- SHOULD KIDS HAVE ALL THE FUN? '
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Carnival, No-ledge?

"Well, how do you 1ike it so far?" asked the Time Stealer. "It's yours for the telling,
isn't it now? I mean, any moment you'll wake up, and you'll want to write it all down,
right? It was pretty good, you must admit." .

"Yeah," I replied, still shaking off the numbing effects of the awful truths I had just
learned, “"sometimes my subconscious really comes through."

"Subconscious, hell. 1 told you this was real. Forget that you're officially 'sleep-
ing' for a minute. Look, this is the only way we can communicate with lower-structured
beings. Here's your chance to be a hero, kid. You can warn all the people you know of
this—they've only got a few weeks till it all comes true..."

"Says you—no, says my own convoluded mind! Hey, it's a real nice plot and all, but a
little hard to believe if I were to even pass it off as possibility., let alone foreknow-
ledge. It has no scientific logic, no coherence—it's a damn dream, is all it is!" .

TYeah? Remember the 'damn dream' you had the night Lennon died, you were in that plane
and the bombs kept getting closer, then the fourth one hit and you felt the death? Guess
you don't spread that one around too much, huh? How the sound and pressure alone jolted
you awake, in a cold sweat, and you knew what it meant? Reality's up for grabs. Look,
if you just wanna concentrate on the pTot, the sequence, perhaps it's better that way.

No one'll hit you for scientific details if you explain that it's—heh heh—a 'dream’.
Besides which, the technical mindfuck's beyond your comprehension anyway, no offense in-
tended, I mean 'all humans' comprehension'. So let's see what we got, ok? Remember the
beginning of the sequence when you arrived at work presumably on time, or so you thought,
first week in August...” )

I recounted for his and my own benefit, to make doubly sure I was not about to forget
is all once awake, the important details of the experience—discovering that it was ac-
tually the 3rd week in August, not the first, and suddenly it was llam not 9am and the
boss was throwing shit fits while I tried to figure out why my watch, when I Tooked at
it minutes ago, said 8:30; not being able to remember, trying my hardest, what had hap-
pened during the lost time, that being two full weeks and then the past two hours; find-
ing that in the wasteful world of capitalist business no one else seemed to feel the ef-
fects I did, the loss; knowing for certain, the ultimate surety, that there had been a
mysterious loss of time, that I was right ("Dream Security", the Stealer interrupted);
my subsequent abduction, congratulations and explanation by the Time Stealers that they
had indeed halted human biological functioning and "hazed" memory of same but could not
(or cared not to) control stoppage of clock mechanisms (so that timepieces, which were
all “correct", had given me the final clue that something was amiss with human timing);
the revealing of the implants the Stealers had placed in the people during suspension—
which brought me back to that moment just as I realized what was really happening.

"You're not going to take over anything!" I exclaimed. "All you want is to see your
ideas in print! You may insist you're a higher intelligence from a foreign galaxy, but
all you really are is a frustrated writer!"

The Stealer nodded her (as far as I could discern, the Stealers shifted genderinvo—
Juntarily, in much the same way my seldom-undilated pupils adjusted to differences in
light) head—"Oh, I won't deny it. Very good. 1 knew there was something special about
you it R

"Well, it won't work. Dreams never translate well to paper, at least not mine.
Guaranteed in an hour this will all seem nonsensical.”
"Don't knock it, kid. That's how Lewis Carroll started. I thought your readers 1iked
that sort of thing—oh, okay, how about another idea? I know one—this sideshow freak
who keeps attempting suicide unsuccessfully—"Carnival No-Ledge"?
"Well, maybe for a title—hey, wait! You're sick! That's terrible!™
"It's your mind, honey, you keep saying it yourself. Listen, you're climbing out of
alpha now. Don't worry, you'll think of something, trust me, just trying to help, that's
all, can't give ya donations, know what I mean—See you in the funny papers...”ma 1



Greetings from Keansbiurg?! As you can see, to paraphrasa donty
python, "I'm not dead yet!" In fact, we even made it i before
the end of the month, so this is an official JULY issue, and there
will be an official AUGUST issue (deadline the 10th & all that).
Lots of changes, even more things remaining the same; much news.

Here's the biggie: As I mentioned in my form begletter sent out
to all subscribers, last month's issue cost me 5244.64 to run (by
the way, I don't fee Reagonomics had a direct effect on my place
of work screwing me—1I believe that to be purely personal vendetta
and am currently considering $9-to-5ing alsewhere). I received,
altogether,tz?’.soin donations as of the date of this printing!
I can't thank you all enough—I'm speechless to the point of joy=-
ful tears that people care so much. My debt is completely paid
for, including back issues, which I'm selling at §1150 apiece to
keep myself in the relative black. and since I'd initially put
out $100 of my own money (only fair, I reasoned, since I usually
pay about 50-60 bucks on my own anyway and I'd screwed the com-
pany back when I ran the postage meter for the form letters) as
partial payment before the donations came in, I've got at least
that much to play with this month. That's one reason this issue
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" much stuff (and even so, I

AUGUST 3 - Lenny Bruce dies, 1966 -
AUGUST 6 - HIROSHIMA DAY

AUGUST 6 - Andy Warhol

AUGUST 6-8 - MONKEECON (4th Annual), worth

the trip to BRIDGEPORT, CT - for more info

please call MAGGIE McMANUS {609) 888-4567,
ask about the SPECIAL PARTYBUS !
AUGUST 10 - DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS TO
AUGUST INSIDE JOKE
BOB KITKO (35)
Woodstock begins, 1969
Mae West born, 1892
MARY JESSUP (19)
21 - DOUGLASS ST. CLAIR SMITH (29)
AUGUST 25 - Walt Kelly born, 1913
A special HAPPY BELATED to KEN FILAR, IJ
Staff Writer, 25 on July 5—Movies, Ken?
If you have an event to publicize, who the
hell cares? No, I kid, please let me know
about it by the tenth and I'11 put it here.

