stuck” in one vision. What they do not realize is
what they like about the work, the strength, comes from being committed
to a single vision, no matter what the current trends and fashions are. I
cannot imagine more important issues than sex and freedom symbolized
by nudity. But these are not my ultimate focus. Sex and nudity are pow-
erful digging tools to reach the intimate community. By limiting the tools
of art, art itself is limited. And a part of my job both as an artist and as a
shaman is to fight such limitations.

I have debated with myself about stopping resisting the label SEX-
UAL. By insisting what I am doing is not sexual, I am opening myself
up to people questioning my honesty and integrity. If I accept the sexual
label, people would just have to decide whether or not they like sex in art
-- decide whether it is art or not. That would be the depth of the ques-
tioning. They may feel uncomfortable seeing sex as art -- but that uncom-
fortableness would be just from breaking the taboo of sex -- which would
not be that big of a deal. What I am doing is taking nudity and acts that
are usually considered sexual and giving them a new, non-sexual context.
That creates a tension, a conflict, an examining, a leap into something
new. That is what I am after. This leap into newness is why people who
are normally comfortable with casual nudity and casual sex sometimes get
very uncomfortable with the nudity and erotic play in my work. By taking
“sexual” acts and sincerely putting them into a different context, it creates
another reality, another way of relating. It also creates conflict with the
normal reality -- and that conflict may change, in an underground sort of
way, the normal reality. I think art -- or at least this kind of art -- should
create conflict and change. And I like relating with people in the “unnor-
mal” way in this different reality. This is why I do performance.

And besides...I like nudity and erotic play! So let’s take off our
clothes and play!
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An Open Letter To
Senator Jesse Helms

1990. Published in 7he Drama Review (TDR) in 1991 and in various magazines and news-
papers throughout the U.S.A. The letter was read at the Anti-Censorship Procession in San
Francisco, California and was buried in the ART TIME CAPSULE along with Frank’s “The
Combine Plot” at the same event. This letter was also read at Cooper Union Hall, New York,

New York, as part of a STOP JESSE HELMS fund raiser in 1990.

Enough is enough. I have read in the L.A. TIMES and THE VIL-
LAGE VOICE that you have the General Accounting Office investigating
Karen Finley, Johanna Went, Cheri Gaulke, and myself. Why are you
going behind our backs? Why aren’t you talking directly to us artists,
instead of having the G.A.O., at the taxpayers’ expense, going to the gal-
leries and the theaters we have performed in to ask veiled questions about
us?

Here I am. Let’s talk, man to man. It is the American Way. What do
you want to know about me? You had my address because I sent you my
article about how I think what you are doing is patently offensive to the
Bill of Rights. After all, it is the American Way to directly confront your
opponent, giving him a chance to answer, and giving the people a dialog.
But you did not send me a letter. You sent the G.A.O.

This is not an investigation for information. It is an investigation for
extortion. It is part of the campaign to smear us four artists -- as well as
Holly Hughes, Tim Miller, Annie Sprinkle and John Fleck -- as untouch-
able, unfundable, unbookable. The paint that is used to smear is that of
“obscene artists”. Are you trying to find out whether or not our work
falls into the legal definition of obscene? Have you seen my performances
or even talked to anyone who has? Have you read my writings on art in
professional and scholarly journals, or my resume of over 20 years? I think
not.

I think you know you can not show that any of us untouchable
eight are even remotely legally obscene. So you and your ilk are trying to
create the atmosphere of fear by using the extortion tactics of the mafia.
The N.E.A. chairman, Frohnmayer, used this atmosphere of fear, under
the catchy phrase “certain political reality”, to take away the N.E.A. grants
from Finley, Hughes, Fleck and Miller. Your extortion is what has created
this political reality.

This extortion is an attempt to blacklist us untouchable eight and
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other artists who have the nerve to do difficult art. This so-called investi-
gation is really the extortionist’s message to galleries that, if they book us
or artists like us, they are risking the possibility of funding being cut off,
of being audited, of being closed down by the fire department, of being
hassled by the vice squad and other governmental agencies. All of which
has occurred to the galleries that have booked us untouchable eight.

Why are you closing channels of expression and of funding to me
without due process of law? It is a political and cultural blacklist under
the cover of obscenity. Extortion and blacklists are against the American
ideals and spirit.

If you have anything to say to me or to ask me, come to talk to me
man to man. Otherwise, get your big brother foot off my back.

In Freedom,
Frank Moore
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Out Of Isolation:
A History of the Video

Thursday, September 19, 1996

I originally wrote the play to have something to do with a guy, who
would direct it.

[ wrote it as a prose poem. As a poem, it has been published in many
magazines and books in both the U.S. and England. One of the most
amazing stories around the poem version of OUT OF ISOLATION is...

A 40-year-old woman somewhere in the Midwest read it in a zine
and started thinking about her baby sister who she had loved. The doctors
told the parents the baby sister would be a vegetable without an IQ...and
they should put her in an institution, put her out of their minds/hearts,
and go on with their lives. Unlike my parents, they followed the doctors’
advice. But after reading OUT OF ISOLATION, the woman hired a
detective to find her sister, without telling her parents (because the guilt
would be too much...and pointless). It turned out the sister only had a
slight case of cp, was adopted and has a successful life. The sisters re-estab-
lished their relationship.

If this was the only effect of my work, my work and life would be
successful.

Anyway, when we were ready to cast the play, the director just chose
an actress from the very first audition because he didn’t think we could
get what we needed, so he settled...even though I told him when I direct
I usually spend months finding the willing person for a part. But he was
the director. The actress made it very clear from the start she wouldn't do
nudity. So the director threw out the nudity, not realizing that the nudity
was not the real problem. The woman had a hard time even touching me!
But the kicker was the actress saw the play as the nurse getting JIM out of
the institution and into “the real world”. She kept making Jim look out a
window to motivate him. I finally suggested to the director that he should
tell her there ain’t no window. She totally freaked out and wrote us a Dear
John letter. At that point he gave up on the project.

It took me a year after that to cast it. Linda Sibio had been in several
of my ritual performances in Los Angeles....and she is a great performance
artist in her own right. When I couldn’t find anybody in the San Fran-
cisco bay area, I asked her. She is very picky about what she enters into,
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but once she commits, she will do anything. We went down to L.A. for a
week to shoot it. I had planned the first day to rehearse the whole piece...
but when we were on the mat...without my board or Linda Mac...Linda
Sibio just took off her clothes and eroplayed with me for two hours...and
of course 'm flexible! Afterwards she said it was what she needed to get
into the space/role. So we just shot the piece straight through each day for
four days. I just spent a half hour before each day’s shooting going over
with her the needed changes. The rest was improv.
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about play (Playing)

From Frank Moore’s Cherotic Magic.

Enjoying playing unlocked every possibility.

Schechner defines performance as “ritualized behavior conditioned
(and) permeated by play.”

We will get technical in this. But we should always remember that at
the root, the student comes to the teacher, the audience comes to the per-
formance, the person comes to the bodyplay to be deeply and intimately
with a flesh and blood person or a group of flesh and blood people in a
way that is usually denied to her in normal polite social life. She comes
for touching, holding, rocking, playing, having fun, and healing. This has
been usually forgotten under rigid serious rituals, techniques and theories.
Again, western medicine is a prime example of this forgetting. But even
spiritual methods of healing in our culture have put the rituals and tech-
niques over the playing and fun.

This is why, before we get into the techniques of chero bodyplay, we
have to be clear about what we are doing. By doing the apprenticeship, by
doing performances, by doing bodyplay, we are calling forth the liminal
state of controlled folly. Controlled folly is liminal because it is a combina-
tion of the awake reality and dream reality. Rituals make this combination
possible.

In the state of controlled folly, the activities of playing and creating
fun are intensified and expanded, because rituals take the place of the nor-
mal rules, taboos, fears, and inhibitions. This makes it possible to go into
the unknown where anything is possible. Ritual is what makes this magi-
cal playing safe by giving the playing a living, breathing structure. Playing
is only possible within a structure. But when ritual becomes important in
itself, rigid and serious, it starts limiting and killing the play and fun. So
it is important to remember that the ritual is just the channel of the play
and fun.

Playing is a primal state in which things are drained temporari-
ly of their normal meanings. Life goals for a time fade in importance
in this state. Tensions and stresses of normal life are safely transmuted
into creativity. In play, newness appears. This newness is translated into
inspiration, into new ideas, new ways of doing things. The young, both
in the higher animals and humans, learn the most through the state of
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play. Both man and the higher animals use play to transform violent
energy into safe acting out. The human mind and civilization were evolved
by playing.

In bodyplay, chero is aroused by playing with the body. Fun is creat-
ed and released by this play into the world directly. Fun is energy focused
upon itself, rather than upon some goal. The fun we are talking about
in this work is a deep, intense fun that corrects imbalances and induces
newness. This kind of fun comes from risk taking and work. This deep fun
feels very different from the surface, light, fast fun of the world of polite-
ness, glamour, romance, and social rules.

Through bodyplay, erour is slowly reached by calling forth chero in
all parts of the body by eroplaying. This is true not only in the “receiver”,
but also in the “healer”. Moreover, through the energy released through
these magical sessions, a collective social erour is gradually created for
the general world. This is the ultimate reason for this work. The chero
released as focused fun “writes” upon the place in which this magical play
is performed. It transforms the place into a magical site. The more play
is done in a place, the more chero is stored in the physical site. The more
chero that is contained in a physical site, the easier it is to perform more
intense play.

Cherotic bodyplay releases, frees, creates new possibilities. This is
true for the people who are actually directly playing together. But this is
also true for the society, the people, the world, the outer reality surround-
ing the eroplaying people. This makes bodyplay not just an individual
problem solving therapy. Instead, it is a playful but powerful ritual that
has effects on many different levels. There is a danger in focusing too
much on what it will do for the individual, how it will affect his life, what
does it mean in terms of his life, how it will help him. This kind of focus
can turn bodyplay into encouraging individualism which keeps the person
in the prison of fragmentation.

To be successful, bodyplay has to be intensely personal between the
playing people, but should not be individualistic. It should not push the
people inward onto their “selves”. Bodyplay should expand them outward
into others.
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Performance Introduction

Friday, October 10, 2003

1 wrote the piece in the early ‘805, just before I started developing a lan-
guage for what is hidden within the word sex. So I didn’t have words such as
tanpanic trances, eroplay, tanplay, tansex, pantan, and fuse. I think 1
do fairly well under that handicap!

We are like in a mountain climbing adventure. The mountain is the
erotic unit. We are in the testing/training period. We have divided erotic
from sex. In my counseling, I have found most of the so-called sexual
problems are really to do with confusing erotic need with sexual need. We
are moving onto focusing on purely erotic. In a way, it would greatly help
in what we are doing if you focus on using erotic in your everyday life. I
am risking sounding really weird now...but I think it is very important.
Erotic is like dancing, judo, acting, or singing. It is natural, but we have
forgotten how to do it and how to use it. So we have to at first train our-
selves in it, willingly focus on it, practice it, observe it and its effects. It
sounds weird, but it will take a ruthless discipline to do it. Like for me, it
is again a split vision. I never think when I go up to a person for the film
...now | am using erotic...but in my other vision, I know I am. If you
just practice eroticism as a thing like dance just when we two meet, there
is a danger that it will get kinky weird. I want to ask you to start with an
aware will to use eroticism in your daily life as a focus...without telling
anyone you are doing it. And observe what it does. In general it will make
everything easier and more fun. Of course, this is hype, but it is also true.

Also focus on it when you are alone. It will turn you on. Feel your
body, feel your humor, feel your giggling. I want to now describe the
process. In the beginning, there was politeness...safe but unsatisfying,
intellectual...but behind that was attraction, curiosity, wanting to play.
Then there was...we want to play. Saying that was a risk. But it opened
up pushing back limits...which in itself is an erotic turn-on. But between
that time of stating the desire of play and actually physically playing there
is usually a tension. And whenever a new limit is being crossed, it seems
forced, unnatural...at the same time there is a release which leads to com-
fortableness. This is what stops most people from getting to the com-
fort. This is why there needs to be a committed discipline like studying
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dancing or judo to get beyond the being uncomfortable by freedom. Sexy
is something that somebody projects from within. It has almost nothing to
do with the body type...what someone looks like. It is rather a nonverbal,
nonvisual signal to others that you are ready and willing to get involved
on some level with them. It is a nonrational quality that it is advertising.
So people who do not have the quality and would not naturally project
sexy can learn how to project it. The sexy signal attracts and excites and
turns on people...including yourself. But the willingness to get involved
with people is what satisfies and maintains. Sexy can be, should be used
in all communications.

Just you and I are needed to create the magic that will slow the
dragon. But others can add power to this magic. I am the director, I like
to direct, I like women, I like to be turned on, I like to scream and be
a spoiled bastard...I hope I have not forgotten any bad things...all the
rumors about me are true...if all of these things are ok, stay. If not, go. If
they become not ok during the piece, leave. But don’t interrupt or inter-
fere with the piece. I may be lying. I am saying these things to save time.
Time is a vital element of this magic. The longer the time that we are in
the piece, the greater the magic. Don't tell anyone about anything that
went on in this piece, except if you add that you may be lying.

I will use bits and pieces which I will channel, not knowing why, not
knowing how an individual bit fits into the whole. So I can not explain
them. In some of these bits I will use some of you, using who you are,
sometimes sending you to places outside of the cave of the studio. Some
bits only you and I can do alone. Nobody will see all of the parts. But in
the end, there will be a whole. I will not use violence to create this magic.
You will not be hurt.

We are putting an arrow in the dragon; we are tripping up the plot
which has been trapping us for so long. One obvious way is the piece
will change us who are involved, changing our lives and relationships...
and that change, no matter how small, will cause a chain reaction in the
outside world.

But there is another way that what we will do here will effect and
affect the outside world. Science has just come up with a theory which
explains why one group of a species in another part of the world, with
no physical or material contact with the first group, pick up the change.
In the past, it would have been called magical. But what some scientists
are now saying is that in DNA there is what amounts to a broadcasting
unit which both sends out and receives data to and from every member
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of that certain life form...and perhaps to other life forms and maybe even
to unliving material as well. It also has been long known that the observer
effects what he observes.

The core of this piece is you and I will set a power erotic wave with
each other which will be transmitted on the DNA network. It does not
matter if you believe this. But the bits...or rather one of the bits...which I
will have people other than you and I do, will create an open channel for
our broadcast. So what the other people do in the piece is very important.
Now I am talking to everyone else except you. If you feel threatened and
want to leave, do so. Don't argue, or judge. Don't try to protect other
people in the piece. If you do leave, I am counting on you to honor your
commitment to not tell anyone anything about this piece without stating
that you may be lying.

Back to the plot which we are fighting against today. If we had free-
dom to touch each other erotically without limits, without romance, they
could not control us, they could not have power over us. They know this.
If we know we can do anything we want...that we don’t have to wait for
enough money before doing what we want...that it aint true that we have
to have talent to do things that we do...then their power over us would
vanish. That is why they make commercials promoting ideals and images
that you can not fit unless you use their product. “It’s so easy to get their
attention...it’s so easy to lose it...use Head and Shoulders.” That is why
they keep changing fashions. That is why they say wait for Mr. Right. That
is why they say art takes talent and skill...which most people don't have,
and say those who are blessed with it must refine it before using it...why
they say films must have a certain technical quality before people will see
them...why they say don’t touch your cock in public, don't stare, don't
ask, don't need, don’t rub. The people who are on the top and the people
who have accepted that they cannot do what they want, have ganged up to
preserve this plot of snobs, experts, and morality. It is easy to see why those
who are in power want to keep the plot going. But why the schmucks
who spend their whole lives not doing what they want, thinking they
aren't good enough...why do they want the plot to keep going? Imagine
someone like this seeing someone who...like me...is not as smart, skilled,
good-looking as they are...so dumb that he don’t know that the plot of
everything is hard...bumbling through life doing what he wants, making
movies and art...playing with sexy girls...all easy. They want to kill him
because he, as a symbol, says they could have done what they wanted all
along.
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The Pipes Of Art

Originally published in 1995 in 7he Cherotic (r)Evolutionary within Frank Moore’s column
“Frankly Speaking”.

Have you noticed there is a plague in all walks of modern life of
people forgetting their function as servers? We editors tend to take our
position much too seriously (or not seriously enough). One editor of a lit-
erary magazine actually charges writers a dollar a poem ($3 a short story)
for the “privilege” of having her read their stuff...and they don’t get a comp
copy if she publishes their work! Then there are editors who come unglued
if another zine prints, without giving him “credit”, a poem that he had
first published...as if he shares ownership rights with the poet...maybe he
has forgotten that he had neither hired the poet to write it nor bought it
from the poet...he had just published it. Then there are the editors who
must think that when a poet sends her work to them, she is asking them
for their god-like judgments!

I realize that I and this zine are just middlemen, just a pipe. When
the art goes through the pipe, that is when the pipe is important...not
before or after. I also realize that, except for when deciding what gets into
this zine, my not liking something don’t mean shit! (Again, I should say I
get way more great art than we can publish.)

I’'m honored to be able to be exposed to all of the art!
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Point of Responsibility

Excerpted from Frank Moore’s Cherotic Magic.

