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JULY 10 - DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS TO JULY
ISSUE OF INSIDE JOKE—FINAL!!
JULY 12 - STEVEN SCHEINER (26) A
JULY 17 - SUE ROSNER (24) Aot 2°
JULY 26 - Gracie Allen b. 1906 ~ 592,
JULY 28 - RICK FRIEDMAN (25) e

In next month's questionnair there will be
space for birthdays, anniversaries, cons,
anything you want commemorated in this co-

lumn. Please fill me in!

* INSIDE JOKE is $l put on each month by Elayne Wechsler, ear- *
* 1y this time, lucky youse. With such small print, can 1J make *
* you go blind? *
*

4 EDITOR=IN=CHIEF......eeueuuvnssunesensensnne...Elayne Wechsler
« PRODUCTION ASSISTANT...... tessscennssan cescsseas (probably mom) *
* STAFF WRITERS *
« CHRIS DOWNEY SUE KAUFMANN STEVEN SCHARFF *
« CHRIS ESTEY GERRY REITH KERRY THORNLEY *
% CLAY GEERDES SUE ROSNER PAUL ZUCKERMAN *
* RECORD REVIEWS: BRIAN CATANZARO, TIERNEY SMITH *
* MOVIE REVIEWS: BOB BLACK, KEN FILAR *
* TV REVIEW: KIEL STUART *
* "BABOON DOOLEY" COMIC STRIP BY JOHN CRAWFORD; *
* "RAT" COMIC STRIP BY PAT DOWNS ; *
: FRONT COVER BY VALENTINO; BACK PAGE BY TONY BALLARD *
* OTHER CONTRIBUTORS THIS MONTH :
% CONNON BARCLAY VERNON GRANT BRIAN PEARCE

+ GREG BLAIR MIKE GUNDERLOY R.S. PREUSS
* DAVE CAMBRINI MICHAEL BACKER ROLDO *
» MATT FEAZELL REGGIE HAYES GARY S, ROSIN
» RONALD B. FLOWERS GARY ISHLER JULIAN ROSS *
» MACEDONIO GARCIA TULI KUPFERBERG JEROME SALZMANN *
% MARK GELLER MORGAN LA FEY JOE SEMENOVICH N
+« DEBORAH GOLDEN BILL-DALE MARCINKO BILL SHUT %
«» CHARLES T. SMITH JIM TAUSCHER PEGGY TULLY *
. DEAN TOMASULA -
* Damn, screwed up alphabetical order again...oh, uh, SubG ads *
* furnished by SubG, Last Int. ads by Last Int., ad nauseum... *
: All writes retort to righters, blah blah blah... *
X c. 1982 Pen-Elayne Enterprises - Kip M. Ghesin, Pres. :
* PRINTED BY MIKEY & BOBBY AT COUNSEL PRESS, INC., NYC %

V_IRITERS'_/ARTISTS' GUIDELINES: Besides referring you to last
issue, this space, there's nothing really to add except what I
need and with what I'm overstocked at this point:
MOST ‘NEEDED: - Spot Illustrations, able to be reduced (not too
intricate so that the work'd be Tost in the shrinkage) to what I
nomally use in these pages. Examples—the stuff by Roldo, Greg
Blair, Andy Kamm, Pat Downs...Spot i1los can also include Adver-
tisements (straight or parody) for whatever you wish to publicize.
- Comeax-Typing up all this stuff gets to be downright depress-
ing! C'mon folks, comedy and creativity! A little more “c"...
- An Advice Column? Is anyone willing to answer, and even make
up, questions on “interpersonal” garbage? I'd love to start up
License to Manipulate” once more, as a regular column. Anony-
mity guaranteed—in fact, pseudonyms preferred.
LEAST yANTgD: - Reviews—Besides tending toward long-windedness
and eliciting incomprehension or boredom among readers who aren't
as specifical]y_intense about the medium as the reviewer, reviews
are by nature_t1me—locked and can't be put on standby; therefore,
they're the first to be rejected outright when I get too much
stuff. I'm not even sure how much of a direct relationship re-
views have to actual comedic/creative output (the equation is pro-
bably, the more ‘technical’ and less entertaining, the less rela-
ted). And also, I ALREADY HAVE 'OFFICIAL STAFF REVIEWERS' for
movies (Ken Filar), records (Brian Catanzaro) and books (Jill Zim-
merman), who may not be more nor less 'qualified' than anyone else
but who are regulars and receive priority.
- Stories/Essays, especially serious fiction. Even though I now
automatically reject anything over 2,000 words (one object of IJ
being to let everyone get their fair turn, as you can see by the
large contributor 1ist above—participatory, not individual egos,
dig), things still pour in. Allow me a few months for drain-off,
writers who've already sent me stuff. And again, I'd prefer to
get more COMEDY AND SATIRE, as these seem to be the hardest to
write and the lTeast submitted so far. YOIV6
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. diatribe on LOVE, being that your humble editor still find.

Py - - P
acknowleditorialetc.
Welcome to Issuve ¥II, the oniy one so far with no front page
story. Actually, I'm not at all upset by that t.his month, as it
gives me one less thing to type up, and as it gives the magnifi-

cent talent of VALENTINO room to play...

This is probably more of a pseudo-issue than the last.. The
gquestionnaire and T-shirt logo poll must be postponed aga.uf due.t:?
lack of space, but will definitely be in July fnord. So w;.;lh::p s
self within its throes and thus has kept the ol' a.e. at bay. A.l-
111 notice the super-reduction bit again this month (causing
Bramson to remark, "The issue's reduced? What's the new sale
price?"), so break out the magnifyers. This is because the two
stories I've so mercilessly and regrettably shrunk were accepted
BEFORE I realized how LONG they were, and also before I cappec{ the
final limit on story length for submissions. However, I do highly
recommend you strain to read the tiny stuff—Mike Hacker's Club
Polymer sounds like typical NJ-singles-on-the-prowl fare, and Ro-
nald Flowers' In Mother's Image may remind some of Robert Hein-
lein's terrific short story, my favorite, "All You Zombies...!".

Incidentally, if you or someone you know publishes a newsletter
and wants 2000+ word stories, please let me know. I've had t'.o.
turn down some incredible stuff, and many of these authors still
don’'t have markets. If I get responses, I'll have some kind of
pseudo-ad thing next month. .

Also next month—Stories by Deborah Golden, Gary S. Ros:.rf,
Connon Barclay, R.S. Preuss, Steven ormiston, Susan Goz}ng will-
house, Gunnar Larson, Eleanor Hardin, Ralph Roberts, Richard C.
Dixon, Dan Brenner (okay, 1'll stop, just PLEASE DON'T SEND ME
STORIES FOR NEXT MONTH!), back page filler by Roldo, masthead by
Pat Downs, art, comics, columns, etc., by the usual. Oh, and
the first chapter of Richard Weinstock's as-yet-unpublished
book The Law and Order Handbook (an exclusive—yow. R
The deadline for all submissions (EXCEPT STORIES!—okay, I'1ll
shut up) is JUNE TENTH (10). Actually, it's technically June 7
postmark or so, since I want to have it in hand by the tenth.
The earlier you send stuff in, the better chance it I?as of get-
ting printed. STAFF WRITERS: please call or write if you're
NOT going to submit work by the deadline. IJ is gften held up
just because of you...Speaking of SWs, welcome Brian Catanzaro
to the ranks, keeping the official number at 13, as Mally and
Maggie take hiatuses. ,

Subscriptions to INSIDE JOKE are 2 20¢ stamps for the' po
folks and $1 for those with a conscience about those things. 'I
would, of course, prefer the dollar. Thanks for their donations
to John Fremont of CONTACT HIGH; Bill-Dale Marcinko; Carl Nord;
Don McLeod; Connon Barclay; and $.J. Rayner. Checks are wonder-
ful, but please, folks, if you're gonna send 'em for whatever
reason, don't make 'em out to INSIDE JOKE, okay? Just to me.

=Me" is ELAYNE WECHSLER, and the address for the above—~
mentioned "me" remains for now at

418 East Third Avenue
Roselle, New Jersey 07203

so, you

USED CARS » LAND » WHISKEY ¢ MANURE ¢ NAILS
FLY SWATTERS * RACING FORMS ¢ BONGOS

RICK FRIEDMAN

MIAM! BEACH e PALM BEACH » CRANFORD

HORSES DOPED RACES FIXED
WARS FOUGHT TIGERS TAMED
REVOLUTIONS STARTED BARS EMPTIED
ASSASSINATIONS PLOTTED VIRGINS CONVERTED
GOVERNMENTS RUN COMPUTERS VERIFIED
UPRISINGS QUELLED ORGIES ORGANIZED

On my throne I sit and sit and sit
sometimes wondering, sometimes
Not even thinking about

The things I should be

Thinking.

On my throne I sit and sit and sit
sometimes in pain but other

Times in pain

In fear, fear of the unkown
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Newsletters, 'zines’ and ‘'apa's can acquire fan followings the
same as any other medium. Two publications I'd only heard of
through their grapevines of loyal readers have finally made it to
me, for which I'm mighty grateful: RADIOTEXT is the "semi-unof-
ficial voice of the listeners of WFMU, 91.1 1istener-sponsored
radio", probably one of the only free-form FM stations remaining
in this commercialized country, and it's located in East Orange,
NJ. The publication also accepts just about anything. Issue #2
had stuff by NICE's Bart Plantenga and by John "Baboon Dooley"
Crawford, to name a couple. They operate on the same principle
as IJ—they'd like a coupla stamps for mailing, but a contribu~
tion wouldn't hoit. Tell Joe Varone 1J sent ya. 131 Claremont
Ave., Montclair, NJ 07042.7. E FROG? Yes, that's right.
Another brainchild of Tony Renner and Steve Pick, the most recent
issue (#5) features fum Jetters and editorials, good poems, and
fantasitc stories. Even a serial. Very worth it. At least a

to Steve at 5575 Winchisea Dr., St. Louis, MO 63121...Free
Kluck Prods. (from which have appeared 3 IJ readers so far) has
come out, joy of joys, with SNAFU #3! Work by the usuals, Roldo
and Zastre, Bobby , Hatte, McTruck, plus a new name (at least to
mg), D.M. Clearsky. And no, Clearsky didn't get the title to his
bit from me. Spontaneous combustion, dig. $1.50 (adults only) to
R91do at 1232 Downing St., Winnipeg, Manitoba R3E 2R7 Canada... .
Highbrow lowbrow-comedy fans, STOP! #2 has an in-depth look at
"The Honeymooners”, the band the Sick F*cks, and great comics.
Also a poll, for those who are into it. 50¢ or 3 20¢ stamps (you
have to be joking, guys, that's cheap), to Dale Ashmun at 55 1st

Ave., #16, New York, NY 10003...Contrary to popular belief (read

"successful media manipulation"), the Youth International Part
("Yippies") is still very much alive. ~As far as | can tell, F%bie
Hoffman's still working and writing for Y.I.P. publications, and
so are Paul Krassner and Tuli Kupferberg. Their major literary
work this year is THE SECRET HISTORY OF THE 70'S, now out in a $5
hr!n ted edition, soon to be re-released in its entirety for $10
mail order. To join the Y.I.P. and receive a year's subscription
to their magazine OVERTHROW, send $10 to YIP/OVERTHROW, P.0. Box
392, Canal Street Station, New York, NY 10012...For those who won-
Qer at such things, I have been putting less Julian Ross puzzles
in lately because Julian features them (and more Tegibly, at that)
in his own highly witty 'smorgasbord', MAGAZINE. One buck to
1106 N. Vine St., #409, Los Angeles, CA 90038...Some new stuff
starting up, as '82 proves to be a big year for small press re-
newal: Due out in September, and accepting submissions till the
end of June, is Pete Labriola's TWISTED IMAGE, "s1ightly fucked-
up humor that the whole family can enjoy". Your editor hopes to
write a column similar to "Funny You Should Mention It" for that.
Subs are $5 for 5 issues, but I think Pete's giving away one for
free and free ads. Oh, ask him, c/o Bruce Duncan, Berkeley Inn
Hotel #414, 2501 Haste Street, Berkeley, CA 94704...AUDIO FILES is
-a "new music cassette mag" looking for reviews, interviews, local
music news, music itself, etc. Audiophiles who know IJ's aversion
to publishing too many reviews (see p. 2) would do well to write
to Tina Borotto at P.0. Box 185, New Town Br., Boston, MA 02258...
Michael Pinto, still active with his STAR BLAZERS fan club, also
works with the Long Island Science Fiction Society on their news-
letter, the L.I.S.F. TIMES. Any interested persons, contact Mi-

chael at 1622 Stevens Ave., Merrick, NY 11566...1 won't mention
which IJ staffer does the artwork, but the writing's just as good,

and quite informative, on THE FELIX LETTER, a monthly nutrition
commentary. $10 for a 12-issue sub to Clara Felix, Box 7094,
Berkeley, CA 94707...Joel A. Shipley says of CONSTANT CAUSE, "What
we do is best expressed in the last "Wretch Takes to Wrestling" by
Cheryl Cline. We distribute solely independent and self-financed
stuff.” Don't ask me. Free catalog. 679 Arbor Lane, Westmin-
ster, PA 18976...Macedonio Garcia's TALES FROM THE INSIDE #4 has
gotten out. Strong statements about prison life, disguised as a
mini. Available for 50¢ from Clay Geerdes at Box 7081, Berkeley,
CA 94707...Latest issues out in the following: NYU's THE PLAGUE
{Room 404, 21 Washington P1., New York, NY 10003(?]); Jim Morton's
TRASHOLA (1449 Washington #4, San Francisco, CA 94109)3 and David
D. Ginsberg’s plug column FANDOMANIA (Thanks for the mention,
Dave—P.0. Box 322, Mt. Pleasant, MI 48858). Al1 three of these
are more or less free, so send SASE...Dana_Snow, who must have a
near photographic memory to chronicle exactly all comedy-related
happenings in his daily life (which he did, and sent me a written
"transcript” of same, with the two events we went to while I was
in L.A.), is planning at least one more issue of the GOONZINE.
7356 Beverly Boulevard, #3, Los Angeles, CA 90036...Those folks
who went through stuff like Uncle Floyd, Bobby Sherman, the Bea-
tles, Monkees, and any number of other things know that cults can
be scary, incredibly creative, or run the gamut in-between. Wil-
liam A. White runs an excellent example of the positive side of a
specitic cult; namely, The Rocky Horror Picture Show. His zine's
called HOLLYWOOD HORRO, and is unbelievably cheap—available for
only a SASE. Give 'im a buck, it's good stuff. My favorite is
the parody "The Skippy Horror Preppie Show", a combo of RHPS and
the best of Lisa Birnbach. A must for RHPS fans. Contribs wel-
come. 3441 S.W. 15th St., Fort Lauderdale, FL 33312...lLast-minute
additions: Carol Pape, whose letter got in a bit late for "Says
You" (remember folks, deadline for everything, including LOCs, is
the 10th in my hands), asks, "Anybody want to become co-conspira-
tors on THE BLURB ZINE (ad-zine of misc. content, sf style)? [

need something other than a military address [CP has just joined
the Navy] or ['11 have to can the poor child or just forward all
materials to another established outfit (Julian Ross, are you lis-
tening?). Alas, it's been on standby for a while anyway while my
wrist healed and then my bank account." Anyone desiring to help
Carol, write her at 5B University Apts., Clemson, SC 2963l...Ad-
dendum to my previous mention of Clay Geerdes and COMIX WORLD—
COMIX WAVE #9 will be out next month, $1.75 per. Address some-
where above...Kiel Stuart is associate editor of UNDINAL SONGS, a
very pro-looking zine "focusing on necrophilia and vampirism in
modern literature”. Poems and stories about death as lover per-
sonified. "Any nut and bolt pieces of macabrix" are welcome. For
more info contact Kiel's managing editor, Leilah Wendell, at P.0.
Box 70, Oakdale, LI, NY 11769.

- FunnyYouShould
- Mention It...

"...those are the headlines; now the rumors behind the news..."
DOBBSHEAD HAS "VERY TIME OF HIS LIFE"—Prior to our last excur-
Sion to the wilds of the "Late Night With David Letterman" studio
audience (see Kiel Stuart's article elsewhere this issue), Lisa
Bottini and I trekked through the Village, where we met a rather
goofy-looking Yippie (see "Fan Noose") who was GIVING AWAY DOBBS-
HEAD BUTTONS! You know what Dobbsheads are, of course. I took a
few and wore one on line ("in queue", for the British among you).
At least one loyal SubGenius recognized and received a button, and
then the "Late Night" staff passed out their famous and exciting
(=yawn=) Audience Questionnaire (the old ones, yet). Kip M.
Ghesin, Alter Ego, said "Stand aside, kid," and carefully filled
one out, pinning the Dobbshead to the back. When Letterman's an-
nouncer, Bill Wendell, came out for the audience warm-up, he was
wearing it. He called out and mispronounced Kip's name (Kip had
since left, deciding against "too much fun"), I giggled and he
turned towards me {(an honest mistake), asking me whose face was on
the button. I proudly (and Toudly) exclaimed, in a you-mean-you-
don‘t-know? tone, "Why, it's 'J.R. "Bob" Dobbs', the 'high' deity
of the Church of the SubGenius!" He double-took, said slowly, "0-.
kay," thanked me and moved on. More importantly, tho, is the fact
that the button registered on Letterman's own semi-consciousness
enough for him to questioningly point to it on Wendell's jacket
upon entering the studio. It is starting...If you too wish to at-
tend tapings of Letterman's show, they're free. Send a postcard
request to the show c/o NBC, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, New York, NY
10020 and all that...

STREET VENDOR UPDATE—Three years ago I was dying for a pair of
them, to complete my Halloween costume. The custume's still lying
around, so I picked ‘em up in San Jose, thinking I'd never find 'em
anywhere local, right? 1 was way off. "They" are those ridicu-
lous, glitter-coated, bobbing antennae now selling for a buck or so
on the strests. The perfect complement to absclutely nothing. Who
wears these besides the folks who sell them (and they're not even
all doing it, as it messes up their Afros)? Roller disco teens?
Okay, I saw a few at the rally (see below), but 1 think they too
were just on folks trying to make money off 'em. But there must be
some market, or there wouldn't be so many merchants. Who the hell
s B'gxing this crap? Just goes to show you, you can rake it in
from any useless junk if you package it the right way. Besides the
Glitter-Bobbers (yep, they don't even have a name—it's a pisser
watching these pseudo-illiterates trying to shout their advertise-
ments, and resigning themselves to "Get 'em here, get your, uh, on-
1y a buck"), digital watches are big this summer, and Freddie/Frie-
da the Frog & friends (a pig and a sheep, I think) have also made
sporadic appearances. In the edible department, ice cream (Haagen
Dasz, Frusen Gladje, and other unspellables) and variations on last
year's fabulously successful Chipwich are the big attractions...

1 KNOW YOU'VE HEARD IT ALL, BUT...We made history. The paltry and
political, conservatives to Communists, some came for the music
{(was the stage rushed when Bruce made his surprise appearance?),
some for the cause, most for the excitement, the experience. "Just
1ike Woodstock," was a familiar whisper. Or not. The only ones
dressed like hippies were the kids who are too young to have been
there the first time around. Not many punks spotted, but then we
weren't particularly looking for them. The Disarmament Rally at
Central Park on June 12, 1982 was the biggest ever in US history,
garnering (by consensus estimate) 750,000 to a million people.
Description fails me. 1 was there. So were a lot of others. Am
1 waxing too poetic? Thanks to Jill, Gary & Lainie for sticking
together with me. Ah yes, we marched pavay with the writers...
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O BEINCWATCMED
by Clay Geerdes

awa:'etgln;e;:;s is t‘azzgut self—:gnsciousness and how you become
e wa n u and how you gra
aware ban watching. g yo you gradually cease to think

. Bui; it may be about-Something else, too. I seldom know what

is going to t\appgn when I sit down at the typewriter.. I never

ha\_/e any ending in mind, not Tike those outliners, the textbook
writers, the folks who go by the book. I just type along and the
first thing I know I'm back in the third grade in an ugly brick
school in Lincoln, Nebraska, and there is going to be an Open

House, and my part in the program will be a chalk talk, the first

of many that I will do in my 1ifetime. That evening I drew and

told the story of the three little pigs. Big deal. 1 had seen
the cartoon and read it over in a comic book and heard the story

several hundred times from my grandfather. When my turn came, I

strolled up to the blackboard, toid my story and drew my pigs; I
was aware that I was being watched by my mother and whoever else
was in the room, but I wasn't very nervous; actually, I was high
g::nthge ﬁgeg' :ncaa‘;l é ?lwaysfen.i)‘?yed being the center of atten-

tion, oldest in my fam and I was r

in gettir}g to that central gpot. v S rarely frustrated

Now, in high school, things were different. I wasn't a bad
cartoonist by that time, but cartooning was no status. The only
Spot to be in was one on the football or basketball team. Well,
I was into that, but [ had a crippled father at the time, which
meant I had to work afterncons and evenings. Couldn’t go to
fooi;baﬂ practice. Had to work game nights. That was that.
I withdrew during that period. Stayed to myself. Worked.

a lot of books. Orew personal cartoons in spiral notebooks.
Hung out with a girl I met in a drugstore downtown. When my fa-
ther died (I was almost 15), I quit high school and went to work
fulltime. Got a car. Drifted into the night 1life, Played a lot
of pooI._ Met a Tot of people outside the high school scene, some
of them interesting and enlightening, others mean and to be
avoided.