R S RS L e T R LI PR LY

AUGUST
AUGUST
AUGUST
AUGUST
AUGUST

—
()]
1

] INSIDE JOKE is put on each month, with any luck, by Elayne
* Wechsler. For the multi-limbed, four-armed is four-wormed.
* EDITOR~IN-CHIEF.... 000nrnn Cheeraes e ++«....Elayne Wechsler
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STAFF WRITERS

CLAY GEERDES

STEVEN SCHARFF

. PAUL ZUCKERMAN

. Baboon Dooley Comic Strips by JOHN CRAWFORD
% Masthead for July by PAT DOWNS )
«. Record Reviews by BRIAN CATANZARO, KHAARYN GOERTZEL,
o RORY HOUCHENS; Movie Reviews by DAVID MORGAN

..Tom Hilyer
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. RONALD FLOWERS
. GERRY REITH

SUE KAUFMANN
KERRY THORNLEY

*° OTHER CONTRIBUTORS THIS MONTH (GET READY!):
* CONNON BARCLAY ERIC GORDON BRIAN PEARCE
* BOB BLACK VERNON GRANT LISA RESNICK

* GREG BLAIR MIKE GUNDERLOY RALPH ROBERTS

* BERNADETTE BOSKY REGGIE HAYES ROLDO

* CAROLYN LEE BOYD PHILIP HUGHES GARY S. ROSIN

* DAN E. BRENNER GARY ISHLER JULIAN ROSS
*"CRAIG CHILDRESS OLIVIA JASEN DANA SNOW

* LOUIE CREW TULI KUPFERBERG CARLY SOMMERSTEIN
#**RICHARD C. DIXON MARK LAMPORT PAUL SUMMERS

* MATT FEAZELL GUNNAR LARSON PEGGY TULLY
*<MACEDONIO GARCIA WALT LOCKLEY GARY WARD

* DEBORAH GOLDEN STEVEN ORMISTON SUSAN G. WILLHOUSE

*
*AAds furnished by THE LAST INTERNATIONAL, SURREALISTIC WORKERS
%- PARTY, CHURCH OF THE SUBGENIUS, MINITRUE, CONSTANT CAUSE, and
« CRITIQUE—Also various Discordian dis-organizatioms about....
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but it wasn't Mikey's fault—thanks for everything, Mikey!!!! *
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“Starting next month, an IJ DEFENSE FUND (name courteswy of Valen-
t1no) will be instituted to help maintain funds at an above-cri-
tical 1§ve1. Started simultenously in the heads of Valentino and
Macedonio Gar€ia, what the IJDF will involve is the sale of pre-
cious or1gjnal artwork, the profit from which will go to the rag.
Among the 1§ems to be put on sale will be the cover from IJ #11
and.work'wh1ch has appeared in R.Crumb's WEIRDO #5. If you're an
artist wishing to sell to benefit IJ (naturally, you may retain
any percentage of the sales you wish), write by August 10 and Tet

;Z} me know your terms. The full spiel will appear in the Aug. issue.
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is so long (and a 51 cent-er). Another is becahse I had so damn
had to push a féw goodies forward [or
is it "back”?] to next month). Another, and this is a big fac-
tor, is due to my luck in finding a friendly printer. Aand the
one I like to emphasize the most is, you deserve something extra
from me in return for your overwhelming kindness. Individual

. thanks (quick, here's your chance to ego-scan and exo-scan IJ's

readership!) are alphabetized on the back page filler, excepting
late donors, thanked below. Since this is probably the only
time (I hope) I can risk this large an issue, next month’'s will
be back to "normal”. It will feature all the things I had to
knock back from July, including the answers to FIRESIGNal #3,
the first chapter of Richard Weinstock's Law_and Order Handbook
with illustrations by—-I won't spoil it, stories by G. Lloyd
Helm, Eleanor Hardin, and some familiar names from the backlog,
part two of Rory’'s "0dds & Pieces/Bits & Ends”", Roldo's warning
of the latest mad monster roaming the country, and of course the
already-made-up (but in need of revision now that T-shirts are
out for a bit) QUESTIONNAIRE 3! Next issue will also mark the
return of bookworm Jill Zimmerman, whose review of the Edie
Sedgwick bio ought to stir up something interesting...

Perscnell-y speaking, welcome to Ron Flowers, newest staff
writer, and also to our new advice columnist "Coop”! Alter Ego
42, Kid Sieve, makes her debut on page 3. I got a hold of a
typesetting ("composer!) machine earlier this month, so a couple
of stories are fancied up (I was hoping to do the same for much
of this page, but I'm being watched like a hawk). And the let-
tercolumn is again—-you guessed it—microscopically shrunk in
the interest of space preservation, I'll try not to do it again
next time, yeah, yeah.... N )