Matter is symbol, is metaphor containing possibilities. These packets
shape matter. These packets, in turn, are reshaped by each body or object
they pass through. This is why we are affected by the stars, for example,
(and the stars are affected by us)...and why we affect the Tarot cards or the
I-Ching coins we cast...why the physicists affect the subatomic particles
they observe. This is the alchemical secret: by reshaping these inner pack-
ets, the material reality is reshaped.

These inner rivers of possibilities are two-way on the linear level.
This means the magical effects are always two-way. The light of the sun
warms us; but we affect the sun through the same channel. Again, we
have entered the level of the dynamic web of relationships in which the
individual does not exist. In place of the individual, there appear points of
personal responsibility in a dance. It is not the sun that warms, nor is it us
who are warmed. It is the dance of no dancers, the dance of relationships
that warms, and that is warmed. Individualism hides this fundamental
truth from most people.

These rivers of inner possibilities do not run only in a two-way lin-
ear manner. They also travel nonlinearly. This creates a deep ocean under
time-space. In this ocean, there are nonlinear waves of possibility which
pass through the points of personal responsibility which most people mis-
takenly see as individuality. When a wave passes through this, it is possible
to personally amplify, mute, or change the wave. This makes the point of
personal responsibility the moment of the universal creation. To accept
this responsibility of the universal creation, we cannot step back from the
ocean to claim the responsibility or judge.

We are then just water drops...individual water drops, not the ocean.
To be in the moment of universal creation, in being the point of personal
responsibility, we need to melt into being the ocean for all time, letting the
dance happen through us, not thinking we are the dancers. In this point
of personal responsibility, everything we do, think, and say is universally
important, and not in the individually important sense.

Each center of the body is connected to many of the rivers of possi-
bility. The nonlinear flow of the packets of possibilities within these riv-
ers is chero. By transforming, transmuting, the packets of possibilities, it
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is actually possible to change matter, to change the material world. This
alchemical fact is just the opening for the more important fact that reality
is created, recreated every second by and within us.

We have said reality creation is a dance and that we are the dancers.
But in truth, it is a dance without dancers. If we really take on personal
responsibility for the dance, we surrender to the dance, give up individual
“control”, give up individual linking with the results. By taking on the
personal responsibility for the dance, we are the dance. We melt with the
dance. We are only the dance. We admit these facts. It is not a question of
becoming, but of remembering and admitting. It is a question of being,
living, dancing lustfully, without controls or limits in responsibility. In the
apprenticeship, this quality is called “extensic”. The extensic life dance is
beyond morals or limits. It joyfully digs into the dance to the juicy black
core.

We have talked about the principle of inter-penetration, the spiritual
fact that the universal existence is enclosed in everyone and in everything.

To start to grasp this, we have to remember that the cherotic rivers
flowing within matter run in a great many directions, both linearly and
nonlinearly, both inward and outward. This the web dance. The cherotic
packets of possibilities, effectively changed within the person, are taken by
these rivers throughout the entire web, affecting the entire web.

So you are never hopeless or without effect. You can always shift
reality away from doubts, fears, and other mistaken creations. You can
always transform, transmute yourself, situations and the universal currents
into joyful dancing by extensic melting, which is the heart secret of using
erour.

Kinds of transmuting and transforming of situations and of self is the
real purpose of alchemical art. You are not the source of effect, the dance
of the web is. You melt forever with the dance within personal responsi-
bility. The effect is caused by the everlasting interplay, inner dance, of the
whole web of all possibilities with one another, creating seven dimension
waves. You must enjoy the dance for its own sake, not some goal as an
end. There is not end to the dance. Since the dance is everlasting, the
holding-on to any guilt, any doubt, any fear is just creating these things
in the whole web, for which you are personally responsible. If you let go
of these limited frames, your personal responsibility for them will vanish;
moreover, their reality force will fade to a certain degree in the web.

When you admit you are melted into the dance, that you are the
dance, and that every act and nonact, no matter how “small”, is profound,
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then reality shifts. The focus shifts from what you do, what you appear
to be like, what effect you are having...shifts to enjoying extensically life,
claiming any and all responsible act or thought as your own no matter
who does it.

Matter is a symbol containing within it packets of possibilities. Che-
ro is the possibilities. The human body-personality is a symbolic system
containing possibilities. It is a symbol containing chero flowing nonlinear-
ly through it, breathing through it. The human body-personality is a point
of creative multi-universal responsibility because it contains self-aware-
ness. The “self” in this self-awareness is not the individual ego, but the
self of the web of ultimate reality of all possibilities. This self-awareness is
only beginning to evolve out from the web. This means the on-going act
of multi-universal creation has just started. This creation depends on the
self-awareness which is flowing through each one of us.

Modern physics tells us that our universe is sitting on the razor’s
edge between existence and non-existence, leaning slightly on the side of
existence. The self-awareness is the slight edge of existence. It is creating
existence. This creating is radiating both linearly and nonlinearly from the
point of responsibility which is contained within each of us.

Our point of entry into this on-going dance of magical creation is
our body-personality in everyday living, everyday relating.

We think our body is contained, enclosed, limited within our skin.
In reality, the skin is not the borderline marking the difference between
inside and outside, marking off what the individual (or any other object)
is. As we have seen, there is an energy field of thoughts, emotions, and
other psychic material. This field usually comes out a quarter of an inch
from the skin. This field is as much a part of the body as anything within
the skin. The skin is the eighth center of the body, the center of relating, of
touch, of melting. It is the center which connects the first and the seventh
centers together, creating a circle out of the horizontal linear order.

The skin is not a fence of individualistic ego. Instead, it is the con-
necting organ of the body, our body. This body does not end at the skin.
This body, our body, extends both outward and inward throughout the
multi-dimensional, multi-universal existence which is being created by
self-awareness. What we normally think of as our body is in reality only a
small part of our body. It is only a symbol of personal responsibility which
lives within us creating. We are now entering the secret of inter-penetra-
tion.
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When we look at our body within the physical world, we can easily
become aware of physical trails. At least they at first appear to be trails
we leave just as the snail leaves a shining trail as it travels along the side-
walk. After we begin to recognize the existence of such trails, we begin to
quickly see more and more of these trails. Body smells, dead skin falling
or rubbing off the body, fingerprints, sweat, shit and piss are just some
of the most obvious of these trails. There are many hundreds of these
trails, mostly unknown to modern man. Each of these trails has volumes
of information and possibilities about us and about our connection to the
web of existence. In fact, each of our trails contains us. The scientist can
clone a body copy from a single cell. A cat can read the emotional state of
another animal by the smell of the piss left hours before. Everything leaves
these traces of its existence in the reality. Our homes are filled with these
traces of ours, which is why our homes have feelings of us, smells of us.

These trails are really meltings between our body and rest of the
web of ultimate reality. These meltings are the breathing of chero, the
blood veins of chero running both linearly and nonlinearly throughout
the entire reality web. This implies that the whole web of ultimate reality
is one living organism which extends beyond time and space. What is usu-
ally thought of as the individual’s ego/personality/being is a connection in
relationships of responsibility, of creation, and of change.

When reality is seen in this way, what looked like trails of individuals
left behind within space and time become channels of cherotic breath and
cherotic blood of possibilities. These channels are physical, although not
necessarily material. We have just listed some of the more obvious mate-
rial trails. But thoughts are physical trails too. These thought trails, these
melting webbings, are made of many, many different kinds of conduct-
ing materials, such as chemical, electrical, vibrational, and many materials
that we have not yet either discovered or connected to thought. Thought
is focused in the sixth body center, that of wisdom.
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Post Porn, Post Sex,
A New Art Movement

Copyright 1989-1993. Published by Art Papers in 1989.

The Harmony Theater on a side street in the village is usually the
venue for strippers. But for four nights in June it was the site of an expres-
sion of a new art movement, an art movement that is being born and
will probably take several years (if not a decade or two) to break through
the gloomy pessimistic view of the performance world of the last fifteen
years. This talk about a new art movement would seem dangerous and
pretentious in a review about a “sexually” explicit show. But it is not this
reviewer who puts the show into this lofty context. It is the artist and her
peers. As we leafed through the program before the show, we came across a
manifesto. Manifestos are often signs of artists who are taking themselves
too seriously, who are choking on their own self-importance (imagined).
So it is a bad sign, a sign of a boring evening ahead if the artist hands you
a manifesto before you see the work.

But this manifesto is different. It talks about an art movement which
“celebrates sex as the nourishing, life-giving force” which these artists use,
in the self-empowering “attitude of sex-positivism” to “communicate our
ideas and emotions...to have fun, heal the world and endure.” This is a
declaration of war on the censoring forces of anti-art, anti-human, anti-
sex, anti-fun, anti-love, and truly anti-life forces of darkness in power in
the world today. This document was signed by some of the leading artists
who use sex in their work. But this movement needs a better name. These
artists call themselves Post Porn Modernists. This is very limiting because
it links them not only to dying deadening porn, but to the glum post
modern art movement, setting themselves up to be just a reaction, just the
limb of a dead tree. They need a name like Living Pleasure Artists.

This is also my main criticism of the show itself. It was called Annie
Sprinkle--Post Porn Modernist. The work was more than that because
Annie is more than that. The stage set was Annie’s bedroom, Annie’s
world. But Annie’s bedroom world is not limited to the stage, not to a
private bedroom, not to a private booth with a one way window in a
XXX theatre. This is because Annie has been expanding out of the mas-
sage parlor strip joint, porn screen into the worlds of art and spirit. So
the bedroom we see on stage keeps changing, pulling us in, including us.
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We never are sure what we are experiencing--a play, a one-woman sex
show, a performance with audience-participation, a monologue, a magic
tantric ritual. This not being sure created an electric reality which wrapped
us into Annie...deep inside Annie Sprinkle.

When we first see Annie, she is like a corporate yuppie explaining
to us with the help of charts, graphs, and slides why the sex business was
a great career move for our young Annie. This seemed very similar to the
whitewash rationale of the porn business.

But just as we were about to dismiss Annie, it became clear that this
was not just a self-justifying monologue about the inner world of a sex
star written by some male ghost-writer. It was much more than this. It was
billed as a one-woman show. For anyone who has followed Annie’s career
(and for those who have not, the biographic thread in this piece provid-
ed the needed background), the show was the logical next step. She is
someone whose spirit has reached out of sleazy hard-core flicks to inspire
by humor and human warmth. She is someone who has teamed up with
Veronica Vera, sister sexual evolutionary and author of the manifesto, to
claim control over their sex art by publishing their explicit magazines, and
selling bottles of their own piss by mail. Annie’s “innocence” has a wide
streak of clever business sense. She went on to become a writer and a pho-
tographer, as well as directing an erotic video. Over the last six years, she
segued herself into the performance art world to the point that she is the
subject of much serious critical discussion. This piece encapsulates this.
Many sections have been performed before as individual pieces. Done
separately, they have been cute, daring, but lack a certain depth of mag-
ical insight. But in this production, Annie weaves these pieces with new
creations into a nonlinear magic carpet that breaks through the merely
shocking, merely vulgar, merely taboo-breaking, into the cosmic realm of
personal touch where by laughing, crying, being turned on, we become
channels for new alternatives.

So we are sitting in this strip joint, watching this explicit show. But
it will not stay on stage. Annie will not stay just a sex object. She is a
sex object. Everyone is...at least everyone who is healthy and happy. But
Annie is not just a sex object. She uses her sex, her porn/hooker/sex back-
ground to make the people in the audience see they are sex objects, but
not just sex objects. Annie can do this because she does not deny, hide or
underestimate the sex/porn/tacky/child aspect of her soul as so many do.
She may, in the future, be seduced away from this, her power. But in this
performance, she exploited this erotic power.
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It was billed as a one-woman show. This was not true. The audience
was her leading man/woman. She talked to us, involved us, enveloped us.
The play vanished, and an experience took over. She had us doing tantric
breathing and exercising our inner genital muscles. It felt silly and tacky
and dumb, as Annie appeared to be. Dumbly innocent and pure. But
as shamans will tell you, magic is dumb, tacky, silly, innocent and pure.
Annie, at different points, invited the audience onto the stage to play with
her universal tits, peer into her deeply to glimpse her pink clam cervix.
She was always talking to us, responding to us, making love to us, pull-
ing us into an enveloping reality that kept getting deeper and wider...first
the porn reality, expanding into Annie’s reality, and finally into the liquid
world of melting forms of tantric magic.

The play melted away. Annie became more than herself, more than
her Sprinkle identity. She was talking about her reality, about herself, but
not just talking about herself. By transforming herself into a symbol of
what we all could be, she was offering a working alternative to the work-
ings of the normal world. This melting away of the play expanded the
performance into an all-enveloping environmental experience, a magical
ritual. I do not think Sprinkle is aware of the full range of her work. She
is guided by feelings, by spirits and the muses. She may be tempted to
polish up her act, to package it, to stick to the rehearsed script. If she falls
into this temptation, she will lose the power of the soft magic that comes
through her body and personality. Then she would be just another clever
woman performer. What made the piece and Annie special were in the
little things...the way she stayed in full view talking to us as she changed
clothes...her giggling because the douche water kept leaking out of her
long after that scene had ended...the love of people that bubbled out of
her very being.

Photos flashed on the screen, before and after photos, first of Annie.
This slide show revealed that Annie Sprinkle is a self-creation of a shy, awk-
ward, fat, Jewish girl named Ellen from nowhere, U.S.A. Annie has and is
everything that Ellen dreamed of. But Sprinkle never stops at biographic
monologues, which are self-indulgent. Her slideshow quickly included
before and after pictures of very average women who transformed right
before our eyes into different people, into sex goddesses. Some were pro-
fessional strippers and sex queens. But a lot of them were housewives,
nurses, artists whom Annie and Vera transformed into their secret, hidden
selves. The clear message is that this self-creation, self-transformation, is
possible for anyone...and not just for sex goddesses.
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Still a nagging feeling remained. All of this was too neat, too nice,
just so many rationalizations of a porno victim who denies all the pain
and hurt. This feeling floated around through her cute bosom ballet...and
through the outrageous, taboo-breaking, jack-off scene reading the bible.
The floating, nagging feeling was the lack of deep human emotion, the
lack shared by porn, new age spiritualists, and hard-core feminists. But
Annie took aim on this feeling. She said most of her experiences in the sex
business have been good...but...then she took us on a nightmarish jour-
ney through all the sweaty spermy dirty hurt, sucking rubber cocks faster
faster deeper deeper in factories with bodiless angry male voices screaming
at her about pain, about cunts and bitches, making her into an object, not
a sex object, no sex in this nightmare, just sucking until gagging, puking,
screaming, body shaking. We then knew Annie Sprinkle is a great actor,
both physically and emotionally, to channel this vision.

Then we watched Annie quietly transmute all of this negativity into
personal strength, into a human wisdom, all within her body. She grows,
expands, becoming a shaman. She is now ready to perform the final ritual.
Her body has become the temple, the universe. By turning her body on
into a holy orgasm, Annie by means of pleasure, pushed the world a little
back on the track. Suddenly, we were in the primal cave, the sex temple,
with our dead friends, many dead of AIDS, watching something sacred.
As her orgasm rose, her magical presence expanded to embrace everyone
in the theatre. I then knew I was experiencing one of the best performanc-
es. Annie believes that sex heals cosmically and personally, physically and
emotionally. I left the Harmony warm and satisfied and happy.

What does Annie do for an encore? She invited members of the
audience to pose for a Polaroid with Annie’s tits on their head...at five
bucks a shot. Every shaman knows that you should not leave people out
in the ozone.

I end this with a word about language. I have said I do not think
Annie has a full understanding of what she is working with. The problem
is language. We say Annie works with sex and has an orgasm. But the
orgasm we are talking about could have been centered in the liver rather
than the genitals, could have lasted for over an hour. It was for healing, or
magic, or even other reasons. All of which is not what the normal person
means when she says sex and orgasm. It confuses and limits using those
terms. There may be many different states, many different forms of phys-
ical energies, waiting to be discovered, but which are being masked under
mislabels of “sex” and “orgasms”.
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Platform For Frank Moore’s
Presidency 2008  /GE7RESULTS!

I'll do away with welfare and social security. Instead, every American
will receive a minimum income of $1,000 a month. This amount will be
tied to the cost of living and will not be taxable.

We will have universal prenatal-to-the-grave health care and univer-
sal free education with equal access.

I’ll do away with all tax deductions for over $12,000 income. Instead,
there will be a flat tax of 10% on annual income of less than one million
dollars for an individual and less than five million dollars for a corpora-
tion. But the flat tax will jump to 75% on annual income exceeding these
limits.

I'll cut the military budget by at least half.

Public mass transit will be free, 24/7, and reliable.

All patents and copyrights will expire in 20 years. Inventions, prod-
ucts, etc. which are developed with governmental money and/or public
institutions can not be patented.

All businesses selling their products in the U.S. will have to certify
that their products were manufactured in accordance with this country’s
labor, wage, environmental, and safety laws...that they meet or exceed

these...no matter where they were produced.

Each city and each “media market” will have at least two public
access channels on radio, broadcast television, cable, AND satellite!