I was 20 when the panty raids were happening around the -
try. 1 have no idea where they started,pgut Igunderstood wg::n
they meant. A friend and I went over to the Universi ty of Ne-
braska campus to watch the police mix it up with the students.
Women were throwing their underwear out of the dorm windows.

Cops and fn-emgn were hosing people down. It was a lot of fun.
Sexual repression was very big in the fifties. It was a period of
h\“.tle sexya] information, Tots of talk, no pill, rubbers that
dried out in your wallet and were useless if you did score, and
::’gura‘dfgzt:?otggn wedd'tngs.k In ghe parking lots, guys passed

es in paper sacks an "dry- ing"
“blue balls" and "rﬁazing out". talked about "dry-humping’,

I was not watched much in those days.

I did a lot of watching, though. The women were into cashmere
sweaters and falsies (pointed bras with foam pads built in to
give them a size and fullness few of the women had). We all used
to grgan whenfdoanneﬁtemp walked into class. .

. And none of us will ever forget our hygiene teacher. $
six-foot-three and built 1ike an edificeygmentionabm in ?S.wai'm
sure we all learned a lot more from looking at her than we did
from those cornball lectures and idiot training films.

But I said this was a piece about being watched.
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week, the Little Red Train Engine was towed to a train yard in

you're a brain or a nerd. Once everyone knows your place in the V)
pecking order, they relax and you can lapse into peaceful anony- : o
mity if you choose. If you don't choose, you can get your ass in 2} 4
trouble anytime by “talking out. I was great at that. My fifth (g q @
" grade teacher had a little notebook. You got a black mark every

time you spoke out without permission. I had so many black marks 3— &
in that book, I was practically living at the school. You had to .
stay after school 5 minutes for each mark. I think I still owe 5 0
her some time. A sweet lady, though. She was a painter herself, ., o
and always encouraged my art. Not like those shitheads who said £ [~
drawing was a waste of time. I should concentrate on math so I g’ Q <
would be able to get a job in some insurance company. . -

By college, it was different. No one pays that much attention > ,ﬁ-
to the others in college. They're too into themselves by then. %-4
You meet the people around you and those who invite you to study ‘& S_!’ |
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You're always aware of it when you first join a class or a
group. You know everyone is looking you over, checking you out,
1istening to your first class comment to see whether or not
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with them, but you can go through a jot of college classes in re- ¢
lative anonymity if you choose to stay to yourself. The groups,
the Greeks, etc., are outside classes. If you join a group, you
really learn what it means to be watched, evaluated, dominated,
pushed around, told what to do, how to act, what to wear, etc. 13
The image of the group is at stake and everyone has to conform to

it. In a lot of fraternities, that means you almost have to be

an alcoholic. Maybe that's why I never got into a fraternity.

I'm too light a drinker and not much of a conformist. If anyone
tries to tell me what to do or how to act, I get this faraway

Took in my eye. I do as I please most of the time, whatever the
cost.

I really became aware of the cost of being watched when I was
a professor. The first time I walked on campus with my status, 4
thought I was Moses coming down from Sinai. It was that kind of
high. No one had any idea who I was that day, but I knew and
that made me the little King. After I taught a few classes and
the word got around who I was, I became aware that there were
people I didn't know watching me eat those dogburgers they serv
in the commons. They knew who I was because the students in my
classes had pointed me out to them, but I didn't know who they
were. For awhile, it was disturbing. I would go to a bowling
alley or somewhere during the evening just to be alone and read
through a set of papers and I would become aware that peop!e were!
watching me. What were they watching me for? I used to sit
around in coffeeshops and be ignored. Now I was onstage when I
ate some carrot cake at the Caffe Midi. My privacy was gone.
knew how celebrities must feel, not being able to go anywhere
without strangers' eyes on them.

Try to have an affair under such circumstances!
ried with a nice wife at the time.

What happened was I ceased to think about it. [ got used to
knowing that the people around me knew me whether 1 knew them or
not and I just didn't care. 1 have to confess, though, that it
was nice to be able to sit in a Berkeley coffeehouse on weekends
and just relax anonymously, to know that no one was watching meé
bit a nail or scratch indiscriminately.

These days I have the experience of being known by a lot of
people at the comic conventions where I guest speak in the sum-°
mers, but the rest of the time [ can iive a quiet anonymous life.
What I learned was that being known by a lot of people doesn't
mean you have a lot of friends. Actually, notoriety costs
friends. You have to deal with envy, jealousy, misinterpreted
motives . . CLAY GEERDES 5-15-82
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Rotes from a Rut

by Paul Zuckerman

BIG EYES, BIG TEETH

There's one thing I'd 1ike to find out before I die, and I need
the help of all you women out there. There's a special phenomenon
about females that I noticed some years ago, which I've never seen
explained in any article or book. Figured I'd better go right to
the Source. Ladies, why do you have bigger EYES and bigger TEETH
than men?

You don't believe me? Go get your husband or boyfriend. If you
don't have a spouse or male companion, just pick up some guy off
the street—tell him it's for an experiment and that you want to
compare the size of something you both have. Then, both of you
stand in front of a mirror. Now, smile. You see! Your teeth are
LONGER than his. Probably wider and thicker, too! And your eyes
are much bigger than his. The rest of your face is small juxta-
posed next to his—nose, ears, etc.-——but NOT the eyes and teeth.
WHY?

My theory is that when cavemen killed mastodons and other pa-
chyderms for meat, they ate the softest parts themselves and threw
the toughest pieces to the cavewomen. Chewing on these tougher
chunks of meat, over millions of years, thus caused women to deve-
Top bigger and stronger teeth.

As for the bigger eyes, my guess is that it was the resulf of
the cavewomen exclaiming, every day, at mealtime, in wide-eyed
astonishment: "OOGA? BOOGA UHGA AG ERRGH?!" Which, in Prehis-
toric table conversation, was the grunt equivalent of: "WHAT?!
The RUMP piece AGAIN?I"

On the other hand, maybe these daily rituals had nothing what-
soever to do with the evolution of women's bigger eyes and teeth.
Is it hereditary? Genetic? I know there are certain things a
mother tells a daughter when she reaches puberty. Is this (trait)
one of them?

This mystery first came to my attention some years back when,
as a youth, I was looking at the picture sleeves of some 45rpms.
One featured the pensive gaze of Julie London. She had the big-
gest eyes I'd ever seen. Her melancholy, wistful look appealed
to me, but it was those BIG EYES that really turned me on. Some
years later I saw a photo of a British actress, Rita Tushingham,
whose huge globules surpassed even Julie London's immense wist-
ful-looking orbs.

I began locking for this manifestation in other women. That's
when I discovered the TEETH differential, too. Big eyes were one
thing, but big teeth drove me wild beyond passion, beyond human
understanding, beyond mental comprehension, beyond the 1ight from
the most distant quasar.

This was brought home to me a few months back when Carly Simon
was being interviewed on Tom Snyder's show. Up until then, I‘d
never particularly cared for Carly Simon=—-undoubtedly because I'd
never seen the size of her teeth before, since she rarely appears
on tv. When she smiled and her 1lips pulled back revealing those
purly whites, she displayed a set of CHOPPERS that would've made
a HORSE envious! Even on my little 12" tv screen they were GI-
GANTIC. I tossed and turned all that night.

And to think she's got two sisters! 1 wonder what their teeth
look like! Imagine the financial drain on their parents when the
three were growing up-—the TOOTHPASTE bills must've been ENORMOUS!

If only I could get a photograph of Carly Simon's monstrous
teeth—in color—it would be my most prized possession. Next to
my issues of INSIDE JOKE, of course.

But, the question of why women have bigger EYES and TEETH than
men still remains unanswered. What is the reason for it? Any
female who knows can write to me direct. Send the explanation to:
PAUL ZUCKERMAN, 745 Westgate, St. Louis, MO 63130.

HOW TO BECOME RICH

If you'd known gold and silver would sell for $800 and $50 an
ounce a few years ago, wouldn't you have bought gold and silver
coins when they were only a few dollars each? Wouldn't you like
to know what the next sure-fire, profit-making product will be?
But, who knows what's going to become valuable in a few years? By
the time you find out, the item is so expensive that you can't af-
ford to buy it. If you try to buy it cheaply from country bump-
kins, even these dumb hicks know it's become worth 50 or 100 times
more than its original cost.

But, suppose you got a hot tip about something that will in-
crease in price BEFORE everybody else finds out? You can go out
and purchase hundreds of them whiTe they're still within a reason-
able price range.

Now you have that chance. You can stock up on the next Best
Investment of the '80s while it's still dirt cheap. EMPTY PAINT
CANS.

Within a year they'11 be selling for $100 a can! But only if
it's the metal pails with a handle. And only if you've saved the
lid. Paint spots on the outside will bring in a few dollars more.
Rust stains on the inside will guarantee you $150. Minimum!

Go to your garage now, don't waste any time, do it before you
forget. If you don't have a garage or any paint cans, ask your
neighbors. They'l1 probably give you all they've got for nothing.
If not, offer them $5.00 a can. [f they ask you why you'd be
willing to pay so much money for a worthless old can, tell them
that sculpture is your hobby and you want to make a statue out of
nothing but old paint cans. That way, they won't get suspicious.
Brilliant, huh?

Pretty soon, word will spread, and people will actually be
knocking on your door; "You the crazy person buying paint cans?"
Pay them whatever they demand. Then, just sit back and wait.

(continued next column)

Evgrybody will Jaugh at you and make fun of you and say you be-
Tong in a mental institution. But, when the price of used, empty
paint cans skyrockets overnight, your insane hoarding will be vin-
dicated. when everybody else is running all over the place trying
to find paint cans, they won't be able to—you will have them.

Naturally, unless you'll be able to withstand the name-calling,
the crank telephone calls in the middle of the night, the deface-
ment of your residence and vehicle with degenerate epithets allud-
ing to your desire for paint cans, then don't get involved. Other-
wise, quit your job and devote all your time to collecting paint
cans. The size of the can or brand name doesn't matter—just ga-
ther as many as you can. Make it an obsession. Then, prepare to
retirg to a life of luxury. They will soon be worth a fortune.

This hae been an Exclusive Investment Tip for INSIDE JOKE
readers only. If you want to receive more of these money-making
ideas in the future, keep subscribing to IJ.

| Wm o a
Manchurian Candidate

by Kerry Thornley :

I guess I must've met Judith Laszik in 1977 just after I moved
to Tujunga, California, from Atlanta. During the Sixties, I
learned, they called her Judas Priest and she ran a commune at a
campground in Big Tujunga Canyon. Plastic personalities bore me.
What I call the intelligence community and what many others call
my paranoid delusional system is full of them. Jude, as most
folks call her now, swore and spit tobaccomso 1 liked Jude. We
didn't become close, though, until 1979 when my landlady kicked me
off her estate and I was invited to crash at Jude's, where she
lived with her black boyfriend names Whitey and her young daughter,
Mariposa del Sol.

By that time I had been asked to join this or that intelligence
community faction, as I perceive reality, and had refused—since
part of that perception is my amarchistic notion that they are all
oppressors. For that reason I was called the Butterfly, and it so
happens that Mariposa del Sol means in Spanish Butterfly of the
Sun. She seemed like someone's ides of how I looked to others.

Before long I further perceived that little Mariposa spoke to
me always in the cant I had partly developed and partly learned
for comunicating with people who wanted to convey to me informa-
tion without blowing their own covers. As she was moreover well
versed in intelligence community events, it occurred to me one day
to ask her how old she was. Mariposa replied by holdiné up five
fingers—a gesture that meant in my system of signals, "Anything
can happen,” while the number five was then used to signify: "The
question is meaningless."

Already informed convincingly that I was a mind control sub-
ject or "sleeper" who receives subliminal nocturnal messages from
people like Gerald Ford, I interpreted Mariposa's behavior as evi-
dence that she was a far more advanced model of similar technolo~
8y, whose every waking word and move could be dictated electroni-
callly. When I was staying at Jude's, another little girl else-
where in Southern California shot a number of her schoolmates with
a .22 rifle given her by her father. When asked why she did it,
she said, "I don't like Mondays." That was the ingpiration for
the rock'n'roll song containing the line, "...the silicon chip in-
side her head gets switched to overload..."

I like little girls. They even sexually attract me. I have in
fact written articles admitting as much. And not often enough I
have been able to share autocerotic experiences with six-year-olds,
usually with mother's approval. For that, I'm sometimes called a
child molester. What do they call those who steal children's minds?

With Mariposa I was restrained and quite proper in that area.
Too freaky. One Saturday morning she stood next to the television
and said, "Which cartoon shall I watch? This ome?"—at which point
she made a little bow in my direction—"Or this ome?", turning on
the television.

Save Our Endangered Species .

by Reggie Hayes

Late 1985. Comedy shows have taken over network television.
J.R. is dreaming of Jeannie, Michael Landon is working for Alan
Funt, and Quincy has just performed an autopsy on himself. The
golden age of comedy has arrived. Or should we say the golden
age of laugh tracks? N

[f the scenario does come true, many of today's highly rated
dramas will fall to the side. We, the viewers, cannot sit idly by
and watch this tragedy take place. Our drama shows must be saved
no matter what the cost to quality. The only real solution we
have is to convert these drama shows into comedy shows. This way,
and this way only, will we save our favorite dramas from that
great re-run in the sky.

The show that we'll have to change first, in order to set an
example for others, is that old standard, “Lou Grant". With a few
minor personality changes, we can make "Lou Grant" a show that can
virtually Tast forever. A show that will rank with "Hello, Larry"
as one of the all-time greats.

The first character that we'll deal with is Mrs. Margaret Pyn-
chon, owner of the Los An§e1es Tribune, the newspaper which "Lou
Grant" revolves around. we're going to make this show into a
comedic masterpiece, Margaret is going to have to loosen up. Let
that hair down. Get dirty.

be boring. It's art, but is it good?
Pata-Poseurs, 55 Sytter #487, S.F.,

Sophisticated, eh? To be bored is to
CA 94104.
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As she presently stands, Mrs. Pynchon is a very rich and ele-
gant lady. Now there is nothing wrong with this, but as for get-
ting laughs—she ranks right up there with Charles Manson. Ele-
gance just doesn‘t tickle the funny bone, so we'll have to ex-
tinguish that handicap. We'll give her some Calvin Kleins and a
tennis racket, and watch the chuckies open up. Rich, on the other
hand, can be, and often is, funny. If it's played right, Mrs.
Pynchon's wealth could have the masses holding their sides and
pleading for mercy. To accomplish this, we'll give her the in-
ability to buy anything useful with her money. She'll spend it
on ra?coon purses, rare Twinkie box tops, and chocolate covered
weasels.

The next character that we'll put through the comedic assembly
line of repairs is Billie Newman. In the last couple of years
the writers of the show have tried to liven Billie up by giving
her a baseball-playing boyfriend who eventually becomes her hus-
band. The first thing that has to be done is to get rid of that
unnecessary baggage. Face it, husbands are boring, especially if
they're almost never seen on camera. But, for the sake of the
baby, we better keep him around. The baby? Yes, that's right,
we're giving Billie a baby. Was there ever anything funnier than
when Lucy had Tittle Ricky? I know, Billie will have the baby,
but at the last second the infant will be traded to the Boston
Globe for a photographer to be named later.

As Billie learns the ins and outs of being a mother, there
will be all sorts of situations that arise. Lou will become the
most unreliable babysitter ever to spill beer on the living room
carpet. Rossi, in turn, will uncover a story on black market ba-
bies and spend three weeks trying to find out if Billie's baby
is actually from the black market. At the end of his research he
will find out that he was the only black market baby ever con-
nected to the Tribune, and he was only sold during clearance at
wholesale price.

Which brings us to Animal. (Don't question why that brings us
to Animal, just take my word for it.) Animal is the perfect cha-
racter to convert to comedy. In fact, there seems to be some-
thing about him that incites laughter. Perhaps it's his stylish
way of dressing, or maybe it's his clean-cut appearance. I would
say that not many changes are needed to make *Animal the funniest
character without a real name since Meathead. What? Meathead had
a name? [ know that, but I doubt that many people would know Den-
nis Price if he took their picture. That's right—Dennis Price.

The only changes needed for Animal are the additions of a giri-
friend (animalfriend?) and a family. Something may have been said
along the way about Animal's family, but nobody remembered his
name so why should we worry about that?

At any rate, Dennis' girlfriend will not be an animal, although
she may make the other men at the Tribune act like animals.

Blonde hair, blue eyes, long legs, no brain, laughs. His family?
;qt, ugly, real pains. Maybe Lou si related somewhere down the
ine.

On to one of the most unflamboyant characters in "Lou Grant®,
Charlie Donovan. Or is it Donovan Charlie? That's right, they're
two different people. Fortunately, in the revised "Lou Grant”
they may have go be reduced to the occasional sight gag. Not that
anyone would miss them. Charlie has ail the electricity of a bro-
ken Pac-Man machine, and Donovan's most memorable quality is...0n
second thought, maybe there are some possibilities in there some-
where. We'll have Donovan and Charlie put their resources toge-
ther and start a nightspot on the side. They can call it "The
Big, Bad, Boring, Bald Bar."

Finally, we come to the focal centers of the new comedy show—
Joe Rossi and Lou Grant.

Joe Rossi—the prototype of the eager, young reporter. Joe has
the qualities that have long been recognized for their Taughter-
inciting value. Remember Jimmy Olsen. Of course, Billie is not
Lois Lane, Lou doesn't have the spunk and spark of Perry White,
and Christopher Reeve is nowhere to be found. Regardless, Rossi
is going to have to become even more obnoxious in the comedy ver=
sion of "Lou Grant". The more than Rossi irritates Lou, the bet-
ter. Rossi will become so annoying that Lou will look back at Ted
Baxter with fond memories.

Future episodes will look something like this: Rossi asks Lou
for a raise; Lou tells Rossi he's fired. Rossi asks Lou if he can
research into the IRS treatment of older people; Lou tells Rossi
he's fired. Rossi asks Lou if he can cover the dangerous demon-
stration at the White House; Lou tells Rossi he's fired. Rossi
asks Lou if he's always been bald, Lou tells Rossi he's fired.

Obviously, the character most adept at comedy is Lou Grant.
After paying his dues with Mary Richards, Lou knows when and how
to get the viewers on the floor and rolling. Who can ever forget
that scowling face and growling voice that kept Mary, Ted, and
Captain Stuebing in their places? Lou apparently mellowed when he
moved to the printed page. In the updated "Lou Grant" he will re-
tain that meanness and even more. How mean? He'll make Colonel
Khaddaffi look 1ike Woody Allen. )

Romance. We're going to have to give Lou some sort of romance.
I say "some sort" because I'm not sure what kind of womand would
actually go out with Lou. Since it's a comedy show, we can get
anybody to be the lady of Lou's life. To put a balance on the re-
lationship, though, we'll get someone who is not short, fat or
ugly. Farrah Fawcett-Private hasn't done much Tately. With a big
enough paycheck and a 1ittle enough wardrobe, I bet we could con-
vince her. Lou's frustrations in a new love affair will make him
even meaner when Rossi walks into the room. Rossi may not even
need dialogue in the new show. He'll irritate Lou by existing.

One last thing about Lou. In the comedy show of the future,
Lou is going to be driven to drink. There has always been some

POETRY: SONGS*

WE, GULLIBLE
by Peggy
No one changes the wor

FEELINGS TURNING INTO GOLD
' by Bill-Dale Marcinko

They said we'd never make it
We wouldn't las a minute
But I've got news to tell them
We are really -- in Tove
A11 you doubters can 1isten up now
The story can be told

One of us came from-the suburbs

And wanted to be free

Met under the dull lead skies of
Jersey

One of us believed in alchemy

And wanted something he could hold

So now there's feelings turning
into gold

Even though all around us

There are cities turning cold

People's bodies being sold

Lover's passion growing old

Tragic stories being told

But there's feelings turning into
gold

Feelings turning into gold

Let's not pretend it was not
difficult

Ride the earthly spinn
as tho it were
a gray mare.

as tho they were
kings of the tree.

Yeah, sit back
It faces the sun

Then hides in shame
And in the evening

No.

