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W H O RE

particulars in literature, art, and current events

dumping slices of apples off the back of the flat bed truck
i'm falling into the trance of the red fruit falling

they said dump so I dump. they said hurry so I hurry.
the sky is heavy with the clouds from the dying fruit

it reaks of rotten sugar.

it reaks of the whore from last week,

the one they brought over to the plant for us all.

She was kind and did not mention anything while I
undressed. she was sweet and did not stare.

I did not stare at her and she was beautiful.

i did take notice of her breasts but i can’t

bear to think of the notices she took.

oh, i can’t bear it.
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I've a voice that
says never trust;
it sounds just like hers

2 .
. ringing a cacophony of fears
“Web Face” - no copyrights. from yesterday
Copywrite your own nose, then and the day before that

Publisher:
Gontributors:

sell it. Wanna own our ideas,

a determine our discretions,

fuck our girls? Help yourself;
we’ve done all that to your’s.

WHOrE, a5

JOSHUA TaYLOr
IGNATIOUS J. eILeY
WELSHMEN, INTL,
MarTy-BOY FLOYD

though there is another voice

of reason and assurance

that is stomped upon by occasional dalliances
in teenage independent angst.

do we pay for loyalty or camaraderie?

loyalty is the future while

camaraderie is the present.

where then do I live

now or then?

Then now is here,

Sditors: DITY WHOIE SQUAD
Photography: 10ROTS AND STALKETS ALLIANCE, GBH bounded by space and geographies
eader: (Ul left empty from audacities of love
Brug Dealers: DOPSMAN INTETCONTINENTAL and I won’t stay gone forever.

Cla, DId, NSa, Ded, FBI, dlf Nr@ & OTHeEr
BEars SEEN SHITTING IN THE WOODS.

Support: [ 'am a lover after all,

and trust is commodity
that must be traded for its value.

: eathens - lwon’t dignify your publication oozeing words ordered
: uch that a low demon of the prince of darkness might have ve-
N omently vomited them from a perfectly wretched practice of the
« dark arts. You, sirs, are failures of the lowest order, incapable of
. suiccess even in the failure itself. So worthless is your drivel that
.;s' wasted over nineteen hours in cover to cover readings with a
%cused attention in the hopes that you may have produced a
' \reasonable sentence; | woudIn’t get my hopes up for a whole
. paragraph. It is with this greeting that | hope I've conveyed my
\ 'utter contempt for your hands, uniquely for their ability to type,
and to a simillar degree of your world view that would generate
ich inarticulate meanderings of one who may have spent too
‘much time salivating in the depths of the skin theaters and the
darlor streets, lined with the repute from which you draw your
- title. | can only determine that you have lost long ago your ca-
pacity for geometry and theology. For this | am ashamed for you
and | bear that burden manifest in the failure of my valve causing

me discomfort for which death would be a welcome relief.

Yours in searing pain brought on by yourselves,
Ignatious J. Reily

hore Magazine is published whenever enough people get around to
publishing it. Nothing in here is copyrighted or otherwise owned by
anyone. Please use Whore Magazine as your personal Whore. Better still,

publish your own Whore and make art for all. Whore is not available as a
subscription, but as a gift. Make your own gifts and show the world that
you are a Whore of the highest quality.
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Continents from home
-Swirling Beauties-
like me, & hours from home
7 hours now,
O years since
is there prime in all these odds?
0dd beauties float around
Butterfly wings beating my heart
my soul, where I love
more deeply than I could hate
Birds on wires greeting
grey over cast - waiting the rush out.
We'll pay penance for crimes
in past lives
or will it work out this time around -
My death is cheaper here,
beloved Virginia
of gquestionable intent
of bad history that hurts
my arteries with disease
from isolation and artifacts of crimes.
Where was that tree
That we hung from by our necks,
too soft to understand
the rope never meant any harm.
On quiet Thursdays
bite down on sub-urban tears
streaking down faces,
gloriously naked
Dripping onto concrete grey
(these are the cell days)
where the sky, once uniquely humane,
merges into traffic at Horizon on-ramps
Belt me away from this loneliness
that permeates my out stretched intestines,
my liver soft from the fights
to sleep without dreams
(even the good ones sting -on waking-).
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Do you remermper 1©

Before you
opted For (Y
Security?

VIV ER &iiscion

Dylan says he needs a shot of love... | do too, i suppose ... ... ; there was supposed to be a semi-colon there earlier, but

it was mugged by God for the poor on it's way into place. Hence the ellipses. In the mean time, I'm breaking bottles in my
mind’s eye and dreaming of a home that didn’t just suck so bad. I'm jacking off thinking of “water boarding” our president un-
til he confesses his part in the plot to overthrow the Human Soul. And all his accomplices; it really gets me off thinking about
being their punisher, their karma. Maybe | do need a shot of love, but these Rotten Fucks just ruin my high — seriously ... a
shot of love would only be wasted on me.