Election day will be a paid holiday.
I will push for complete public funding for all political campaigns

and the banning of political contributions and the use of personal wealth
in political campaigns.

240



PLATFORM FOR FRANK MOORE’S PRESIDENCY 2008

The President should have a line veto. But the Congress can over-
turn this line veto by a simple majority. Also, bills should be limited to 5
pages in length and/or limited to one subject.

An individual taxpayer will be able to direct her taxes to what func-
tions she wants to support. But corporate taxpayers should not have this
option.

Every corporation should come up for a renewal every 25 years, at
which time it must prove that it has been operating in the public interest.
If it fails to do this, it loses its right to exist. Corporations that have existed
before this policy will have 10 years before they will have to prove they
are worthy.

Government should leave marriage to churches. Instead, any two or
more adults who have been living together for at least 2 years should be
able to register as a “family”.

X ko

The end of hunger, poverty, and discrimination in this nation will
be my main focus domestically. This will also shape my foreign policy.

The minimum income and the minimum/livable wage, linked to the
cost of living, will rise every time the congress members vote themselves a
pay raise...will rise by the same percentage of their raise.

Education should be federally funded, based on the number of stu-
dents, adjusted to special needs of each student, in each school district.
But schools should be locally controlled. The equal access of education for
every student will be insured by the federal government.

[ will call for a major rebuilding of America. We will repair our school
buildings and will build needed new schools. I will encourage a society of
small villages connected by mass transit. Within these small villages, peo-
ple could walk or bike to work, to school, to shopping, to entertainment,
etc. Mass transit will combine these small villages within 15 miles radius
into dynamic communities. Living in these villages will end gridlock traf-
fic, will cut greenhouse gasses, will cut stress and isolation. Housing for all
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incomes will be included equally in each village.

We will encourage electric cars, fast trains, clean sustainable decen-
tralized energy generators. I would shut down all nuclear generators.

I will destroy 10 percent of our nuclear weapons each year to reverse
the nuclear arms race.

We will stop giving/selling arms to other countries. All private arms

sales should be illegal.

Now my policies are pro-business. The universal education system
will provide business with a superior, flexible work force. The minimum
income and the universal health care will remove the business’s burden of
providing health insurance and pensions to workers. In reality, this relief
will be much more than any tax cut could give. Moreover, the minimum
income will make the starting and maintaining a small business much
easier. This is also true for small family farms. The minimum income
will encourage independent invention and artistic pursuit, on which true

progress depends.

X ko

The primary function of the government should be the protection
of the health, the civil and human rights, the freedoms, and the general
welfare of the people...instead of the protection and the promotion of
corporate profits and interests. The government should exist to serve the
people, and not to make a profit on the services to the people. My admin-
istration will be governed by these basic principles.

I will bring the troops home from Iraq immediately. Moreover, I
will change this country’s self-image from that of THE SUPER POWER/
WORLD LEADER to that of a member of the global community.

Prisons should be only for violent or otherwise dangerous criminals.
Prisons should be a part of the health and educational system and should
include drug rehab programs. This should also be true for the new cre-
ative in-community programs for non-violent criminals for paying-back,
rehab, and education sentencing. These programs will be more effective
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and much less expensive and harmful to the community on every lev-
el than the current human warehouse system. Flexibility of sentencing
should be returned to judges. I will ban the death penalty.

The use of drugs should be legalized and taxed. Pot and spirits should
be sold over the counter to adults only. Tobacco and other addictive drugs
should be sold by prescription only. Free drug rehab programs should be
readily available.

All of the opt-out schemes should be illegal. If a corporation wants
to sell your information, it first should directly and clearly get your per-
mission. Before this happens, all such information is a part of your priva-
cy, not the property of a corporation.

The selling/buying of debt should be illegal. Moreover, there should
be a maximum interest rate of 10 percent on the original principle over
the lifetime of a loan.

I will forgive the loans to the so-called third-world countries over the
original principle.

We will use half of the money we will save by cutting the military
budget to pay down the national debt. I will reduce the pollution caused
by obscene corporate profits.

I will also reduce the federal government while raising services to the
people by getting rid of welfare, social security, the so-called war on drugs,
etc., and by the cuts in the military, the I.LR.S., prisons, etc.

THIS PLATFORM OF MINE GIVES YOU AN OUTLINE OF
WHAT WE WILL DO TOGETHER, OF WHAT I SEE THIS COUN-
TRY AND THE WORLD BECOMING...IT IS DEFINITELY POS-
SIBLE, IF WE ARE WILLING. YEP, IT IS RADICAL. BUT IT JUST
MAKES SENSE! DOESN’T IT?

-- Frank Moore
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Reclaiming Public Reality

1997 version. Originally published in 7he Cherotic (r)Evolutionary issue # 1 as “Nonlinear
Bits” in 1996.

We went to the movies...Pasolini’s Arabian Nights at Berkeley’s alter-
native theatre. Eating candy, drinking Coke, rubbing each other, plea-
sure maintained almost until the end of the movie, then quiet coming,
thrilling gentle pleasure explosions. Just an ordinary night at the movies.
Rubbing for enjoyment, just like eating popcorn. Taking public reality
back into personal reality is the magical effect of such public acts, which
are made invisible to the surrounding reality by the personal everyday
nature of such acts, instead of being reactive confrontations. The reason
closest to the surface for such acts in public places is the physical expres-
sion of enjoying of friends and lovers and humans just being together. But
these invisible private/public acts of pleasure become a powerful force for
effective political/social/cultural change when they collide on their own
with life-denials. The effectiveness of such personal pleasure acts, which
are in reality sexual or cherotic magic, is in the fact that they are not reac-
tive, confrontational, or an exhibition of specialness or difference. Not
wrapping ourselves in the glamour of being kinky, perverted, or evil and
thereby falsely creating ourselves into an elite above the common human.
Being reactionary always chains you to the old reality to which you are
reacting,

Instead, these acts of personal magic are creating the alternative real-
ity which we want, reclaiming freedom by acting free, calling forth yin
energy by using yin energy. The fact that the feminist movement in the
’70s and ’80s on the whole didn’t use this channel of change created limits
to the transformation of gender.

This is reclaiming public reality, returning it to personal freedom.
We have done these rubbing good feeling acts of humanness and subver-
sion at baseball games, in the middle of the sidewalk in the afternoon, on
trains and planes. For months, five of us sat in the middle of a coffechouse,
playing cards, drinking coffee, kissing, rubbing one another into a plea-
sure trance. Just everyday human living.

Because our attitude to our playing is that it is just everyday human
living, we were invisible. No one saw, noticed, or complained. Because the
art of invisibility is tricky, I am stopping short of advocating such radical
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acts unless you are prepared for any outcome. Such invisible action does
not have to be at this degree of revolutionary intensity to be effective.
Every time you kiss or hug or laugh or smile out in the “public” world,
every time you wear colorful sexy revealing clothes, or do not wear a bra
(or just wearing one), or any lusty joyful act, you are performing a very
powerful magical/political action the effects of which can not be deleted
by any linear means.
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The Rehearsal

The idea I have could be called the rehearsal. You would play an
uptight actress who for some reason agreed to be in a piece that is over
her head, beyond her limits. This is the first rehearsal. The piece starts
with her doing the piece with my character...so the audience thinks we
are just doing a piece. But then she pulls out of her character, hitting a
block. She starts questioning my motives as the director [revealing I'm the
director]...“Oh, this is just a trick for you to get fucked!”...“I can portray
INTIMACY without taking my clothes off!” But she psychically knows
what I'm saying. So you will do both of our parts of our dialog. At some
point she goes back into the ritual...until she reaches another block, then
the dialog continues... But it gets deeper, more expansive, more personal
each time.

That is the structure of the piece. And below is the physical back-

bone ritual.

A DANCE RITUAL

1/26/03

Lower the lights.

Squat in the center of the room, holding yourself very tightly, rock-
ing, fully dressed, maintaining boundaries, making whatever sounds, all
tight, all “self-contained”.

When you are ready...it doesnt matter how long this takes...let
yourself expand into the room, while still squatting and rocking. Relax.

Let yourself expand into me when you are ready...it doesn’t mat-
ter how long this takes...and take me into you when you are ready...it
doesnt matter how long this takes...all the while squatting and rocking,.

When you are ready, move around the room, making deep sounds
within a relaxed freedom. Slowly remove your clothes... when you are
ready...it doesn’t matter how long this takes. Let yourself expand outside
of the studio, taking everything into you.

When you are ready...it doesn't matter how long this takes...dance
with me, drawing everything in the room into the rapture state of our
combined being, making deep sounds within a relaxed freedom.

When you are ready...it doesn’t matter how long this takes...sit on
me and rock/rub our combined being into a rapture state, making deep
sounds within a relaxed freedom. Remain in this state.
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Audrey Rubinstein Interview

A very short version of this interview titled, “We Misfits Are Still Needed”: A Performance

Conversation with Frank Moore, was published in Adobe Airstream Magazine in October 2013.

Audrey: Dear Frank, | wanted to speak to you in person, but that will
have to wait until | am in Berkeley or you are in Santa Fe. Thank you for
agreeing to be interviewed. | admire you and would like the opportunity to
understand your performance work in greater depth.

Can you describe the type of performances you are creating now? Has
your performance changed/evolved over the years?

Are there any projects that you’ve not yet realized that you are burning
to create?

Frank: Ah, “Where is your work heading? What do you want to do
next?” It is not my work. It is not my choice. For me, it is not a question
of a next thing. It is a growing, evolving vision. I am carried along in this
vision. A performance does not have a beginning or an end. It is just a
tiny bit of the vision. The vision braids around itself, flowing on. I do
not know where the vision is taking me. I have not been down this vision
before. I just follow wherever the art and the magic lead. I could not have
planned anywhere near as rich a life that following has opened up. I never
know what will trigger what, what will bloom into years long projects, etc.
I just jam, play, and enjoy!

In a way what I do in my monthly performance series today is close
to what I did in my first performance workshop in Santa Fe in the early
seventies.

I used my communal family of four as a core to start a weekly
drop-in workshop held in my friend’s Santa Fe pre-school. I never knew
who would show up each week. People from my street performances,
free-spirits who heard rumors about this naked happening, a Wait Until
Dark cast of straight actors whose director required them to come, all were
thrown into this crazy experiment. I never knew what I was going to do
because I never knew who I would have to work with, or what I would
have to deal with. This madhouse gave me a flexibility and a trust that
the vision would guide me to create a temporary communal reality from
those who were there. But the casual drop-in format placed a limit on how
deep the intimacy could get. In my communal family, we were creating a
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way of being which was an underground base for the art. This base was a
powerful influence. But it wasn’t yet the clear focus of the work.

In May 1973, the end of this stage was a twenty-four hour perfor-
mance. I became aware of the magical quality of extended time lengths
when I attended an all-night peyote ceremony of the Native American
church in Taos. [They dug a hole in the ground in the teepee for me to
sit in.] Time was as powerful as the magic medicine in creating a group
reality trance. To try this time factor, I took my cast to Albuquerque to
do what amounted to a 24-hour performance. For the first six hours, we
approached people on the campus of the University of New Mexico, peo-
ple with whom we would like to play, inviting them to an audition that
night in the College Art Department for a happening. Then, after dinner,
we did the workshop exercises with the 12 people who showed up. Slowly
taboos were broken, a community of performance magically appeared...
which was lucky because I could only book the room until midnight.
Then I had to truck the performance across the city to the University of
Albuquerque. The sense of community was strong enough that everyone
came along. At dawn, as we stepped out of the studio, there was the crisp
feeling of being born into a new world. In the late seventies I was doing
forty-eight hour performances!

But more about Santa Fe later. What I do in today’s series and what
I did in that first workshop look very similar because they are! But the
performance is always changing. Sometimes the change is when I see that
something has stopped working. Like by the nineties I had developed a
loosely scripted ritual. But the audience started to know what will happen,
started coming for a social [pickup] shallow scene. There was no magic,
risk, push!! So I had to stop using any script and do a totally improv ritual!

I became sucked into performance not to tell stories, not to paint
pictures for others to look at, not even to reveal something about myself
or about the state of things, and certainly not for fame or fortune. It was
simply the best way that I saw to create the intimate community which I
as a person needed and that I thought society needed as an alternative to
the personal isolation....

I have always wanted to bring dreams into reality.

I was lucky. I was never under pressure to be good at anything, to
make money, to make it in “the real world”, to be polished — and the other
distractions that other modern artists have to, or think they have to, deal
with. So I could focus on having fun, on going into taboo areas where
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magical change can be evoked. I couldnt do anything THE RIGHT
[“NORMAL”] WAY. But I always have been so dumb that I didn’t real-
ize I couldnt do whatever I was pulled to do. So I just figured out how
I could do things MY WAY! So I have done pretty much every kind of
art in every kind of role in almost every kind of venue. And I took it for
granted because I thought it was easy and I always had fun! So it’s hard to
say what my art is!

There are all kinds of art. There is art that calms, art that pacifies, art
that sells, art that decorates, art that entertains. But what [ am commit-
ted to is art as a battle, an underground war against fragmentation. The
battle is on all realities. The controllers have always tried to fragment us.
Fragment us from each other. Imprison us in islands of sex, color, reli-
gion, politics, classes, labels, etc., etc., etc., etc., etc. -- they fragment our
inner worlds, they blow our individual realities apart, and play the pieces
against one another. They are us, or a part of us. They are the controllers,
the politicians, the sexists, the women’s libbers, the pornographers, the
censors, the moralists, the church, the media, the businessmen, educators,
the victims and the powerful.

They are us. They have divided us from our power, from our beauty,
from our lust for life and pleasure. They have divided us from most of real-
ity -- divided dying from living -- sex from living, sex from pleasure. We
are kept in boxes of fear, of mistrust. We are kept waiting -- kept waiting
to do what we want -- waiting for enough money, enough schooling, for
everything to be right. We are kept waiting and protecting and hiding and
suffering.

This is the time to do battle with the boxes.

As artists, our tools are magic, our bodies, taboos, and dreams.

This kind of art can be bubbles of childhood -- hidden places where
you can play and explore -- it is the kids’ under-the-covers world, the
playhouse, the trechouse, the cave, behind the barn, playing doctor, cars
at drive-ins before going all the way, Huck Finn’s raft, tepees. People are
afraid of this area of lusty exploring that they think they have out-grown
-- but they are sucked into it.

But this kind of art can have a more heavy-duty magical side to it
that shocks, offends, and breaks new ground. This side is what is locked
in, the subconscious, the womb, the underground, hell/heaven, pleasure/
torture, the coffin, the grave, birth/death/rebirth, dream/nightmare, the

hidden world of taboos.
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Artists of this breed need to be warriors who are willing to go into
the areas of taboo, willing to push beyond where it is comfortable and safe
to explore and build a larger zone of safeness. They need to be idealists,
willing to live ideals.

Truth is we here always have several projects going at one time and
more are popping up all the time. A lot of them turn out to be multi-
year projects requiring major work which radically change our life. For
example, in the nineties I was publishing an underground zine THE
CHEROTIC [r]JEVOLUTIONARY, which had become a well respected
venue for all kinds of artists over three years. Then I [who can't talk] got
a regular radio talk show on one of the first internet stations. Well, we
quickly started our own online radio station for various reasons [I exposed
things about the other station]. LOVE UNDERGROUND VISIONARY
REVOLUTION [LUVeR] quickly bloomed into a 24/7 community with
shows from people around the world. So I had to stop the zine so I could
do LUVeR! I did not plan to do a radio station just like I had not planned
to do a zine! I just follow! LUVeR lasted for almost fifteen years until the
record industry forced me to shut down LUVeR last year! I still do my
SHAMAN’S DEN show [which started streaming as live video very early

on].

Audrey: | am curious about your childhood, where you grew up? What
you dreamt about....

Frank: My first stroke of good luck was I was born spastic with cere-
bral palsy, unable to feed myself, walk or talk. Add to this good fortune
the fact that my formative years were in the sixties -- my fate was assured!

During the first year, it became more and more obvious that things
weren’t “normal”. The doctors told my parents that I had no intelligence,
that I had no future, that I would be best put into an institution and be
forgotten. This was a powerful expectation with all the force of western
science and medicine as well as social influences, behind it. It would have
been easy for my parents to be swept up into this expectation. Then that
expectation would have created my reality. I would have long ago died
without any other possibilities.

Instead, my parents rejected this expectation for the possibility they
saw in my eyes, for what for them should have been true. This rejection
of the cultural expectation of reality could not be a one-time choice. They
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had to passionately live their choice every day, every minute, or the cul-
tural expectation would have sucked them and me into it. It fought them
at every new possibility they opened to me. Their passionate commitment
to how they thought things should be attracted people to me who kept
opening new possibilities for me.

So I came out wanting to communicate with people any way I
could... With my eyes at first! But soon with my noises, physical move-
ments, laughing, etc. I just let people know I wanted to be with them,
wanted to play with them, etc. This was a great training to be an actor!
This was how I communicated until I learned to spell [I don’t know when
that was!].