pPersonally, speaking, I've been doing a lot of viewing lately.
Mcvie plugs—go see all the ones everyone else is seeing, really,
vg.T.”, "Garp"”, "Tron”, Woody...Some notakble TV incidents-—thanks
to Lisa B. and Jimmie T. for cluing me in to the Six Shoes' ap~
pearance on Showtime’s "Folk Music Reunion” (see FIRESIGNals);
Martin Short (late of "The Associates”, thanks again LB) is the
newest addition to the SCTV cast (will he go the same way as Tony
Rousate, who I hear has broken records by being kicked off two
late-night comedy shows in one year); Letterman's treatment of
Thomas and Moranis on his "Christmas Show" was so unintentionally
rude as to be deplorable (LB and I saw live the show from the
previous evening, with Joe Piscopo and Peter Tork, and were going
to get stand-by tickets, but YOU MUST BE AT NBC THE MORNING OF
THE SAME DAY TO GET STAND-BYS, so we missed out); and the syndi-
cated simulcast series (special?) "Backstage Pass"” recently fea-
tured a mock commercial (WNEW-FM did not simulcast this, as they
probably figured it was for real) for the "Carruthers Brothers”
Winnebago Co. (buy one, get one free), this brilliance engineered
by Richard Proctor (any relation to Phil?) and Mark ward (any re-
lation to either Jay or Burt?). Worth sending for the transcript
on this one, as it also hai the obligatory Spielberg interview,
but T haven't the address on me...I've also been writing a lot
lately, although you might not know it to look at IJ—have stuff
coming up in zines ranging from STOP! to CULTURAL CORRESPONDENCE
(if I ever write it) to LONE STAR to TWISTED IMAGE to GOOD DAY
SEESHINE...Right, and I'll be conning it up, provided by income
holds out, first at the MONKEECON August 6-8 (quick, call Maggie
McM. and come along, you bozos!), and then in September Discor-
dian style at either WorldCon or the SubCon, or something, in the
mythical land of Chicago...As for my job situation, it's mostly a
worse picture than I paint it to be. Actually, it has nothing to
do with the busted crane a few blocks away (looks like a big ex-
pired penis from here), though I'm close enough to get the wil-
lies; my current status, that of looking around for another Jjob
real quick, came about as a result of an attack (god, I wish I
were paranoid, then there'd be an explanation for all this!) from
interestingly enough a former 1J staffer. Fortunately (or "un-
fortunately”?), IJ has nothing to do with it, but Mal won't be
writing for me anymore, 'cause I'm taking off. Probably around
the Holidays, so if'n ya have any jobs for me...Chances are, I
won't be making enough to afford to move out of m&d's house yet,
but problems should be alleviated (in fact, half of the problems
have by now been solved, as my father is no longer speaking at me)
as long as I keep an ample supply of the evil weed...

But enough kvetching. If I keep my mouth shut (as my personal
friends know, this is the hardest thing in the world for me to do)
I will probably be able to stay here long enough to type out next
month's issue. Submissions (please continue holding off on the
straight fiction and reviews for just one more month, ok?) are due
on the tenth, still, staffers, no breaks like I gave myself, come
on...All other news you want publicized is also due AUGUST 10, and
of course as you have all discovered I guess I'm not too proud to
beg after all, so donations are good as ever. SUBSCRIPTION PRICE
IS ONE DOLLAR PER ISSUE, NO ADVANCE SUBSCRIPTIONS GIVEN EVER (now
do you understand why?). Send it all to me at

418 East Third Avenue, Roselle, New Jersey 07203
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a cult of screamers and laughers, scofters,
blasphemers, sinners and the last holymen
in America today.

Elaborate brochure and bogus ordination, $2.
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ANNOUNCING FORMATION of the Nihilist

Party. Only those with cancer need apply.
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A couple public service messages first—dJulian Ross, whose MAGA-
ZINE gets better and better ($1 to N. Vine St., #409, Los Angeles,
CA 90038), writes that “the Hollywood Library (destroyed by arson)
needs contributions of books and mags (in good condition). Can be
sent to: Georgette Todd, Hollywood Librarian, L.A. Library Associ-
ation, 630 W. Fifth St., Los Angeles, CA 90071. Mark package—Con-
tents: Books/Magazines, 'Library Rate'." MWith all the Reagonism
secret book-burnings going on, it's prolly all we can do to help
out the "accidental" fires...David H. Coleman is working his way
through college—by selling his comic book and fanzine collection.
Excellent stuff for collectors. List for 50¢ + SASE—P.0. Box 322,
West Point, MS 39773...THE LAST INTERNATIONAL (Bob Black, Alice
Liddell, and others) has moved its address to 2000 CenterSt. #1314,
Berkeley, CA 94704, so adjust accordingly to this month's scattered
ads. Inguire of them for a copy of APPEAL TO TREASON...Carolyn Lee
Boyd sent "some broadsides fram my own publishing venture”, Kfs§ OF
DEATH, handwritten untitled one-pagers featuring a poem each and
some neat side graphics. If you're not lucky enough to catch it on
New York walls or lammposts, ask Carolyn at 306 E. 6th St. #13, New
York, NY 10003...Never enough thanks for the two full page IJ plugs
{one being a great choice, excerpt of Ho Chi Zen's piece from last
month) in the FORTNIGHTLY COLLEGE RADIO REPORT. Editor Shel Kagan
puts subs at 330 yearly; for info write him at 8ox 714, Bristol, RI
02809...Matt Feazell, the wonderful mad cartoonist fromMinneapolis,
has teamed up with Clark Dissmeyer to put out the one-pager FIGHT-
IN' GUYS, featuring Feazell's patented 'ordinary-folk' superherces.
SASE to 2886 James Ave. S. #202, Minneapolis, MN 55408...Newest is-

sues out in the CHATSCIFICNEWS (SASE to Andre Barker-Bridget, 44
Collegetown Estates, Cleveland, TN 373117, CURSED EARTH (#3, best
issue yet, SASE to Steve Chaput, 2 Indian Hill Road, Westport, CT
06880), FACTSHEET FIVE (Mike Gunderloy's Discordian plug-trip, SASE
to 273 Huntington Ave., Hyde Park, MA 02136), TELE TIMES (SASE for
info to Bruce Duncan, Berkeley Inn Hotel, Rm. 414, 2501 Haste St.,