Ok, it wouldn't, its true. But still — the fiends en-magnitude! - | all but hate them and if | pray for them, | must force myself into
not requesting their suffering. And just how is one supposed to read something like that? It doesn’t matter — it just is; to deny
it is to deny myself and to go with it ... well, | suppose we all imagine a fantasy in the hopes it will be realized but with the
earthly knowledge that it will not. | think thats what makes them fantasy.

That I've even written an explanation at all is a bit of a farce; it's more out of fear than of critical thinking. Its the disclaimer for
the idiots — just in case they diverge and smell blood or something. Its really disgusting that I'm even a bit nervous that writ-
ing something down that | think or create could get me into a bit of ... torture, or worse, dead.

And then Bob starts singing about Lenny Bruce — and what a god damn amazing person he might have been, and | wonder
if it was worth it, to dance with that hot, hot devil — change — and get burned so bad. | mean, man, torture is one thing, but
stealing your soul over half a lifetime through a needle is just unforgivable. It just is, that’s all — there’s no analysis, its an
axiom that we can accept, I'm sure. Shit, there was Jesus — and Paul and Gahndi and MLK and St. Thomas Aquinas and all
the other people that stood up and were crushed ruthlessly.

Then | start thinking about Burma — and the Mission of Burma’s song, that's when | reach for my revolver. And revolution
brews like morning coffee late at night at the top of mania and the end of a long long climb from a pit you never thought
you’d make it out of. Man — if they would fight back, revolt, punch and hit and swing and kick; if they’d do that, they’d die, but
man, they’d die free — freer than me and a few hundred million other European-Americans. Man, or even better, go non-vio-
lent take the beatings and killings and know they’re taking it with a choice, with a desire of their own.

Man, we need another Jesus pretty soon.
Whore Magazine Page 5



New York to DC in Four Hours

hris wrote about Ol’ Ninety Four and its

fancy dancing up the eas ern seaboard.
I wrote about it before that and he beforey,
that and leap frog forever, on i
not like we’re truckers, just tomantics th:
take trains because planes a .
than their worth. The notionloftrain travel
is genius. The notion of writing on.the
is not so genius. It’s bumpy """-hrn Pysrtes
and crowded with people gatere. But the
lives that live on this tube hurt_l.m,g onward‘ 2
into the ever vanishing d1stan§9 along the
lines of steel that eventually just careen L
into themselves but never seem to actually*- -
get there are brilliant and beautiful — more « %
beautiful than I. -

Her daughter is a writer. So am-I SEe Sl
an artist, but she wants to know
kind of computer to get. I'm an artlsg‘r Jﬁ
knowing what kind of computeilite 3
about as esoteric as baking ’t
a cake. Of course it doesn’t ma ’r{'-.
because getting a computer € tm
sense. Wires, ram, bam, flim-famg
geek people waiting for thei
humanity. Don’t do it I advisell
no one at home will help her. an
Get one of those — a one stop:st
thing, no hassle, no fuss, justithrg
throw away some new day.
how much money is eng
i1s it when there is no de
everything is dead (including
That’s probably not much to 3 ma
that’s what the rich are after, @ -1 Attt o
anything — except I have to b -a"'-‘-! 'ﬂ e “F“ A,
a house. Buy my mother a hi6tise _@ance
waiting for the mouse, we’re screaming
now and I don’t know what to say.

NY -> DC :: Continued on page 10

A,
or Wl
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Wait for all the drugs to take effect. Drink your beer slowly. Sit,

poised, ready to strike, just in front of the keyboard. Wait for it, Wait for

it. Let the nausea strike first, the gag reflex; then the tingling; always

the tingling just next, in the ears, like a shine right off the bottom of your
earlobe where a fragment of magnesium just ignited. Think of the greats,
the craft, the way you look at the thread behind where you just spun it
together. Never get ahead of yourself. Remember that. Feel the soaring,
like your feet letting go.

Oh, fuck. What was the blue pill you just took? Was it an upper or a
downer? Christ; who gives a shit? Let your neck roll, until it feels like its
going to break free. Dive in and dig around, look for it and watch for it and
wait for it; this is a god damn piece of gold, you'll think, and you'll set it
down because there is something bigger. Fuck the itching, just keep typing.
You'll drive to the store if you're not thinking clearly, so don’t, don’t think
clearly, think in foggy vistas and on turrets waiting for the approaching
army, they’re gonna be here any second.

