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I The Perfect Man

L) The East Village Other
succeeded in offending even me
with the first article of mine they
ever published, in February of 1967. It was a
* perfectly uplifting and wholesome article com-
m mending the bunny-waitresses at the 57th
Street Playboy Club for joining the Teamsters
Union and picketing their joint, in the snow:
precious little college girls with lots and lots of
N teased-out hair flowering up out of their shaggy
Navajo parkas, bright-cheeked and
steam-breathing in the February
frost, splashing through the
slush bearing picket
signs and flir-

(Continued on page 16)
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(Continued from page 15)

ting with the big dumb Irish cops in their out-
size blue peacoats. Nearly every sentence in the
piece was that long, and twice as positive.

‘Two weeks later I gingerly bought a copy of
the paper at the Needle Park newsstand and
ever most gingerly began leafing through it on
the downtown IRT. And by heaven, on page
eight lay my story, unchanged, whole and en-
tire, illustrated with a very powerful cartoon of
a mostly-naked blonde woman lashed to an In-
quisition stretch-rack in your classic, strained,
agonizing bondage posmon On the top.of
head had be !

en’s uriderwear. It was Pete and
day-to-day newspaper shitwork

rincess, straight nose and Isis eyes with black
air she could sit on; and the edltor was Lor-

llenged corrida bulls— absolute}y no
—in Mexico a couple years beofte. What

you were wondering
v were all top-shelf w

blown firetr
Magic women, they intimidated the hell out of
me until we got into smoking dope together.
Dope in the office is a great palliative of sex,
class and age anxieties, all of which I had to
cope with as a barely-21-year-old street urchin.
I never would’ve suspected they might harbor
insecurities of their own, until the Perfect Man
happened along.

This guy started advertising in the EVO
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_swallow that? Nobodv

“Wheel & Deal” classifieds just as I began proof-
reading them. Each week he mailed in, and
paid for out front, precisely enough copy to
Jampack -fill an 13” tabloid page column nine
picas wide. He made no bourgeois sham of
modesty, this guy; he challenged women to ac-
cept it that he was a handsome, broad-
shouldered, swivel-hipped swain,
over 30, a “profe
employed and mal

marvelling

Anette,

; rraine fell gradual prey to it
“This is so weird,” she
girls. “He’s been payin
for the last two months to ru

keeps on buying space. I don’t care wh i
of wimp he really is, nobody’s ar desper
“I wonder,” offered Suzanne, “what hap
pens when you write to his post-office box?”’
Missy thought a moment, then sat up like a
host. “Do you think it’s a white slave ring??”
o the three of them drafted a curious letter
sent it to him, on EVO stationery, and we
ver heard from Mr. Perfect again. All three
gxrl  were visibly disappointed about it, too.

II Virgin Honeymoon

1g at the e sides of her
mouth and suspicious black eyes. But she was a
young witch withal, not uncomely in a young-
witchly way. Her name was Mary, and I have
better words than hers allow that the 1966
bummer-tune “Along Comes Mary” had been
written in specific reference to her.

This was in the following March, mind you,
the soggy doorstep of the Summer of Love in
New York, and we were nightly swapping

body heat strictly out of necessity, and un-
doubtedly out of a weird karma that was clearly
mostly hers. She had a lot behind her in her
itch life, she didn’t mind letting you
she was headed for lots more,

‘famous folk-rock musician (though #or the on
you undoubtedly Ehnught of immediately)..
That s, ‘

nes with an intensely
y remember either of

more from her than she from me, I'm
sure. I was on my v1rg1n honeymoon with
marijuana at this p ontinually and

water sluicing over the pav
wing Tuh Kup! serg in his_

itha real honest-to-Asmodeus
ch in a Ukie joint; by heave,
it was less than wholly fulfill-
ill be forever grateful to her, just for
making herself a part of it.

Also for her cloak I have to be grateful.
Together we made enough bread to get by the
days. I recall getting maybe $50 on a good week
from Bowart—it was still a bi-weekly paper,
after all—and Mary every few days dropped by
a certain awning on the Upper East Side,
where a uniformed doorman handed her an
envelope given him by her folk-rock per-
former. Together we might even have had the
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bread necessary for a Sam Scime, Inc. railroad
flat on Avenue A—Sam was still letting places
go for $50-$70 per month—but that only oc-
curs to me now, 12 years later. We were just
not that sort of people.