Berkeley, CA 94704), Bob Banner's CRITIQUE (see ad on page 21),

Greg Wadsworth's comic [SMET (31.25 to Greg or Joanna Wadsworth at
P.0. Box 182, Gervais, OR 97026), ANIMANIA (this issue featuring a

KIP M. GHESI

“They can't kdl us, we're already

dead.” Box 1972, Casper. WY 82602

Motto

h [ .
% g
(Kip here—miss me? Bullshit. I got bored with tryi:g to think of %

things to write about love, and now that San Fran's out for awhile,
ic just doesn't seem like a funny subject at this time. So I told
Elayne, who keeps groaning that we'all never get to write anything
on our own anymore, which is true, that I'd be happy to introduce
the flake. Oh, that's just my nickname for her. She calls herself
the "Kid". Kid Sieve. You know her type, I'm sure—one o' them
pipe dreaming hippies who wasn't even there the first time around
[in '68 she was brown-nosing teachers and winning spelling bees,
the hypocrite], but is bound to do her best to relive what she ne-
ver lived then. Says Sieve, who takes in everything around her be-
fore it 'trickles down' and out the other end, "The era is return-
ing, only berter. The targets are more evil, the cause more power
~ful, the activists smarter and more cynical, and we're gouna do it
righ® this time!" When will they ever learn? Here's the Kid.)

I've never thought it wise to pay excessive homage to the dead.
Mourn them, grieve them, remember them, yes, but none of this emo—
tional necrophilia that seems to surround so many public passed-on
figures these days. Dean, Joplin, Hendrix, Chapin, Lennon, Ochs
(well, maybe Ochs)—even the Kennedys. I prefer to worship the
living. Oh sure, NatLamp, all but allied 15 years ago, criticizes
Abbie Hoffman now. Timothy Leary "loses” debates to G. Gordon Big
Brother. Joan Baez emerges once every ten years to look more and
more anachronistic. It's depressing, but who's doing it?

Let me qualify this, before I go on, by saying the 60s were no-
where near perfect. However, this is no reason to treat the time
like a Jungian collective nightmare! A lot of worthwhile ideas fi-
nally culminated and expressed themselves vehemently during the
turbulence. The 60s ideals led to the two mini-revolutions in the
70s, feminism and gay rights (I say "mini” because we all know wo—
man and gays face about as little prejudice today as blacks). Okay,
to who's to know what's cool, where to go now? Well, let's start
with our wonderful, unbiased, art-reflects-life-reflects-art media.

Quick quiz: which movie had a bigger release and made more mo-—
ney, "Atomic Cafe” or "Firefox"? [s there an intelligent, sensi=-
ble, sensitive equivalent to Beaver Takes Private Lassons, other-
wise known as "Porky's"? well, movies, ya say. Yeah, TV's better.
Commercials aren’'t even subtly manipulative anymore. No, the mes-
sage is quite blatant this 50s-time around. How can you combat a
combat attitude? “In the morning," says the wife-of-house, "I'm a
major general; in the afternoon, a drill sargeant.
ning, the mess officer wants to give her troops a good meal."” These
are the same chemi-chicken folks who proudly display opening shots
of "working” puppet-ladies, then cutting to the woman's family, at
the dinner table, forks and knives in hand, accusingly sour expres-
sions on their faces. Presumably it's as difficult for hubby to
drag out the insti-fowl as it is for him to wash his neck (or, at
least, his own collars). Undoubtedly, the perfect mate for Soldier
Lady is the chipper Chopper Commando, who has all but labelled Mr.
pac-er a “fag” compared to his "real“ video game!, that of stark
destruction. This is of great comfort to T-shirt manufacturers who
sell catchy slogans, nc joke meant, that say "I'd Rather Be Xilling
Communists”. Or at the last, mercy-killing deer in the Everglades.
Makes sense to them right-to-~lifers; so why aren't they getting life?
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partial Astroboy filmography—a well-worth two bucks to David Mruz,
3112 Holmes Ave. S., Minneapolis, MN 55408}, TRASHOLA (SASE to Jim
Morton, 1449 Washington #4, San Francisco, CA 94108), CONTACT HIGH
{teTT John Fremont [ sent you when you write him for info at P.0.
Box 500, Mendocino, CA 95460), and the Beatles semi-pro rag GOOD

DAY SUNSHINE ($2 to Charles F. Rosenay!!, 397 Edgewood Ave., New
Haven, CT 06511)...Steve Chaput, address above, is starting a new
zine, working title PART SHOT, and is taking stories, reviews, etc.
which IJ'ers might consider sending him while I'm still getting out
of my hole. Steve will also plug and trade with other pubs—"You
might be happy to know that I haven't given a bad review to any
limited-edition, small-press run item that ['ve yet received." Good
news...Also seeking mail (fiction, poetry, whatever) is Joe Varone's
excellent RADIOTEXT, 131 Claremont Ave., Montclair, NJ 0704Z...Laugh
of the month goes to David Morgan for his marvelous SCHIZO COMIX—a
unique gimmick, "who's the goog guy, who's the bad" Discordian per-
spectives. A buck to 388A Stuyvesant Ave., Irvington, NJ 07111...
Jim Ryan, artist responsible for minis NOTARY SOJAC and PARANOIA
PSYCHOMIX, has a new twist as well—he's drawn pictures “named after
redoubtable science fiction stories by various authors”. Good quiz
too, as the authors aren‘t mentioned. $1 for DOPPELGANGER to Jim at
102 So. Lake Ave., Albany, NY 12208...Among the publications
available from the NEITHER/NQOR PRESS is Rick Van Valkenburg's ge-
neric magazine NATIONAL DEBRIS. This "Beatniks From Space Pro-
duction” is the first issue, so you can get in on the ground floor
(they plug, too) by sending a buck to Neither/Nor at Box 8043, Ann
Arbor, MI 48107...And to end with two more p.s. announcements:

Poor Chris is charming, intelligent, talented, and a Tittle down

in th' dumps right now—C'mon, everybody! Cheer him up! Join the
CHRIS GIBSON FAN CLUB, ¢/o W. Lockley, 11841 Willadorado, St.