You do this for 10 years and you know it will never stop. No ending in sight,
this is how you are going die. You know it, clearly and with fury. Rage, pent
up from too many unfinished fights where the other guy wasn’t dead, comes
out of your pores just like the guy who hemorrhaged everywhere cause
they removed his liver and piped everything through his spleen and told
him he couldn’t have a drop of alcohol and he did; A whole 1/5 of Vodka
which could be as many as a billion drops as far as he was concerned. But
you're not concerned. You keep plodding away. You smoke another joint
and eat 2 more pills. You write and masturbate and think of the end or the
beginning — but you never waste time on the middle. “That’s the god damn
journey” you tell everyone, “it ought to be just like life, a fuckin’ dream.”
And you parade on about your ideas, like no one has ever had them
before, like you might be Edison at a party, mingling, grabbing ass, fucking
anything that moves, only because it's not like your Ex. and you’re fucking
Edison. But you never waste time getting upset when they don’t see it.
They'll tell you that you’ve got hungry eyes, and they’re right. They don’t
dream the same way you do, in blues and oranges with solid grey devices
that ruin your sleep and always make you ashamed for the orgasm that
just soiled your comforter. They sit and stare out windows and you jump

through them. Damn right you've got hungry eyes and the whole world is going to get eaten by somebody so you better get

your fill. Drink more; with a concentration this time; with a purpose.

Go ahead and throw up; as much for how you feel about yourself as for the swaying room around that requires

a release. It helps to keep a bucket by the typewriter, by the refrigerator, next to the couch, next to the bed. People will
complain of the smell, but if you're lucky you can take it longer than they can and they’ll stop coming over. Avoid the needles,
though, as that steals your work. At least for most of us; whole armies have laid their weapons down just to sit around and
spike themselves — remember that it's always easier to kill the self than it is to kill someone else, but don'’t let that stop you.

Tl el yom thal You
mgry s, a0 eg I¢

o g@@%ﬁ %ﬁ&“

same Wag joud w\\i&(ﬁ\

es Wil S0
M&%@%&Mﬂmmwm

was Mmalke you
%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ) asmn il

imst solle M@wmmmmm

” o« ” o«

“Suck in your gut,” “buck up boy,” “all the cool girls are doing it,” will be
repeated to you - fuck them. Let them swirl around with the rest of the air
that needs to be polished from to many greasy fingerprints getting their
share; can you feel the oxygen that's been around for eternity? Get more

beer.
You'll fly through the world and live. People will say they remember you;
it's not their fault, it's not yours; you'll say, “I'll measure my success by the

number of people at my funeral!” just as pleased as pie with yourself and
your kindness and you never forget that the President’s funerals are filled
with people that were in their debt and rich men are never threadbare in
their casket when there’s trophies to murder for. You never stop to consider
the similarities, so you eat some of these red ones here, then you can’t stop
.. screaming at no one for nothing, “You son of a bitch for this life! You

fuck cock piece of shit for laying the choices of my soul on me! I'll grow,
you fuck! I'll grow like a god damned redwood and then | will do nothing;
just like you, you ...” stuttering on, lingering on accusations of infanticide
for imaginary turquoise orphanages on the other side of the world where
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way back in the beginning,
Europe wanted gold;

the people were restless

and the rulers were getting old. of leaders being determined

to save their false authority

in a compromise that nearly hurts

to offer sustenance to a majority.

They sent their emissaries
over into the new world

where stood a new philosophy
of utilitarianism that unfurled. And leaders with vision

will not let this go on long,
giving up the monies earned

from a working man’s song

With gold nearly valueless

while industrial revolution brews;
kings are stuck without tools
while rebels use screws. and with a resounding thud

they found new technologies

and ventured out to spread the word

of the capital ideology.

They built their way into new leaders,
being perhaps, a bit more kind,
allowing the citizenry a say in who

will take the creativity from their mind;

U 108 @M MOU

In competition, they would say,

is the path to a better life;

their competition, on the other hand,
says cooperation ends the strife.

]
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: though this did take many years
1 and generations did come and go,
: the continued struggle between leaders a
1
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1
1
1
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29 J &

ed
did result in landing good blows. But not a single truth ever did

drip from out of their teeth

because of the power vested in a few;

the owned were still owned underneath.