Actually it was my mom, Connie, who insisted to ignore the doc-
tors. Connie was the black sheep of a Mormon family in Utah who had
married a non-Mormon guy who was in the air force. Grace, Dad’s step
mother...my grandma...supported my mother in keeping me, in treat-
ing me as a normal kid. I think they out-voted Dad! We lived in Dayton
until I was 8 on the Air Force base. Granddad Frank and Grace lived in
Mansfield. ..over 2 hours away. To give Mom breaks, they took me to their
house for a week at a time.

I named my left hand “Mike” and my right hand “Ike”. They have
different personalities from each other, move differently, etc. Mike is a
smooth dude, somewhat sneaky, but in control if non-linear. Ike is very
emotional, prone to outbursts, jerky...and shy. They have always had
issues with each other...always the soap operas. Kids live in realities like
this. I thought people who talked/thought in terms of “handicap” just
didn’t see Mike and Ike...and the other body characters...didn’t under-
stand their inner/inter logics!

Because Dad was in the Air Force, we moved a lot, both around the
country and to Morocco and Germany. Each time we moved, Mom had to
battle to get me into school [either regular school or special schools which
often said I was too severely handicapped for them to take]. So I grew up
knowing doing battle/struggling was how to open new possibilities up!
Sometimes the school took me, at least with Mom doing something like
coming to feed me or taking me home in the afternoons to continue the
lessons. Other times, the school refused to take me at all. So Mom had to
teach me at home! All of this taught me that struggling with flexibility is
a great life style. True, when I was home taught I felt isolated. But even in
those times, I made friends and was in the Scouts and went to church and
to the teen club just to be with kids!
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We moved to Redlands outside of San Bernardino and I got into
a special education program. It was in a wing of a grade school campus.
There were two classes, one for grade school kids and one for junior high
and high school kids like me. There I had a board with the alphabet divid-
ed into four lines. The other person would point to each line and I would
nod when he got to the right line, etc., a slow process! [My family just said
the alphabet.] The doctors dictated I should learn to type with my hand...
The normal way to type! I, my teacher, and my therapists all thought it
was the wrong direction. But back then doctors were gods. So three times
a week they taped a peg in my hand, put me into a standing box [I am not
sure how that’s normal!], and for an hour I tried to get the peg through
holes on a thick plastic key guard to an electric typewriter... Me sweaty,
rubbing my wrist raw. In the year, I may have typed a few words! But I
quickly had a practical idea. Put a pointer on a headband... My therapists
and my teacher [women] wanted to try my idea. But the doctors [men]
vetoed the idea. So for a year I was losing ground on my school work. They
were getting ready to drop me from the school because I couldn’t keep up.
Meanwhile the news that next year the class would be moving onto the
regular high school campus! Then we had a substitute teacher who tried
my idea in art class, putting a brush on a headband. It worked! So my
regular teacher ignored the doctors and rigged a pointer from tinker toys
and an elastic band. It kept flipping down, hitting my nose. But within
five minutes I was typing on an electric typewriter, without any key guard
or any other special equipment. Everything then changed! So I started to
paint and write at the same time! Btw, the first thing I wrote was a paper
on a one world democratic socialist government! And the rest is history!

Talking to people through my board has intimate qualities. It slows
people down, bringing them into a softer, smaller, more focused reality. It
also reveals things about them through Freudian slips, etc. Through the
years | have designed the board around the other person who is reading
the board, rather than around me.

In high school, I started hanging out with the few leftist students on
the campus. And I started writing a political column in the school paper
for my journalism class. This started me on commenting on everything.
Most people who read my column didn’t know I was disabled, just a radi-
cal before being a radical was in fashion. I got shit for debating a G. I. who
was in Vietnam. He responded to a column I wrote in the school paper.
We went back and forth in the paper... People accused me of undermining
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his morale. I was sat down and told I was ruining the opportunity of the
crips [my word for the disabled] who would come after me [it was the
first mainstream special education class on a regular high school campus]
by being a radical. They wanted to use me as their poster crip because of
my high grades. I didnt buy it! I said I thought the goal was to procure
the right to be fully human for crips [and for everybody else]... Including
being political! So I continued doing what I was doing! I was interested in
the big deep picture, not in being a disabled artist.

Funny, that was only a couple of years after I got them to try my idea
for my head pointer for typing and talking. Now I was causing trouble
with my writings! And writing for underground papers opened a lot up for
me for years. After high school, during the summer before I went to junior
college [which almost didn’t take me because I drooled!], I had my brother
drop me off at the head shop THE MIND VENDOR every Saturday.
A lesbian couple ran the shop. They also put out an underground paper
THE MIDDLE EYE which I quickly started writing for! When the cops
shut down their shop, I started hanging out at their house. This included
me in the small underground community in San Bernardino! This opened
everything up for me! This community was made up of artists, musicians,
poets and radicals of STUDENTS FOR A DEMOCRATIC SOCIETY,
THE BLACK PANTHERS, and THE PEACE AND FREEDOM PAR-
TY.

My personal roots are in the idealism of the ’60s. That was when I
broke out of personal physical isolation. I looked for a way to bring about
the ideals for me and for society as a whole. The normal channels obvious-
ly would not work for me.

So all I had were my fantasies. I read novels like The Magus and
Steppenwolf. I started wanting to create other alternative/altered reali-
ties just like the magicians in those novels. I read the Beat writers and
the French Surrealists, Lenny Bruce and Mort Sahl and Abbie Hoffman,
listened to Dylan, watched the hippie movement grow. I wished I could
be a hip artist living in San Francisco instead of being stuck outside San
Bernardino reading, listening, watching, waiting. All of this brewed inside
of me. From my high school year days, I had been writing nonsense scripts
dealing with nudity and nonsexual eroticism, always with roles for me to
play! I read how-to books about directing, acting, film making, etc. I read
such books as Toward a Poor Theatre and The Theatre and its Double. 1
read THE REALIST, published by the Yippie satirist Paul Krassner, who
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now is my good friend! I read about THE LIVING THEATER, Allan
Kaprow, Anna Halprin, etc. Little did I know that I would in a few years
meet in intimate ways most of my heroes, and that they would feel that
what I was doing was the continuing of their work! When I was doing
my OUTRAGEOUS BEAUTY REVUE in the late seventies, it turned
out that a writer who was interviewing me was the writer who did the
piece in PLAYBOY about THE LIVING THEATER which I read in the
late sixties! I took this as a sign I was doing something right! I also read
STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND and wondered about the possibil-
ities of group relationships.

[I do believe I just answered your question about who are my heroes!]

But I didn’t think I could get people to let me direct them in the rit-
uals in my head. It was not until 1970 that I started trying to live out my
inner visions. I tried to get the ok at Cal State, San Bernardino, to produce
my all-nude play on campus. To my surprise, the college said yes. But I
couldn’t get actors. [In the early eighties they had me do a performance
there!]

I was offended by such things as body doubles for nude scenes in
movies and actors in live plays wearing flesh-colored tights in lusty scenes.
My play was a statement against this perverse attitude. I wasn't really into
sex itself in my art. I just wanted to see nude bodies on stage -- not sneak
them in to a love scene -- and see them do things like paint their bodies
with baby food. I learned it can be hard to get people for weird things.

Also in college, I started doing political pranks. For an example, I
had my friend Steve Emanuel [who I still do things with] push me into
the Marines recruiting office on campus. I spelled out to the confused
recruiter that I wanted to join [I was extremely serious!]. Finally the poor
guy said I could not do what the Marines do. I replied I could push “the
Button”!

Audrey: Tell me a little about your connection to Santa Fe.

Frank: During the time of the Kent State killings, I saw my life was
heading back into isolation if I did not make some radical changes. I
was about to get my degree. I knew that once that happened, I would be
stuck at home without much contact with people. I had tried to move
out several times before. But gravity pulled me back home every time!
At the time several of my friends were living at what they thought was a
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hippie commune. So I was hanging out there on Saturdays. But then the
actual owner returned to sell the property. So my friends had to move.
But the owner saw things in me and I continued to visit her, showing
her my poetry and oil paintings [I painted one for her called VANITY].
Louise Scott had been a Beat in the fifties and transitioned to hippie. I
told her my tale of woe. And she said I could live with her and her two
kids and move to Santa Fe with them after she sold her San Bernardino
property. But I had tried to move out before. I figured I needed a lot of
miles between me and home when I moved out again. So I dropped out of
college and hitched to hippieland in Santa Fe to wait for Louise to come,
which we thought would be in a week or two. It was two months! I stayed
in a DIGGER style commune crash-pad THE CENTER which was in
an abandoned shopping mall in town. At first I just crashed there, eating
the two free meals served every day, getting a different person each day to
help me [feed me, take me to the bathroom, push me to THE PLAZA, get
me down to the floor mat to sleep, etc]. There were always people glad to
do whatever I needed! So I found out I could live in raw life without any
money, etc! I even visited quite a few of the communes in northern New
Mexico, including THE HOG FARM, MORNING STAR and THE
THEATER OF ALL POSSIBILITIES. When Louise and her kids finally
arrived, we lived together communally with a few others. We never had
much money... But what a fun life!

I was known as UNICORN then because of my head pointer. I
wrote a column, UNICORN SPEAKS, in the underground paper. Basi-
cally I was hanging out with the artists, musicians, poets, hippies and
political revolutionaries in cafes, bars, coffeehouses, etc., helping to plan
both political and art events.

But in a year, I found this life too comfortable! So I hitchhiked to
northern Massachusetts to a commune, the Brotherhood of the Spirit.
There I danced with the communal rock band, Spirit in Flesh, having fun,
hitching/touring the East Coast. I even danced on stage at Carnegie Hall
and got written up [with a photo] in CREEM MAGAZINE! After that
start, it was all downhill from there [just kidding]!

My first major performance began in that spiritual commune in
which T lived. This commune was itself a liminal altered state in which
350 people went around doing their everyday duties, but talking about
who they were in past lives, going into trances, channeling spirits and oth-
er things that I, skeptic, thought were weirdnesses better suited to cheap
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horror movies than to real life. But the people would not listen to me
when I tried to tell them this spiritual business was spacing them out of
this human life. But then one day, when I was typing, a spirit who later
introduced himself as Reed, came through me, typing, “You are not typ-
ing this, Frank.” At the beginning, I thought I made Reed up to get the
people to listen, and to start creating my ideals in the world. But I may
have been taking more credit than I deserved because Reed and two other
spirits/characters/persons took on reality for themselves. People waited for
the next “lecture” to come through. The spirits talked to people, guiding
them (and me) to create a new personal community. Even when I left
the spiritual commune, reading the new lectures for the people around
me became performances aimed at them. People started seeing Reed and
the others in their dreams. The question of whether Reed is “real” is not
a useful question in shamanistic performance -- that is, performance for
change. Reed is real whether he is a spirit floating around somewhere, or
my alter-ego, or a conning fiction which I used as an invisible puppet. His
reality is the change he created in the outer world.

Reed lasted for three years as an active performance. He as a per-
formance contained the qualities which shape all my work. It was aimed
at building a personal community which by its very existence threatens
the established order of isolation and fragmentation. Its parts, the lec-
tures, used the people around me to get to universal concerns. Reed was
a framed process running parallel to, but braided with, my normal life.

So after a year at the BROTHERHOOD [during which I had got-
ten married], I moved back to New Mexico with Debbie my wife to build
a personal community. In Albuquerque, because of my REED writings,
SILVA MIND CONTROL [a new age outfit] wanted to back me to open
a commune. So I, without any money, was driven around in a big RV by
a couple of real estate agents showing me huge hotels, etc. for sale for a
week! Talk about a surreal performance piece! But the deal exploded when
I exposed shady practices of SILVA!

So I went back to college at New Mexico University. Debbie and I
developed a relationship first with JoAnne and later with Ray. We four
eventually moved in together as a tribal relationship and moved to Santa
Fe again!

I was still looking for a way to work with people. I got into the
Moving Image Lab at Anthropology Film Center on Upper Canyon road.

It was a very intensive in-depth film making course which was nine to
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five every day for four months. I made films of rolling nude down a hill,
smearing bodies with baby food, nursing by a sexy woman. But when the
film course was over, I did not have money to make films. I could not see
putting my energy into getting money to make films, could not see put-
ting up with the compromises and outside control involved in an artistic
context requiring big bucks. For me, the act of breaking a taboo is what is
magical, what effects change...not someone seeing it in a film.

This not having money, this not wanting to be controlled and limit-
ed by money, was what sealed me into a performance life.

So I again started looking for a way to work with people. I wanted to
see people nude, and touch them, and to create an intensity between us.

I had been painting oils for years, painting with a brush strapped to
my forehead, painting nudes from magazine photos. One day, when I was
selling newspapers in The Plaza as an excuse to talk to people, I told what
turned out to be a rich woman I painted oils. She asked me to paint a
nude of her. So Debbie set me and my paints up in the fancy living room
as the woman undressed. On that day I realized how art can give people
permission to do what normally is forbidden. It gives a frame that switches
realities from the narrow normal reality to the freeing altered reality of
controlled folly. If you go up to a stranger on the street and ask him to
show his body to you, you will be lucky if he just walks away and does
not hit you. But if you sincerely (and sincerity is a key) ask him to model
for a painting or be in a video that involves nudity, there is a high chance
he will do it because you are offering him a key to a new, different, and
temporary reality.

So I sat on the center plaza, “selling newspapers”. But selling papers
was only a context. The context for me was an excuse for watching people,
talking to people who had the slowness and the insightful curiosity to stop
and talk...a way for me to ask them to model for me. These special people
were my real targets for my street pieces. They saw past the mask of the
cripple. The masses used the mask of the cripple to relieve their guilt, to
reinforce their fragile superiority of being “normal”, to make themselves
feel better by throwing money (up to $20 a throw) at the less fortunate at
whom they would not even look. The third type of person was made up of
the poor and the kids who gave money as a pure spiritual act. When the
special person stopped to talk, a crowd gathered around to listen. Money
fell on my board while I was asking the special person to model.

The newspaper selling quickly fell away. All I had to do was sit there
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on the sidewalk, being available to talk. It did not matter that I dressed
fancy, or had a sign saying, “I don’t want money; I want you.” The money
kept falling. But I did discover that there are special spots and special ways
of sitting which attract people. Sit at a slightly different angle, or on a spot
a few feet away from the special spot and you become invisible.

I have done these street performances across the country. I have got-
ten tickets to the Joffrey, filled a couple of workshops, got my cameraman
for one of my films, all from the street pieces. I almost caused a riot in
front of Caesar’s Palace in Atlantic City, N.J. The crowd did not take
kindly to the casino guards trying to push me away because I was taking
Caesar’s money.

I painted a lot of the special people from the street performances. I
noticed the changes in the people when they took off their clothes; how
they relaxed, how they started talking on a deeper level about important
personal things. After I got a taste of direct interpersonal acting out of
erotic dreams, painting became too static. I began a series of private per-
formances called Nonfilms. I asked the special people from the street per-
formances to come to my home, into my study which was my first cave.
Within this cave, cut off from the normal reality, we created scenes which
no camera would shoot, nobody would see. Although I had played with
my friends before in nonsexual eroticism, this was the first time [ tried to
use “sexual” acts in a nonsexual art form. I was surprised with the power
that this released. Because of these scenes, the people started talking about
their lives during these sessions and said it helped their other relationships.
Not one person minded that there was no film. These nonfilms were the
base for my career in relationship counseling,.

I first noticed the nonlinear effects of private performance in these
secret rituals. People whom I approached on the street came to me weeks
after the nonfilm, the person usually reported changes in his life, in his
relationships, in how people were towards him...all of which amazed him
(and me too) because he hadn’t told anyone that he had done the ritual.
Part of the change in how people related to him can be explained linearly
by the change in the person emotionally and even physically caused by
the performance. But this does not explain how things “just happened” to
him, things that were improbable, things that we both linked to the ritual.

In the eighties I started videoing these nonfilms when the VHS home
equipment first came out. I didn’t care that there was no place to show
these videos. I got shit for using the VHS [among many other things]! I
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didn’t care! The important thing for me is always the doing the art with
people, not who will see it! So we just put all of my videos in the closet.
When the internet finally arrived, I was ready! I was one of the first artists
who used the internet to show my videos! Those nonfilms in the closet
now get watched by thousands a day!

I don't have a choice about what the art is like, cant change it to suit
the art fashion to keep up with the times. It is a living monster pulling
me along in its zigzag evolution. Real art is like that. Art is a calling, not
a career.

The nonfilm pieces were active physical mutations of the psychic,
literary lectures of Reed. Both the Reed lectures and the nonfilms were
created around the particular people in my life to call forth an alternative
reality to the normal one. I do not function all that well in the social,
political, casual, sexual, economical, competitive world. So I look to per-
formance to create a world of community, intimacy, and human intense
interaction. For me, art is a matter of survival.

But I began to see the nonfilms were magical intense nonsexual one
night stands which were not building a sense of expanding community,
the heart of the vision that controls my art.

I was not satisfied with these nonfilms because they were brief rela-
tionships that did not go anywhere. What I wanted to do was create inti-
macy -- that is, a situation in which anything is permissible, where people
feel that secure. I didn’t want to connect this intimacy with romance or sex
because that would set limits. But that “anything is permissible” did mean
a wide open erotic freedom.

I somehow stumbled upon a book, Environmental Theater by Rich-
ard Schechner, a book about a theater of active involvement and partic-
ipation, of nudity and intimate physicality, of risk-taking and change. It
was right up my alley. Richard’s insights and experiments were inspiring
to me.