How it would work is this. After a long heady
day of traveling up to Columbia University to
cover the riots, back down to Center Street to
twitch out a conspiracy-to-riot trial, interview-
ing a Japanese woman who orchestrated nude
be-ins in churchyards around the Village, I
would reconnoiter with Mary at the EVO
storefront and type up the day’s adventures,
while she held forth from the next stool one
what phonies all these people were I was
writing about. And by and by—along about
10—the local art heavies would congregate in
the tiny back room with Bowart and whatever
Millbrook people happened to be in town.
Mary and I also would gather back there,
generally on a moldermg stack of back issues
bbyhole, and smoke

The reefer at E
3 the times. L.

p

r any of that—cannabis is
anging the specific short-term
time tokers—but I do recall
kroaches for the first time, and
ow honestly guiltless it was to
11. Mary did most of the talking
r of the shop, I'm sure.

e generally crashed together in
ery. This was the interior of a

between two tenements by Avenues A on the
north side of Tompkins Square. An audacious

entrepreneur had dubbed it thus, after install- |

ing in it a couple of mattresses, a light-show
device of his own design,and 2 tape recorder
with plenty of Mothers music. The prospectus
was that people would get stoned in-their
homes and come to this shed to savor the excess
arnish of serotonin in their brain tssuss. I
penny, but by a virtue of 2
70 1 got title to the mattresses
ours.

This is where we slept together, strictly for
the sake of the 98.6, for about a month straight.
In that time, I maybe thrice forgot in my sleep
that I was not still in college upstate, sleeping
with an erstwhile main squeeze from Utica.
Mary handled it well; she suffered the groping;
and the sleep-slurred compliments as long as
they pleased her, and then deftly wrapped the
cloak around herself, leaving me in the cold,
until I woke up and apologized.

To this day, I really respect that woman like
all hell. Worth twenty years of marriage.

III Pioneers of Free Expression

Proofreading for the East Village Other was a
grave responsibility. The typesetters we had in
1969, who operated four hot-lead linosin a 21st
Street loft, already partitioned with evil
disregard for the municipal fire regulations,
were fresh off the boat from Argentina, and on-
ly the wife of the boss knew any English. So
besides being deaf and dumb from years of in-
haling blue lead in the air, the poor guys on the
lines were further inconvenienced by having
to type out the copy letter by letter. Any error

overlooked in the copy editing therefore got

scrupulously put into print, and stra
marginalia—telephone numbers jostted d
by the writer in mid-composition, mash
to the secretary, idle doodles—were typ
incorporated into the galley proofs a
spots. Also, even deaf and dumb, the rypese
ters had a Latino inclination to strike j” for
“h” and vice versa, so that but for my eagle eye
a lot of dope pieces might’ve come out looking
like NIDA monographs—‘‘marihuana” for
“marijuana” and so on.

sion with orthodox cunnilingus. Is

mut al fresco: t

hour night per week, then,

fts of cold coffee imported fro
econd Avenue and'a pile o
- cherry danishes (these

1

SS101S

made picnic occasions out of
them), penning corrections onto the galleys.

Once the e paper had been set in lead type,
see, we’d just run off a few sets.of newsprint
proofs from each galley, pasted them onto
mechanicals at the EVO office and photo-
stated them for printing at Marty Balan’s plant
in Brooklyn. T

1ng the lino crew (and me)

he bl e

n interesting enough,
except that I'd always already copyread the
fearure prose in manusecript, and-how many
times can 2 normal person read A.J. Weber-
man’s latest manifesto on Bob Dylan’s garbage
without coming to despise both of them in-
tensely? The only part of the proofing mew o
me, then, was the dlassified ads, so in staunch
Presbyterian fashion I always saved them for
last. For dessen:

Great Ray muif dives! Why are all dhicks
waiting around for = k;jr;:.j’l masix-
foot-tall g i o I
goosebump\ o
tongue around yo
up the walls six t
hungry man! I can eat
coming up for air! Get th 0
place or yours: you spread, I munch

And so on. As a pioneer of fres expression in
America, Great Ray of Chester, Pennsyivaniz

own the blue lead myself,

es I ever w1111ngly got north of
“person. artlcle on cuntlappmg—w

hole linotype operation was

has been grievously overlooked. Every week
for three years running, from 1966-69, Great
Ray wold lease half a column in the EVO
“Wheel & Deal” and stuff it full up with prose
like that. Nobody had ever done this sort of
thing before. Great Ray’s monomaniac muff-
diving essays actually set the fundamental tone
and sytle for Screw and Hustler, and he is thus
to be credited with inaugurating a whole new
trend in American letters. Whether he should
other matter.

of 68, we began
ting ads, which
t of desserts,

xeved quite his dép[h uf pure

ed issue, but there was no Great Ray
“Wheel & Deal” galleys. Finally, one proo
day, rummaging through the ad departm
rough copy to confirm a p
pened across a neatly t
Chester, Pennsylvania. An
“Sorry I haven’t been adverti
but I came down with the eld {
I guess. Sure would hate to gi
chlck the flu up the ‘flue,’ ha
you, Great Ray.”