No one.
Alone it alters us

Tully
1d

ing

The world changes on its own
We, easygoing as we are

No one turns over a new leaf

The leaves they fall upon us

We, gullible as we are

Let them fall on our laps, in
our hair

No attempts at brushing them off

Watch this naive planet turn

Asks the moon for forgiveness.

can alter the world

We, well-learned in Taughing

g v ot e st 2
e raw materia’ m rselves into blind
The excess casing must be burned Laugh ou acceptance

Before it can be poured into the
mold
There's feelings turning into gold

Even though all around me

: 1 the
There are cities growing old, etc. Ignorance of al

Keep telling yourself

rest

No one changes the world,

_as tho we were being snowed
by a clever salesman.

Tolerance of second best

A TIME FOR ALL JOGGERS
by Connon Barclay

Leisurely dining's
a thing of the past:
peoplie prefer
the foods they call “fast”
They're gulping down burgers,
hotdogs and fish
served quickly on paper,
not even one dish!
What's the big hurry?
It's got me perplexed... '
they seem to be rushing
to where they'1l eat next.

N

— L

suggestions that Lou tips the bottle occasionally after a hard day
at the office—we'll make it more than a suggestion. Having a
boozer around has always drawn the laugh. It made Hawkeye Pierce
a key spokesman for the Equal Rights Amendment, so it can't hurt.
Lou can hide an extra bottle in his desk drawer—no one would dare
look in the editor's desk. Except Rossi, who, in one of the fu-
ture episodes, finds the bottie while looking for his misplaced
typewriter. The ensuing confrontation with Lou will become the
funniest thing since Roger Mudd went out to lunch one day and came
back to find Dan Rather in his desk drawer.

That wraps up the conversion of "Lou Grant" from popular drama
to rib-tickiing comedy. In those few tiny adjustments, we've
lengthened the lives of this lovable group of characters immeasur-
ably. Of course, this is only the first step toward saving all of
our favorite dramas. But at least we've started the tape rolling
by putting "Lou Grant" back in the editing rooms of our hearts.
(ED: The preceding is, of course, entirely academic now. As most
readers/viewers know, "Lou Grant” has been cancelled by CBS, which
refuses to cite Ed Asner's politics as the reason. )
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by Connon Barclay
Bowed by the weight of centuries he ieans

upon his car and gazes at the

th

IN CONCLUSION AFTER ACCIDENT

|

ground

e emptiness of ages in his jeans
ChitiM cave i+ hnact

LTS

and on his mind: burden of the next sound
T haliova

strained, agonizing he looks around
he needs to sum up what he has messed

well



FiMVieWS by Ken Fi;ar

"THIS IS NOT A REVIEW!"

There are, at best, only two ways to reappraise a limited view
of the world. The first, and by far the more difficult, is to
forget everything you've Jearned about the way things are or ought
to be. The probiem is that you cannot forget indefinitely but
must constantly remember to forget. By releasing yourself from
notions to which you were previously attached you can at once dis-
cover things with the vitality and awe you felt as a child first
encountering the world, and with your more analytical adult mind
you may discover truths which childish inquiry never revealed.

The second, though easier for the mind to assimilate, is more
difficult to achieve. Its basis involves some thing (in this case
film) so astounding that you inadvertently forget to wallow in the
critical mire you've boggled through before believing that to be
the only way to understanding. Once released from (or simply for-
getting) those preconceptions, a flood of unimagined possibilities
$i11s the mind. As this exposure begins to recede into remem-
brances, new ideas grapple with old and time etches a new cohe-
rence—at least till the next such exposition. .

(Now you're probably wondering—if you haven't stopped reading
already—"What the Hell is he babbling about?")

In a word? Dival This new movie by first-time director Jean-
Jacques Beiniex is a grave divertissement (en Francaise). It is
entertaining and so well executed that you'1l be hard pressed to
say exactly what got you, but get you it will. Whether it's the
somber black and blue tone that batters your vision of Paris:
from cultured night life to sleazy street life, from hookers'’
homes to hotel suites, from picture puzzles of the sea to punks in
parking garages. Or perhaps you'11 be seduced by the operatic
score, waltz into its ambient frenzy only to be driven around.by
the jazzy calm. Maybe you'll be sucked into the story which is_
just like every other love-mystery-farce ever filmed though it is
so refreshing you'll believe it's a first.

Beineix shares credit for the screenplay with Jean Van Hamme,
though most of the actors/actresses (Or would "actlets" be t@e
proper genderless word for these budding hams, EW?) are credited
for dialogue. This implies that the spontaneous energy gf the en-
sembie working within the screenplay structured by Beineix et
Hamme was as important to the movie as the story itself. i .

The stbry is about a young postman who drives a moped, lives in
a parking garage, and adores a reclusive American soprano. She
has never recorded because she believes the concert is a personal
moment between her and her audience and not meant to be captured
but simply experienced (much as the essence of the film could ne-
ver be adequately captured on paper). He's followed her tour
across Europe, though, and he has at least one such concert on
tape. Unscrupulous bad guys know of the tape's existence and make
offers and threats to get it, intending to release a bootleg re-
cording. Meanwhile he is slipped a taped confession from the mur-
dered mistress of a Parisian official who runs a prostitution/drug/
white slavery ring and soon his thugs are on the hero's trail as
are the detectives from homicide. Needless to say, the tapes get
mixed up and chaos ensues on a scale normally reserved for Satur-
day morning cartoons.

It doesn't matter that the plot is predictable. The enjoyment
comes not from the story but from the simple hopeful energy that
‘sparks the viewer. I could tell you how the movie ends (if you
haven't guessed already) and not deprive you of total satisfac-
tion. It might even make you less conscious of the tale to be
told and more attentive to the myriad of supporting elements
which bombard the senses into forgetting everything you've ever
known/learned/been told about viewing film. Once that bias is
disposed of it is a delight to relax and discover that Diva est
magnifique!

Originally the review was to begin with a clever (debatable
beast) cliche, but after sitting through the movie twice no
amount of textbook French would do justice to this gem. Diva is
multifaceted and just when you think you've seen all the angles
another flashes your way and dazzles you once more. Halfway
through this reviewer longed for a videotape player and a tape of
Diva to play again and again, the way music aficionados play and
replay exceptional albums with the same diapason.

FEAST OR FAMINE?

. Ground Zero Week drew national attention to a terminal pos-
§1b11ity that most of the public seems willing—nay, eager—to
ignore. The publication of Jonathan Schell's The Fate of the
Earth, reprinted from a series of articles originally published
in The New Yorker, earned front page praise in The New York Times
and The Philadelphia Inquirer, not for Tambasting nuclear policy
but for setting out all too clearly the probable consequences of
continued arms escalation. Barbara Tuchman wrote an historical
overview of man's jnability to achieve peaceful solutions to re-
1a;1ye1y insignificant problems and scoffed at the very idea of a
"Timited" nuclear clash. Producer-directors Kevin Rafferty,
Jayne Loader, and Pierce Rafferty released their pseudo-documen-
tary film, The Atomic Cafe.

Pseudo-documentary for two distinct reasons. First, the entire
movie was culled and collated from archive film presenting not
serious education regarding the effects of nuclear devastation but
laughably serious attempts to preserve the "American Oream" during
the booming post-war era. Second, this cartoonish humor, in the
face of what could be man's biggest nightmare, is so thoroughiy
entertaining that educational value might evaporate amidst the
riotous laughter.

Not without reason, either. One segment features two young
girls, life's answer to Tweedledum and Tweedledee, but for their
very dead-pan presentation of essential foodstuffs every homemaker
needs in the family shelter..."canned potatoes”...peals of Taugh-
ter. (The question then arises: Are canned potatoes intrinsical-
1y funny, or is it all in the delivery?) The fact that this was
all taken seriously when it was first filmed and shown is lost on
no one, but like the GE film showing the Reagans marvelling over
the electric-wonders-of-tomorraw-today, this present-pleasure-
from-the-past allows one to forget how incompetent that same per-
son has proven to be in dealing with urgent issues (i.e., dis-
armament).

(First draft/Atomic Cafe review: It would be easy to turn a
review of The Atomic Cafe into a diatribe against current nuclear
policy...then this reviewer thought twice and deleted the afore-
mentioned passage only bringing it up here to remind himself to
s;ock to the film and leave others to stick politics where they
will., Now it would be almost natural to launch into a discourse
on the role of the reviewer and/or how his politicosocioecophilo-
sophipsychoreligioso... ad nauseum background is either relative
or irrelevant to his views on same, but that would be redundant.
Besides, the movie is more fun!)

There are bits where experts talk about the possible effects
of radiation fallout with such short-sighted utter sincerity that
you don‘t know whether to hug them and chuckle over the fast one
they've pulled or whether to punch them in the mouth. There is a
}ong segment on civil defense training, including the now famous
'I}uck and Cover. " Bomb shelters abound, and the boy who tries to
ride his bicycie while dressed in a radiation suit proves once
and for all that that particular garment is not only uncomfortable
and unsightly but damned unpractical.

Sure, there are segments showing bombs falling and mushroom
clouds rising on the horizon. Interspersed as they are between
Romper Room antics and mushroom(ing) mayhem they leave one awed
by the spectacle yet unconvinced of the awesome devastation.

This is simply too much fun to evince annihilation. It's hard to
determine on which side these three filmmakers stand. It could
very'we11 be a straight documentary of our nation's nuclear hy-
steria three decades ago, or it could be a concerted effort to
point out just how far we've come in our fear of the bomb. In
either case Rafferty, Loader and Rafferty will have the last
laugh, and that's what's really frightening.
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HER WILOERNESS

by Chris Estey

"This wasn't in the schedule, Where am I?" Yawning, he
stands. "Was there a party last night or something? Don't re-
member getting drunk."” He feels a draft. He notices he isn't
wearing anything. Covering his crotch with his hand, he looks
around the room.

No doors. Just dark walls, with no recognizable material. No
windows. A pitch black ceiling, and a staircase spiraling up-
wards into it. It is cold. He checks his wrist for his watch,
which isn't there. "Goddamn schedule; I've gotta get out of
here,"” He leans against the metal staircase. "But where is
here?"

™id I get robbed?” He scratches his head in a contemplative
gesture, "“Stripped clean of everything after being knocked out,
then dumped here?" He starts climbing the stairs. The gripbar
twisting upward with the staircase is very cold. His sweaty
hands rub against the icy metal as he cautiously steps upward.

Another room appears overhead. He steps off the staircase and
into the surrounding dark. It's chillier here. "Last night
must‘ve been hell. Can't remember a wit of it."

"Where in hell am I?"

This room is a shade darker than the previous one. Nothing
furnishes it either, save for the staircase in the center of it.
"What is this place? A warehouse of some sort? God, it's cold."
He continues scaling the stairs. There is no blockage between
the floors, just continual elevation.

Another room. He sits there on the steps, rubbing his goose-
pimpled flesh for heat. "No exits. No phones. No windows.

What did 1 do last night?" He holds his sweating face in anguish,
massaging his temples. Beads of perspiration cover him, even
though there is very little heat in the room. "Work. Jill—God,
Jilll 1I've got to call her! Probably worried sick about me." He
looks around, peering into the dark. "No outlets as far as I can
see. And, of course, no phone."

The next room is even darker, and colder. Shaking and shiver-
ing, he stumbles around in the darkness, trying to touch whatever
might be in the corners where he can no longer sense something.
Anything. Grabbing. Nothingness.

He continues to climb the staircase.

Stumbling, he enters another room. After checking the floor
and walls for something to use, he gets back on the staircase.
The gripbar is getting creaky. The steps are shiftingas he walks
upward.

Ice. A1l around. Stabbing him, slapping him, drowning him,
feeding him, keeping his eyes open, throbbing in his stomach,
bleeding through his spine. "Last night. Dinner. I came home.
Yeah. I did. Ji11 served dinner and—"

He sobs, and pulls at the hair on his head.

Jill's face. Transfixed in the spiral above. It fades. He
climbs toward it, but stumbles back down a few steps. The cold
noisy stairs slap his body, his skin tingling with sharp inces-
sant pain. "Jil1?" He asks, "Is that you?"

Silence.

GODDAMMIT BITCH I'VE TOLD YOU ABOUT NOT ANSWERING ME WHEN I
ASK YOU SOMETHING HOW MANY TIMES I GOTTA POUND IT INTO YOU

"Where are we?" He shouts into the void above.

The pain in his stomach is fading. "Pain? Stomach?* He
touches his belly. "No wounds. It's inside. Dinner. Last
night. Oh God."

It's no longer cold. A 1ight shimmers downward, reflecting
off the gripbar spiraling around him. He stumbles upward, trying
to reach the beaconing Tight.

Something falls through the air and crashes on a step at his
feet. Glass tinkles. He reaches down and picks up a piece of
paper lying with splintered glass in a pool of liquid. He holds
the slip up to the light, and reads the word:

POISON

Ji11 laughs far away, but her voice is carried by the now warm
wind. He gasps, letting the piece of paper slip from between his
fingers, and it flutters about the stairs like a wet white small
bird. He stares straight up into the 1ight, which is now enve-
loping him. His insides are crushed; his bones churned to meal;
his blood burns up; his face and fingerprints are smeared away
instantly.

He screams.

"That's it, Ted. His heart just stopped." Jill pulls the
sheet over the head of the corpse of her late husband sprawled
out in their bed. Ted hugs her from behind, his lips pecking at
her neck.

“You flush away the rest of the poison?" he asks, turning her
toward him. A long kiss, then she answers: "Yes. Now it's your
turn."

She hands Ted the keys to her car, and he picks up the body
from the bed. He throws it over his shoulder, as Jill opens the
door to the garage. He unlocks the trunk and plops the sheeted
frame inside, then closes the hood tightly. As he starts up the
automobile, she waves and opens the garage door to the driveway.

She watches as Ted drives away. She hopes he remembered the
kerosene.

He screams.

His fingers press through the Tight. He is sucked through.

He wails as the nurse holds him steady, making the doctor's task
of cutting the umbilical cord less difficult. The mother asks to
hold him, her face thick with perspiration. Above his head is a

rotating lamp, spinning a web of heat over everything in the ho-
spital ward.
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THE DEVILS DAY OFF

by Gerry Reith

During one of those hundred-year-long days that Satan will on
occasion spend simply savoring the boundless opportunity this
planet offers to rebels like himself it happened that he crossed
paths with a contingent of roving Heaven's Angels. These were
troublemakers of the worst sort, raze-the-village-to-save-it
types, a bizarre little army created by god to throw a monkey
wrench into the works as a randomizing element. They were the
holy spirits sent out to raise hell and drive people away from
Satan.

Now on this day, hoping to relax and enjoy the scemery, Satan
had decided not to bring along those devilish high-tech gadgets
that kept him linked to the databanks in Hell. Thus he was
stranded much like Scotty or Captain Kirk, without the communica-
tions devices that enabled them to beam up or take x-ray photos,
alone on an alien planet full of marauding hooligans who had no
sengse of law or decency.

"What are you fellows doing out today," said Satan, swallowing.

The tallest had a gleam in his eye. He could tell Satan had
no access to the databanks. "Oh, we're been out in the service
of the lord," he said, chuckling. "We raped a pillaged a little,
then we torched New York with an A-Bomb. All the humans are in a
tizzy trying to figure out who or why." All the Heaven's Angels
snickered.

"You faggots!" yelled Satan, "What about their lives, all those
millions of minutes and hours they could have spent on something
they wanted to spend them on!" He was enraged.

All the Heaven's Angels let out coarse guffaws. "Oh, isn't he
mister morality today,” "Listen to this," "The lord moves in my-

.sterious ways," and so on.

Now Satan hadn't left his powers at home; it was just that he
didn't have the information he might need to make the best uge of
them. This last outburst by the Heaven's Angels so incensed him
that he exploded and threw a huge fireball at the group. Their
earthly bodies were burnt to a crisp within nanoseconds. Since
they feel the same pleasure and pain we do when they take on
earthly guises, they were not amused to melt like wax near the
fireplace and go through combustion and so on. In fact they were
hopping mad.

Satan knew he had blown it the instant the fire hit them. Now
they were free spirits, with even more power than before because
they were disincorporated and no longer restricted. Satan
couldn't even tell where they were.

Just then his skull cracked open like an egg and all his earth-
ly limbs were torn from his body. “Fuck!” he thought. "You bas-
tards!" A pack of dogs appeared and ate all the flesh off the
bones. Then all was quiet.

Later still he gathered the bones together with spirit powers
or whatever and used them to pack raw dirt close around the bones
themselves, which he then breathed life into. He set out again
down the road, but he had a raging headache from all the esters
and effluents from the dirty water whiyh he had to use for blood.
When he pissed it out he was dehydrated and hungry, and he had
those aches and pains generally associated with metempsychosis
from scratch,

Soon he came to a house. As he walked up the path past the
daisies and marigolds he wondered what he would say to the people
ingide. He arrived on the doorstep and knocked.

"Yes," cried a woman inside, "who is it?"

Satan sighed to himself. "I'm going to have to be straight
with you ma'am. I'm the devil. I just want a glass of water."
He heard her laughing on the way to the door, then saying,

"Oh, Sammy, how you tease me so," while she opened the door.

Her first glance produced a scream of fright, followed by a
trance spouting fit of speaking in tongues. He imew what she
was saying because he knows all tongues. Most of it was true
gibberish, but the point of it all was that she was a devout
christian.

The sound, of course, hurt his ears, so he left, figuring
his wouldn't likely get a glass of water when she came to.

At the next house he came to he knocked again. A young Ko-
rean Buddhist woman came to the door. She giggled when she saw
who it was. '"Can I help you?"

"Yes, ma'am, I'd like a glass of water."

"Come on in, I just happen to have some nice Kimchi on hand.”

Kimchi is a hot food so Satan thought it was excellent. He
hates the bland mush they put out in the fast food places even
though he started them in the first place. He stayed a long
time, even drinking a small glass of whiskey, and talking to the
young lady about the trials and tribulations of raising active
children.

"How are they doing in school?" he asked.

"The teachers are having a hell of a time," she said, and
they both laughed.

“Aren't you afraid of me?" he asked after a whila, wondering.

"Why? You don't have any jurisdiction!" They both laughed
again, and slapped their knees.

When the children got off the school bus their mother asked
Satan if he would mind playing with them for a while so she
could take a nap. He was pleased to, and spent a few hours
teaching them about Dungeons & Dragons. As a special favor he
touched them all on the forehead and blessed them with superior
intelligence so that they would do well in the world when they
grea up and so that the pains wouldn't hurt so badly.

Then he had dinner with the entire family, and talked busi-
ness with the man of the house, who was very interested in the

H
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doings up above. Satan gave him some important tips about the

- merkat and told him which stocka were going to rise within the
next few months. Everyone was thrilled to have such an import-
ant guest and felt honored to render him some kind of humble
service.

Finally Satan told them he had to go and attend to some mat-
ters that had cropped up earlier in the day when he ran into some
old buddies. The children were disappointed.

"Oh, Mr. Devil," they said, "we don't want you to go back to
the terrible places. Stay and play with us."” o=

"No, no, kiddies, I have to go. You'll find plenty to do
without me.” Then he turned to thank the young couple once again
and told them he would grant them one major boon without any
small print,

Both laughed shyly. "Oh, no, you don't have to," they said.

Whatever you wish, I wish,” he replied. Then he took his
leave, and he didn’'t forget to tilt their luck plane in the di-
rection of good before leaving the area. At least their house
would never get struck by a tree limb or burm down or anything.

On judgment day, some time later, the first lady was turned
away at the gates of Heaven. ''Remember when Satan came to ask
for a drink of water?" Jesus asked her. "You turned him down!
That wasn't very christian of you!"

The Korean family wasn't there at all.
diction. ~ Gerry Reith

5 May 1982
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- | By StevenF KLEE
! Scharff
(for Brian
eddmt? Catanzaro)

Last month, 1 wrote about ghosts of 1iving beings. This month,
I'm telling you about another kind of "ghost". .

Back in 1955, on England't northern coast, several television
owners were preparing themselves for an evening's worth gf enter-
tainment. A heavy rainstorm had just passed, and reception was
clear.

As the evening wore on, the viewers noticed a faint image
coming over the screen. It was a host reception; the reflected
signal from another station. Except that the signal wasnit from
an English transmitter, because the image thowed the station 1D of
KLEE in Houston, Texas.

These were television's early days, when sponsors on US tv were
few. Soo stations broadcasted their ID signals for periods as
iong as ten minutes.

The image lasted long enough to be photographed, and evenually,
the ID signal faded.

The next day, photographs, letters, and reception reports were
sent to the Texan station. Bur the bizarre fact is this—

KLEE had stopped broadcasting in 1950. Five years before the
British TV viewers received their signals.

Long distance receptions (called “px*) are often caused by at~
mospheric conditions called "skip". Skip is when broqdcasted
signals bounce amid the atmosphere and come down in distant re-
gions (which is why a CB operator in New Jersey might find hirself
talking to another CBer in I1linois). The heavy rainstorm.could
explain why reception was so clear (being that the ion particles
in the air could have attracted the signal), but it doesn’t ex-
plain the time lapse.