But it seemed to me the Performance Group of Richard’s was not
well-versed in, or committed to, a living communal intimacy, so they
retreated from the edge when they were expected to live the personal inti-
macy they were acting out. My years of communal living and spiritu-
al study gave me needed keys to take what Richard had done forward.
The book fit so well with my own experiments, philosophy and vision, it
became a base of the next stage of the work.

And I have already talked about the workshop and the twenty four
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hour performance which came out of all of this. After that performance,
my tribal body of four plus around five people from the workshop moved
to N.Y.C. to continue the work.

Audrey: You are well known as one of the NEA funded artists that was
targeted by Jesse Helms in the 1990s, which resulted in the NEA no longer
funding performance art. What do you think about the growing embrace of
performance art by large museums, collectors, and the public?

Frank: 1 have written a lot about what I call THE COMBINE
PLOT which leads artists on a chase of college degrees, of skills to operate
high-tech art-making machines, of money or positions that will give them
the opportunity to do art, even when the style, the subject matter, and
maybe the content of the art is dictated by this chase, by the combine plot.

When the news came out that I was on the hit list [ wrote this:

“I see in the press that Sen. Jesse Helms and Rep. Dana
Rohrabacher have nominated me, along with Annie Sprinkle,
Karen Finley, Johanna Went, Cheri Gaulke, as well as other
unnamed artists, to be the next target in their war on art. By
doing so, Dana and Jesse have given us artists a platform from
which to fight the plot. Because doing battle with the combine
plot is one of the main functions of an artist, I am flattered
to be nominated as one of the top ten on the new McCarthy
hit list. I was feeling left out. All my heroes in the past were
banned, jailed, harassed for their work. Artists such as Finley
who I respect have been fighting the censors for years. My ego
was crushed when I saw Rohrabacher on CNN label Annie
Sprinkle a threat to the established moral order. After all, my
work is as threatening as hers. But days later, someone sent
me the NEW YORK CITY TRIBUNE (Feb. 5) special report
that named names, and my name was there. What a relief! I
only wish Dana and Jesse had invited me to testify. Jesse, [ am
available.”

It was not about stopping funding artists. Annie Sprinkle had not

even tried to get NEA funding when we were targeted. And I just had got-
ten an NEA fellowship of five thousand dollars years ago! It was my first
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and last spin in the Grant Game. [ felt fine about applying because back
then they based it on your past work, not for some future project. There
were no strings on how I used the money. I always had the iron clad policy
of not giving the control of the art away to the government, corporations,
audiences, cast members, venues, etc. So I only do art that we here can
afford to pay for ourselves. But in the end of the year of that fellowship,
I began to have an addicted feeling, thinking about applying for more
grants, etc. rather than just doing art. So I said FUCK THIS SHIT and
went cold turkey! That addiction to getting outside money really shut off
a lot of possibilities!

About five years before this targeting, I was pissing other artists off
by warning them they were opening gates for such an attack by giving
other artists shit for not doing politically correct enough work. So I was
expecting such an attack. But I didn’t think I was a big enough fish to be
one of the targeted! But I was ready, ready to ride the bull for years, ready
to use the platform and power that being targeted gave me to battle with
censorship, repression and suppression, and to have fun doing it! Being
targeted is just a part of the job of doing the kind of art I do!

The core goal of this attack was to politically deball all art. All of us
targeted artists [gays, women and me] were using nudity and eroticism for
radical political social change.

When an artist sets herself up as being an artist who goes beyond the
normal frame, who tells the hard truths, who explores the unknown...
not to be hip, or controversial, or to be interesting...but because that is
how our tribal human being evolves, so it has to be done...when that
kind of artist then goes after money, personal fame, and/or glamour while
still claiming to be doing avant-garde art, it is denying society the real
evolutionary function of the real avant-garde. It tells people, audiences
and artists alike, that the avant-garde is just a branch of the entertain-
ment complex with the same rules, goals, reality as television, rock music,
Hollywood, and sports. This is like telling people a can of Slim Fast is a
balanced meal of real food. It is a lie. And the scary dangerous thing is
artists are buying/selling this lie. Avant-garde art is art that tells the truth,
explores the taboos, pushes the limits. Obviously this kind of art, if it
is honest, cannot be focused outwardly. Historically, often “The People”
[who are not the same thing as “the mainstream”] have identified with the
avant-garde because it was telling the truth about their lives. The focus of
the avant-garde should always be on telling the truth, not on popularity
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polls and bottom lines. The focus of the avant-garde has been, and should
be, on doing art that is as “pure” as possible...not on mass media enter-
tainment of reaching as many people as possible by shaping “the product”
to that goal.

The mainstream entertainment, by it sheer mass, has always sucked
artists out of the fringe, the underground. That is just gravity. In real-
ity, it takes a lot to enter, and to stay in, the underground. The under-
ground is where the real freedom and the real ability to change society are
to be found. This is why artists CHOOSE the underground instead of
the mainstream. This is also why, when an artist is pulled into the main-
stream, this freedom and ability decay. In my own career, I have worked
very hard to stay in the underground...this work has been hard precisely
because some of the pieces have turned out to be “popular” [whatever that
means!]...attracting the mainstream sharks.

The mainstream has always tried to create a fake avant-garde with
fake controversies, fake taboos, fake “hipness”, etc. to give the marks a
controlled fun-ride through a Disneyland to keep them away from the real
edge of life. This is because the powers-that-be cannot control or exploit
what is in the real avant-garde. To pull this off, the government, corpora-
tions, whatever need us artists. WE ARTISTS DON’T NEED THEM!

Seeing art as THE PRODUCT, with marketing phrases such as
“alternative comedy [a.k.a. performance art]”, is very damaging to perfor-
mance art because it trivializes art. In fact it avoids “art” all together, sell-
ing “alternative comedy” as a weird, consumable form of entertainment
which will give you a laugh for your buck. This is not what performance
art is. Performance art is the performing/doing/experiencing the act of art.
It is going on a physical journey into the unlimited realm of art. Some-
times this journey may be funny or entertaining. But these are not the true
goals or rewards. The suggestion [promotion] that these are the rewards
of art results in denying people, including the artists, the real full freeing
experience of art.

All of this is selling the art, the artists, and the audience way short.
Moreover it was misunderstanding the new media such as the internet and
zines. In these media, artists can relate to their audiences directly with-
out middlemen, without compromises, without limiting concepts such as
“mainstream”...all for very little money...so why sell out?

Btw, I am always willing to sell out for fifty grand a week!

So the NEA became a part of this long before Helms targeted us. But
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when he forced the NEA to add a clause to its artist contract, the NEA
became useless to artists like us. The clause was basically a loyalty oath to
the established order, promising to do no art that could offend anybody!
Some artists like Rachel Rosenthal sent their NEA money back, refusing
to sign! But most artists signed, not embarrassed to admit that they did
that weak of art! And that was the death nail of the NEA to individual

artists.

Audrey: Your work deals with the body, erotic play and sexuality—
themes that a person with cerebral palsy is not usually identified with. Are
you able to get away with things that more traditionally able-bodied artists
are not?

Frank: Mmmmmm... Who is doing the identifying? Who are the
artists with cerebral palsy who don’t deal with the body and sex? And why
don’t they? Don’t they deal with life in all of its dimensions?

I have always claimed whole LIFE with all of its issues, etc. as my
canvas and subject matter. I have claimed all kinds of art and all channels
of communication as my tools! Having cerebral palsy is one of my tools.
It is a great shortcut and adds additional dimensions to what I do. For an
example, when I get on a stage at a punk club to sing, everything is blown
open, the old reality with all the limits have been shown up as lies because
a dude like me shouldn’t be a rock star! So my body is like a booster rocket
even before I open my mouth! But then I need to deliver, get results! I
always do!

There are always all kinds of pressures to change the content, the
tools, and the focus of the work. People always say they like the work
because it is strong, but I should get over my obsession with sex and nudi-
ty, and get on to more important issues; I should not get “stuck” in one
vision. I can never figure out why they LIKE the art if they think that!

What they do not realize is what they like about the work, the
strength, comes from being committed to a single vision, no matter what
the current trends and fashions are. I cannot imagine more important
issues than sex and freedom symbolized by nudity. But these are not my
ultimate focus. Sex and nudity are powerful digging tools to reach the
intimate community. By limiting the tools of art, art itself is limited.

When the artist is rooted in private rituals, it becomes clear that she
is not an agent for society, or some political movement, or the art galleries
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and art “experts”, or even for her own individualistic imagination. Instead,
she is an agent of gods, of dreams, of visions and myths. This causes reac-
tions in society, especially when the piece is public. Karen Finley in the
eighties was criticized for limiting her audience because she offended them
by her words, anger, nudity. An artist who is rooted in the private channels
is not affected by this attempt to curb the power of the art by strapping
it to audience acceptance and agreement. The power of a Karen Finley is
the taboo-breaking energy she releases into society. This societal pressure
to tame art down, which usually sounds very reasonable and comes even
from liberal sources, is very hard for the artist to resist who is not familiar
with the hidden channels of change.

Audrey: Is nudity and eroplay always a part of your performance?

Frank: Well, in my performances, like in my life, the possibility of
nudity, sex, and everything else is always there on the table to appear at
any time. This turns up the importance of everything that does actually
occur into an intensive altered state. I never know what will happen!

And in reality all my life is my performance, using all kinds of chan-
nels of communication [both linear and non-linear]. Funny! I probably
have reached a lot more people than any other performance artist. And
me, not caring how many people the art reaches!

Audrey: Is the glass half full or half empty?
Frank: My cup runneth over! It always has!

Audrey: As a younger performance artist, | am interested in a dialogue
between our generations. What are your impressions of the '80s and '90s
generation of artists as opposed to your own. This, of course, is a very broad
topic, but perhaps you can rap on the subject a little.

Frank: In the seventies and the early eighties, the calling of art
became the career of art. The passion and idealism became the studying
of the trends of what will be “in” next. The passionate vulnerability that
creates magic was replaced by a cool and clever intellectualism. We artists
got seduced by high tech. We got seduced by the modern media, by the
quest for large audiences.
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I think performance was being ruined by trying to package it as
entertainment, as off-beat cabaret. Some performance is entertaining.
Some performance is cabaret. That is great. But when you try to package
performance into a neat cabaret format, as I think is the trend, to make
performance acceptable and profitable, it becomes a hip form of nightclub
watching or groovy T.V. watching. If you limit performance in time and
space for acceptability, it stops being performance.

I like doing cabaret and video. They are great mediums in them-
selves. Of course, video, cabaret, computers, etc. have always been a big
part of what I do.

But when I am doing cabaret or video, I am always aware of the
limitations built into their formats. When someone watches a video, he
knows that he will remain passively watching from the outside; the video
will not literally pop out into his reality, or physically drag him into the
T.V.

When someone goes to a cabaret, he knows there are certain limits
involved such as that each act must end before another begins; but in
performance, anything is possible. A performance can last for a minute or
it can last for days. Performance can start in one space but then move to
another. Performance can be storytelling, it can be a guy threatening you
with a baseball bat, it can be a guy hanging by his skin, or throwing food,
or anything. In performance all things are possible. And that is what gives
you an extra edge to create dreams.

Performance, like any avant-garde art, is the way society dreams; it is
the way society expands its freedom, explores the forbidden in safety, loos-
ens up. Society needs its dream art, just as an individual needs to dream
or will go insane. Our moral majority society, bent on going backwards
into the violent blank rigidity of a censored mind, needs taboo-breaking
dreams to get back to freedom. Performance is perfectly suited for this
dream role. At the present time, our society is at a fork in its growth. It
can go deeper into high tech impersonal isolation, or it can rediscover the
magic that happens when physical and emotional humans actively and
directly link up with one another. Art can either just follow society, just
recording the trends, or it can take a pathbreaker role. I am talking to you
artists who are not as lucky as I am to have a physical reminder that they
are misfits of society whose job it is to push back the limits of society. This
is a reminder that we misfits are still needed.

Performance art, the art of performance, is rooted in the private
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games of babies where every move and gesture has its own meaning to the
baby -- it is rooted in the creative and the destructive games that a little kid
does when he is all alone -- games that adults still do, but will not admit
to doing, even to themselves.

One of the main criticisms I get is that my art is old fashioned, a
throwback to the ’60s. I find this funny because the roots of the art are
much more old fashioned than that, going back to the cave.

Performance obviously goes much farther back than 1909 when it
became a formal art form. The Futurists were reacting to the bankruptcy
of formal art, with its gallery power scene, the elitism of art, the money,
the politics, and the social scene of art. This is a true but a one-sided view
of why performance appeared at that time.

I think performance came into existence to fill a void in western life.
The void was the lack of magic and inspiration. The two areas of creativ-
ity, theatre and religion, that traditionally were the source of this magical
inspiration had long ago moved from magic to entertainment and politics.
This void also gave birth to psychology during that same time period. I
often get the criticism that my work is really psychology and therapy,
and not art. When it is realized that psychology as a formal science and
performance as a formal art were born at the same time, this criticism can
be answered. Performance and psychology are both involved in spiritual
healing by digging into the hidden mysteries of life.

The dynamic of seeing art is not the fundamental dynamic of art.
The doing of art is art’s basic dynamic. The doing of art and having other
people see the art work are two separate dynamics, events, rituals. The
seeing of art is what the viewer or listener does in her head. The doing of
art is the ritual of creation, is what the artist does. In reality, this ritual has
more to do with the act of doing than the act of creating. When a child
first draws crazy lines on the wall, he is not trying to create something...
but to do something for some effective purpose that our linear logic can-
not grasp. The crazy person does his insane rituals, not to express himself
but to keep the sky from falling or to make pain go away. And it works.
The sky does not fall down. Maybe it is because of the rituals of the insane.

The very act of doing changes the whole universe. This is a key prin-
ciple of magic. By doing a ritual or by speaking a spell, you can effect
change. Painting a picture, doing a dance, writing a poem, any act of art
can be a magical ritual, the doing of which has nonlinear effects. Seen in
this way, most acts of creation are private rituals done in personal caves.
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What we usually think of as works of art are aftermaths of art.

The problem with our modern frame of art reality is not that we
make art to be seen, but that we have forgotten (or have been made to
forget by those who control what is to be seen and what is not) that the
power of doing art is the main power of art. The private performance is
a way to regain the magical power of the doing of art. Defining what a
private performance is is an interesting way to enter the magic. I define it
as a ritual that is not for an audience. It is something that has to be done,
something you may not even want to do. One of the easiest to frame
as a private performance is a shaman going to his secret spot to do rites
nobody will see to open himself up for channeling visions that he cannot
personally use or tell anyone about. We have seen other obvious private
performances -- the child, the madman, the artist alone doing art. We can
add things like doodling, singing in the shower, playing invisible drums to
the radio when you are safe alone in your room. It is something that has
to come out. It is something too silly, too taboo, too sacred, too intense,
too raw, too vulnerable to be done in public, to be expressed. This may be
where real art begins. This kind of doing by one person is clearly private
performance. It has an element of secrecy and undercover. I can remember
singing on my bed along with the radio, quickly stopping when anyone
opened the door, not wanting to be exposed, not wanting to lessen the
magic. And now I sing in rock clubs.

The hidden ritual not only kept me from insanity (some people will
say that makes it therapy, not art), but opened nonlinear routes of possi-
bilities not only for me, but for everybody. The private performance gives
the artist freedom from limits and shoulds and morals, so that she can go
beyond where the society or culture or the consciousness has reached, to
connect to the universal power. By doing this she brings a new universal
area into this reality.

Audrey: | think you are terrific Frank. | see that you ran for President?

Frank: Well, are not all political campaigns performances? That
doesnt mean they are not serious. My performances often start with
something seemingly trivial then grow by themselves very quickly into
forces unto themselves. The campaign started with a t-shirt of The Three
Stooges. Michael [“Mikee”] LaBash, who is one of six people I live with
within a tribal relationship and who is our graphic/web designer, had a
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CURLY FOR PRESIDENT t-shirt. For Christmas 2006 Mikee made
me a FRANK MOORE FOR PRESIDENT shirt. When I wore it,
people started asking me what my platform was. So I wrote a platform
up. Everybody who read it got excited, overflowed with hope, saying it
expressed what they felt and wanted. They didn't see a performance artist
in a wheelchair. They didn’t check the odds of my winning. Instead they
saw someone who they could excitedly vote for... somebody who shared
their dreams, who talked deeply about what really affects their lives. Their
reactions placed on me a responsibility to mount a serious campaign, to
commit and surrender to it...and to hang on no matter where this ride
would go. I never know where a performance or a project will evolve to.

In one of my speeches from the campaign I said that I started run-
ning basically because none of the prominent candidates were talking
honestly and directly about the state of things, were committed to fun-
damental change, and had a clear plan to create a humane, sustainable,
and just plain enjoyable society. So I took on that role. My running for
President created an excitement for how possible it is to bring our dreams
for our society into reality... to remove fear and isolation; to get the boot
of big corporations off our neck; to provide everyone health care, life-long
education, a minimum income, and a livable wage; to restore our rights
and freedoms; and to bring our troops home! We everyday people know
the real state of the union! But more importantly, we have the sense of
what is possible! We need leaders who share our dreams and who do not
sell us short. Or sell us out!