Louis, MO 63141. Send stamps & receive a personal message from
Chris!" Sounds like almost too much fun...And Jil1 Zimmerman is
searching local used book stores and friends for original editions
of L. Frank Baum's "0Z" books ('cept the first, which she has),

her own copies having been tragically lost—If you know of any

place that has one, some or all, write Ji1l c¢/o INSIDE JOKE...
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Then it's off for quasifood, as we're constantly bombarded, in be-
tweeen playings of “Eye Of The Tiger”, with the thrice-asked musical
Pavlovian question, "Aren’'t you hungry?” Can you see the hypno-
beam? Who truly salivates for Bugger King? Possibly the same who
sing praises of frankfurter sublimation on the local news: "why do
you eat hot dogs?" "Cause it's American.” As American, man, a4s &
walkman, a Pac-Man and his overly made-up (great role model) Ms.
Pac-Man (Eris forbit it should be PacWoman or, played by Yvonne
c:aiE—,—Pac-Girl) , and Made-in-Japan-Man. Bye American? However,
according to some top 40 AM songs (we can't begin to discuss the
FM boy-conquers-girl-and-lays-her sing-and-tell mentality), women
have clear choices now. I Am Woman—I've Been To pParadise, says
Charlene No-Last-Name (was she afraid we'd find out it was "Falk-
well”?). You know what truth is, lady? I’'ve fucked everyone from
Ari to MicK (well, everyone fucks Mick), I've made a total asinine
slut round the world, with no more brains than you have, Scarecrow.
And I can tell you this from nonexperience, ain't nothin' like be-
in' a baby machine as opposed to a screwing machine. That’'s the
truthhhh. Wish I had labor pains and Caesarians too, gosh. But
stand by your man, don't change your mind, because "you better
change it back or we will both be sorry, don't you want me baby",
whines the simp admirably refusing to acknowledge the self-evident
answer given him by his Streepy-time gal on her way to the cock-
tail bar. Would you want his, baby? How many wanted to have An-
ka's baby, eh?

Of course, the most horrid thing about all this Is that it does
not seem to bother anyone at all. 60s burnout coupled with 70s
apathy has produced 80s complacency. Hey, we protest, it only gets
worse, right, so we'll pretend, we'll believe, we'll know that we
are not offended, that this makes sense! Triple think, major psy-
chological revision (Men Working in brain sewers) needed to agree
with Secretary of Nazi-ism der Schultz or whoever's controlling
Raygun this week. Yes, Nancy can appear beautifyl if you shade
your mind and eye right, right? Right, left, right! There, left-
ies, that's better, don't you feel swell knowing your rallies are
so meaningless to us that the White Horse Souse can publicly shrug
at 'em? Doesn’'t it give you great white hopelessness? How much
does it aid your cause once we’ve managed to make you look so ri-
diculous your credibility and strength shrinks to the size of a
Pentagon cock? How pale you look when truth is lies, and everyone
lets us, encourages us to, get away with it! It's still the same
old story, a fight for good 0l' @dry Glory—time to change the
tune and stop marching to a dissident drummer! Time to clean up
your act with the deoderant made for a woman because mensweat more!

Well, I'm sure glad that's over and we're all agreed that the
60s are dead. Or at least ludicrous—I mean we've heard all that
love and peace crap already, it's time for punk-hate! Better an
Auschwitzer shave than a longhair. There is absolutely no call in
today’'s world for an anti-war movement, we're too busy shovelling
the bowel movements. Go back where you came from, freedomniks.

No, I cannot worship the deceased, or even the diseased, but
I'm not fated to be faded yet. Hey, I'm just a kid, clinging to a
thorn in history's side. I ride the back of a bleeding beast, and
we all know the power of a wounded animal.




From a Northern California Perspactive

by Ronald B. Flowers

Hello there! I'm glad to be able to join the INSIDE JOKE staff
and their zany writers. It was fortuitous that I even found out
about INSIDE JOKE, but then, I guess that's the case with most
things in Tife. 1 hope to be able to provide a little 1ight into
the lives of the readers and writers of [J that are scattered
about this country. Of course, I realize that this will be impos-
sible if the publication ceases to exist. Therefore, I'm hoping
that those of you out there will feel like me and want to keep
another small publisher from going under, particularly if you
really happen to like the publication. Every little bit helps you
know! Believe me I know, after biting the dust myself some nine
months ago.

I would like to say thanks to those that appreciated my story,
“In Mother's Image". My overactive imagination has been churning
ever since I was nine years old and used to groove on the series,
“One Step Beyone". Since then, I've expanded my interest beyond
just sci fi to all genres in the world of publishing. Some of my
work will be shared with you from time to time.

However, the basic premise of this column will be to offer some
insight into the ups and downs of life from a Northern California
perspective. This column will dabble a bit in humor, seriousness,
fiction, nonfiction, poetry, and any other form of expression that
is most conducive to the subject at hand.