The television signal's chance of surviving a journey of five
(or more) years is very slim, but could be the reason. Teleyis1on
signals are constantly being beamed into outer space, and this
could have been one signal's return trip. But, if so, how did it
turn around? L

Possibly, the signals slipped through a passage in time, send-
ing the signal out to a fringe area of Texas where a ;ime portal
nad formed and sent the signals five thousand miles distant and
at least vie years into the future. Maybe now, but this is just
hypothetical.

The KLEE incident will probably never be solved, but it shows
us that even though we may be in full control of our technology,
we still don't know how limited (or unlimited) it is.

NOTHANG AN
SENERAL

Dear Kip by Sue Kaufmann

Sorry I didn't write to you last month, but I was still in the
+ Falklands. Visa troubles, you understand. I just got back, and
I'11 tell you, Ivan Stang was right. I got out ok, I guess {(can't
say as much for the goats, and they were goats. The walrus is
Paul), but I'm still really disappointed I didn't get "Bob"s mes-
sage across to.the people down there. I[-didn’'t even meet Prince

.d"e"" (continued column 2, halfway up/down)
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CHEMICAL REACTION (fiction)

I hate the sutway. It's dirty, smelly, doesn't run often
enough and is full of weirdos. [ used to get bored reading the
same subway posters day in and out. When I'm standing on a sub-
way jammed with people, three blisters on just one foot, the Tast
thing I need to read is about some lady who sits 12 hours a day
and has hemorrhoids. My professors have solved all that. I've
converted the subway into my private study hall.

1 was riding the 'F' train boring myself with the periodic
chart of elements when [ felt these eyes peering over my shoulder.

"Studying chemistry?"

No Shit Sherlock. This guy’'s brilliant! I was about to give
this person a leave-me-alone sneer, but when I Tooked to see who
was so interested in my studies, I was rather surprised. This guy
did not look like a recent escapee from Willowbrook. He was ado-
rable, in his mid-twenties with shiny blond hair and big green
eyes.

"Wait until you take Organic."

"WHAT?2! "

"Organic Chemistry. Al1 Chem majors have to take it."

Maybe he was an escapee from Willowbrook. Me a Chem major?
That's Tike asking Ronald McDonald to do Shakespeare.

"Uh, no. I'm an Education major."

"I wish I had a teacher as pretty as you when I was in school."”

I blushed. Obviously the man is blind. Those gorgeous green
ayes are just for decoration. I didn't want him to think I didn't
have any manners so I thanked him for the compliment.

"Watching you study Chemistry reminded me of my days as an un-
dergraduate. I was pre-med."

Pre-med? My mother would adore him.

"What's a doctor doing on the subway?
Cadillacs."”

"Nah, that's after med-school."

“Sg you have one of those T-shirts with internal organs drawn
on it?"

"Oh yeah. I wore it to class one day. Freaked the professor
out! I told him it was my crib sheets for the final."

I found Blondie's story amusing. I found this situation amus-
ing. I usually don't have cute little med-students talking to me
on the subway.

"By the way," he said, "my name is Rob."

"Laurie."

"Laurie, I have to get off next stop.
your phone number and we'll have coffee?"

I scribbled my name on a piece of notebook paper.
wouldn't call but what the hell.

The train pulled into the station. Rob smiled at me.

"Nice meeting you, Laurie. I'11 call you."

1 went back to my Chemistry book. Only 30 pages to go.

by Sue Rosner
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1 thought you all own
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Why don't you give me

I knew he

[ﬁ This month 1 graduate from high school (big deal.

Qut of the

sandbox and into the fire). I am quite grateful to be leaving
because I've Tost all patience with the sniveling brats in my
class. You think I'm bad—you ain't seen bad!

I used to think that once people hit seventeen or eighteen
they'd be halfway mature. Not so, my friend. I can handle soph-
moric jokes and even. food fights, but some of these people have to
consult every living soul before they decide whether or not to
have fish or grilled cheese for lunch. Maybe we should have a
commercial—"0k, America, it's your decision—which is number one
—fish or grilled cheese?"

Naturally there are many situations in which these brats be-
come pains—such as calling at 8:30, telling you they are extreme-
ly tired and uncertain whether they should study for the big test.*
These people talk at (not with) you for at least a half hour while
you interject phrases like "I really have to study." They answer
with, "Yeah, so do I, but I don't really care, I'11 just fail,"
and don't consider that you'd like to pass. By the time you fi-
nally get the windbag to hang up, you're either too tired or too
angry to study. You fail and your friendly pain in the ass
passes with a "C" (but-they cry, "Oh, I failed!").

I have known these people for about five years on average, and
about 90% of them are "repeaters”. That is, they tell you things
they've told you many times before. Amusingly, they repeat them-
selves verbatim. My favorite in this category is the guy who
talks about the lousy things that happen when he goes on vacation.
Recently he told everyone he and his family were going camping.
Samebody robbed his house when he was gone. That'll teach him.

Another member of this set is "Joe Cool". He used to be
pleasantly nerdish, until this year. Now he wears his black "Mem-
bers (of what?) Only" jacket at least twice a week and greets me
as "“Sue baby!" Ok, who's the baby here! How can you tell a poor
misguided soul T1ike that that you liked him better when he was a
nerd? Ths guy, incidentally, believes that his favorite group,
Air Supply, is true rock and roll.

Maybe it's just me, but I find it's sad to see people that need
to know their test grades immediately and study for exams three
weeks ahead of time. I also believe it's a waste of my precious
time to worry if I'11 get up to bat in gym. So we lose the game.
It's not the World Series.

Kip, I tell you, I'm worried about the state of the world if
the youth of America are this screwed up. Somebody has to make
these kids stand up and 1ive by themselves! That's why I've in-
augurated my "Lose Friends and Alienate People" campaign. So
what if they'll all hate me by graduation. It's for their own
good, and someday they'll thank me for it. [ can handle the re-
jection and scorn; "Bob" knows ['ve endured plenty already.

Misra Bol Krintan, sue
P.S. I'm looking for a summer job, but I can't find any non-
sequitarial ones i

T

by Connon Barclay

HEADSTONE FOR A CONVIC
8ig Len and time

are now both even;

Big Len beat time

Now time's beat Big Len.
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2 Sound Mind. ..

by Brian Catanzaro
SINGLE DOUBT

Geoffrey Downes, co-conspirator in the Buggles performances,
has joined forces with Steve Howe, Carl Palmer and an unknown (at
least he's unknown to me), John Welles. This is what they used
to call in the '70's a "supergroup” because it contains former
members of tremendously successful acts (Howe from YES, Palmer
from ELP for those that may not know). These fellows have put out
a commercial "progressive Pop" album calling themseives ASIA. The
record is on the Geffen label, famous for the Lennons' recent pro-
ducts. Seems commercial enough, safe platinum potential. Care-
ful, the record companies know you better than you yourself. The
word "Asia" is already in everyone's minds from teh Steely Dan
days.

The first single has been unleashed, entitled "Heat of the Mo-
ment". Part of Asia’s style is to play mind games with the tempo.
The idea of the game is to keep you guessing as to why the tempo
changes when it does. Let's stop dancing and take a closer look,
kids. Is it to emphasize the lyrics at that point? Or is it just
a clever hook? The slight increases in tempo might just be Asia's
interpretation of a NewRok backbeat. It's sadly amusing to watch
typecast stars attempt an uncharacteristic change in style. Both
Palmer and Howe are known for their extraordinary ability to adapt
instantly to any time signature or tempo change gracefully. Will
the new face fit? It's a good gimmick for them, but they are the
only ones' who could possibly get away with that kind of homogeni-
zing.

John Welles, out heartfelt bassist and singer, waxes like a
Macho-ized Jackson Browne on this cut. It may already have you -
fooled too if you've heard it on the radio. But he sounds sin-
cere on the B-side. It's as if the Hit is supposed to sound Ame-
rican and the flip gives away their English. Produced by Mike
Stone, who did Shoes' second Elektra album, "Heat of the Moment"
opens up sounding a Tot 1ike one of those Shoes tracks. The song
is capable of moving your adolescent heart if you've still got
one. Will Asia be a super success? No, but probably.

Geoff Downes' Buggle-ing shines through the thick arrangement,
establishing the stamina of his style. [ was happily surprised
to find him a member, not picking up his bit upon first listening.
A good break for him and a chance to make some touring loot and
hopefully further his private projects as/with The Buggles.

ON THE HALF SELL

XTC's latest single release is "No Thugs In Our House", from
the English Settlement LP. English singles are double price, but
well worth it. They are usually EP's (3 or more tunes) ahd have
durable creative pixleevez. XTC, being in it for the art as well,
go out of their way to please us all. This time ‘round our fold-
out graphics depict a gothic stage wherein the aforementioned work
is lyrically set apart to read 1ike a script. It helps the tune
tremendously, as there are the cast of characters, each with their
own reading instructions. Classic entertainment from XTC. Not to
mention 2 unreleased tracks. This is their third EP from that LP,
the others being 7 and 12 inch pressings of "Senses Working Over-
time" and "Ball and Chain". Both were issued with two or more un-
available~on-album cuts.

Have you ever heard of album cuts not being available on al-
buns? Well, one should always read the label for the warning.

Hopefully, I've already established that XTC's English Settiement
LP is magnificent humanistic new rock. Prior to this work, their
records just weren't in a lot of US stores. Poor distribution is
the cause of this. Poor meaning not available from the major
chains in this country. However, if one sought one would event-
ually find, which is more than can be said for some of the other
English nUave of the past 4 years or so. The situation is impro-
ving in the meantime, but this story puzzles me.

XTC has been a product of Virgin records from the start. How-
ever, Virgin has been manufactured and/or distributed in America
by all kinds of folks. From Jem in Plainfield {sometimes our
only source of hope), peddiing the Virgin International Label
(where we'11 find XTC's first 2 albums), to Warners for awhile.
With Warners (or WEA), there were several minor successes like
The Flying Lizards and Martha and The Muffins' "Echo Beach" which-
still gets non-partisan M airplay in this metro area. Still,
even domestic Virgin releases were scarce. They tried again with
Polygram on the RSO label. I can only judge that it wasn't work-
ing for them because now, they're coming from CBS, the red and
black company, and Virgin seems to have sold XTC's soul in the
process.

What CBS did to the domestic release of English Settlement is
omit half of the songs, scrunching the usual 10 or 11 onto one
disc. The fidelity is lacking and so is the humanism. Was the
trade-off worth it? Perhaps if this half sells, they'll make u
another album the way Capitol did with the Beatles' material.
you've bought the domestic version, you're only getting half th
work. Return it for something else. Many dealers buy from Jem
and will special-order for you. For the extra $4 you get 2
discs, far superior sound and the great tunes CBS abridged, plus
nicer packaging. I don't even know if CBS's has lyrics but Vir-.
gin's does. Let the buyer beware.

One can hear XTC often on WFAMU-FM 91.1 (ED: upsala College in
New Jersey), especially on Jim Price's Tues 9-midnight and Frank
0'Toole's Wed. 9-midnight shows.

In the war of the conglomerates, CBS's approach is always:
first, get a product out there selling, then get artsy. WEA
likes to nurse and cultivate image presentation as an act's fol-
lowing builds. We've seen it with Ronstadt, Browne, Raitt (sor-
ry, there's still a lot of old music around). You don't see
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Like good and evil, they cancel each other
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many CBS artists doing sessions for others

a tuff combination.

© out.

SECRET AFFAIR

ENGLISH BAND TO LOOK FOR:

MORE RECORD REVIEWS - by Tierney Smith

THE GIFT, The Jam (Polydor)—Despite having scored an impressive
string of first-rate hit singles in their native Britain with
their hard-driving, undeniably catchy sound, the Jam remdin un
enigma to the American record-buying public. In maintaining a
steadfast allegiance to an uncompromising English code of ethics,
the general consensus is that the group is simply too "Engiish"
for American tastes. A shame. Up until now, singer-guitarist
Paul Weller has presented a compelling vocal presence, fueling
his impassioned performances with intense urgency. Moreover, he
has always been marvelously adept at chroniciing, in meticulous
detail, intriguing little scenarios of average English working
class 1ife, his characters often despairing yet apathetic victims
of their dreary, dead-end existence. Frequently casting himself
as a brooding observer of various social injustices with both
time and innocence in his favor, Weller has throughout maintained
a steadfast belief in the cherishing of fine ideals, his best
tunes often angry diatribes directed towards those hardened real-
ists whom Weller once termed the "jaded i11."

Considering the key element of passion so fully integrated

“into their past work, The Gift, the band's sixth LP, is bound to

come as a surprise to devoted Jam fans everywhere. Peter Wilson
has replaced Tongtime producer Vic Coppersmith-Heaven, and with
dubious results. At times, entire songs ("Trans-Global Express,"
the title track) are buried in a muddy mix, not to mention the
band's focal point and greatest asset—Weller's vocals. And it's
the latter which constitutes The Gift's most striking departure.
Not only are Weiler's vocals utteérly bereft of anger, his ap-
proach is uncharacteristically light-hearted. Musically, things
have mellowed considerably; the arrangements are sparer, the tex-
tures lighter, and with the added inclusion of trumpets and sax,
the overall effect is one of polished smoothness.

Unfortunately, in lacking the emotional impact of some well-
placed urgency, certain tunes here qualify as strictly ordinary
fare ("The Planner's Dream Goes Wrong," “Just Who Is The 5
0'Clock Hero?"). Nevertheless, The Gift offers its share of
energetic highlights: the bopping, danceable "Town Called Ma-
lice,” the pure bubbling funk of "Precious," and some Jjust-plain-
catchy pop (“Happy Together”). Best of all it's good to know
that Weller hasn't lost his endearing sense of romanticism.
in a world of cynical poseurs strutting their tired gospel of
phony "cool," such tender, heartfelt perceptions are downright
refreshing.

* * * * %* * * * * * *
D.E. 7th, Dave Edmunds (Columbia)—Beginning with his earliest
works with blues boogie band Love Sculpture (1968-1972) right down
to his subsequent string of fine '70's releases, Dave Edmunds has
admirably maintained an unaffected loyalty to the pure roots tra-
dition of vintage American rockabilly. Better yet, Edmunds' own
work easily surpasses that of those American artists (Robert Gor-
don, Billy and Johnny Burnette, to name a few) who today carry on
the old vintage style.

Last year's Twangin featured a top-notch collection of blues
and country tunes ail done up in classic Edmunds fashion, complete
with characteristically energetic zip. Incidentally, that LP also
marked the end of Edmunds' association with Rockpile, that epitome
of exuberant musicianship. For any Rockpile devotees who may have
mourned the band's demise early last year, D.E. 7th is bound to
come as good news. Much like ex-band mate Nick Lowe's recent
work, Edmunds has assembled a veritable sound-alike of his former
group, not excluding the energetic spirit that made Rockpile such
a great band to begin with.

If in doubt, one need only lend an ear to "Warmed Over Kisses
(Left Over Love)", a tune typical of this LP in general. Consist~
ing of scorching-hot banjo and guitar pickin', jangling tambou-
rines and a frenetic drumbeat topped off with Edmunds' razor-sharp
vocals overdubbed to a richly-layered consistency, the tune's a
bristling burst of energy. 0.E. 7th is rife with such invigorat-
ing moments of distinction, wonderfully catchy for all the same
reasons: an unflagging expertise in the musicianship department
and an abundance of solid hooks. Listen to the pumping instru-
mental thrust of "Deep in the Heart of Texas," the 1ilting con-
certina and nimble Tead guitar in "Bail You Out," or the bopping
aiang and crunching rhytmmic bite of Doug Kershaw's "Louisiana

an."

Moreover, on the LP's solo ballad “One More Night," Edmunds
displays more heartfelt emotion that he's ever expressed before.
Also included here (but no more worthy of mention) is the much
talked-about Bruce Springsteen tune "From Small Things (Big
Things One Day Come)"—cliched B.S. blather right down to the
last “promised land," yet worthy it is as a conclusive piece of
evidence that Edmunds doesn't need Springsteen any more than he
needed Rockpile. For that reason, D.E. 7th is a refrashing de-
light even more coherent and satisfying then Twangin. Best of
all, this record isn't 1ikely to have anyone hungering for a
Rockpile reunion. Need I say more?

* * *

* * * * * k] * »*
ANOTHER GREY AREA, Graham Parker (Arista)—On his final effort
with the Rumour, 1980's The Up Escalator, Graham Parker presented
an impressive, albeit fruitless attempt at gaining new ground
commercially. That success once again eluded him was none-too-
surprising in itself. If Parker's musical approach has softened
with time, his relentlessly brusque demeanor has not. As it

And

- stands, such an intentionally obstinate "back off" stance bodes

i1l for any projected mass U.S. acceptance. Not that it's all
Parker's fault; brilliant as his earlier works were, they sadly
didn't stand a chance against the watered-down homogeneous pap
which, thanks to gutless radio programmers everywhere, has become
the strict order of the day.

{review continued on next page)



(review continued from previous page)

Admittedly, while Parker's vocals are an undeniably powerful
tool, one never sensed any tenderness beneath the condescending
exterior, and raging sarcasm without due respite can become down-
right tiresome in the long run. Listening to Another Grey Area,
it's obvious that Parker's status as a cult figure doesn't sit
too well with him. Not only is the new LP considerably more sub-
dued over Parker's past efforts, its controlled atmosphere is in
direct accordance with his far-less-cynical outlook. Although
wry as ever lyrically, Parker's delivery lacks both his customary
punch and a likewise feel of urgency. Another Grey Area finds
him snarling less and singing a whole lot more. .

The major problem centers on Jack Douglas' slick, lackadaisi-
cal production job which manages to bury all key instrumentation,
save a piano/drum arrangement. The resulting effect is one of
numbing sameness. To say that Another Grey Area is Graham Par-
ker's weakest work to date is an understatement. Until now, the
man didn't seem capable of producing a bad LP, but Another Gre
Area is replete with casual throwaways. It's as though‘parEer
were pandering to the public's ultra-commercial tastes in a des-
perate last-ditch effort to secure himself a hit.

Most disheartening of all is the fact that several tunes here
(the title track, "Biz Fat Zero," and "Fear Not" in particular)
show varying degrees of true potential. Whereas the Rumour
could have provided the burning intensity necessary to bring
these tunes to life, the studio musicians employed here render
them merely unexceptional. With precious few exceptions, the
bulk of Another Grey Area consists of lethargic ballads and tur-
gid, overlong numbers. Indeed, only the raggae-tiriged "No More
Excuses" approaches the Graham Parker of yore. In the face of
all this, what is a loyal G.P. fan to do? Fervently hope that
Parker will abandon his visions of radio stardom and return to
what he's always done best—biting, first-class rock 'n roll.
Let's hope so. Let's really hope so. The last thing on earth
we need now is another Christopher Cross.

The Monkees (nformation)
Headquarters

by Dave Cambrini

(The Fourth Annual Monkees Convention will be held on August 6-7
in Bridgeport, CT—for details write to MAGGIE MCMANUS, 2770 S.
Broad Street, Trenten, NJ 08610, or CHARLES F. ROSENAYZ!, 397
Edgewood Ave., New Haven, CT 06511—of course, stay tuned to IJ
for further details...So, as a tribute, we present the following:)

Comedian Rodney Dangerfield's favorite line is "I get no re-
spect.” Well, if there was ever a rock band that got no respect,
it was the Monkees. Rock critics and many (alas, most) older,
"hip" rock music fans. looked down their noses at the Monkees,
their music, their TV show—everything and anything to do with
them. Their belief was that the Monkees were a "manufactured"
group made up of four no-talent nobodies who only appealed to
teeny-boppers and made "bubblegum" music. This belief was un-
justified and, for the four Monkees, totally undeserved. Here
are just a few brief reasons why:

A. The four members of the Monkees—Davy Jones, Micky Oolenz,
Michael Nesmith and Peter Tork—were (are) all tremendously ta-
lented before they were picked to be Monkees. Davy was a singing
and stage acting veteran {he once starred in Oliver on stage).
Micky, once a child actor (who starred in the 1V series, Circus
Boy), was involved in a rock group called the Missing Links be-
fore the Monkees. Mike was an accomplished musician, session
man and composer. And Peter, too, was a fine musician with
much musical experience.

B. Although they may have been a "manufactured" group, they
soon rebelled against this image and fought not to be manipulated
and told what to do by the "powers that created them" (NBC, Don
Kirschner, the Colgemi record label, etc.). And showing their
determination and integrity, the Monkees won every battle they
waged! They succeeded in ousting Kirschner from having any con-
trol over their music, and they won the right to play their own
instruments on their records (something they weren't “allowed" to
do for their first two LP's and 45's). They also took control of
what music they recorded, and how it was to be recorded. The
Monkees also began to take more control (although certainly not
total control) of their TV series. More and more, the Monkees
Tnjected their own humor, wit and social commentary into their
shows. They slipped subtle jabs at society, "the establishment”,
hypocrisy, sacred cows, and the general state of the world into
their show regularly after that. Plus, their shows became more
and more outrageous and bizarre.