This excitement extended overseas, and we received much more cov-
erage of the campaign in Europe than we did locally, although there were
a handful of great interviews and articles about the campaign here in the
U.S.. In Europe, there were great articles written about the campaign in
France, Germany, Poland and the UK, and an appearance on Swedish TV!

We did many local events and attended many different local festivals
during the over two years that I ran for President, and they were some of
the most effective pieces I have ever done ... Here is what I wrote about
the campaign coming to the “How Berkeley Can You Be” Parade in Sep-
tember of 2007:

“The whole day blew me out. Linda and Mikee took turns pushing
my chair close to the lines of people along the parade route so I could
shake hands, look into people’s eyes, hear their responses, interact one on
one...all of which would have been impossible if I sat on a truck. I was
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moved when people thanked me for running, when whole sections started
clapping and chanting, “GO, FRANK, GO!” Erika, Corey, Alexi, and
sometimes Linda or Mikee gave out over 1,200 copies of the platform.
And people didn’t throw it away as is common, but started reading it,
shouting out planks they were moved by. I can see that “pressing the flesh”
can be addicting! And a lot of people are devoted viewers of the public
access shows of Suzy and mine. “I WATCH YOU EVERY NIGHT"”,
“WE TIVO YOU”, “I LEARN FROM WATCHING YOUR SHOWS!”

Camping out in our beautiful booth, which we put up for most of
these events and festivals, was only slightly less intense. We were a visu-
al magnet, decked out with banners, t-shirts, buttons, bumper stickers,
peace flags and platforms. And people got the tribal body that the 6 of us
are together!

By the “official” count, I received a handful of votes, spread across
a number of states, Maryland, Illinois, Kansas, Georgia, Utah, West Vir-
ginia, and of course California. But the “official” count for write-in can-
didates is always just a small part of the picture, because so many of the
states that actually accept write-in candidates for President will never actu-
ally count or record the votes unless the number of votes becomes large
enough to contend with the “major” candidates. For instance, we know
directly that I received votes in New York, but there were 0 votes counted
for me in NY.

The campaign also had a direct effect on the electoral process for
write-in Presidential candidates in a number of states. We not only forced
several states’ elections divisions to learn their own system, we also chal-
lenged and/or changed procedures and requirements in other states both
before and after the election.

For much much more information about the campaign, with great
photos and video from the various events, visit: http://www.frankmoore-
forpresident08.com/index.html.

Audrey: Thanks for sharing your being/art/love with the world~
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Text for the Shamanistic Art brochure in1988.

Shamanistic Art is a focused use of rituals to call forth dream trance
in which reality can be reshaped in nonlinear ways.

I became sucked into performance not to tell stories, not to paint
pictures for others to look at, not even to reveal something about myself
or about the state of things, and certainly not for fame or fortune. It was
simply the best way that I saw to create the intimate community which I
as a person needed and that I thought society needed as an alternative to
the personal isolation....

Art can give people permission to do what normally is forbidden. It
gives a frame that switches realities from the narrow normal reality to the
freeing altered reality of controlled folly. My live ritual art offers people a
key to a new, different, and temporary reality. Within my performances,
this kind of awake dream is created. Cut off from the normal reality, we
create magical rituals...magical rituals are called forth from the people.
Within these rituals, we explore a nonsexual physicality, EROPLAY. By
using eroplay, the innocent child within the body is released in a play-
ful energy. Within this altered reality, intense emotions can be released,
intense acts can be performed, outside the normal slots. The people often
start crying, or laughing, or telling deep personal secrets, or start intimate
sensual acts, safely beyond sex. I never know what will happen when I
enter this altered reality of performance. This not knowing keeps what I
do exciting and new for me, keeps me flexible and vulnerable. Within the
magic state, dramatic changes take place within the bodies and emotions
of the people. Moreover, most people come back to say that somehow the
trance reality powerfully affected their normal reality and relationships in
nonlinear ways which we do not understand.

In performance I allow myself the freedom as a channel of inner forc-
es, to say and do whatever comes to me, no matter how off-the-wall and
outrageous it seems. I use nonsense, blatant insults, humor, and the holy
obvious, lusty playing and breaking of taboos to break into the altered
reality of controlled folly. I use the bigger-than-life mask-character of the
trickster shaman to reach this end.

In the performance there is no actual sex nor harming violence. This
creates a safe environment in which people can allow one another to trust,
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to be demanded of.

Providing adult playgrounds is one of the basic goals of my work. I
think playing is a safe, mind-altering drug. I use child-like playing to get
people out of their old personalities, old mind-sets and old worlds. By
playing, we die and are reborn.

The ritual performances are battling the social fragmentation and
isolation through underground channels, avoiding standard rules and crit-
icisms and values. What appears to be happening...or in some cases, what
appears not to be happening...in the ritual is really a cover, a distraction of
people’s attention, so that the hidden magical trance can take them over.
A trance can be cast by showing them something outside of their reality.
I have cerebral palsy, so I have a body that stands out from the normal
reality. Little kids often become frozen on the spot when they see me, my
special body, in a cafe. I just greatly magnify this trance process in the per-
formances by introducing many of these trance inducing images, weaving
them into a subtle spell. Within this inner trance, the real magic happens.

The performance is a dream which guides me as the shaman artist.
I have to be open enough to use everything and anything that the dream
gives me.

As playing is a safe, mind-altering drug, so is extended time. The
usual length of these ritual performances is from 5 to 24 hours, but the
longest has been 48 hours. This magical time spell melts the people who
come to the performance as strangers into an intimate tribal communi-
ty, and transports us into the dream world where all things are possible,
where nothing behaves normally, not even time.

This long, complex dream performance melts the normal reality
with dream reality to form a liminal state. In this liminal state anything
is possible and anyone can be a conspirator in this dream production.
This is not only true for the people being led through the ritual, but for
everyone, including me. This dream force can begin even days before the
actual ritual.

Within the liminal state, what usually is unbelievable, corny, tacky,
suddenly becomes extremely powerful. Things like water become potent
magical drugs just through words. Within these temporary living myths,
time becomes very plastic, as do other forms of reality. Time within the
dream reality has the nasty habit of shrinking.

Another tool I've discovered in these prolonged spells is to hide the
most intense rituals by performing them inside a locked box, hidden cave,
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or secret tent. In this way, the unseen ritual affects the people on the feel-
ing level directly, without being filtered by the mind.

Goals brought into the dream state from the everyday world become
limitations because the dream’s vision will lead us into a much deeper,
richer soil of realities than goals would allow. So we enter the dream to
experience the dream, to receive what the vision has to give us. This frees
us from our linear prison.

These dream performances have magical effects on every level. This
is the ultimate function of the shamanistic art. To deepen this magical
effect on the world and to develop a shamanistic community based with-
in the modern western world, I have set up a shamanistic performance
school, THE UNIVERSITY OF POSSIBILITIES. This school presently
contains ten apprentices who have signed up to train for a certain amount
of time. The focus of this school is to create a mythic life as an alternative
to the world we see around us. The mere existence of this mythic life and
these shamanistic dream performances will subvert, change, the normal
world. Creating this mythic life is done through performing privately.
This school has already deepened my public pieces.

Frank Moore has been performing, directing, writing and teaching
Shamanistic Art since 1973. He has Master’s degrees in Psychology &
Performance/Video. He now resides in Berkeley, California. He conducts
shamanistic performance rituals throughout the year.
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Annie Sprinkle’s
Post Post Porn Modernist

A review by Frank Moore, April 1994. Published in 7he Cherotic () Evolutionary #5, 1995.

Annie Sprinkle invited us to her POST POST PORN MODERN-
IST one-person show last Saturday. I saw it years ago when she did it at
an N.Y.C. strip theatre...and I wrote a review of it which was published
in ART PAPERS. In the review, I pretended I was just someone who
had come to the show (in reality we were staying at her place, watched
her rehearse the last ritual, and Michael [LaBash] painted her vibrator).
I could not do that now because she has put me into the show for my
“famous tongue”...and listed me in the program credit as one of her per-
formance teachers...which is very flattering because she is the best perfor-
mance artist | have seen and her show is the best I have been to. I said this
in the old review. But the ritual that is this show has become much deeper,
much more human. Annie very quickly shattered the limitations of a stage
show, very quickly created an intimate community from all the people in
the space. It is the community that really does the ritual, using Annie’s life
as the pathway. The ritual never stops, not even during the “intermission”
(Annie stays on stage for people to have their picture taken with her bare
breasts on their heads...at $10 a pop). The show’s last section, a very magi-
cally powerful ritual, did not end, Annie did not leave the stage, until way
after the last audience member had left (I, as a performer, watched each
person somehow decide it was time to go).

Annie’s messages are clear in the show...sex and the body are good...
people do not have to be victims...and the more happiness and pleasure
you have, the more happiness and pleasure you are creating in/for the
world.

Unfortunately the new age goddess haunts the show just below the
surface, producing a sublayer or a hidden message of separation and iso-
lation which really runs in conflict with both Annie’s basic nature and the
community that her show calls forth. The new age goddess is basically
a corruption of the original goddess which is the yin principle which is
within all of us no matter what our gender. The original ritual journey or
task was to reunite the yin and yang principles into the original creative
life force, and to apply, along this major journey, the yin principle for the
tribal welfare. One of the powerful characteristics of the original goddess
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has always been an unlimited inclusiveness. This is also true of Annie per-
sonally, and it radiates from her show. But both the original goddess and
Annie are being misused, distorted, by the forces of exclusion as an excuse
and a justification of elitism, separatism, discrimination, fear, and isola-
tion. These forces of exclusion are the main cause of today’s world conflict.

One of the problems is “goddess” is being personalized, then given a
gender. It is common today to hear women saying, “I am a/the goddess.”
It has the protection of being politically correct. But if we change the
words to “I am a/the male god”, or “I am a/the white god”, or “I am an/
the american god”, the fascistic dangers of this kind of logic become more
obvious. Moreover, the new age goddess has more to do with Mother
Mary than the original goddess. It isolates women once again high upon
the pedestal.

Annie’s story is one of self-discovery...both her personal self and our
collective self. Her method is to isolate and define aspects of herself, give
each a name and a personality, and then live each to the hilt. So far, she has
discovered Ellen, Annie, and Anya. In the past, Annie has described Anya
as the goddess, which attracted the confusion. Recently she has started
describing Anya as a sacred prostitute. Although this term is also mis-
leading...created by one culture projecting its morality into the past onto
another culture...it is not gender-driven...after all, Annie introduced me
to the audience as a sacred prostitute. What is really meant by the term
is a cultural role of a magical channel between this and other realities by
means of, among other techniques, expanded sex.

Annie is only in the middle of her story. Before it is all over, I think
she will discover many more aspects within herself...and will then com-
bine all of the aspects together. I'm looking forward to that climax!

274



States Of Tanpan

October 1, 1997. Published in 7he Symposium issue #1, Greece, July 1998.

In the late 70s I started to realize that one of the things that was
undermining my work was the English language. There was no word, no
name, for the force I was dealing with. This fits the designs of the estab-
lished powers that are out to isolate and censor us. So my first task was to
create a new word. It was EROPLAY.

Our mind needs labels, words for something to be able to think
about the thing clearly. There is such intense physical play, and such a
force or energy, and I have labeled it EROPLAY. But before this, there
has not been a word for it. Usually the word SEX has been the catch word
for people to dump almost everything sensual, romantic, physical, or for
showing more skin than usual. Cars are called sexy. Poses that do not show
the sex act are called sexual. Wearing certain things, moving certain ways
are all called sexual, even when it is not leading to the sexual act -- even
when there is no intent to have sex.

In magic, words have power. To create a word for something is to
create the possibility for it to exist in our reality -- for it to happen. Even
for us who intellectually knew eroplay existed as a separate thing from sex,
it was hard before the word EROPLAY to talk about it clearly, to think
about it clearly, and to experiment and play with it without sexual under-
currents and fears creeping in. This was because we had to use words like
LUSTY, SEXY, and EROTIC to attempt to talk about it. In our language,
all of these words have sexual connotations. In magic, words create. So
if you use sexual words for nonsexual playing, the sexual words will set a
false sexual confusion. This is why the word EROPLAY itself is important.

Eroplay is intense physical playing and touching of oneself and oth-
ers. Eroplay is also the force or energy which is released as the result of
such play. It is also the happy, playful attitude towards life that comes from
such play. Eroplay is not foreplay, even though foreplay is eroplay.

Kids play very physically both with their own bodies and others’
bodies. They get turned-on by this play, turned-on both physically and
mentally. This turn-on is not sexual in kids. Studies have shown that
babies who are held, touched, and played with are more healthy and alert,
weigh more, and have a lower rate of death than babies who are denied
this eroplay. Studies also show that old people who live alone, who don’t
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get physical and emotional contact, are less healthy and die sooner than
people of the same age who live with others and get that physical contact.

When we grow into adulthood, eroplay is linked to sex, maybe to
assure procreation. But there may be different results when eroplay is con-
nected to the sexual orgasm. This difference may be caused by the mixture
of chemicals released in the body during eroplay with other chemicals
released in the body during orgasm. Foreplay is eroplay, but eroplay is not
foreplay. We may need a certain amount of straight eroplay (not connect-
ed to or leading to sex) to be as healthy as possible.

Orgasm may start a patterning process in our brain, which is an
intense bonding between people. Free love did not take into account this
psycho/physical process.

Foreplay leads to orgasm -- eroplay leads to being turned-on in many
different ways and in all parts of the body -- including, but not limited to,
physical arousal. It can be different every time. Skin touching skin seems
to be what releases the full impact of eroplay.

Eroplay can be intense. It is like when you rub a puppy on its belly
and the puppy goes into a state of rapture, both totally turned-on and
relaxed. To use something that is not normally confused with sex, eroplay
is the blissed-out, warm, relaxed, turned-on, totally satisfying feeling of a
good head rub. The same feeling comes from playing with ears. Eroplay is
that intense feeling throughout the entire body.

Sex seems to be connected to mating; whereas the combination of
both physical and psychic forces released during and after eroplay seems
to be connected more to communication and attracting people to you.

What stops most people from physically eroplaying without con-
necting it to sex, without sexual undercurrents or expectations, is the
inability to see where eroplay ends and sex begins. Foreplay is eroplay,
but eroplay is not foreplay. The difference between foreplay and eroplay is
one of intent -- physically there is no difference. It is the same pleasurable,
physical, turned-on feeling.

But there is a difference physically between eroplay and sex. Eroplay
is satisfying in itself, in relaxing intensity. There is no build up of pent-up
energy in one climactic act. In sex, however, there is a point where fore-
play (eroplay) ceases to satisfy and energy gets pent-up and built-up to
be released in the sex act. This build up is a clear and broad dividing line
between the turn on of eroplay and sex.

Eroplay starts when the possibility of physical eroplay arises -- the
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possibility of the breaking of the normal rules, social conventions, and
morality.

Eroplay is not just physical activity. The possibility of physical ero-
play is enough to start releasing whatever chemicals and other forces that
physical eroplay will continue to release. Talking and thinking about ero-
play will excite, will turn you on, even physically. This seems to be a natu-
ral part of eroplay, an innate part.

Eroplay is fun!

Eroplay is innocent and childlike.

Eroplay’s focus is on physical enjoyment and pleasure for its own
sake. This is one reason why eroplay is taboo in our society where religion
teaches physical pleasure for self is bad.

Eroplay connects you more with your own body and with other peo-
ple. It decreases isolation and alienation. It increases self-trust and trusting
of others. It makes you harder to be controlled. This is another reason why
eroplay is taboo.

Because the after-glow of eroplay attracts people to you, you get
more opportunities in all aspects of your life. And because eroplay relaxes
you and gives you more energy, you are in a better position to use oppor-
tunities.

Because eroplay is not focused on goals other than physical enjoy-
ment in many ways, and because it does not lead to a mating life, eroplay
would be much harder to use to sell products than sex. This is another
reason why eroplay is taboo.

Because of all of this, eroplay leads to a definite life-style with all
these characteristics. The life-style looks strangely like the love generation,
but without drugs or free sex.

Eroplay is intense nonlinear physical touching, rubbing, licking,
exploring for physical pleasure for its own sake. Eroplay is foreplay which
is released from the linear goals of reaching genital orgasm.

When I first wrote about eroplay, I lumped both the physical and
psychic play and the energy released by that play as eroplay. But that has
made it hard to talk about both the energy and the play as clearly as I have
wanted to. I have since started calling this attracting, pleasurable, healing
energy of excited calmness “chero”.

In the western culture, chero is known as “sexual energy” or as the
“sexual urge”. This is because in this culture, adults usually call chero forth
by means of sex and use chero mainly for sex. However, sex is just one way
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to use chero. Moreover, sex is just one of the ways to call forth chero.

Chero is the life force. It is what attracts. Chero is what attracts other
people to you. It is what the shamans used to heal and melt other realities
into the normal reality. It is what Tantric Buddhists used to reach the
higher spiritual spheres. They used the sex act to arouse chero, which they
then used in their spiritual quest. Sex is a cherotic act. But Chero is by no
means simply a/the sexual energy. There are many ways of calling forth
chero, and many ways of letting chero direct or guide you.