When one wants to put into a reasonable context life in Northern
California or life from a Northern California angle, it only takes
looking down yonder to know where to start. One of the main things
about Northern California, contrary to popular belief and in spite
of its brother down south, is its crowdedness. [ mean, people are
everywhere no matter where you go! This is especially emphasized
now that summer has arrived. Believe it or not, I can still remem-
ber a time when I could take a peaceful walk down the street to get
away from the mainstream or go to see a movie with room to breathe.
Now virtually wherever [ go I feel as though I'm in the middle of
the field after the World Series just ended.

1 suppose that that's just a way of life that I'11 have to get
used to, although I doubt that I ever will. I sometimes wonder
whatever happened to that zero population growth movement that was
suggested a few yeras back. Either the zero was somehow omitted or
it was misspelled, zillion! Or maybe the tree had simply branched
out so that the only possible way to curtail it would have been to
simply biow the whole thing up. I don't think that anyone wants
that. Or do they? You can never tell how people think.

One of the amazing things about so many people being around is
that they come in so many shapes, sizes, looks and differences.

You almost never see two alike. Sometimes 1'11 walk around in a
shopping mall just to gaze at the variety of different people
cruising about and try to figure out what they're thinking and what
makes the person. The funny thing is that you can never guess by
appearance. The short, white haired, fat lady might be a queen or
something and the tall, handsome and well dressed businessman might
be another Charles Manson! An irony, though, to the many types of
people out there, and I'm sure this is true for most, is that usu-
ally when you're to meet someone for the first time, you had pre-
viously had all types of thoughts and ideas as to what they might
look like. However, when you do see them, the way they actually
Took wasn't one of them.

Perhaps the saddest thing about the Northern California area,
as I'm sure it is all over the country, is the high unemployment
rate. For those that are fortunate enought to have a job, I
don't think that they could appreciate just how many people are
out of work and out there looking. Why, here in the Sacramento
Valley, approximately 11% of the employable people are out of
work. Recently there have been a few publicized job openings in
the area such as a new department store and a new restaurant.

You wouldn't believe how many people were attracted to these po-
sitions. Lines began forming at five-thirty in the morning and
quickly extended to several thousand desperate people waiting in
Jong lines for about two hundred positions. In one case, a place
had two openings and attracted two thousand applicants! Given
the tremendous odds against most people for landing such jobs,
I've often wondered what stimulates people to invest such time,
stamina, and usually false hope for a dream of a chance. Money
to survive, food to eat, are the most obvious reasons.

However, in spite of those necessities of life, it takes an
extraordinary preson to wait in a long line in the hot sun all
day Tong in the hope of getting one of only a few positions.
of curiosity, one day I visited such a line to do a survey. I
tried to find out why people thought they would get the job or at
Teast have a good shot at it over perhaps thousands of others.
I'm a researcher by occupation, so the results of such a survey
struck me as very interesting. What I found was that in spite of
the tremendous odds against them, it was amazing how confident
peaple were that they would be amongst the lucky. Judging by
some of the answers I received in my survey, [ didn’t doubt that
they would.

One such person in line that I approached looked to be perhaps
in his mid twenties, had scraggly hair, and clothing that you
wouldn't expect anyone to wear for an interview, even if it was
for a department store job. After I explained the nature of my
survey, I asked him, "What makes you think that you'll get the
job?"
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"Simple," he said. "I'm willing to work for free.”

Well, I certainly couldn't argue with that type of logic.
Further down the line, I questioned another young man, this one
perhaps in his late teens or early twenties, and better dressed
than the last. "Why do you think you'll get the job?"

"The operations manager is my father," he replied.

Again, that seemed Tike enough to build confidence on to me.
However, it was a middle aged lady still further down the line
who may have had the most reasonable, if not sensible, answer yet.
1 asked her why she thought she'd get the job.

"Well, let's put it this way,” she said, "If they don't hire me
they'11 be doing me a favor."

"Why is that?" I dared to ask.

"It would force my husband to get out and try his luck for a
change!"

Nuff said along those lines. If nothing else, they survey
showed me that people do indeed have legitimate reasons for brav-
ing seemingly tremendous odds and long Tines in the hopes for (or
against) landing a job.

Speaking of long lines, they scarcely get longer than when a
popular movie is in full bloom, such as E.T.. Recently, when no-
ticing such a 1ine that extended the length of a long mall, I
wondered what people did, if anything, that wanted to cut their
waiting time by moving up or taking cuts. [ remember when I was
young and my father used to take my three brothers and me to foot-
ball games, where the lines were and probably still are as long as
any. It didn't matter what time it was or how long the lines
were. My father would simply go to the very front of the line
with us, tell the person in the front of the line that he was a
detective, showing just a regular [.0. in a black cover, and we
would all get in line there! It never failed. Good ol' dad! I
wonder why I've never had the nerve to try that. .

At any rate, [ suppose I shouldn't overdo this column. In-
stead, I'11 end it here and return to the sometimes drudgery of
living in Northern California, knowing that in the next instant I
could run into a situation that could capture my fancy, or more
importantly, give me something to write about the next time around.

. h O/ D erent
O Wipdow
LA ]
[“l By Steven F
[l Scharff
I
l “ oY/
The f0119w1ng is an essay written this April for mthechnicaT
school English course. Following the essay are my thoughts on

the subjects at the present time.
COMPARISON BETWEEN CHRISTIAN AND ADULT BOOK STORES

In this society, many people are in need of an extreme in their

lifestyle. In recent times, there have evolved two different ex-
tremes that many people look to. Fundamentalist Christianity and
sexaul pornography. To examine these two concepts closely, one
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should examine the different types of book stores each has spawned. .