C. The Monkees were beyond a doubt innovativei It's generally
believed that they were the first rock act to use and record with
a Moog synthesizer. They also virtually introduced Jimi Hendrix
to the American public by putting him on one of their tours as
the opening act (Hendrix, who was almost unknown in America at
the time, was making it in England when the Monkees heard him.
They were so knocked out by him, they asked Jimi to tour with
them.). In addition, they recorded a Harry Nilsson song ("Cuddly
Toy") before the Beatles "deiscovered” him. The Monkees also
made a fabulously progressive and innovative full-length movie
which was way ahead of its time. The film, "Head", was a satiri-
cal parody of the Monkees, themselves, their own "manufactured"
image and their fight to remain sane! "Head" was very "Monty
Python"ish, insofar as the film was made up of numerous bizarre
situations, events, and scenes, as well as incredible visual ef-

fects that were virtually unrelated, but were all somehow linked
to each other so that there was continuity and a common theme
throughout the film. (Unfortunately, the true greatness, crea-
tivity and significance of this film went almost totally unno-
ticed, by critics and the general public as well, because it was
a total box office "floperoo”! Even today, more than ten years
after its release, "Head" still hasn't gotten the credit and re-
cognition it rightfully deserves.) And don't forget about the
Monkees' TV series. Compared to what else was on the tube at the
time the Monkees' series (which ran from 1966 to 1968) wason NBC,
the Monkees' show was a major contrast. Here were four young
guys—a rock group—who had no "older generation" type guardian,
no ties, no cares, no steady jobs, etc.—on the TV set every week
in prime time! This was a major breakthrough in youth-oriented
television. Another interesting thing about the Monkees' series
is that in its last year on NBC, some of their shows had no laugh
Fggck, which was a rarity (if not unheard of) in the mid- to late

's.

In spite of all of these things, the Monkees continued to be
overlooked, scorned and made fun of—until now. It seems that
during the past few years, fans of the Monkees from way back in
the '60's have begun to "come out of the closet”. These fans and
admirers of Davy, Micky, Peter and Mike have spoken up and Tet it
be known that the Monkees have been cruelly and wrongly maligned
throughout the years. Another interesting development is the
facte that punk and new wave artists have recorded cover versions
of various Monkee songs. That's right, strangely enough, punk
and new wave rockers seem to idolize the Monkees (perhaps be-
cause, like punkers and new wavers, the Monkees were always
fighting for what they believed in and wanted to do; and for ne-
ver doing anything just because they were told to, or expected to
do it)! In addition to all this, singer Anne Murray gave the
cause a big shot in the arm by recording an old Monkee classic,
"Daydream Believer", and releasing it as a single. Anne's ver-
sion, 1ike the Monkees' original version, became a big hit (the
Monkees' version of "Daydream Believer”, though, was gquite a bit
bigger than Murray's version. The Monkees hit Billboard's #1
spot with it.). Anne's version got people (especially DJ's)
talking, and the genearl public thinking about and remembering
the Monkees—in a nice, positive way. Combining all of these
ingredients, and adding the fact that the Monkees' TV series is
still being shown (via syndication) in many parts of the US and
Canada, not to mention in other parts of the world, the time
seems right for some good old Monkeemania—for a second time
around!

Apparently realizing what's happening, Arista records (which
now owns the rights to the Monkees' recordings) has released a
forty-song double album of classic Monkees tracks in Australia
called "Monkeemania”. {This double LP contained a few previ-
ously unreleased songs as well. Unfortunately, this LP set is
now out-of=print and extremely rare.) Shortly afterwards,

Arista released an EP of old Monkees hits in England. This EP
proceeded to jump right into the British Top 40 singles chart!

With all of this Monkees-related action, it would seem that
a Monkee reunion would be in order. Unfortunately, it appears
that Davy, Micky, Peter and Mike don'‘t share these sentiments,
because presently, as far as anyone can ascertain, they have no
plans for a reunion., However, none of the former Monkees rule
out the possibility of some sort of reunion in the future. (In
fact, according to Micky's grandmother, who ran Micky's own per-
sonal fan club until her death, the four former Monkees do have
the desire to record together again sometime.)} The Monkees were
slated and signed to make their first appearance together any-
where since Peter quit the group in late 1968 on the 1980 Emmy
Awards telecast (on September 7) to make a presentation. How-
ever, because of the actors' strick, the Monkees decided against
appearing, which is totally understandable. The Monkees, more
than anyone else in entertainment, know what it's like to have ] :3
to fight "the powers that be" for what you believe in!
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CONAN

We went to catch "Conan the Barbarian® as a mid-day bargain ma-
tinee, well-attended by other layabouts tco. "It's just like the
Depression,” said Alice Liddell, "everybody's going to the movies."
Just like! The flick is sure to engender cascades of critical
condescension, not entirely unwarranted, but I liked it better
thanany film review I ever hope to see, even this one. Let me
straighten out the mandarins on a few points.

The Hearst reviewer calls Conan "the comic-strip hero," but
that's misleading except as a display of the limits of his erudi-
tion. The literati never notice any kind of popular culture until
it's dead or dying (at their hands, as often as not), be it Eli-
zabethan drama or punk rock. So it is with the pulp fiction of
the 20's and 30's. The English professors have belatedly accorded
a modest resting-place in their literary mausoleum to the horror
fantasist H.P. Lovecraft, perhaps because he has no successors

by Bob Black

The real shortcoming, though you'd never know it from the
usual corporate/"alternative" media reviews, is that the figure
of Conan is diminished. To a degree he's properly portrayed as
ferocious yet innocent, as untamed yet uncorrupted, amoral @ut
not evil (offered an amulet against evil, he says, “E am evil®).
But he's too much the victim avenging villainy, despite inci-
dental thefts, debauches and sacrileges. The movie will be
1ikened to Star Wars—wrongly, since Conan fights for no cause
but his own and couldn't be more foreign to the antiseptic high-
tech bureaucratic moralism of the Lucas flicks, those warm-ups
for World War III—for unfortunately it doesn't fully reveal
Conan as the barbarous-but-worldly adventurer. The real Conan is
a skeptic and hater of priests, but avoids gratuitous blasphemy
likely to rouse dormant evils; the real Conan returns an injury
with interest but isn't an Ahab-1like obsessive as in the fiim.

Obviously Conan appeals to anyone stifled by social con-
straints; to those who'd like to strike out directly as oppres-
sions and indignities assuming a conveniently tangible form; to
s/he who wishes an individual could still make a difference by a
personal act. Conan can be harst but he's no hypocrite. He
might steal your jewels but he won't pollute your sol. Organiz-
er-activoids dismiss fantasy as "escapist," fully justifying
J.R.R. Tolkein's rejoinder: "What class of men would you expect
to be most preoccupied with, and most hostile to, the idea of
escape? Jailers." Fantasy and freedom: their organic nexus
was evident to Fourier; to the Marxist fantasist Morris; to the
Russian Anarcho-Futurists who—anticipating Howard's very nomen-
clature! —called themselves "Anarcho-Hyperborians." And yet the
sectarians stood around stupified in 1968 when the French staged
their epochal general strick and trumpeted the slogan "A11 power
to the imaginationi"

The notion of redemption through an individual act of willed
violence is played out by now (though the individual may still
find it therapeutic). Insofar as violence has been collecti-
vised and depersonalized, the passion has gone out of it, except
for the spectators. In the South Atlantic, teams of technicians
take turns obliterating each other by pushing buttons. "Smart"
bombs blow away stupid people: it's sheep fighting over sheep.
Even as Maggie Thatcher doing Winston Churchill-in-drag fails to
outdraw "Evita," the junta learns it's easier to make Argentine
dissidents "disappear" than British troops.

Our times produce only ersatz barbarians. Intellectual Jjades
may get off on the insensate fury of the Viking berserkers, but
this century we have to settle for bureaucratized brutality ad-
ministered by banal nerds 1ike Eichmann, Haig, Pol Pot and Di-
anne Feinstein. Pseudo-barbarian theatrics ended in a whimper;
the Futurists went Fascist, the Surrealists went Stalinist, the
punks went New Wave and re-entered art school. Why the attrac-
tion for an imaginary barbarism? Because "civilization becomes
more odious as it nears its end” (Fourier), and the barbarian
non-alternative seems—cleaner. Where is Conan when we need him?

worth a damn. But they ignore his friend Robert E. Howard, not-
withstanding the impeccable credentials of his antecedents such
as William Morris and Lond Ounsany. Yet Howard created the
sword-and-sorcery species of the heroic fantasy genus, which still
has eminent practitioners (Fritz Leiver, Michael Moorcock, Jack
Vance) today; and his creation Conan is an archetype likely to
Turk in popular awareness as Tong as Sherlock Holmes or Franken-
stein.

Howard was at least as effective a story-teller as Lovecraft,
probably more so, but what sets him apart from the other weird
writers in his better work is a heroic fatalism which is utterly
pitiless, stark and unromantic. Howard—unlike Conan continuators
de Camp and Carter—stressed the "sword" side of sword-and-sorcery,
as most writers in the genre are batter off doing (the exception

-1s the unique Jack Vance). Howard's obsession with violence=—
meaningless, yet a real "peak experience" in a domesticated world
—is surprisingly “modern", despite the pre-Atiantean setting.

The movie is generally faithful to the Howard original, up to
a point. The blood-and-guts are satisfying if (1ike me) you like
that sort of thing. As Chris Estey says, it's "hack work” in
every sense. The Timb-lopping is actually minimal compared to
the Howard stories and, for that matter, most Peckinpah or samu-
rai or recent horror movies. (However, it sufficed to render
"confusing" to the Bay Guardian's snobbish-yet-supersensitive re-
viewer a plot any 8-year-0id can follow.) Essentially the movie
is the story of Conan's revenge on the sorcerer who wiped out his
clan and enslaved him. Arnold Schwarzenegger acts as well as he
needs to as Conan, and James Earl Jones does Darth Vader again
with his usual aplomb (this time as Conan's nemesis, a thousand-
year-old Jim Jonesoid weresnake). There are some discordant
notes—incongruous colluguialisms; a wrestle with demons who look
like airbrushes Gumbies; some too-obvious rip~-offs from Seven
Samurai, the Star Wars movies and even Blazing Saddles—but no-
thing ruinous. As a story the movie works. aﬁy wait 20 years
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Club POLYMER

by Michael W. Hacker

About three blocks away from the house, within walking dis-
tance really, there exists a large black and glass structure.
ostentatious building 1f only becauss it squats square in the
middie of a barren, and spparently abandoned, corn field.

Only the plowing shows.

John runs up there every now and then, when he feels the urge
to writs, the need to cosmunicate with mankind, the need to open
nis mouth and say something. Usually what he said turned out to
be fnappropriate to anything, but he wrote it anyway.

Nhy he chose to write in a cocktail Tounge is beyond me.
Well, let me see, he did tall me once that as a child he fell
asleep to vivid dreams while his mother poured her bath water.
guess his theory is simply that the bathwater in later years be-
came the background noise in cocktail lounges. There he had his
vivid dreams and wrote them down while the bartender poured the
scotch and waters.

Actually, that's where I first met John., He was sitting in a
very dark corner to one side of a roaring fireplace. He was com-
pletely surrounded by smoke. [ recailed a dim memory of London
Tower in the fog. [ didn’'t disturb him of course. [ never dis-
turd John when he's got his pipe Tit. 1 have this funny feeling
that he draws his ideas through that foul thing, and they somehow
wind up on his writing pad. The smoke is what's Teft of his
ideas; which is why there's probably so much of it, and why I
d?zt walk through it. [ never walk through leftovers of any
kind.

How he writes in all that smoke and none of the necessary
Tighting is also beyond me. I have an idea though. He once told
me that the people who came to the Club Polymer wore too much
toothpaste. “If you turmed what 1ighting there was, out,” he
would say, "you would wind up with an eerie glow emanating from
little toothed spotlights, all smiling at each other." Whes [
asked him about all that smoke, he told me, "That's when I first
decided everybody wore far too much toothpaste, when [ saw them
smiling through four feet of ."  John usuaily exaggerated
everything, but I think he was right about that, though. How
else could he write.

1f they stopped smiling, he'd be out of Juck.

John was right about the clientale at the Club Polymer, and he
wasn't exaggerating when he called them plastic people. He told
me one match could meit the whole place into a smouldering pud-
die. You'd have to be there to really know what John meant.

They'd march in wearing so much toothpasts you could see the giow
from their teath 1{terally minutes before faces s up. You
could smell them before you saw them too. Between the hairspray
and cologne, they smelled 1ike walking gardens.

{ never talked to anyone thers; although John said they couldn't
hold a conversation for over a minute. John was probably exagge-
rating again. Most of them, according to John, were salesmen or
junior executives. Same were secretaries or flight attendants.

ATl of them, except for John and I, were financially well off.
Maybe that's what brought John and I together and gave us our pe~
culiar view of the Club Polymer.

The Club Polymer was a $400.00 a year affair batween plastic
people and metal we~+énes, It existed for the luxury of working
off calories in the gym, and gaining them back again in the
lounge. The Club Polymer was a heaith club based on a contradic-
tion. [ agreed with John when he told me that ail of these new-
fangled health clubs were built on circular logic. Lose calories,
to you can drink in more so you can lose them aqain.

1 once told Jom (for once I had something to say) that a forty
mile an hour wind could run through the place, and not a single
plastered plastic strand of hair would move.

John laughed.

As I said, John runs up there every now and then, and ['m there
every night. What brought us together wasn't really our financial
situations. [ worked in a gas station and really couldn't afford
the place, but | had one good suit and went anyway. John was a
writer unpublished as yet, but a writer nonetheless. How he made
2 1iving was never made clear. John had a tendency to cover his
doings with shrugs in the same way he covered his writing with
smoke. He always had money, and had several times covered my
Tack of it.

What brought us two souls togeather was the voilent separation
of another two souls. It happened rather quickly and I caught the
tail end of it, but John, ever watchful Jon peering out from un-
derneath all that smoke, had seen it coming.

They had case into the ounge together, John toid me, and in
his imaginative way said he thought they walked in rhythm to the
disco band. "They practically danced in," ha satd. "I've seen
them before. They come in every Friday, get drunker than snakes,
and just dance it off. They always wear the same
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clothes too. She's always got that disco dress on, and he's al-
ways wearing a white shirt, biack pants, and a suntan.”

“Along with too much toothpaste,” I told him.

"She's got a Southern nasal voice," John told me. "The kind
with a twang that could keep a man in perpetual misery. That's
probably why he dances so much, so he won't have to talk to her."

“Well, what happened? My name's Max, by the way.”

“I'm John. Oh, I don‘t know precisely. Case of mistaken
identity and jealousy I guess. They were dancing as usual, and
when the music stopped they went back to the bar, slobbered ail
over each other for awhile...”

"Slobbered?" I interrupted.

"Slobbered. Anyway, up comes this girl thinking she knows
this guy from somewhers. [ don't think she even knew his name."

“What is his name?”

"4ho cares? ['ve been taken with the name 'Ofsco Danny'.”

"Disco Danny?" I laughed.

"Right. And presenting his partner, 'Swirling Suzy'."

“Swirling Suzy,” I echoed.

“Well, Swirling Suzy is staring at this other gtrl 1ike a ma-
niac about to lunge. Well, naturally Disco Danny can't figure
out who she is. When the girl realizes this, she leaves in a
rush, and he turns back to Swirling Suzy. Old Swirling Suzy's
got a knife in her hands -and with those eyes 1'd say she had every
intention of using it."

“She sure did. [ don‘t think Disco Danny knew what hit him,”
1 said,

“Right {n the bails, yet. Jesus.®

*I didn‘t think he would bleed, you know?®

John laughed. *I didn‘t expect blood, anyway. Maybe some xind
of Polymer would ooze out, but not biood."

"Polymer?” [ asked. [ really didn't know.

"Plastic.”

1 laughed. "He won't be doing any dancing for a long time.”

"He'11 probably blame it on an old Yale football injury. He's
too much of a phony to tell the truth.”

“Did he go to Yale?" I asked stupidly.

"He's too much of an {dfot!" John yelled.

A few people turned.

A crowd had gathered around Disco Danny who lay curled in a
bail on the floor. "Thers goss the girl,” John said as we walked
over to the crowd. No one made a move to stop her. John and I
didn’t bother efther. "Shouldn’'t stmeona call the poifce?” I
heard someone say. No one made a move.

“They're all dingbats," John said, and added, "All hormones and
no brains.” [ just nodded.

A1l the perfect pecple with their perfect teeth, their perfect
hair and their perfect bodies stood there waiting for something to
happen. Like the yo-yos they were, they stood in a perfect circle
around 0isco Danny who only groaned.

A wild-eyed Oriental who made balloon animals broke through the

* crowd with a balloon dog. *“Pretty," he said and heid up a red
balloon-poodie. He handed it to a young giri. “Pretty. For you."

“Let me have one?!" another girl cried.

So he made another one, and after that saveral more. There
were red, green, blue poodles, 1ions, cats, and 2 mouse. Plastic
balloons for the plastic people in their plastic playhouse. Disco
Danny groaned as sveryone found a new item of interest. Life for
them was a series of short subjects, needing only a momentary
glance to recognize the situation. Like the wailing siren of a
passing ambulance, they need not concentrate upon the situation to
know what was what. They measired their lives in breast strokes,
push-ups and the meter run.

Their goals were lengths, laps, meters and number.
nusbers were financial.

As John and I watched them disperse with their toy balloon ani-
mals, John turned to me and said, "Max, would you say that an in-
dividual's idea of himself is apparent in the things he surrounds.
himself with?”

1 had to say yes.

"What do you think of people who surround themselves with bal-
loons, Max?*

I laughed at the obvious answer. Afr.

"How long have you been coming here, Max?"

“About two and a half months," I shrugged.

“About the same here. You know, I've never seen the owner?

1'd 11ke to meet the owner. I mean he's got to have a great sense
of humor. "

“Why?" [ asked.

John laughed. "™Whyl Look, in order to join the club, you have
to have a credit card—plastic money. The only mambers are plas-
;}c :o?l: and the ciub's name {tself, translated, means 'Club

astic’.
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“Are you saying this place is a
society?™ 1 asked, staring out a window.

*A very profitable one, at tnav.”

Whatever became of Disco Danny is impossible for me to say, as
John and I exited, without any balloons, in search of the owner.
We were told he was in the lower gywnasium. We found him in the
1ower gysnasium, hanging upside down, “Like a bat," John satd,
from a pair of gymnasium rings.

“Hi1® he yelled, smiled, and semaphore signaled an upside down
greeting. "Be right with you," he said, and not too cleariy due
to the 1it cigar protruding from his teeth.

He had a canine smile, a massively built body, although com-
pact, and a quick judging eye which [ noticed Jom admired. [
was designated shortshop in life, so ['m always between bases;
which 1s why standing between them, I simply locked from one to
the other.

“You're the owner?* John smiled.

"That's right.”

"John Gelding. This here's Max..."

"fmstar,” [ filled in. We shook hands all around.

“Jared Crispin Craigt" he boomed. "What can I do for you?" he
boomed some more.

John was a bold fellow: which is why he pursued the issue.
"Anyone who would name a club as you did, and then go hang from
his toes, must have a great sense of humor. Am [ right sir?"

“Yes indeed. I was born partially crazy, and ['ve been spend-
ing the remainder of my years trying to compiete the assigmment.”

The three of us laughed.

“Tell me, Mr. Craig, just to satisfy our curiosity, why did
you name this place Club Polymer?*

There was a pause during which he put his hands on his hips,
and began pacing. "Well, I'11 tell you. I used to rum a plas-
tics industry. You know anything about plastics?® For some
reason he looked at me. I shrugged. [ spent a great deal of
time shrugging.

“Well, they're flaxible, relatively easy to produce, can be
bent, formed, shaped and misshaped. [t's structurally an unsound
matarial unless reinforced.”

“Sounds familiar,” John said.

1 shrugged agai

Jared Crispin G
connection?”

"No," I said.

John sighed, said, “No wonder you work in a gas station.”

"Look here now, Max,"” Jared Crispin Craig, with a marvelous
sense of constantly coming to a point, said. "Those people out
there are a dime a dozen—easily produced and relatively affi-
cient. They can be bent, shaped, formed and misshaped. They can
be anything you want them to be. The alcohol and the athletics
support their structural unsoundness."

“Polymers and people,” 1 said.

"One in the same," Jared Crispin Craig grunted, 11fting him-
sglf to the rings, flipping upside down, and inexplicably locking
his feet in the rings.