One of the oldest ways of calling chero up is what I call “vere”. Vere
is what most writers would call the use of pain to attain spiritual ends.
But vere is no more pain than eroplay is sex. Vere is physically different
than the normal pain, releasing different chemical and psychic reactions
in the body. Vere and eroplay are related. Because of the crudeness of the
language, it is very difficult to explore these realms.

In magic, masks are important. These masks could be created out
of material, or paint, or tattoos, or facial expressions. Magical masks are
not meant to be a hiding, a covering up, or a protection. Rather, they are
meant to reveal, to liberate, to call forth the deep personality which is
usually hidden in normal society. They are vulnerable masks.

In my work, nudity is such a vulnerable mask. In itself, physical
nudity does not always mean you are vulnerable. But in the context of this
work, it takes you out of the social, polite world. It physically changes you
slightly (I will get into these changes later). It signifies the willingness to
use every part of yourself in the work...holding nothing back or in reserve,
holding no part too private or sacred not to be used in the work. This is
on all levels of your being, from your body to your psyche. Most of my
students are now into healing and/or performing. But the work is bigger
than these channeling contexts.

Nudity also gives us direct access to the energy channels of the body.
In time we will have the access of nudity even with our clothes on. But it
will always be easier to arouse chero through eroplay with physical nudity.

The physical health and lifestyle advantages of using eroplay to arouse
chero in your body are caused by the physical and psychic changes in the
body started by aroused chero. Over the years of experimenting, we have
often noticed that people’s physical appearance changes, sometimes radi-
cally, after they eroplay. Their physical features soften, the way they hold
their bodies relaxes, their bodies have a glow very similar to the glow that
many pregnant women have. All of these signs are visual, physical signals
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which attract open people to the chero-enriched person...and thus attract
more opportunities to him. It is also important to point out that these
changes are temporary, lasting from a few hours to a few weeks depending
on the physical and emotional environment. Continued release of chero is
needed to have these changes be longer and longer lasting.

There are other changes that occur during eroplay. By touching,
rubbing, rocking, moving, the energy centers of the body are randomly
activated, releasing a flood of blood with chemicals that produce the sense
of well-being in all parts of the body. This is a warming well-being. This
is deepened by the special breathing that is gentle laughing. This is why
eroplay is playful and fun at its most healing level. Laughter has its own
special healing quality.

Sometimes the release of chero is blocked by confusion and guilt
when the person feels the pleasurable, turned-on feeling which he in the
past associated with sex. But now he feels it in a nonsexual, nonromantic
situation. If he can just let the pleasurable turn-on wash over him without
thoughts, it carries him to a new realm of relaxed enjoyment.

Eroplay as a spiritual, healing technique balances chero through all
the energy centers throughout the body. This is different than other tech-
niques such as Kundalini Yoga in which the energy which I am calling
chero is raised through a very dangerous process from the base of the spine
to out the top of the skull. In eroplay, chero is called forth in all parts of
the body, creating an energy center out of the whole body.

There is a widely held misconception that the physical and the spiri-
tual planes are in opposition to each other, that to reach the spiritual, you
have to avoid the physical. This is overlooking a great number of disci-
plines that use the physical in various aspects to reach spiritual treasures.
The physical is one aspect of the spiritual, the aspect most accessible to us.

As we eroplay, many changes take place. The changes are both physi-
cal and psychic. We have already talked about some of the physical chang-
es. One of the physical signs that can occur is the male erection when
certain energy centers (and not necessarily the cock) are aroused in certain
ways. This male erection has become the most sexual symbol in our cul-
ture and perhaps the most taboo. The female erection is not outwardly
visible, and hence is usually ignored. But in reality, the “sexual” organs are
no more or no less sexual than any of the other energy centers in the body.
In eroplay, erection should not be thought of as sexual or a turn toward
sex. This region of the body is just one of the main centers of energy.
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The other physical changes caused by the arousal of chero through
eroplay are a slight enlarging of the pupils, a slight change in scent from
the sweat glands and nipples, the chero blush, and a difference in body
tone. All of these are so slight that they usually are only picked up on the
subliminal level. The changes in one body can be transferred to the bodies
of others through these subliminal sensory signals. This is one reason why
physical nudity is important in this work. It gives these signals a more
direct channel to affect others.

But to understand better what is happening when chero is aroused
by eroplay, it should be remembered that the physical is only one aspect
of what we are. Around our physical body there is a force field made up
of thoughts, emotions, and other psychic material. This field is usually a
fraction of an inch out from the body, but we have the ability to broadcast
this psychic force outward.

When we release chero through eroplay, we focus this force, and
with the willingness to be unlimited, we radiate this force outward, creat-
ing a rapport into which others can be drawn. This rapport has physical,
mental, and psychic qualities.

In my performances, this rapport, in the form of an altered reality
or a spell, is created by arousing chero between two people by rubbing
bodies, by rocking together, moving together, making noises. These two
generating people are sometimes isolated in a tent or a box. But the rap-
port generated physically and psychically by these two leaks out of the
enclosed space, putting those on the outside into an altered state. The
deeper the chero rapport is between the two, the more complete the outer
reality will be.

At first, the generating chero rapport may feel uncomfortable, forced,
and/or strange to the apprentice. This is because we are using things that
in the western culture are usually contained only in sexual and/or roman-
tic contexts. The apprentice should not be thrown by this forced, uncom-
fortable feeling. It is the breaking of old patterns. It is one of the first
stages of this work.

Each energy center “breathes” several kinds of energies in and out,
very much like the lungs-nose breathe air in and out. Each center both
takes energy in and projects energy out. Some energy centers are com-
monly thought of as one-way channels. The eyes obviously let in visually
the outer world to our brain, our mind, our inner reality. But the eyes also
visually let out what is happening inside us, who we are, and our personal
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power into the world. All of the centers work on this breathing principle.

In eroplay, the centers are randomly opened up so that this che-
ro breath can be free and deep. Eroplay creates a complete cycle of che-
ro. This cycle is created when you touch your own body. But it becomes
more dynamic when this chero cycle is between two people. This interplay
opens and relaxes the centers of both people, letting them both cherotical-
ly breathe deeper and easier. This deep, easy breathing is what is healing.
(We will get into the difference between healing and curing later.) Both
people get healed in this interplay and the energy released through the
interplay helps to heal the outer world. This is important to understand
because many people think healing is a one-way helping/giving channel.
Because of this, they are careful “not to give too much”. “I must protect
myself and my personal power; maintain my own space, my control over
the situation.” This attitude is thought to be individualism.

But in reality, it robs the individual of her power. It isolates her,
fragments her. It makes her think she has something to protect, to hide,
to defend. It makes her think that she is some limited, weak, fragile being
that has to be guarded. All of this is wrapped up in the glitter packaging of
individualism and specialness. This attitude makes the chero breath shal-
low and one-way. It makes the person fragile. Vulnerability is not fragile.
Vulnerability is a rubber ball. It gives very easily, but it bounces back to
its original shape after it undergoes pressures of hard knocks, and it keeps
rolling on the path.

Chero healing as eroplay is a two-way channel whether in play, art,
magic, or everyday living. It must be this way to be effective. To create this
deep two-way chero breathing you must be willing to both deeply project
and deeply take in chero with anyone who is willing to do the same. This
willingness will be a demanding screen which will protect you far more
than any defensive wall built by fear and doubt.

To understand what eroplay, chero, and bodyplay both are and do, it
is necessary to have some idea what sex is and does. The sexual urge is the
urge to merge with, to combine with, to become one with another. Sex
is a physical symbol of this becoming one. This being one is a long-term
process of bonding. Sex is a combination of eroplay as foreplay, sexu-
al intercourse, orgasm, ejaculation, and erection. Each one of these may
release different chemicals into the body with different results. Sex is the
sum of these parts.
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We have mentioned how sexual intercourse within the normal social
context of the modern western context starts and promotes the bonding
patterning in the brain which creates the merging oneness with one of
its functions being child-rearing. If the reality of the relationship does
not match this being a living unit, then it will, sooner or later, cause very
painful confusion which usually translates into jealousy and rejection. In
this materialistic culture, the being one with another turns into owning
one another. “I am you” becomes “you are mine”.

Because eroplay does not have any kind of physical intercourse, it is
not about becoming one with another. It is to communicate, to share, to
exchange on all levels by connecting the centers through physical contact.
Because eroplay is not connected with producing children, there is not
ejaculation or sexual orgasm. In sex, orgasm combined with intercourse
and ejaculation, shoots energy as well as the sexual material outward into
another’s body. To ensure sexual mating, the sexual orgasm is felt in the
“sexual” organs as violent peaks of intense releasing pleasure in the middle
of the well-being of eroplay pleasure. These two kinds of pleasures create a
physical trance. Although orgasm is felt in the “sexual” organs, the actual
orgasm happens in the brain.

In eroplay, there is no peak of released chero outward. Instead, the
level of chero is raised within the body, creating a physical trance which
I call “ontonse”. Ontonse can be as intense as an orgasm, but ontonse is
not a peak of chero; instead, it is a high plateau. When ontonse fades, the
extra chero produced stays within the body, healing and calming. This
extra chero slowly radiates out later as an attracting force. We call this
force “erour”. Erour usually is called sexual power.

Within ontonse, creativity and magic can be done. Ontonse can be
felt in different parts of the body or in the entire body. Since ontonse is
not a peak of chero, it can be maintained and turned into a doorway to
deeper dimensions. Since chero has been hidden within sex, it has been
difficult, because of social-moral taboos, to use ontonse directly as a heal-
ing magic. This is what the student will learn to use.

The hands are transmitters of chero. This is because your hands are
the only parts of your body that can touch almost all of your body. They
are healing wands of chero. Laying on of hands is powerful magic. But
rubbing body centers together is much more powerful, therefore more
taboo. This magic requires two or more people being physically intimate
together.
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Having an orgasm in each center of the body has a different effect,
each opens a different door than having an orgasm in another part of
the body. For example, it is fairly common for nursing mothers to have
orgasms while they nurse. In this context, the orgasm should not be seen
as sexual, but as an aspect of human nourishing love. By just revealing
this hidden fact of the capability of moving the site of orgasm around the
body, of using the different aspects of the orgasm other than the usual sex-
ual, it opens up a richer, more complex, more empowering life. But this is
only the beginning. This is true of all of the functions that are traditionally
limited to one part of the body. You see with your heart, belly, mind, cock/
pussy, etc. You do not see just with your eyes. This is another way of saying
that light, as an example of all sensual forces, has many more aspects than
the ones we have been told about. Light, and every other sensual force,
interacts with all of our body centers, exchanging cherotic packets of pos-
sibilities, creating a total interactive experience.

In body play within cherotic magic, we used what is normally called
sex as our access point into the deeper magical dimensions. We stated that
the orgasmic intercourse act is confusing within all relationships except in
a relationship of creating a committed life together.

This confusion is caused by the biological patterns set off in the
mind by the act of orgasmic intercourse. But most of the confusion, the
jealousy, the possessiveness, and the other manifestations are caused by the
casual use of sex.

This casualness has been caused by the artificial funneling of this
aspect of the cherotic energy exchange into the genitals, into intercourse.
This funneling has been a major aspect of the life-denials. What we were
left with was an artificial choice between having sex, that vague concept,
or being celibate. In reality, both of these “choices” focused the chero only
through the genitals, only through the medium of intercourse, or the
refraining from orgasm and intercourse, on the “sexual” level. What this
does is forces people to use only one channel, called “sex”, to fulfill all of
their needs, to express and exchange/express all of their physical chero.
Moreover, this one channel is tightly controlled by life-denying morals,
glamour, and romantic expectations, creating an extremely complex game
maze of illusion. This is like taping up all of the keys except one on a pia-
no, like denying a painter all colors except yellow. What can be created,
can be expressed, is extremely and artificially limited. This limiting is the
root of casualness.
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Within the magical experimentation in which I have been involved
for over 25 years, it became clear that each component of physical play had
its own alchemical, biochemical, physical and psychic effects and proper-
ties. The orgasm that is felt in the genitals within intercourse begins a
long-term bonding pattern within the brains of the playing lovers. When
this is realized, it becomes obvious that using this type of orgasmic sex
in any other relationships than in the context of a long-term relation-
ship would be counterproductive. It would be like removing a screw with
a hammer. This removes the distorting morality that has hidden most
aspects of experience from us.

In my magical experimentation, the first “new” form of play to be
drawn from the veil of sex was “eroplay”. Eroplay extends well into the
everyday communication exchange between you and the rest of the world.
This is the real meaning when somebody says everything you do, every
communication, is sexual. But this real meaning is hidden the second it
is revealed, by using the word “sexual”, herding us back into the accept-
ed, life-denying, controlled channels of relating. Instead, we should say
everything you do is cherotic. Eroplay is for communicating, for getting
to know, to reveal, to exchange, to be vulnerable, to play, to enjoy, to
explore. For this reason, eroplay, even at its most intense naked physi-
cal play can be done with anybody you like and enjoy...can be done in
clarity in even social situations once it has been clearly and purposeful-
ly taken out of the usual sexual context. Romantic monogamy, celibacy,
and sexual sex all hide this primal channel of satisfying successfully these
needs of play, exploring, and communicating...hide by misdirecting these
needs into channels which are not capable of satisfying, or even holding,
these types of living needs. The result of this is frustration, isolation, and
draining the energy of creation away from the personal level along with
personal responsibility. In short, the result is life-denial being created by
the dimension of power.

But eroplay is only one of the states of physical trance long hid-
den within sex by the life-denial of power. Each state has its own aspects,
nature and effects. Each state is complete within itself, although one state
may contain the other states within its special context. For example, sex
contains eroplay as foreplay within it. But there is not a linear ladder. That
is, eroplay should not be seen as a step towards sex, something less than
sex. If you look at eroplay and sex in this way, the true qualities of both
will be hidden from you.
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We have said orgasm as the physical sensation can be located in each
of the body centers, including the skin. Each center has its own special
effect. So where an orgasm occurs has its own magical effect and context.
Moreover, when we realize it is possible to feel an orgasm in different
centers, or even in all of the centers at the same time, we begin to see that
even orgasmic sex is a much more rich and complex experience. This is
not the place to go into these orgasmic sexual states in detail. But it should
be again pointed out that genital orgasmic sex, especially when it includes
intercourse, is suited only for long-term living relationships when done
within the normal social and cultural frame. This is because of the bond-
ing pattern this sets off in the brain.

Ontonse is the fairly regular level of implosion of cherotic energy
into the body during physical trances such as eroplay. Cherotic energy is
the nonlinear stream of the subatomic packets which our body breathes
in and out through every center of the body. Ontonse can be physically as
intense as an orgasm. But because it is a level implosion of chero, rather
than a peak explosion as the orgasm is, it can last much longer than the
orgasm. Its effects are different than orgasm. Ontonse can arc between two
eroplaying bodies, creating a united body during the trance time without
genital intercourse. When ontonse occurs on a regular basis, eroplay has
been transformed into “tanplay”. Since you can not work linearly toward
having an ontonse as you can to some degree work toward having an
orgasm in sex, you can only enter the tanplay state by enjoying play for
itself, enjoying being with the other person just for being with that person.
Then the state of tanplay will settle in. Tanplay is a state of close friends...
warm, slow and gentle...willing to go anywhere the tanplay takes you.
Because the ontonse arcs into the body, it can effect people not physically
within the tanplay. A lot of the formal cherotic magic takes place within
this tanplay trance. Tanplay is serious folly.

The student should enter the following two physical trances only at
the direct bidding and direction of the shaman, the teacher. The shaman
within these two trances may use the student’s body as his own to accom-
plish things he can't in his own body. The student might be playing both
for/as herself and for/as the shaman.

In one of these states, “tansex”, orgasm has not the linear goal peak
quality it has in sex. In tansex, both orgasm and ontonse are just two of
the many possible ports that the play may carry the ritual into. Tansex,
although it can be intense, has a magical evenness to it. Everything has
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an equal value. If there appears a linear goal such as to have an orgasm,
this transforms tansex into some other trance state with different effects.
Tansex has a nonlinear relaxed floating quality of things just happening
following the playing without forcing or trying. As in the other physical
trance play forms (other than sex) that we have been talking about, there
is no genital intercourse within tansex. The effect of tansex in the normal
reality is to express and to explore the depth of a long existing friendship.
Because of this, it only makes sense to be in tansex only within a friend-
ship which has lasted for two years. This is within the normal western
cultural reality. During the apprenticeship, however, the student should
regard tansex as a ritual to be performed only upon the direct instruction
of the shaman. In this magical ritual, the student is acting both as herself
and as the shaman.