The owned and the owner
simply could not agree
on the scarcity of labor
to any exacting degree

ARDPO1:

the pawns in their games,
all but new acquisitions,

leaving the owners themselves led the ice wars raging in a furnace

very nearly in the crosshairs as empires vied for position

of angry, starving people

if the owners would not share. while safely buffered here at home,
Europe to the east and Japan to the west,

As with all great things, our economic engine bellowing,

there are lines of time and place, a middle class came to rest.

and in these delicate meetings

New Deals are the new face
______ ,--,_

\ . |
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nothing reigns Supreme and life isn’t
making a hole twice the size with no
everyone around you will wonde

remember a nicer you, g kinder you, not thi
people have to be gay, some peo
non-existence. Fuck jt, give it a
I f you motherfucker for less than tha
wish the end of jt was gone, so
fudk fingering it out that you lost it beca |
1 it down, out, like a shit or shake. Well, eral and you can fyc|
enoug’ 0, damn well please: go ahead
e the thighs of those who loved Vol & ougn to show vy
You mlght the job off the right way. Yeah — you'll know all about j
f '.I.'[ld some- every life away, every single fucking one, you toss
Yesterday. And every life is one more death and you'l| dance
one you about | ally, you'l fall in Joye
It's to be expected from vour ik — | :
IOVQ. If heard it from all the Jivi g > PATIEEHO your shoes with blades of gras »
the ants have written out, in their own dead bodies, “If your world would end as
you T.OVQ as ours, you'd know safety.”, so you think You understand. Yoy hitchhike to thé-
Andreas fault to see where the
enough’ of desperate black trying to over
3 thinking you will know
might g
you E g don't die that time — or an
find of this and throw you
eévery time you do, you'll fo

someone ribbons hoping to let

, somewhere, but you will t
you Ilke dl course., put of ~
fU. dkin g;. You'll saunter into cal

Sometimes L shaped, talk a
inside where your heart used to
tell everyone you hope it comes

this party!” the little Asian girl will
ear: like you're a lizarg and she
let them. You won't,

packaging.” She won't

“Cigarettes! at's what's_ mj
say. “Do you have one?” She; sper i

it
's afly. They'll do this gl Gt [or ?ﬁ" ot
“I'have a chocolate dream of us, apg €

You get out on the road and dream of different p
worlds and while you're walking alone in the dese

water and are drinking exclusively from your flask,
being. You make it a trick — i

the world where everyone i
exploited, but they all bore
imagine every world possible
that you had set down

late. Your mixed senses d

you in one way or a
and sitting, Wwaiting, .
an unfathomable ny

erailed to the point of iy )

AR
~‘ £
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lifetime
in a series of
wasted visions and missing time
co-ordinates. Stop. Find your eye. Feel it and
poke at it gently: you know this pressure; the ordinary
steak that you rave about from the four star joint
looking at you as it was; the earthworm that you
rescue from the sidewalk after the sun has
come out; you have that pressure down. And
the throbbing temples from news reports of
anonymous factions of fuckers slowly fucking
themselves into the most beautiful genocide
ever; better even than the small pox’d Indian
that leaves you wishing for a long shower after
going to their casino: A small token to Gandhi’s
path of enlightenment. You hitchhike to the end
of the world and decide to come back.
Craving safety, you re-read the Ants’ note
to you over and over again underneath freeway
overpasses. The cops ruin a kind hearted blow job;
safety is averted. You hadn’t wanted that anyway;
just that afternoon, you were beating off your
friend and you weren’t sure if you were going
to hell or not. Maybe the cops saved you; you
won’t know this for a long time to come. Neither
of them understood it either. Years will pass by
and the note will disappear and it will become
just a standard part of living: you will stop
destroying things without meaning to; but don’t
jump ahead; you’ve still a haul ahead of you.
Hearts and Minds, son, Hearts and minds.

Whore Magazine Page 10

NY -> DC :: From Page 6 -

ars outside the window are purring in visions
Cof exhaust — poof, poof, poof, purt, ... .ITIIT,
lots of errrererereres. Never enough roa:i, but
always enough rrrs. I'm tired of them, they re too
exposing of my sad frail temperament. This 18 pot
real — This is not what 1 wanted to do. Npthmg
is what I wanted to do, instead I'm subJeF:t_ to
quantum whims that dance aroupd 0(.1d1y vibing
stringy thingies. God damn wild nights these
Friday nights on Saturday budgets.
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Things God Knows but You Don't
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Stuff God Knows

The pope is dead.dot.damn.dot.dead.dot.dead

holy.dot.dead.

well fed pigs at a trough, sleeping jerks dream cream colored screams.
dot.dead. ... dot . dead.

not dead not dead not dead

no offense no defense, no slips to trip

undressing in pleasing essence

of lives in doubt, in grace periods

between payments for pavements

of ripped up screaming dreams.

pounding hard on fishing fantasies

fishing dreams, fission beams

light beams from unholy reams

commandments of atonement reaching back to sack stoic men
we’re living in the pig pen with over zealous breeding

through uncapped seeding — this lawn is dying

with the pope being dead, damn, holy, not, dead.
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