-;l‘”ll had a wide open swiie when he asked him, “Are you a Poly-
mer

Jared Crispin Crafg dropped the cigar out of his mouth when he
burst out laughing. "Hell nol” he said, “I'm crazy.”

- John laughed, and we left.

“What'd he mean?” | asked as we waiked up the stairs..

“He meant that you can only moid predictabilities. An unpre-
dictability is liable to snap off » and in the wrong di-
rection, if you try and shape it."

*“There's no way he could be a member of his own creatfon," I

'y on

n.
raig looked at me again. “Oon’t you see the

said,

"It's a good joke," John safd, and we partad for the evening.

As | say, John runs up there every now and then, and ['m up
there every night. When we see each other we Jaugh, have several
drinks together, and wait for the wild-eyed Oriental who inevi-
tably shows up with a box of bailoons. John always asks for a
balloon man. He always specifies a red balloon man. I asked him
once, "Shy red?*

“It sort of signifies my ambarrassment with humanity,” he said.

[t was a good joke, and we laughed.
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"...A BLOODY AUSTRALIAN TWIST"

Many steamy 'erotica par excellence' letters changed hands be-
fore we went our separate ways in the reality of day to day
existence.

Even after I returned to my old line of work she was forever
on my mind. I found it more and more difficult to hold the tur-
tles steady as I painted the sunset on their backs.

In the evening I would go home and open my Tourister and run
my fingers through the bits of broken glass. I would sniff the
charred end of that tie and think of England and her. We should
have stayed there forever. England was a fun country. Maybe
someday [ could return...with her.

1 drifted from one job to another for almost a year before I
realized that if I didn't go to her I was doomed to a lTife of
brown paper bags and doorways. The search began.

She had last been seen at a taping session of "Late Night"
with David Letterman. One of the pages there remembered the
night that Bill Wendell had to take matters into his own hands
and throw out two noisy women from the audience. The women had
gone totally out of control and they were having just too much
fun on a 'non-audience participation' program. The descriptions
fit. It was all I had to go on after learning that these women's
parents had disowned them. It was the same old story...another
"Naked City" drama.

Every lead sent me down a dead-end street. I spent months
just walking through the subways of New York in a "Death Wish II"
sort of stupor.

Covered with spray paint over 75% of my body, I donned a dis-
carded red beret and climbed the stairs back to reality. It was
a hot summer day and the glare of the sun drained my body of all
willpower. 1 walked weak-kneed to the nearest McDonalds. I
thought [ saw her as I gulped down the last of my "McFood", but
she vanished. The streets were crowded and it could have been
the spray paint on my glasses combining with the reflections on
the golden arches...holography at its finest.

1 trekked up to Canada in total desperation. I could smell
the beer-saturated cabin for miles in the clear air. As I drew
nearer, a woman's voice remarked something about "hoser" this and
"hoser" that. She used several well-worn puns and the unmistake-
able sounds of men in conflict followed her words. The two guys
crashed through the cabin door and into me on the firs step up to
the rotten porch. Beer bottles spun out onto the tundra and the
three of us followed the glistening empties. The men looked
startled as they belched at me to, "take off, eh?" Mumbling
something about 'topics' and 'can't even have a private fight up
here no more' the two men continued throwing punches that failed
to make contact. I started to ask them if they had ever fought
professionally when the young woman stepped into the doorway of
the cabin.

"I fjgured you'd show up here sooner or later," she began with
a sneer, "looking for her, eh?"

She sounded 1ike the two guys, but was much more attractive.
Our conversation continued in short, staccato phrases. I glanced
up and down the porch looking for Sgt. Friday.

She didn't have much information except that she thought her
best friend had gone back to England...something about a wedding.
She couldn't remember who was getting married to who, but I
thanked her for her trouble.

I passed on the invitation to stay and have a beer when I saw
the baby bottles. 1 looked at the two guys as I passed by on my
way down the trail. The scuffling ceased.

("Whew, thought that hoser would never leave...'")

("We really had 'im goin', eh...?")

("Ya' know, this would make a beauty topic...")

("Don't have many visitors up here.")

("Le's g0 in an' have a beer...")

("Could sure use a shower...")

("...she sure is pretty, eh...")

("yeah, like we're lucky guys, ya' know?")

I heard the door slam and then there was laughter and the un-
mistakeable sighs of ecstasy. A wolf howled in the distance.
Must be the odor of stale beer that keeps them away from the ca-
bin...could be...

My pockets were nearly empty by the time I hit England. Muni-
tions plants were springing up everywhere. The pub where I first
saw her had been shut down and condemned for demolition.
There were water fountains all over England.

Our "place" had been temporarily shut down by the board of
health until someone could be found that possessed the fortitude
and constitution sufficient to allow them the nerve to go in and
pick up the garbage. They noxious odor of leftover gravy perme-
ated the premises. Something was moving around inside the build-
ing and its shadow was plainly visible against the grimy window-
panes. Sensing eminent danger (or the possibility of a new tour-
ist attraction in the making) 1 walked at a steady pace away from
the place with tears in my eyes. Must have been the onions...

It took some doing, but I finally did locate the friend who
got married. Neither her nor her husband remembered me from the
pub until I produced the charred tie from deep within my pocket.
They weren't smiling anymore when it all came back to them that
I was the wise-ass who wrote those terribly sophomoric stories in
which they were mentioned all too frequently. Before they
slammed the door in my face, the informed me that my long-lost
lady did write to them on occassion, but they had no current ad-
dress for her.

It took me several years, but I ‘hitched' out to Australia. I
worked on station until I had built up a small bankroll and then
I toured this country that [ had wanted to visit ever since I was
a small boy.

No loss.

The kangaroo fights were much more vicious than anything Cana-
da had to offer, but beer consumption was about the same.

It was in Perth that I stopped over at a hotel for a much-
needed break. [ flicked on the television that was in my room
and circumvented the dial. I stopped breathless when I noticed
ﬁ?eztwere broadcasting an old rerun of David Letterman's “Late

g o

The tape of the show was well-worn, but it was all too clear
that two women were being removed bodily from the audience. It
was her! It was the best friend who went totally Canadiant I
watched the struggle intensely and listened to David's remarks
about "certain elements in the studio audience must be kept under
control lest we all just have too much fun for our own good". He
went on reading the latest government report which proved that
too much fun can be hazardous to the health of Americans and will
gradually lead to the deterioration of the basic concepts under
which the country itself was established.

After watching the show, I went for a walk and was approached
by an old aborigine selling medicinal boomerangs. We talked for
some time about my problem and my long-lost love.

The old man told me the solution to my problem would be to quit
writing all those crude sophomoric stories and just settle down in
one place and hope she finds me. I watched him intently as he put
the finishing touches on one of the boomerangs. He squatted in
the dirt and began to turn the soil with the boomerang's two ends.
He continued until daybreak with the strange ritual.

As the sunlight grew brighter, he arose shakily and instructed
me in basic aboriginal writing. He said that any old turtle
painter could paint a boomerang. (The man was a wizard! How he
knew every detail of my life...I'11 just never understand it.)

. [ sent the boomerang in flight out above the ocean. I watched
it out of sight. Three gulls fell into the blue water. It was a
sign.

I headed back across the red dust. The outback was a strik-
ingly beautiful place, but one could not exist there very long.

The job was lonely; mending fences along the perimeter. Sup-
plies came in once a month by train and I would crank up the
‘roiler' and drive 50 miles to the shack that was the depot.
tﬁst a tire on the ‘rover' that morning and I was late getting

ere.

She is there. Her waist-length hair softly tossing in the hot
breeze as she smiles that same smile I remember from the night so
Tong ago when she dunked my tie into the drink I wish I had right
now.

I nearly wrecked the dusty ol' relic I was driving when the
boomerang came crashing through the windscreen. God! She was
still that same fun-loving lady...and what an arm! Jeez!

We ran to each other in the fashion of an old American TV
commercial. She was even more beautiful than I remembered her to

The lovemaking blossomed like a flower in the desert until a
mob of 'roo overran us. One of the bastards hit me square in the
back at full gallop. Dammit! She helped me into the 'rover' and
asked me if she could drive the 'sporty 1i‘l thing'. We laughed
as [ handed her the key. I hardly notiyed the broken glass slic-
ing into the backs of my legs.

I watched the boomerang bounce around on the floorboard. The
qld man was right...My problem would be solved when I stop writ-
ing stories that readers find boring and bland. Just look what
happened to SNL...viewers became readers...maybe next year...
funny...I didn't remember the red dust being that sticky...I
could see the mob of 'roo up ahead...l glanced over for one last
look at her...she became more beautiful with every heartbeat...
She smiled at me and said something, but I couldn't hear her...it
was getting so dark...never engugh time to live anymore...down
under....... - Jim Tauscher
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grew so broad-minded he died scatter-brained.
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Roscoe the Rinofiutist
' by Jerome Salzmann

After curing his scrofula by .
coe decided to join the Tenth Day Telepsychists.
more in 1ife than work in the bassinette factory.

With the aid of the tympany section of a brass band in Muncie,
Indiana, the founder of the TOTs, Elijah T. Thobb, had conversed
with the goddess Ishtar, Robespierre and Aimee Semple MacFitt, a
contemporary.
from a cattle ranch and a cow salt-lick concern to any member of
his sect who could reach him after he died. He died.

The Tenth Day Telepsychists met on the tenth day of a month and
accepted Roscoe as a member. He was informed of the stipulation
in the will of founder Thobb.

Roscoe suggested that the TDTs attempt collective concentration
to reach the spirit of Elijah T. Thobb. If the founder was
reached, his treasure could be used for research or whatever.

There had to be

Efforts at mass concentration by the Tenth Day Telepsychists had
. no success.

Roscoe remembered Thobb's exploits with the tympany section.
An expert rhinoflutist, he thought that music from the nose flute
—sweet and lowing—would summon the spirit of the cattleman.

As the TDTs made a massive effort to reach their founder,
Roscoe played "I'm an old cowhand From the Rio Grande.”

The instant that he heard Thobb telling him where the treasure
was Roscoe asked himself whether he should share the secret.

The town hardware store had stealthy customers—members of the
Tenth Day Telepsychists. The town police saw people digging in
unusual places—members of the Tenth Day Telepsychists. The town
archivist was astounded by the number of requests for the finan-
cial records of Elijah T. Thobb which revealed his bankruptcy—
from members of the Tenth Day Telepsychists.

The town historian has sworn testimony from former weird light
and Bigfoot witnesses about laughter on the tenth of the month in
the meetingplace of thé Tenth Day Telepsychists.

To console himself Roscoe learned to play the eyebrow chimes
and went on working in' the bassinette factory.

Part One: Of Spare Changes

by Roldo

The Spooky Crew had gathered and met in the meadow, under the
solitary and inexplicable tree on that vast, lightly rumpled
blanket of grass. .

Some years back, the Crew had brought their rocks to this spot.
Six rocks, one for each. There were good, big rocks—for sitting
on, and staring into fires and distances from; big enough for
1ying back on to study clouds, or envy stars. Each of the Spooky
Crew had brought his own rock, unaided, but that's the kind of
aimless single-mindedness that made them the Spooky Crew.

The Spooky Crew are planners, not performers, but they wrap
their plans in art, by Art and then send them out to seek bodies.
In this way, the Crew are not Dreamers so much as they are Dreams.

Sleepers do not search for Dreams. It's the other way around.

It was Spring at one end of the meadow, and Autumn at the
other (if you can believe the Spooky Crew, whose love and craft is
plotting and laughing, and who also say that fish fly above this
meadow and birds swim below it. The Spooky Crew do not lie,
neither do they say what you mean) and Summer where the tree stood
and the rocks were planted...a cool, almost chilly Summer, just
back from Vacation, which gave credence to the thought that the
tree was not central, but actually grew slightly toward the Au-
tumnal side.

It was also night, and the sky had been borrowed from a gothic-
horror film to enhance the atmosphere appropriate to plotting and
laughter in accordance with the Crew's needs. Chioscuric clouds
scudded as only certain clouds and even more cats learn to truly
scud, across a moon so full that one more bite of ragged cloud-
tail would burst it, and patterns flowed and shadowed on the
Jaughing, plotting shapes of the Spooky Crew beiow.

Wk TheWouldsk Tl Us

See, it's like I had this strange kind of picture but I'just.
couldn't keep myself from walking right into it...stumble into it
would be more correct. I stumbled since, of course, I had left
my right leg at the cleaners. But then that was exactly how they
wanted it. "Yep, gonna save money on new boots next time around
anyway," was my sole reaction. Someone handed me a knife so.I
avened things out. ['ve always hated heights, so 1 suppose it
was for the better. [ guess they figured being that I was sort
of confined they’'d have a chance to work out their "pur1fied': vi-
sion of the universe...but I couldn't.keep myself from crawiing
into the picture... R.S. Preuss

9sSnNed-jpueIsuod

Thobb promised to reveal the location of his fortune

learning to play the nose flute, Ros-
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by Mark Geller

I am a widow and I live with my oldest daughter. She is a
sweet girl and every day I thank God for giving her to me. But
now I had made a terrible mistake and I .am afraid that it will
hurt her very much. What 1 did was to go to this man in my office
and ask him if he would take her out. He seemed like such a nice
man, and I worry so much about my daughter. She is forty-two
years old and never married. Always she had trouble meeting men
because she is quiet and shy—not like her sisters who are out-
going and married young. The man said no at first. So I went to
him the next day and told him about all the money I have from my
husband's insurance. I did it because I though it might make him
more interested in my daughter. I know it was wrong—but I love
my daughter so much and don't want her to be alone when I'm gone.
Anyway, the man told me he would take my daughter out if I gave
him one hundred doilars. [ thought he was joking but he wasn't.
He said he would show my daughter a good time but it had to be
worth his while. I went along with him—God forgive me. So now
this man has been taking my daughter out for three months. He
sends flowers all the time. She tells me they have discussed
marriage. But the man keeps asking for more money. Already I
have given him three thousand dollars and now he says he wants
more. I can't go on paying this man. He'll bleed me till there
is nothing left. But if I don't pay him he says he'll tell my
daughter everything. [ am ashamed and trapped and there is no-
where to turn.

* * * * *

I went to the theater with Peter last night and had a lovely
time. It seems that Peter and I always have lovely times toge-
ther—the loveliest that I have known. Though I have loved many
men from afar, Peter is the first that loved me in return. How
I envied my sisters the boys that trotted them off on delicious
dates. For no boys came calling on me. How bitter I was when
they married and left me alone here with my mother and her indi-
gestion and arthritis. But now I have Peter—sweet, lovely Pe-
ter. He is so handsome—his hair speckled with grey and his eyes
watery blue. Once before he was married but his wife did not
treat him well. He has two children—a boy and a giri—whom he
adores. He must be a wonderful father—he is so gentle and pa-
tient. He cares so much about my mother even though of late she
has been sayirig unkind things about him. Peter says that she is
afraid that we will marry and leave her alone. But we will al-
ways take care of her. Peter wouldn't have it any other way.
Sweet Peter—thank you for being so good and thank God for send-
ing you to me.

* * * * *

A few months ago I fell into this cozy setup and I've been
raking in a goodly sum of money ever since. It boils down to
this: I'm taking payoffs from this old lady from my office in re-
turn for taking out her daughter. The funny thing is—the whole
thing just sort of fell into my lap. The old lady just came
around begging me to take out this spinster daughter of hers.
way, I told her. The next thing I know she's telling me about
all this money she's got stashed away. So I put two and two to-
gether and came up with this business proposition I'm telling you
about. The old lady jumped at it. She'd iike to drop the whole
thing but she's in too deep now. She knows I'd spill the whole
thing to her daughter who's so crazy about me she might jump off
a bridge or something. I figured it would only be a casual thing.
But before I knew it she was leaning all over me, telling me 1 was
the best thing that ever happened to her, looking at me like I was
God. Sounds cruel? Maybe from your perspective. The way I see
it I'm providing a service and getting my fair share in return.
What's the old lady going to do with all that money, anyway? I
need it for support payments for kids I never wanted in the first
place. As for the girl—she never had it so good. And when the
time comes I'11 let her down easy. I'm not a sadist or anything.

. by Gary Ishler

Pissed off, Russia cut off Uncle Sam's nuts. Uncle Same
screamed in pain so loud they heard him in outer Mongolia. It
hurt so much he even pulled all the white whiskers out of his
goatee, then started on the bloody pubic hairs he remembered as
being black, many years ago.

Why did Russia do it?

Well, according to Russia, Uncle Sam was fooling around again
with one of the Russian satellites, or more of Russia's more in-
timate friends. Uncle Sam had his hand in her middle east, and
Russia didn't like that too well. So Russia took the sickle off
its flag, and with one rapid slash, sent Uncle Sam's national
jewels falling to the ground in gold blood that quickly turned to
red. Then Russia took the hammer off its flag and pounded the
hell out of Uncle Sam's nuts until they were as flat as pancakes.

"Why's your blood gold, Sam?” Russia asked.

"Bacause it was the blood of the promised land. Now it's just
red, like you," Sam said, sobbing. "And there goes the future...
smashed in blood on the floor." !

Russia laughed, so hard in fact the glacier in Siberia cracked,
then broke, wiping out all of outer Mongolia. "“That'll teach you,
Uncle Sam," Russia said, now growing stern. "You don't mess
around with any middle east, south east or anything elge.”

Uncle Sam just grimaced, holding the place between his legs
where his jewels used to hang proudly, and knowing he was the last
of a generation.

No



by Ronald B. Flowers
The day was dresry and overcast. The weatherwan had predicted
heavy rain for the past two days. It had yet to come, but its
spectre remmined overhead making for an awful day. Helen wis on
her way to the hospital to visit her mother. She had just gotten

Iff work. She was a secretary at the Sacramento Union Bank.
Helen hoped and prayed that her mother would be all right. She
had what doctors had said was a mild heart attack. That had to be

all that it was. She couldn't leave her now. She was all that
she had. They had not only been mother and daughter, but best
friends ail along.

It had been that way ever since Halen could remamber. She had
never known her father, as he had died before she was born. She
had never really had that many friends over the years, instead re-
lying on her shyness and friendship with her mother as a crutch.
She had never had a boyfriend, though sometimes she had Tonged for
one. Her mother had always toid her that they were no good and
only wanted one thing. She had pretty much accepted that as the
truth. She considered herself only average by normal standards.
She was 5'S" and of medium build. She had short red stringy hair
that she could seem to do nothing with but keep short. Her face,
though smooth, had very little charm to it. She was flat chested
and had a body that lacked any real feminine qualities.

A1l in ail, Helen knew that she had no one else and probably
would have no one else aside from her mother. She was 25 now,
though she felt about 40. After high school, she had gone to 2
secretarial school for two years which led up to her present job.
She couldn't think about the future now. Things had to be all
right for her mother. She couldn’'t imagine how her 1ife would be
without her. This was the first time that she had been sick that
she could remember, and she realized that she was no longer a
young woman at 62. Her mother had taken care of them and done
everything that she had to do to keep them going over the years.
And now she would have to do the same for her. Surely her mother
would have to take a leave of absence from her own secretarial job
at a library. Perhaps she might never work again, although the
doctor had assured her that her mother would be back on: her feet
in no time at all.

Helen arrived at Suttar General Hospital. She immediately
headed up to her mother's room. Helen was dressed in a matching
blue jacket and skirt, an off white blouse with flowers on it and
some brown sandals. When she entered her mother's room, she saw a
nurse in there. Her mother, lying on the bed, was dressed in
white. She was slightly on the chubby side. Her hair was grey
with some specks of red remaining. Helen wondered if she would
look that way when she was older. She remembered when she was
younger how people used to tell her mother that she Yooked just
like her.

"Hello mother,” she said.

"Oh, hi, Helen,” her mother responded, forcing a swile on a
face that was strained with lines from years of desolation and
despair.

The nurse stood up to face Helen. She was a short middle aged
woman. She wore a blue nurse uniform. “Ht, Helen," she said:
*1've just given your mother a sadative so she could sleep. I['m
afraid you won't be able to stay long.”

“T won't," Helen promised.

Soon the nurse had gone, leaving Helen alone with her mother.
As Helen Tooked into her blue eyes, she thought of just how much
she lgved her mother. She had done so much for her over the
years., "“How are you feeling?" Helen asked.

"Just fine,” she replied. *I was a little dizzy earlier, but
the doctor said that that was normal after something like this."

"You'll be just fine, mom,” Helen choked. “You'll be hame 1n
no time at all.” Finally, she could hold back no longer. She
burst into tears. It was so sad to see her mother lying in that
hospital bed.

“Please don't cry,” her mother said. “Everything will be all
right. I promise. I won't let anything happen to you."

That's just 1ika her, Helen thought. Always thinking of me.
Even when she's the one that had the heart attack. Helen could
Took at her mother and see that she was straining to keep her
eyes open. "I'd better go now,” she said, "s0 you can get some
sleep. 1'11 be back tamorrow as soon as I get off work.” She
leaned over and kissed her.