But within the magical work of apprenticeship, as in all magical
work, another reality is working under the surface. Within this Cave of
Lila, the shaman works with these altered states of physical trance, with-
out the limits of morals, for different magical nonlinear change, in a total-
ly different non-individualistic context than the normal cultural context.
We will call this context “tanpan”. Within tanpan, all of the aspects of
this physical play/trance, including that of intercourse, are drained of
both their normal and hidden meanings and qualities, so that they can be
used by the magic through the shaman to effect both local and non-local
changes. During the apprenticeship, both tansex and tanpan must be kept
within the disciplined ritualistic context of controlled folly within the
Cave of Lila. By doing this, the tanpanic relationship between the student
and the shaman will not conflict with, threaten or weaken the student’s
relationships in the normal cultural frame. This is because this tanpanic
relationship exists and is contained within the different, special, magical
reality. However, this does not deny the fact that entering any magical
experience often will shake to and beyond the breaking point any rela-
tionship that is not solidly based. But magical work can only strengthen a
relationship that is solid.
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SOMEONE ASKED ME WHAT IS TANPAN. TO ANSWER, I
HAD TO FIRST DESCRIBE SOME OF THE OTHER PHYSICAL
TRANCES OF PLAY.

Eroplay is intense nonlinear physical touching, rubbing, licking,
exploring for physical pleasure for its own sake. Eroplay is foreplay that is
released from the linear goals of reaching genital orgasm.

Tansex is another state of physical trance play. As in eroplay, there is
no genital intercourse. However there may be orgasms in tansex. But the
orgasm in tansex has not the linear goal peak quality it has in sex.

Pantan combines various kinds of orgasm [explosions of energy]
with ontonse [a regular implosion of energy] within an intensely small/
intimate nonlinear play. These explosions and implosions feed off one oth-
er, creating a sustainable state of enjoyable pleasure. The sustainable state
of pantan can become the context of your whole life. Pantan is the state of
turn-on, aroused enjoyment of life and of being together. Within pantan,
creativity, inspiration, a sense of awe and newness, etc. always are at work.

The shaman works with these altered states of physical trance, with-
out the limits of morals, for different magical nonlinear change, in a total-
ly different non-individualistic context than the normal cultural context.
We will call this context “tanpan”. Within tanpan, all of the aspects of
this physical play/trance, including that of intercourse, are drained of both
their normal and hidden meanings and qualities, so that they can be used
by the magic through the shaman to effect both local and non-local chang-
es. These physical trance rituals of tanpan are magical rather than personal
[even though they have a personal root within them and will powerfully
affect personal relationships]. As such, tanpan is dangerous and should
be done within respect, outside of romance, social, and glamor. Tanpanic
trances arouse the state of pantan to the surface of being.

THEN SHE ASKED IF NUDITY WAS TANPANIC.

In itself, nudity is not tanpanic. When the social charge of distortion
is removed from nudity, nudity by itself isn’t even particularly “erotic”. It
is enjoyable. It is easier to call forth the tanpanic trances when nude. But
nudity is, or should be, just a part of everyday life.
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Two Parties

1995. Published in 7he Affiliate, Canada, in January 1996.

Annie Sprinkle has come out with an over-sized deck of playing
cards with Annie’s erotic photos of women famous in the sex subculture
[she says she’ll do a deck of men which I'll be in].

To promote the deck, HBO threw a private party which they filmed
for their show REAL SEX. 100 people famous in the sex world were invit-
ed. Big bucks! A lot of food, booze, even blackjack tables [which were the
most fun thing of the party].

BORING!!!

Everybody spent the night running up to one another to say a big
HI!...then running away. There was a phony strip poker game with famous
strippers sitting around a table bored. Every 20 minutes there was a fan-
fare, bright spot went on, HBO camera went on, a woman got up on the
stripping block, and squirmed out of an item of clothes, then sat back
down. Very unsexy! And they had so many clothes on, by the time they
were approaching nude, nobody cared, nobody was watching...except the
HBO camera.

The high point was when Annie did a great Charlie Chaplin-style
strip. But it was too much for the other artists who were billed to perform
to follow. They bowed out after her act.

The whole party showed how in-grown at least this level of the sex
world has become. There is even a level of not liking/enjoying sex in this
circle. Sex has become again the means to power, fame, money...and the
means to avoid relationships, intimacy, needing other people. One wom-
an actually said, “I don’t like sex, I like faking it!” Most of the people just
nodded their agreement.

Annie is beginning to feel this shallowness. The day after the party
she called us and said her new focus is to get a relationship like Linda,
Michael, and I have.

Now for the party of real slut artists who have fun with sex in both
their lives and art. The next weekend, our friend, Barbara Golden had a
party to celebrate her new cd/book package at the HOTEL UTAH in San
Francisco.

She invited her musician friends to play covers of her songs. Barbara
had us go on first [even before my guitarist had arrived] so that we would
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set the level of outrageous freedom for the other acts.

I had Bonnie on trumpet, Corey on piano [they are my ISOLA-
TION cast], and Toyoji Tomita on slide trombone [he has played with
John Cage].

I sang CLIT ENVY straight....Bonnie sitting on my chair. As I sang
BONER BOY, I played with Michael’s appropriate parts...if you get my
drift. Then for TRASHY GIRLS, my voice became a horn. Linda did a
going all the way strip to it which brought the house down.

The other acts were great musicians of very different styles, getting
down funky...everybody getting inspired by the others...everybody eating
Barb’s food.

For the finale, Barb had us do an encore of our TRASHY GIRLS
strip act.

It turned out the sound guy was the HOTEL UTAH’s booking guy
who has refused to book me, calling my demo video tape the most dis-
turbing thing he has ever seen ['m flattered!]...and why don't those [dis-
abled] people stay in their place?! He sat through my set mouth open and
hands over ears. After my set, he told the bartender, “After that, I need a
drink!” I'm flattered!
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What Price Fame

Written on October 18, 1997. As published in Movement Research Performance Journal #16,
Spring 1998. Also published in 7he Cherotic (r)Evolutionary #8 in 1999.

I don’t know why artists think fame is all that hard to get, or some-
thing worthy of seeking. Why, it’s as easy as falling off a log, as easy as
dying. You just have to surrender to the forces of gravity and decay. The
mainstream entertainment, by its sheer mass, has always sucked artists out
of the fringe, the underground. That is just gravity. In reality, it takes a lot
to enter, and to stay in, the underground. The underground is where the
real freedom and the real ability to change society are to be found. This is
why artists CHOOSE the underground instead of the mainstream. This
is also why, when an artist is pulled into the mainstream, this freedom
and ability decay. In my own career, I have worked very hard to stay in
the underground...this work has been hard precisely because some of the
pieces have turned out to be “popular” (whatever that means!)...attracting
the mainstream sharks.

The mainstream has always tried to create a fake avant-garde with
fake controversies, fake taboos, fake “hipness”, etc. to give the marks a
controlled fun-ride through a Disneyland to keep them away from the real
edge of life. This is because the powers-that-be can not control or exploit
what is in the real avant-garde.

About every five years, the fame makers “discover” me, want to make
me famous. I always play along. But I also always do “the wrong thing”
to keep my work surfing just below the “fame wave”. Fame cripples art.
But the sub-fame level is where the hidden channels of effecting, healing,
changing, dreaming, myth-giving powers lie.

It is easier to stay in this sub-fame level when you do private perfor-
mances than when you do public performances...because in public per-
formances layers of seductions, limitation, consideration, taboos, morals,
ways of being politically correct are laid on the art and the artist by either
the powers of the establishment or the “alternative” power systems of the
present society or both. But I like the challenge of doing very public work
without surrendering to the fame manufacturers.

When I do a public piece, I am not swayed by how many people
come or by how many walk out, because I am still functioning, and root-
ed, in the channels of magical change that I became aware of by doing
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private performances. This rooting in private rituals gives the artist free-
dom from, and weapons against, the corrupting concerns of money, fame,
competition, good taste, acceptance, and the search for an audience. This
freedom is important in shamanistic art, which is art that acts for non-
linear change, because, by bringing new dreams, new myths, new visions
into society from the universal underworld, it radically changes society.
By being linked to a power system, be it establishment or alternative, the
artist is trapped in a basic conflict of interest, because she has aligned
herself either with protecting the social system or with a certain manner
of change, when her true job is to carry the new visionary myths from the
gods into this world through her body.

When the artist is rooted in private rituals, it becomes clear that she
is not an agent for society, or some political movement, or the art galleries
and art “experts”, or even for her own individualistic imagination. Instead,
she is an agent of the gods, of dreams, of visions and myths. This causes
reactions in society, especially when the piece is public.

Karen Finley is criticized for limiting her audience because she
offends them by her words, anger, nudity. An artist who is rooted in the
private channels is not affected by this attempt to curb the power of the
art by strapping it to audience acceptance and agreement. The power of
a Karen Finley is the taboo-breaking energy she releases into society. This
societal pressure to tame art down, which usually sounds very reasonable
and comes even from liberal sources, is very hard for the artist to resist
who is not familiar with the hidden channels of change.

So it is always tragic to see artists who are known for doing under-
ground, shamanistic, and/or risky art get sucked, seduced, absorbed,
tricked, bribed into “the mainstream”. It is tragic not only in personal
terms for the individual artists, but in terms of the big picture. When an
artist sets herself up as being an artist who goes beyond the normal frame,
who tells the hard truths, who explores the unknown...not to be hip,
or controversial, or to be interesting...but because that is how our tribal
human being evolves, so it has to be done...when that kind of artist then
goes after money, personal fame, and/or glamour while still claiming to be
doing avant-garde art, it is denying society the real evolutionary function
of the real avant-garde. It tells people, audiences and artists alike, that the
avant-garde is just a branch of the entertainment complex with the same
rules, goals, reality as television, rock music, Hollywood, and sports. This
is like telling people a can of Slim Fast is a balanced meal of real food.
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It is a lie. And the scary dangerous thing is artists are buying/selling this
lie.

Another example of society’s attempt to rechannel the change com-
ing from shamanistic art is what an “art expert” told me: “Your work is...
not art...(because) it doesn’t address the concerns...(which are a) part of
the current art dialogue, whether it be mainstream or ‘alternative’...cura-
tors and presenters are (not) obliged to show it.” She went on to say that I
should stay “in (my) own sphere”, and that I don’t need the public chan-
nels that galleries represent. Which is true. But galleries and the people
who think what is in galleries is the full range of art need the artists, not
the reverse. The magic of private performance is needed to expand the nar-
row, shallow river of “the current art dialogue”, controlled both in content
and depth by the art experts. Fortunately, there are galleries which are will-
ing to go into the magical unknown represented by private performances.

Another way society tries to deball the magical power or private per-
formance is to co-opt it by absorbing it back into the normal reality. What
happened to Paul McCarthy is a classic example. Paul is, or was, the best
of the modern shamanistic performers. In the '70s, he did performanc-
es in run-down motels. He transformed into a rubber-masked trickster
who called forth realities of vomit, of messy meals of dog food, mayo and
catsup...of wearing women’s clothes...of hard-ons dangling out of girls’
underwear fucking dolls, tubes up asshole and down throat and up the
nose..., of fucking alone in a motel bed in mayo..., of walking bloodied
barefoot on glass. Friends watched via video in another motel room. But
most ran out in shock. This shock is a special kind of shock. It is not the
shock of when a youngster uses obscenity or when a guy exposes himself.
It is not a reaction or an aggressive act. It is more like culture shock. It is
a reality shock. It is when two different realities come together, collide,
and combine. This happened around Paul’s pieces. Most people could not
handle it. But the shock released incredible amounts of uplifting energy.

By the early "80s, Paul had been discovered by the art scene. He was
invited to the San Francisco Art Institute to do a performance. The big
hall was packed with students. Paul did his rituals, which in the past would
have cleared the room, shocked and physically disturbed most people. But
this time, the audience laughed and clapped at everything this clown did.
They even drank catsup with him to show how hip they were. There was
no shock, no magic, no colliding of realities. Paul stopped, defeated. He
was cut off from his private, magical roots by being transformed from an
outlaw magician into a hot artist.
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He told me the day after, he felt the loss of the magic but did not
know how to get it back. After a few more performances, he stopped
performing...which is a great loss to us all. He was defeated because he
underrated not only the importance of his private magic, but how much
it threatened normal reality.
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About Frank Moore

Frank Moore was an American performance artist, shaman, teacher,
poet, essayist, painter, musician, and internet/television personality who
experimented in art, performance, ritual, and shamanistic teaching from
the late 1960s until his death in 2013 in Berkeley, California.

Moore is perhaps most well known as one of the NEA-funded art-
ists targeted by Jesse Helms and the GAO (General Accounting Office)
in the early "90s for doing art that was labeled “obscene”. Frank Moore
was featured in the 1988 cult film Mondo New York, which chronicled
the leading performance artists of that period. He is well known for long
(5-48 hours) ritualistic performances with audience participation, nudi-
ty, and eroticism. But he has also become well known for his influential
writings on performance, art, life, and cultural subversion, for his historic
influence on the San Francisco Bay Area music and performance scene,
and more recently for his performance/video archive on Vimeo.com that
has been viewed by over 8 million people worldwide.

Moore coined the word, “eroplay” to describe physical play between
adults released from the linear goals of sex and orgasm. He explored this,
and similar concepts in performance and ritual as a way for people to
connect on a deep human level with each other beyond the social and cul-
tural expectations and limitations, and as a way to melt isolation between
people.

Moore has been an underground counter-culture hero and artistic
inspiration for decades. He was born with cerebral palsy, could not walk
or talk, and wrote books, directed plays, directed, acted in and edited
films, regularly gave poetry readings, played piano, sang in ensemble
music jams, and continued to lead bands in hard core punk clubs up and
down the west coast until his death. He also produced a large collection of
original oil and digital paintings that have been shown across the United
States and in Canada. Moore communicated using a laser-pointer and a
board of letters, numbers, and commonly used words.

Performance artist Annie Sprinkle considers Moore one of her teach-
ers, and Moore performed with a host of performance and punk figures
of the underground since the 1970s like Barbara Smith, Linda Sibio, The
Feederz, and Dirk Dirksen - The Pope of Punk.

Frank Moore first came to be known in the 1970s as the creator of
the popular cabaret show, the Outrageous Beauty Revue. In the 1980s he
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became one of the United States’” foremost performance artists. In 1992
he was voted Best Performance Artist by the San Francisco Bay Guardian.
In the early 1990s he was targeted by Senator Jesse Helms. From 1991 to
1999 Frank Moore published and edited the acclaimed underground zine,
The Cherotic (r)Evolutionary.

In addition to his books, Cherotic Magic, Art of a Shaman, Chapped
Lap, Skin Passion and numerous other self-published pieces, Frank Moore
was widely published in various art and other periodicals. In artist Pame-
la Kay Walker’s book, Moving Over the Edge, Moore is one of the artists
featured as having “greatly impacted me and many people through their
artistic expression and their lives.”

Frank Moore’s award-winning video works have shown throughout
the U.S. and Canada, and in 2001 Moore began producing shows for
Berkeley’s public access channel, Berkeley Community Media, Channel
28. His shows continue to play weekly, throughout the week.

In 2011, Frank launched his online performance and video retro-
spective on Vimeo. At the same time, he created the EROART group
featuring videos by eroart artists from all over the world.

Frank Moore’s Web of All Possibilities, www.eroplay.com, features a
growing archive of his audio, video, visual and written work, as well as the
work of other artists. He founded Love Underground Visionary Revolu-
tion (LUVeR) in 1999, a webstation combining live streaming and on-de-
mand libraries of audio and video programming, described by Moore as
a “non-corporate, d.i.y., totally uncensored, noncommercial, nonprofit
internet-only communal collective with 24-hour ‘live’ programming (by
amazing people) with ‘no-limits’ content.” LUVeR ran until 2012.

In 2006, Moore announced his candidacy for the 2008 election for
President of the United States. He became a qualified write-in candidate
in 25 states. His campaign was responsible for reforming the write-in can-
didate qualifications and procedures in many states. His platform videos
are available on YouTube.

Moore also hosted his regular internet show, “Frank Moore’s Sha-
man’s Den”. Moore described it as a show that “will arouse, inspire, move,
threaten you, not with sound bites, but with a two-hour (usually longer)
feast of live streaming video. You might get an in-studio concert of bands
from around the world...or poetry reading...or an in-depth conversation
about politics, art, music, and LIFE with extremely dangerous people! But
then you may see beautiful women naked dancing erotically. You never
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FRANKLY SPEAKING

know, because you are in The Shaman’s Den with Frank Moore.” Video
and audio archives of all of these Shaman’s Den shows are available online.
Frank Moore performed regularly in the San Francisco Bay Area up
until his death.
His students and the people influenced by his life/work continue his

vision.
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Frank Moore online

Frank Moore’s Web Of All Possibilities
http://www.eroplay.com

The Shaman’s Cave
Performance archives, writings, articles and more
http://www.eroplay.com/Cave/shaman.html

Vimeo.com
Online video and performance retrospective
http://www.vimeo.com/frankmoore

Vimeo.com - EROART
A group created by Frank on Vimeo.com for EROART

http://www.vimeo.com/groups/eroart

Frank Moore’s Painting Gallery
http://www.eroplay.com/Cave/painting-slideshow/paintings.html

Frank Moore’s Shaman’s Den
Includes an archive of his online show
http://www.eroplay.com/underground/shamansden.html

The Cherotic r(E)volutionary

http://www.eroplay.com/contents.html

2008 Presidential campaign platform videos
http://www.youtube.com/user/frankmooreforprez08/videos

Frank Moore on Wikipedia
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frank_Moore_(performance_artist)
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