What had really happened, I

stlpulatlon that he no longer run ads in

fhmﬂammmg the distributors for another
couple ‘years; but we were all doomed to be
writing pussy copy for Goldstem before very
Iong
Or the proof-day of wh1ch 5 speak, though, -
all unsuspecting of the horrors that lay in wait,
L blithely resolved to replace Great Ray in
“Wheel & Deal” with something equally
lunatic. So I wrote right there on some galley
paper, and handed to the typesetters, this:

Big Dean grabs ass! Charming; intelligent,
cultivated hip young libertine; well-versed in
the Portugueseand Yucatanian arts, will grab
your ass for nothmg! 'man ass man! I'don’t care
if your butt’s tiny and trim-er huge and gobby,
I wanna grab it! No fucking or sucking involv-
ed, just gimme a couple handsful! No fags, per-
vos or nymphos need apply. Just call Big Dean
W EVO. 255 ****

At the time, mind you, I was cohabiting ex-
ciasiyely with a perfectly splendid woman on
Second Avenue, who really tore my ass up
when she saw that ad. ““Aw, don’t get your
bowels in an uproar,” I assured her.
“Nobody's gonna be able to make sense of that
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drivel, let alone
answer it. | mean, who wants
their ass grabbed? That is nor a

fetish, even among human beings.”

You were wrong, Bartholin-breath! Before
that day was out, Big Dean must’ve gotten three
dozen calls on the EVO line from would-be ass-
grabees. “You're just into grabbing ass, right?”
a number of women suspiciously asked. “No
funny business. I can keep all my clothes on,
you promise? And all you want to do, nothing
else, is just—well, you know—grab around a lit-
tle? Great. Your place or mine?” I always made
the date for the girl’s place in these cases, and
forgot to show up.

One memorable woman, though, actually
deduced that I was the selfsame “Dean’’ who
wrote stuff for the paper, and showed up in the
office one day the following week with a couple

of girlfriends, all to have their tushies
grabbed on a lark. Very sweet and pleasant

they were, all conveniently attired in tight
dungarees for the occasion, but

I confess I couldn’t get

itonatall.

[
[e<]

Writing

about this sort of

thing has always been great fun

for me, but I honestly have never

been able to see why anybody would ever

want to really do any of it. I was awkward. The

groping was clumsy, perfunctory, self-

conscious. But the girls got to meet some top-

notch San Francisco underground cartoonists

who were in town just then, and I think they all
got lucky.

The calls went on and on forever, literally
until Bill Graham pitched us out of our
Fillmore East attic office during the bombing
season of spring 1970 and we had to change the
number. The only onerous part of it for me
were the gay men, a good half-dozen of them,
who called repeatedly, obsessively, insisting
they were really women no matter how their
plumbing had been installed. One of them
tended to get downright butchy and
belligerent: “God damn it, you’re gonna grab
my ass if I have to beat you into it
with a belt! I’'m coming
down there to your
office tomor-

row with some friends, and we’re gonna make
you grab my ass, Big Dean, until you come in
your pants! Put up or shut up, Big Dean.”

Two woman callers in particular, though, I
got very fond of over the months. Both would
call very late at night, in the wee small, which is
when I was generally working in the office
alone. One was a 15-year-old girl from Long
Island, who invariably spoke against a
background of hysterically giggling girlfriends.
God, she was sweet. “Whatcha doin’, Big
Dean? Grabbed any good asses lately?” After
some prurient raillery of this sort, inciting gales
of teenage giggling on the other end of the line,
we’d settle ito a nice chummy chat. I actually
got into helping her with her history and math,
and at a couple points I actively discouraged
her from running away from home. The last
call T got from her was exactly one year
later—she remembered the anniversary of her
first call. Gee, she’d be 25 years old now . . .

The other woman was horny! “Is this really
Big Dean?” she would always ask, with husky
anxiety. ‘“No kidding? You’re not just
somebody putting me on? Well then . . . Ifyou
had me here—I’m in my bedroom, all alone,
with just a sheer see-through nightie on—what
would you do to me?”

“Did you remember to wear your bikini pan-
ties this time?”

“Yes, yes I put them on. What do you want
to do with them?”

“Well, first I'd take you over my knee, face
up this time ...”

“Face up? Oh my God.”

“Yeah, face up. And you have to hold both
hands over your eyes so you can’t see what I’'m
doing. And I'd kinda reach around under you
with one hand and slip it up under your bikini
elastic and get a nice big handful of tushie . ..”

“Oo000. Oh yes ...”

“And then with my other hand I’d cup your
crotch real tight, and slide the fingers slowly
down in between your thighs, nudging them
apart, really gently and slowly ...”

After a few minutes of this Scherehazade
she’d hang up on me, sometimes so softly I’d
g0 on composing smut a/ fresco to the deadline.
I'loved doing it, and my old lady always deeply
appreciated the state I'd be in when I’d get
home afterward. But this very horny lady, for
some reason, never would let me get her off.

Presently, after a few months, it began to b
me. So one evening when she called, I really g. .
her into it. This time I withheld any reference
to my own joint—she always hung up, I’d
noticed, just afrer I'd nudged it into her—until
I could tell, by the husky little noises she was
making, that she was right on the Goddamned
edge. Then I slipped out the chocks for good
and all: “Then I'd take your knees inside my
elbows and pull them up to your tits, and lean
over and bite you sharp on the side of your neck
and just push it into you—"

She detonated. “AAOOOOWWW! Oh
God! Awk- Ah— . . . I think you’re just orri-
ble.” And she slammed the phone down and
never called again, ever. Il
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