Her mother smiled at her and then slowly closed her eyes to
sleep. Helen couidn't help but detect fear and worry behind her
mother's smile. She Teft the room and tried to find the nurse.
She found her at a counter at the end of the hallway.

"Miss Trudy,” she said, “I'd 1ike to talk to you about my
mother if I may."

"Cartainly," she said as they stepped to the side of the
hall. The nurse was holding a clipboard.

“Is my mother going to be all right?" Helen felt that she
was entitled to know the trust.

"Yes she is," the nuse assured her. “Like Dr. Gorman told
you the other day, it was only a mild heart attack. We're just
keeping her over for a few days of observation.*

Helen kind of expected her to say that, but she feit relieved
and reassured anyway to actually hear it again. “"Thank you,”
she said. "My mother just looked a bit afraid of something and
1 was just wondering if her condition had worsened."

"No, nathing like that,” the nurse said with a fake laugh.

“She was probably just tired, that's all. Your mother will be
Just fine. M{ild heart attacks like that aren‘t so uncommon for
3 woman her age. A little rest and she'll be as good as new."

With that assurance, Helen left the hospital and headed home
to the two bedroom apartment she and her mother shared. It was
in a small subdivision in Rancho Cordova, just ocutside Sacra-
mento's city Timits. The place wasn't much, but it was fine for
the two of them. Her mother had always hoped to get a house
some day, but with escalating mortgages and reiated factors, it
had become all but impossible.

That night, sleep came easily for Helen. It was really the
rist night that she had been able to relax since her mother had
had the heart attack five days eariier.

The following morning, she awakenad to a treacherous thunder-
storm. The rains that had been predicted had finally caught up
with thes. She hurriedly ate and got dressed for work, for she
would have to Teave a bit eariy anticipating traffic delays due
to the weather. Just prior to leaving, she realized that she
had Teft her umbreila in the car. It was parked all the way at
the end of the parking lot, due to the increasing amount of peo-
ple that lived there now.

She went to her mother's bedroom to see if she could find her
umbrella. Spotting 1t nowhere, she went to the closet. Thers it
was, on the top shelf along with a pile of other stuff. She
grabbed the umbrella. [n her haste, she knocked over several
boxes and they fell to the floor. Several papers, enveiopes, and
other items spilled out. Sha bent down to shuffle the things
back into the boxes when a certain piece of folded paper caught i
her attention. She opened it up. It was a birth certificate. H
Har eyes 1it up in surprise as she read it. The certificate said |
that she, Helen L., was born to Mrs. louise Sally Fisher. That
couldn't be, she thought, suddenly trembling all over. She knew
full well that her mother's name was Ruth Robertson and she was
Helen L. Robertson. What did this mean?

. She knew what it meant, but she hated to accept it as truth.
There it was, though, right before her. It meant that her mother
really wasn't her mother. She had been adoptedi She began cry-

. from the crueities of the world.

. she hatad to see her mothar Tike this.

IN MOTHER'S IMAGE

ing. Why hadn’t her mother ever told her? Why had shi gone on
111 these years letting her believe that she was her real mother?
She wouldn't have loved her any less.

Helen sat thers confused and moping for a while Tonger, seem-
ingly and suddenly unaware of the time. The phone's incessant
ringing jarred her out of her despair and seif-pity. She dragged
herself up and answered it. “Hello?"

"Helen? This {s Dr. Goorman. I'm glad that I caught you be-
fore you went to work. I'm afraid that I've got bad news for you.
Your mother's condition has suddenly taken a turn for the worse.

1 think that you'd better get down here as soon as possible.

"8yt doctor,* she said in protest, "you toid me that everything
would be fine!"

“That's what we thought," he said emphaticaily. “However, her
sondition just changed compietely over night. I'm sorry."

“I'11 be there as soon as I can,” Helen said, trembling as she
held the phone. As she hung up, she stood up. She appeared to be
in shock for a moment as she stood there. She felt all along that
things would never be the same when her mother had that heart_at-
tack. And now, her condition had worsened, perhaps to the paint
that she'd die. To top it off, she found out that she wasn't even
her real mother!

Helen didn’t know quite what to think at that point other than
she had to get to the hospital. Whatever this woman's reasons
were for not telling her the truth, she knew that she still loved
her. She called her office and told them that she wouldn’t be in
and headed for the hospital.

When she arrived, t;ere was a priest there. She had been toid
that her mother was dying. She had always thought about this mo-
ment but now that it was here, she didn’t know how to deal with
it. She was left alone with her mother as tha others left. She
sat on the bed and looked at her, She looked so weak. She could
still see that look of fear on her faca. Maybe that was mhy.I
Maybe it was because she had wanted to teil her that she wasn't
har real mother, but just didn't know how to do it.

Helen held her mother's hand. Tears flooded from her eyes.
"Mother," she whispered in a raspy voice, “you're going to be all
right. You'll be coming howe soon.* .

Her mother shook her head in disagreement. ier own eyes were
now filled with tears. “I know it's all over with for me," she
satd. “I'm so0 sorry, Helen. 1 don't want to leave you. You need
me. Who's going to take care of you if [ go?"

"Don’t talk Tike that, mother,” Helen cried, refusing to accept
the truth.

Her mother looked into her face. She could detect something
wrong with her. Something beyond her own condition. “"What's
wrong?" she asked.

“Nothing, mother." she said. "I just want everything to be
okay for you—for us.”

"No," her mother said, "there's something elise.”

Helen tried not to look into her mother's eyes. Her mother
could always tell when she was hiding something, when something
was wrong. Even in this situation, when all she should be able to
think about was her health. How could she mention what she had
Jearned at a time like this? Then again, she had a right to know
about her real mother. Why did she give her up? She had so many
questions, questions that she deserved anwers to.

“Tell me," her mother said, sensing her thoughts.

Helen turned to set her eyes on her mother. She had to tell
her. "I was in your room this morning," she began, “to borrow
your umbrella. I foumnd it in your closet. At the time, [ acci-
dentally knocked some boxes off the sheif.” She paused for a mo-
ment and gulped. “1 saw the birth certificate.” She stopped
again, watching her mother's expression change. "Why? why
noull(::"glyou tall me that I was adopted? Didn't [ have tha right

"1 couldn't tell you," her mother said in a strainad voice,
tears pouring from her eyes. "I didn't want to hurt you.”

“Bidn’'t you even bother to think that you would hurt me more
by not telling me?" she asked, voice raised as she lat out her

anger, seemingly forgetting her mothar‘s critical fate. "Who is
my real mother?"
Her mother began coughing as she struggled to speak. "Your

mother was a nobody,” she said. “Neither she nor your father
wanted the baby they called a mistake. So they gave the baby up
for adoption and she was shuffied from foster home to foster hame
until she became an adult. The foster homes ware as cruel an ex-
istence as one could ever be in..."

Helen couldn't make much sense of what she was saying. She had
nevar been in a foster hase! She figured her mother was probably
delirious.

Her mother continued, "The baby grew up lonely, afraid of the
world, treated cruelly by society and abused by men. I coyldn't
et that happen to you. [ just couldn't. You deserved better
than that. [ cam back: I had to for you. I paid money,
that [ had saved up so that I could buy you from them right after
you were born, thereby preventing them from giving you up for
adoption. [ had to be with you, to protect you and shelter you
1 had to see that you had a de-
cent 1ifel”

“You're not making much sense, mother,” Helen said sadly, as
"Don‘t worry about it,”
shetaid compassionataly. “Everything will be all right.*

"I'm so sorry,” her mother said, her voice more and more
strained. "I never wanted to hurt you, only to help you. You've
got to carry on, make your life one that I could be proud of."

“1 will, mother,” Helen promised, crying and feeling guilty.
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She never wantad to hurt this woman that she had cailed her mo-
ther. Whoever she was, wherever har real mother was. she would
always be her mother.
The woman struggling and gasping for breath, forcing the
doctor to returm. Helen conttinued sitting there holding her hand
as the doctor administered to her. It was a pitiful sight to
ook at her Tike this. So weak, distorted, and in such discom-
fort. She noticed that she was trying to say something, only she
couldn't get the words out. She motioned for her to cowe closer.
She did, moving her ear down to her mouth. “Look in a bax in the
second drawer of my dresser, she mumbled in a wispy voice.

“What's there, mother? Helen asked as she sat up.

Her mother tried to force something else out ot her mouth. but
suddenly bDegan trembling before closing her eyes. It was over.
She was dead.

As Helen drove home about an hour later, she was still in
grief. The only mother she had ever known was dead, leaving her
to fend for herself in the worid. She couldn't imagine what it
would be 1ike to Tive on her own now. She wondered if she should
ever try to find out who her real mother was. She could still be
alive. Did she really want to, though? Particularly with what
her mother, Ruth, had told her. But then, she was talking so
junbled and confused. Helen couldn't make much sense of anything
she had said.

When Helen got back to the apartment, she remambered her mo-
ther's dying words about looking in the second drawer of her
dresser. She wondered why she had said that. What was there?
She went to her mother‘s room and opened the second dresser drawe
er, It was stacked with lots of papers. She began filing
through them. She gathered that it was something that she had
wanted her to see. 1t was probably a will. She continved to
fumble through the papers, putting those she had looked at on the
floor. She came upon a smal! stack of papers heid together with
a paper clip. She pulled it off and looked through them.

“ What she observed took her by surprise. It was a birth certi-
| ficate. It was the same one as she had found in the closet. She
looked over on the floor and saw it still sitting where she had
Teft it that morning, This one also read that Helen L. was born
to Mrs. Louise Sally Fisher. She grabbed the other birth certi-

; ficate and compared them. were identical in every way. How
i could it be? How could she have two official birth certificates?
. She sat them down and went back to the remaining contents of the
packet of papers she had gottan the certificate from. She read a
copy of a form that showed Mrs. Louise Sally Fisher as giving
. birth to a baby, Helen L. and agreeing to give her up for adop=
tion. The baby was to be taken immediately to the St. Rathmusen

Helen couldn't quite understand what she was reading. D0fd
ths mean that Ruth Robertson was her foster mother or was this
Helen L. even her? She lcoked through some of the other papers.
They were copias of transactions through the years showing Helen
L. going from one foster home to another, back to the county and
So forth. Helen's heart began to beat faster as she tried to put
this into perspective. It was impossible. She hadn't ever been
shuffled back and forth to different foster homes. As far back as
she could remember, she had always lived with Ruth. That was her
Own name that she saw on the birth certificate and the other pa-
pers, minus the last name. She assumed that that person must be
someone else. But her mother, or Ruth, had all but told her that
it was true, that she had been given up by her real parents.

She noticed an envelope along with the papers. She opened it
up. It had pictures, pictures that she recognizad as herself over
the years. Only she didn‘t remember having anyone taks them

. They looked just like her, though.
until she realized that they were going past her current age,
though sti1l clearly har. She began to shiver as she realized
that the pictures were actually of Ruth. She was this Helen L.!
How could that be if she was Helen herself? They looked so much
alike, What if Ruth really was her mother? What if she had Tied
at the hospital? People had always said that they looked a jot
alike. She looked over the pictures again. Those of her in
younger years were old fashioned compared to today but they
weren't so old as to be of another person some twenty to thirty
years ago. She Jooked on the back of the pictures. They had
dates written on them in ink. She was right! Those were taken
in corresponding years with her own growth. Couid she have a
twin sister?

Suddenly samething began to happen. As the pictures pro-
gressed in age, so did the dates all the way beyond 1982, the
presant year. The dates on the back continued past the year 2000t
How could that be, she wondersd, unless it was just a hoax. A
careful examination of the pictures showed that the older person
was indesd the same is those fn the earifer plctures. She bega
thinking back to what her mother had said in the hospital. It
all began to make sense now. Her mother had mentioned about
foster homes and yet she knew nothing about that. She had also
mentioned smoe Of the cruel fates the baby suffered as an adult,
none of which she had realized, and how she was determined to pro-
tect and shelter her from the same. She couldn't quite explain
it, but it all made sense.

Ruth, or the one she knew as her mother, was really herself of
the future! She had, in fact, lived the 11fe that she had de-
scribed and came back to somehow change history and thereby pro-
tect herself from the i11s she had suffered and give herself a
bet't‘:;- Tife in another time.

en just sat there for a moment trying to comprehend and di-
gest what she now knew was the truth abou:qh.r ..}7 her “mother”.

She continued to Took at them




Soover orlater it AllGets Radl

by Dean Tomasula

Phil awoke just as the sun was rising.

He sat up in bed rubbing the sleep from his eyes. He saw
winged dragons dancing in the sunlight filtering through his dirty
windows. .

Phil blinked, hoping they'd go away, but they were still there.
This can’t be happening, he thought. .

He got out of bed and walked over to the window. He hesitated
before sticking his hand into the suniight. As he did so the dra-
gons just danced through his fingers.

Phil walked away shaking his head and mumb1ing.

He hoped that by the time he reached the doorway they'd be
gone. Phil turned slowly to look.

The dragons were gone.

Phil stood in front of the bathroom mirror, staring in disbe-
1ief. The face that looked back wasn't his. At least he didn't
think it was his face. Oh no, not again, he thought. .

The face in the mirror was watching his every move. Phil
looked directly into its eyes. The face stuck out its tongue
and laughed at him.

The tongue was no ordinary human tongue, This
one was forked like a snake's.

Phil 1ifted his hands to his own face. He saw them touch the
face in the mirror. Phil then stuck out his tongue.
forked.

Realizing there was nothing

Phil noticed.

he could do, and hoping it would
go away, Phil began to shave. With every stroke of the razor his
face began to return to normal. He watched as the face from the
mirror went down the drain with the shaving cream.

He finished and left the bathroom, wondering what would happen
next.

As Phil reached the stairs leading downstairs, he stopped and
watched the steps begin to move. They fell over onto each other
1ike an out-of-control escalator. They began to move faster and
faster with each second, until they were just a blur of motion.

Phil was afraid to use the stairs. Not wanting to wait for
them to stop, if they ever would, he decided to slide down the
bannister to the next landing. The next set of steps were not
moving, much to his surprise, and relief.

Suddenly Phil had a headache. It felt as if someone was pound-
ing the back of his eyeballs with a sledgehammer. "I think it's
going to be one of those days," he said aloud, rubbing his eyes.

The phone rang and Phil went into the kitchen to answer it. He
went to grab the receiver off the wall but it began to meit before
he could pick it up. He watched as it dripped down the wall anq
Jay in a lump of plastic on the floor. "I hope it wasn't anything
important," he said half seriously. .

Phil walked to the refrigerator and reached inside for the milk.
Before he could take the carton off the shelf it transformed into
a hissing cobra. He quickly retracted his arm and slammed the door
shut. "I guess I1'11 have my coffee black," he told himseif.

He poured himself a cup of coffee. It had been sitting on the
stove since the night before. Phil didn't care. He took his cup
and sat at the kitchen table.

He sat staring at the wall, cup in hand.
ing on?* he asked himself. "0id I drop acid last night?
have. Why else would all this be happening.”

Phil suddenly realized that he hadn't done any drugs at all for
a few weeks. He began to worry.

"Maybe that's my problem," he said, dropping a cube of sugar
into his coffee. ,

Phil watched the cube race toward the liquid in the cup. As it
hit the surface it turned into a small island. He saw two sea-
gulls land and search the beach for food. Then one flew off,
jeaving the second to search alone.

Phil buried his face in his hands.
this,"” he yelled through his fingers.

He looked into the cup again. The island was gone and the 14-
quid was once again coffee.

It finally dawned on him. “Aha! I know what the problem is."
Phil got up and quickly went over to the refrigerator. He cau-
tiously opened the door and looked inside. The cobra was stiil
there, quietly watching his every move.

Never taking his eyes from the snake, Phil cautiously reached
for the drawer. He quickly opened it. The snake was still watch-
jng. Phil slowly backed out, closing the refrigerator door.

He sat back down at the table in front of his coffee cup and
sheepishly peered inside. It was still coffee. But Phil noticed
that the seagulls were back. He followed them with his eyes as
they circled around the cup, wondering where the island had gone.

Phil shook his head in disbelief and looked up at the wall in
front of him. He saw the cracks beginning to breathe.

“This better be the answer," he said, placing a piece of paper
the size of a postage stamp on the tip of his tongue. “This should
do the trick."

He closed his eyes and waited silently for a few minutes, until
he felt the acid take effect.

He opened his eyes and looked into his coffee cup. The seagulls
were gone. Then he got up and went to the refrigerator. He
looked inside and the cobra was gone.

Phil sat back down and smiled. "I see that everything is back
to normal.”

He drank his coffee as the drug raced around his brain.
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“What the hell is go-
I must

“I can't take much more of .
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Phone the Neighbors,

$ tay Home from Work,

Yank the Kids Out of Bed!
by Kiel Stuart

"Late Night With David Letterman" is changing America's sleep-
in habits.

It isn't your run-of-the-mill Johnny or Merv show.
even Donchue. This show's got everything. It's got red-eye ca-
baret: Divine singing "Born To Be Cheap". It's got Theater of
Cruelty: a tattered woman claiming to come from the planet Ares,
to the audience's obvious, hooting derision. It's got splendid
documentaries: "Alan Alda, A Man And His Chinese Food". 1It's got
helpful hints: "Taxi Etiquette", with Letterman coming on to a
big, grim cabbie like your bratty kid brother (any minute now,
you know he's getting a smack in the chops). It‘s got David Let~
terman back on the air again, smarking at everything in sight.
What more does one need at 12:30 am, Monday through Thursday (and
an occasional Friday)?

There is one thing it doesn't have.

It's not

Letterman stands accused

of conducting a poor interview. The accusers are right. He of-
ten seems bored, cursory, a little too smart-ass. That's not the
point. If I want to look at interviews, there's Cavett. Letter-

man is at his best when terrorizing, or being terrorized by, his
guests, as in the case of Dr. Ruth Westheimer. “Dr. Ruth", a ti-
ny, delightful woman who has a sex-information radio show, glee-
fully spouts anatomical and technical termms like "penis” and "or-
gasm”, much to Letterman's apparent discomfiture. It's fun to
see him squirm. Once, Dr. Ruth even forced him to read the sex-
questionnaires submitted by the awdience (on the thinly-disguised
pretext of having forgotten her glasses). It took him haif the
show to be able to say a certain word aloud. Fun. Another time
she asked him if he used contraceptives. You could see him melt-
ing away, like the Wicked Witch.

Older women (the redoubtable Ruth Gordon was a guest once)
seem to knock Letterman for a loop. But when the opponent is in
his peer-group, he sometimes gives as good as he gets. Michael
Keaton flopped, spread-eagled, into the guest's chair; Letterman
snapped'at h'im‘to sit up straight and behave. Or Robin Williams,
busy being Robin Williams. Letterman rebuked him soundly: "We're
all going to be polite and wait our turn to speak, aren't we?"
He's also downright vicious with shopkeepers, inventors, small-
town Cootiettes, and other stolid types who don't even get that
they're being insulted. It's dangerous to write this man a let-
ter. You might end up a target on "Viewer Mail". You like it or
you don't. The live audiences seem to love it. We're also treat-
ed to the c'las;'ic "Stupid Pet Tricks", a holdover from Letterman's
cancelled morning show. Some of the animals are almost as good as
Dr. Ruth in eliciting reactions from Letterman. Not long ago, a
parrot bit him. “Nightcap Theater", wherein snippets of the
world's worst film ("Plan Nine From Outer Space") are proudly
shown, makes only sporadic appearances. Tsk.

Throughout the festivities, Letterman saunters along with an
air of irascibility, of wanting to be somewhere else, which gives
him an odd dignity, even when wearing bizarre headgear or being
compelied to sit on an obscene whoopie cushion in the name of fun.
He often seems annoyed at the show-biz hooha, embarrassed by the
dreadful jokes some of his writers scrawl on the cue-cards. You
get the feeling he's not too deeply in<love with himself. He's
no Sammy Maudlin. . i

No doubt, the show is uneven. Brilliancy is interlaced with
boring vistas. Someone responsible for booking guests has an un-
fortunate penchant for sports figures of varying intelligence
quotients. These can be dispenses with; use the time creatively
and construct a nuclear reactor in your den while they're on. Yet

_one night, Letterman "rose" from his body, a la Buster Keaton in

the dream sequence of "Sherlock Jr.", as a hot-winded guest bab-
bled about his exciting family motor trip. And for STim Whitman,
The World's Most Dangerous Band played "Don’t Cry For Me, Argen-
tina". Was this a sly reference to SCTV's earlier spoof of
“Evita", starring S1im Whitman?