Christian and adult book stores can be found in identical loca-

tions: Either on the fringeof industrial districts or near major
shopping centers (but rarely if ever located in them).

A Christian book store sells many books, publications, record-
ings and plaques devoted to religious effects. Everything sold
has a message or symbol directly connected to Jesus Christ, his

teachings, the Christian concept of God, or references to the Bible.

Associating with and around the unity of family ties (as

stressed in the 01d Testament), the paraphernaiia sold is designed

tq appeal to all age groups. In one section of an average Chris-
tian book store, one can find publications on marriage and how to

prevent sexual deviation from affecting your children. In another
part of the store, brightly designed children's records, coloring
books and countless comic books with identical morals can be found.

Adult book stores are solely concerned with adult entertainment
and stress this with "proof of age required” signs at the door.
The‘pub1ications and books sold deal with many forms of sexual ac-
tivity and deviation. Their content is incredibly explicit and
equally repetitious. The same can be said for other items sold as
well. Video cassettes; Super 8 films; imported magazines with in-
comprehensible text and pornographic illustrations; badly written
novgls with bare-bones piot and excessive amounts of sex and bru-,
tality; and crudely illustrated comic books abound in these shops.
Noyelty_ltems (anything from scented lotions to vibrating massage
u?1ts) in every (in)conceivable form can also be found in these
places.

Many stores offer what are called "peep shows". For a gquarter
(qr a token that can be purchased for 25¢) one can see several
minutes worth of a silent pornographic film in the privacy of an
enclosed booth. These films, often shot with home equipment, are
often slightly out-of-focus, have little if any plot, and screen
credits are never used. .

A Christian book store is usually opened and run by a Christian
or group of Christians who feel a need to spread the Gospel.
Chrsitians (especially Fundamentalists, who take word-for-word in-
terpretations of the Bible) believe that one can gain salvation
(adm!ttance to an afterlife paradise known as Heaven) only by ac-
cepting Jesus Christ as their personal saviour, and by leading a
life of temperance, morality and strict followingof the Scriptures
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(the Bible). Most of them also believe that all other religions
are false (which is why many Fundamentalists are anti-semitic) and
that Occult religions (Wicca, Paganism, Druidism) are the creation
of the Anti-Christ. Those who follow these paths, they say, will
spend all eternity in Hell. So, in order for them to be saved,
they must be convinced to convert to Christianity.

Adult book stores are often open and run by individuals or
groups of peopie whose interest in religion is aither minimal or
non-existent. They don't seek to "preach" pornography, unlike what
many moralists claim, but are solely interested in making a 1iving
for themselves. Sexual exploitation is as old as sexuality itself.
No matter how oppressive and orthodox any ruling power ever became,
pornography survived. Many times it flourished under the most di-
verse conditions.

It might be the "forbidden fruit" attraction to it. Knowing
that what they read has been declared "immoral" by the people in
power. Such a situation could attract more people to pornographic
material than almost any permissive society could. No matter how
boring the material is, there will always be someone to write

.adult books, and several people with enough interest or curiosity
to read them.

What it all comes down to is this. Christian book stores are
for those who seek a purpose in 1ife or to continue their faith
Adult book stores are for those who wish to be entertained in the
most primitive way possible.

But the interesting point is this: Christian book stores sell
material devoted to achievement of spiritual ecstacy, while adult

book stores airm for physical ecstacy. Two different extremes,
yet the final sensation is identical.
(Afterword)

The overwhelming majority of heterosexual pornography is in-
. tended for a male audience. In pornographic films, especially
the "peep show" variety, women are regarded as sex objects (I know’
that's a cliche, but it's accurate). For the sake of "adult en-
tertainment”, women in these films must deal with degrading situa-
tions (being tied up and/or beaten, copulating with animals, going
through various acts of foreplay and oral sex) and are presented
with as much romance as a mannequin.

As for Christianity; [ find it, and nearly every religion, to
be an unnecessary obligation. From the comic books and pamphlets
[ have purchased from various Chrsitian Book stores, Fundamenta-
1ist Christians believe that if one surrenders oneself to Christ
(the euphemism is "Born Again"), the following will happen:

1) a guaranteed admittance into Heaven after death (referred to
as "having one's name written in the 'Book of Life'");
2) remission of all past sins (starting over with a clean slate);
3) a new outlook on life will be obtained {(one that subscribes
to the doctrines of the Bible).
Now, according to this, all the followes of other religions are
doomed to spend eternity in Hell. This, to me, is hideously pious
and egotistical.

As for the remission of sins, consider the following: what if
Hitler, in the bunker where his last days were spent, repented and
accepted Christ? That would mean the murder of ten million people
would be washed off his hands.

Despite the "new Tife in Christ" promised, one will still carry
the responsibilities and burdens as before, except that they'll be
shaped like a cross.

Many consider the Bible as the word of God. Well, there are
many cross-references between the books of the Bible, but before
they were committed to paper they were spread by word of mouth of
men (not people in general, but MEN). And men exaggerate.

I chose to write this essay about parnography and Fundamenta-
list Christianity to familiarize myseif with both. In the pro-
cess, [ became disinterested in both.

—Toyy LicHTrENSTEIN HAS A DEPTH [JisH — 4itt Lockley

Winning Hearts &Minds

by Gerry Reith

I don't know what my rank is, or even if I have one for that
matter. There isn‘t anyone to give them out as far as ! can
tell._ ['m not in an army [ guess, but whenever I run across pec-
ple with guns they seem to be fighting, and they try to capture
me and anyone else that I'm with.