In 1978, Letterman taped a pilot at NBC's Burbank studios.
Guests were Martin Mull, Melissa Manchester, and Robin Williams,
whom most of the audience had come to see (their cries of "Mor-
kiel We want Morkie!" skittered through the air 1ike bat radar).
They hardly cocked an ear when Letterman sent someone scrounging
through the NBC Commissary, and was taught by a karate expert how
to smash concrete blocks in two. They were there to see someone
hot, someone famous, someone with a hit series. They wanted Mor-
%ie. Who was this David Letterman anyway? Little did they know
that they were witnessing history in the making. Little did I
know I'd be losing sleep, just for more fun than humans should
be allowed to have.

("Late Night With David Letterman"” is now in it's 20th-or-so week
[and they said it wouldn't last!]. Bill Wendell, the show's an-
nouncer, will get a copy of this issue—how could he not. As a
point of interest, Kiel attended the taping of Letterman’s ori-
ginal pilot, and Newsday critic "good old" Marvin Kitman desig-
nated him "Head of the American Committee to Bring Back Letter-~
man". But no, Lisa, he can't get us grey tickets, we still have
to bear those interminable lines before each 'extravaganza'.)
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SOMEONE CALL RED ADAIR
by Connon Barclay
Holiday gourmands explosion
just about to pass
into this family reunion
we 'is' leaking gas.
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Time out from the usual brain drains for some news (and olds),
finally. Thanks to David Mruz and Dana Smow for these tidbits
which follow. FIRESIGNal #3 will be here next month, and will
either feature ("no, no, don't give it away!') puns (as in,
"That's not punny, that's slick”...), songs or cross-references.
Gives y'all time to prepare, right? Oh yeah, I'm starting to
collect the solo and rarity albums now (thanks again Doug Smith
for "Roller Maidens™), so be prepared for the advanced course,
just as soon as I am.

FORWARD. . .

- Recently Philip Proctor and Peter Bergman were interviewed
by KABC-AM's Skip Stephenson (5/22). Something in the offing?

- David Ossman 18 hosting an NPR talk show called "The Sunday
Show''. Not known whether this is straight or comedy.

- On June 18, KLOS out in LA will host/hosted (sorry, you know
how these monthly newsletters run) a radio pilot entitled "Al-
most a Comedy Hour", featuring Firesign with revised versions of
"Nick Danger" and ''Beat the Reaper".

- Peter Bergman and David Ossman currently receive this publi-
cation, and so far neither has returned his copy, thereby proving
that the nicer they are, the...uh...

- and, BEST news of all, Rhino Records, currently Firesign's
"official" label (address, for those desiring more information on
all Rhino doings, is 11609 W. Pico Blvd., Los Angeles, CA 90064),
is due to put out a new Firesign LP!! It includes "Lawyer's Ho-
spital", sure to be a hit among us paralegal-types; "Jack Poet"
VW ads; and one whole side (?) of "Shakespeare's Lost Comedy."

I guess they won't reprise the Danger bit featuring jabs at "Jer-
ry Foulmouth and his Mental Minority", sigh...
...INTO THE PAST .

Quoting David Mruz' letter: "Mike Dobbs was mentioning the
Firesign Theatre gang's attempt to re-edit old serial clippings
with new dialogue (ED: And you thought Steve Martin was the
first!). 1 think this is their third fi{lm attempt. The first
two were "The Martian Space Party", a filmed version of a live
Firesign performance, and "Everything You Know is Wrong!", which
was the album acted out on film (it was terrible because the film
was forced to match the soundtrack of the album). There also was
a TV special four years ago on PBS with Proctor and Bergman. For
some reason, Firesign Theatre were very popular and successful as
a radio show and on albums, but the success never transferred to

BUDDHA MIND QUIZZES used to be a regular feature of SAINT JOHN'S
WEDNESDAY BREAD MESSENGER because it was published by The Twelve
Famous Buddha Mind School of How to Live Your Life. For your
spiritual elevation we offer here in the spirit of that tradi-
tion... BUDDHA MIND QUIZ
l. Do you believe in reinkarma and carnation? (25 words or less.)
2. Recent earthquakes in China, Iran and Italy were the result of
a conspiracy utilizing advanced technology.
) () TRUE () FAULTS
3. The Great Pyramid has five sides (counting the bottom)...
(a) ...to repel werewolves.
(b) ...because it was built by Masons.
(¢) ...because EVERYTHING happens in fives.
4. The Five Elements of Al-Chemical Discordianism are Fire, Air,
Earth, Water and Shade. ( ) Acid ( ) Base
5. As an exercise in civics, conduct a survey called an election
to find out which citizens most people think deserve to be
cheated, lied to, robbed or murdered, then create a govern-
mental adwinistration to activate the policies recommended by
the majority of your respondents. Report the results tomorrow
to the class that comes out on top.
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DEPARTMENT OF DIVINE AFFAIRS: In the Ecumenical Tradition of
Greek Culture Discordianism reaches out to more orthodox reli-
gions in such gestures as the founding in 1969 by our Primus
Erectus Pro Temp of the Benvenuto Cellini Papal Guard for the
purpose of restoring unity to a divided Church through compromise
and thereby saving the Papacy (for which heroic act in past times
Cellini claimed in his autobiography God gave him a halo for some
months) from the birth control controversy by advocating a natu-
ral form of child prevention which is nevertheless 100X effec~
tive, namely: anal intercourse which, according to a French pro-
stitute (also mentioned in his autobiography) was favored by Cel-
lini. This moderating influence between the conservative and 1li-
beral wings of the Catholic faith is to be presided over by a
Permanent Primus Erectus for which office no Discordian Pope has
yet applied. If you think you qualify, contact the Goddess Eris
in your pineal gland; a 79 cent halo goes with the job.

DIVISION OF CORRECT IDEAS: Ho Chi Zen and the partisan workers
of the Hung Mung Tong Kong hereby denounce the decadent bour-
geois drivels that disgraced the pages of this publication due to
the right opportunist and left adventurist humor of THE LAST IN-
TERNATIONAL on Grouchoist-Marxism, a deviate trend that in no
manner represents or equals the correct ideology of comedy, i.e.
the vocal and outspoken perspectives of Chicoist-Marxism. All
revisionist humor must go!

I'tems on this page were contributed to INSIDE JOKE by Ho Chi Zen,
Omar Khayyam Ravenhurst and the Right Reverend Jesse Sump of the
First Commercial and Evangelical Erisian Orthodox SubGenius
Church of the Anarchist Avatar. (ED: Opinions expressed above are
not necessarily those of the editor, who aspires to non-pineal
Harpoist-Marxism, the ideology of the SubGenius Church of Zay.)
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TV and movies, like Cheech & Chong did..."
Yeah, Firesign doing "Nice Dreams", sure...

for the best too.

{a) "I]l-ll. Fraaklin, (d) Ma
;blll‘l:. {¢) Calvia Coolidge. (d) W.C.
bl

4. “Don‘s fire wntil you see the white
of their eyemn.”

{a) jsha Paul jenes, (b} George
Washingwon, (c) Ulymes $. Cant, (d)
William Prescos.

5. “Foole rush is where angels foas 0
tread.”

(3) Emest Hemingway, (b) Alexan-
dez Pope, (c) Horsce Greeley, (4) Jo-

Congreve, (¢) George Sand, (d) Richand
Radgen.

18. “As plain 28 the nese on your
face.”

(s) Gore Vidal, (b) Dale Carnegie.
{¢) Desideriue Erasmus, (d) Bruce Jay
Frisdmas,

11. “Ask me 5o questions, apd I'll tell
you no fibe.”

(s) Ogden Nash. {b) Rudy Vallee,
{c) Oliver Goldsmith, (d) Robert G. In-
gersoll,

12. “Not worth his salt.*
(s) Petromius, (b} Petrexch, (¢} Plaso,
(d) Plutarch.

Perhaps that's all .

17. “Ant for ast’s seka.”

{s) Man Ray, (¥} Leopold Ssekewshi,
{c) Vicsor Cousin, {d) Consad vea Gas-
ner.

18. “We have other fish s fry."

(s} Eugene V. Debs. (3) Siz Arthur
Consn Doyle, (¢} Maximilien Robe-
spierre, (d) Francois Rabelais.

19. “Fourth eatate.”

(s) Thomas Macsulsy, (b) Willam

Randoiph Hearst, (¢} H.L. Mencken,
{d) Henry X. Luce.

hann Wollgang von Gasthe. «@) "::;Hnu'. yous hat, what's your
6 “Maka hay whils the sus shines.” 13. “1n the spring » young man’s fan- (s) Groucko Marx, (B) Bastiey C.

{a) Sesvedra M. de¢ Carvaates, {b)

oy lightly turns © thoughn of love.”

Cosielle, (c) Lon lo,
snin.h:l.“) Cantelio, (d) john

I recently got a perm and I hated it. I mean, I looked 1ike
"Little Orphan Annie". And I couldn't wear those new sailor tops

] ‘cause then I looked 1ike Shirley Temple! How would you feel if
éé . WORDS TO THE WISE ARE SUFFICIENT people sang "On the Good Ship Lollipop" when you passed by? It
e< “but -who was it that offered them in the first place? is not very amusing. I couldn't stand being "CUTE". I could
23 BY JULIAN 2OSS handle being saxy, beautiful or even pretty. ~But 'CUTE"?

s E . . My re]at'lv?s started pinching my cheekcs (facial cheeks) and
LS Familiar exprevsions have a way of  Chacies Dickene, (¢) Samusl Goldwyn, (a) Denisl Defos, (b) Mary Mc- telling me I looked so..."CUTE". UGH!
g:v oven g ha poreon 4 ot gy ) Camre Bed Shg e} Noshasial Hasthacse. (&) So I overcompensated with makeup. Bad idea. I Tooked like a
£ S cosiave the oughi Try your skil po LR e ad gl e ~Survival of the Bt “CUTE" little girl wearing a lot of makeup. Do you know how hu-
a ;;_ funved phrases. = (8) joel Chandler Harris, (b) Cole (s) Charles Darwin, (b) ‘llut;n miliating it is to have some guy try to pick up up with a cho-
$ 2 L Wedever but b an? m.{f,.',ﬂ‘"" Wilds, (4} Bis  Spenc. () Bertmnd Rumeil. (4) Yo- colgse bar? "Hey little girl, want some candy?” "Wanna see my
Ty {s) Salvador Dali, (b) Huatin 9. “Mad as 8 hatter.” 1S. “Truth ko stranger than fiction.” van
E 7e  Hanierd. (c) Rudysnd Kipling. (4) (s) Do Devia, (b) Wilism Make- _ (4) Lord Byron, (b) Ferd Madox I even considered shaving my head, but when I sobered up, it
222 “Thamw's mo gettag oot wet of o pouc Thackeray, (c) Lewis Carmil, {4} Ford el Juste Bashevie Siager. (4) didn't seem like such a hot idea. I realized the only thing I
_."5 ”(:‘)'w o 5. “Music has Charms i s00the & o- 16, “Waste not, want ast" could do was to sit argupd and wait 6 months for'my perm to grow
' §Prdonmry e e wgebam” (s) oy Gould. (%) Besnor Roosreeis, out. So here I am, waiting. I'm sort of beginning to like
=X () Herten y (8) Johannem Brshma, (b) William (<) Thomes Hardy, (4} Sir Walier being "CUTE"—I get a lot of free chocolate.
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Dear Elayne, - \ ’

INSIDE JOKE #10 is another interesting issue. This month I
have only some kindly advice for Nate Mishaan. Give up on pot.
Not only are you going to be mistaken for a narc, but you really
do not need drugs of any kind to further enhance your natively
lunatic condition. Admittedly marijuana is among the most harm-
less of drugs, but even so, any effort to entertain oneself by
chermical means, is a step in the wrong direction. Next time
boredom strikes, try reading some good science fiction. I find
it a never failing source of entertainment. Not only that, it's
cheaper. Furthermore, fewer people get arrested for reading SF
than for buying, selling, possessing or using drugs. If you do
get arrested, the prison terms are shorter for reading SF.

Paul Zuckerman's column is improving. Geniune nuttiness this
month. Well done, Paul. Keep collecting those bottles. Clay
Geerdes has some provocative thoughts on fine art. Some of the
more ambitious and innovative artists (1ike myself) may just
have to reserve art as a hobby. (This is misleading—I have
never attempted to market any of my work.) Anyway, even if
esthetic pursuits do not always lead to monetary reward, they at
least lead to esthetics.

It is interesting to discover, in the latest meditations of
Kerry Thornley, that he hated John Kennedy. That is a sentiment
which one does not often hear these days (or ever, for that mat-
ter). My own feelings towards our martyred President are mixed.
[ can find both good and bad aspects of his administration and
life. I am curious to know what it was about JFK that aroused
your hatred, Kerry (we're all friends in I1J, n'est-ce pas?). In
fact, why don't you include that on your forthcoming poll to the
IJ readership: "What do you think of JFK? Why?" No one else
would ever think of conducting a survey on a question whose ans-
wer would nomally be regarded as a foregone conclusion. I
think, however, that a review of public opinion about Abraham
Lincoln can safely be omitted. (pon't be too sure, Dave. Right,
Mallory?~—-ED)

1 wonder if Gary S. Rosin, who as we all will recall is the
author of THE AMOROUS PLATYPUS, has ever read THE PLATYPUS OF
DOOM by Arthur Byron Cover. [ would like to see a movie, based
on both stories together, to be called THE AMOROUS PLATYPUS MEETS
THE PLATYPUS OF DOOM. It might make the Guiness Book of World
Records as "world‘'s most improbable movie title." In any event,
good story, Gary.

THE YELLOW DRAGON by S.J. Rayner is a perfect example of the
total irrelevance of fantasy to the Real World. Right? Er...

The only use I can see for your FIRESIGN quizzes, would be as
a means for those who have memorized the records verbatim, to
validate their memories. I can conceive of inventing a similar-
1y difficult quiz for one of the few records that I have memo-
rized verbatim, PHIL OCHS IN CONCERT. What is the name of the
little coffee house at which Phil claims to have first performed
“The Marines Have landed On The Shores Of Santo Domingo"?
Everyone send in your answers, please. (If no one gets it, I
will reveal the answer in my next letter.)

Keep up the good work. That's all for now.

. DAVID PALTER

1811 Tamarind Avenue #22

Aollywood, CA 90028
(Re: FIRESIGNals, ssh, Dave, you're not s'posed to tell 'em that!
well, actually, I don't have even "Nick Danger" or the Indian se-
quence in "Waiting For the Electrician..." memorized, and they're
the simplest, but, from what I'm given to understand, the nature
of the Firesign following is that the 'cult' apparently grew from
groups of liberal college kids who'd get stoned and put on the
albums, allowing the words to seep in to their subconscious minds
while in a state of super-receptivity, etc...At least, this is
what I hear. And while this doesn’t necessarily make for instant
memorization, it does mean that some key phrases, especially from
the earlier albums, did stick. Add to that the fact that the (3
or) 4 Crazy Guys often alluded to Album A within Album B, and so
on (a topic to be ‘explored’ in a future FIRESIGNal), and one be-
gins to see why these are the kind of albums best listened to
carefully and meticulously, preferable alone. And the more you
concentrate, the more you wind up ten!amberinq, I guess.)

Re: Crime in Berkeley. Yes, I blame Reagan and his gang for
the kind of crime we are experiencing here, crimes committed by
young guys who are out of work permanently because of Reagan's
budget cuts and his general "fuck the poor" attitude. Crime in
general is a result of a disintegrating community and that dis-
jntegration it caused by socio-political factors, not the least
of which are manipulated inflation and cancelled social programs.
Reagan has been in office quite a while now and he has done no-
thing but featherbed the rich and kiss the military butt. He's
the first president to come along in a long time who has no so-
cial programs at all. A1l he has talked about is balancing the
budget. Who gives a damn about a balanced budget? It's all on
paper anyway. It could be a hundred trillion dollars or ? and
what difference would it make? What matters is the quality of
human 1ife (and not just the lives of the pampered rich) and
everything Reagan has done as governor and now as president has
been effective in lowering that quality and making the ordinary
people feel like shit. He gives those canned tv press confer-
ences where he tries to come on as witty and urbane while tell-
ing the poor to go to hell, well, he isn't funny. Hes' an
asshole. CLAY GEERDES

2 2 Box 7081

Rerkeleu, CA 94707
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_To assuage the inferiority complexes of staff writers who want to -

hear what people think of their writings—

I'm jealous. If I grow a Stalinesque mustache like Nate, can
1 put my picture next to my column? (isn't Dick Hertz a dumb 17
year old?) -

Thank "Bob" for "How to Be a Hippie"! [ found out I'm doing
something right. Like, it's great for us who where born after
1960 and don't have hip parents or siblings. But there was no
mention of George Harrison, y'know? Weird karma.

Hey, don't you hate when people's last names are somebody
else's first name? Just wondering.

Sue Rosner's discussion of final exams was interesting. I al-

‘ways wonder how instructors expect students not to cheat when

exams are held in packed lecture halls. It's impossible not to—
something like resisting the urge to pickup the money bag you
just saw fall out of the Brink's truck.

Paul Zuckerman's column brought up some intriguing topics. Ah,
now [ can afford to go to Columbia! I'11 pick up empty soda bot-
tles all summer.

Ah, Chris Downey finally gave me the right ideas on how to use
my Oscar de la Renta jackhammer. It always works if you want
your street repaved.

I'M HOOKED ON BABQON DOOLEY!

"The Amorous Platypus" killed me (no, I'm not into kinky sex;
I'm using hyperbole). What next—"Mr. Ed speaks out on Dosto-
yevsky's use of dreams in Crime and Punishment"?

Well, I can't be critical anymore so the rest of youse got off
Tucky, y'know? SUE KAUFMANN

456 Fairway Drive
Union, NJ 07083

advertisement

THE FIRST CHURCH OF “BOB", SCIENTIST
Dr. Armand Gideon, Mutant-at-Large

So, you want to know about us, YOU FOOL? First, to dispel the
most popular misconception, we're not some namby-pamby bunch of
faith healers! You need a lobotomy, we'll give it to you-—maybe
even if you don't need one! We're not afraid ot Science, Techno-
logy, or even "Bob" himself! We know the Fightin' Jesus carried
a wrench, and we're ready to prove it on your skull!

The Church was founded by Dr. Gideon, based on complex studies
in the. field of Stillosophy, the art of learning the truth by
sitting very, very still, which he discovered during a Terrible
Hangover one day. Through this art were revealed the very secrets
of washing machines, rubber stamps, radios and a veritable HOST of
other things!

Dr. Gideon went on tc spend twelve years travelling in Tibet,
Malaysia and other traditional spots, eventually retiring to his
own Shopatorium to emerge with the STILLOSOPHER'S STONE: A hot-
line to "Bob", with a direct connection to the Elixir of Ife and
the Secrets of Transmutation of Mentals!!! These cannot, of
course, be revealed to JUST ANYONE, but someday you may be privy
to this knowledge that could SHATTER THE WORLD!!!

Dr. Gideon is also the inventor of the PSYCHOHOLO-ODIFEROMETER,
a precision laboratory instrument which can, on a primitive scale,
reproduce the "psi-stench" reading of "BOB" Himself. True, it is
no more well-developed than Kirlian Photography or Nuclear Phy-
sics, but it is a Start!

Also under development, or safely hidden in the VAULTS OF VA~
NADIWM: The Superalterchronoscope (in anti-cooperation with Bull-
dada Time Control); Thorazine transfusion implants, for the maniac
on the go; FUSION REACTOR right here in Boston, the 'CODE-WORDS TO
CASH' for the 666 Network to Come, Nuclear Cows (Our amswer to the
Cattle Mutilators), The Fruit of the TREE OF KNOWLEDGE, Freeze-
Dried (!), and many, many other things.

So don't delay, save your Immortal Soutl in Cryonic Sustenchion,
send some money today!

GOODIES FOR SALE:

_#H1 "Computerized" Dobbshead: Based on the official versionm, but
amazingly different! The wave of the future. Why settle for some
dumb 'Snoopy' poster when you can get this for..............$0.30

_f#cAl Computerized Slack Analysis: We send you a questiommaire, you
mail it back and then get a computer print-out showing your cur-
rent and optimum Slack levels, AND OTHER THINGS! Takes into ac-
count your answers, phase of the moon, psychoholo-odiferometer
reading, @B C v oveesoancceanssossonsasensscssannssassaransess$le50

_#P1  Sexual Purity Test: Not for the easily offended. Think
you're perverted? Find out for sure! A throbbing..ese.e.s.$0.50

_#PAl Purity Test Analysis: As above, but includes analysis of your
answers, chance of a jail term, sublimation suggestions.....$1.50

Ordering instructions: Send money, check or money order to First
church of "Bob", Scientist, c/o Mike Gunderloy, 273 Huntington
Ave., Hyde Park, MA 02136. For each item after 1 on an order,
subtract 15 cents from the total.
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INSIDE JOKE

c¢/o Elayne Wechsler

418 Fast Third Avenue
Roselle, New Jersey 07203