Most people don't seem to think of themselves as combatants,
they don't believe in the war. [ tried to explain it to one quy
that I was supposed to recruit (that‘s my job, recruiting, but
noi; on any orders from above because there isn't any above) and I
said, "There aren't any neutrals."

This turned him off. "That's what they all say when they want
to get you involved," he told me.

“Well, | was wrong then," I said. I knew it was a lost cause
but 1 kept on, at least because I had to figure out just what I
meant. “There are people who don't fight, who give up, they sub-
mit by default, and they think they're neutral, but there aren't
any peo?le whao don't fall on one side or another. You can chogse
to submit, and it doesn't mean you deserve what you get because
maybe your assessment was correct, that you couldn‘t win here and
now. The ones who say you deserve what you get if you don't fight
are the enemy, because then if they get power they'll do what they
please and say you deserve it because you didn't fight. You don't
have to fight, but you have to if you want something different."

[ think he understood, but wanted to wait and see. Most people
don‘§ want to throw in with suicide squads when the whole point is
to lTive better. But we need more people if it is going to be any-
thing but a suicide squad.

Screwed-up suburbanite with sex, drug, or social
problems? The SubGenius Foundation may not
““help’’ much, but it will make you proud to be

$1

I've seen avery sort of action, from full scala bombardment to
infiltration, from capturing the enemy to being captured. I spent
a long time in an enemy concentration camp, but I escaped becuase
it was under the direction of people who thought they were running
a rehabilitation camp for people on their side who hqd simply lost
track. It was far from the center of the fighting, in a secure
position, and the directors knew they were in such a soliq posi-~
tion that they didn't need to go overboard with the security m?a-
sures. | kept going after that. Before I was captured I‘d1dn t
even know that I was fighting, or that there was a war going on.
I've never seen any kind of base camp for our side in all this
time. There's no headquarters, no capitol, no place to regroup. I
think we've been scattered, as if the war was won long ago by the
enemy, and everyone forgot about it except when the abuses befame
extreme, or when they found some old books about it that hadn't
been burned. 1 wonder about it sometimes, though, because I know
where all this ammo is stored, and there are little groups here
and there who talk about the major offensive that's just around
the corner. I've seen the ammo dumps, there are tbousands of huge
tanks and planes and guns and all, and it's all being turneq out
by no more than a dozen men and women on these massive machines.

A few stragglers would drift in like myself every day or so and
take what they could use, then leave. They all had stories about
the fighting, about their local strategies, goa!s and all, and we
shared info and codes and meeting places, and signed up to go help
here or there. But there were never enough of us there at one
time to make use of the tanks and planes.

I went with one group and stood with them against a full scale
invasion. All we had were machine guns, and we couldn't hold up
so we were dispersed, and I ended up in another place whefe the
people didn't even notice the enemy. “Look, over there, it's a
tank and a bunch of army personnel."

"Tank? So?"

"But they take your food, they kill yog.“

"We give it to them because they need it to protect us.
sides, they only kill us when we don't give it to them.

"What if you starve?"

“If we get hungry we can always join their army, then we have
all we need.”

"Wouldn't it be simpler to just get rid of them and keep your
food? You obviously don't get encugh to eat." The one 1 was
talking to was a mother with a child; the child had a bioated sto-
mach, classic symptoms.

"Byt if we got rid of them, why, then there wouldn't be anybody
to make sure we tended our fields!" .

Sometimes there are people living in an area where the invasion
hasn't taken place, or where the army is weak and could be thrown
of f with a minimal effort. [ establish some contacts, then scout
out ahead with a few people. Others get sent back to the ware-
houses to bring back the weapons we'l1l need. Hardly anyone goes,
though.

"But the tanks are coming!"

“Tanks? Show us these tanks, we don't see any."

The new contacts are exasperated along with me, but we don't do
any good, and the tanks roll in, usually to the sound of a parade.
Then there are the few who know about the tanks, the ones who
say the only way to resist is to paint the tanks at night, make
them look stupid. But the food still gets taken at gunpoint.

In all of this one group is the most frustrating, and one is
most able to bring on fits of despair. The first ones are the peo-
ple who have seen the tanks, who know that the food gets stolen,
but who don't believe in our warehouses. )

“You don't have enough weapons to stop them," they say, "so just
go away and stop bothering us."

“But I've seen them! A1l we need is people to staff these wea-
pons, then we can winl"

“Humbug, you're just giving us false hopes."

“Free for the taking, tons and tons, bombs that will smash a
hundred enemy tanks!"

They snicker and still refuse to believe. .

The worst of all, [ suppose, the ones that bring on despair, are
the people in the enclaves that resist us. They hate the enemy,
but they fight us too, even when they know the enemy is on the way
and that we would help. They think they're strong when they can
beat off a single corporal, a scout, armed with one beat up gun,
with their pitchforks and hoes. They're all proud of their accom-
plishments, crowing at night, but they haven't seen the tanks.

“We have enough weapons, leave us alone," they laugh.

"You'1l be sorry,“ I reply, not a very good recruiter after all.

“Anyway, if we lose we'll join up with the invaders and then "
we'1l be okay." Q

Well, maybe so. But I've seen those tanks, the ones they were e
too afraid to check out, and ['ve seen the warehouses, and ['ve AN Q§
seen the increasing number of people who go to the warehouses. By ‘il 4%
now the warehouses are secure against inva ion, even if they can't S
launch an offensive. And nobody likes a mercenary; in the end, o
no matter which side wins, the mercenary loses. ) {§

GERRY REITH .
31 May 1982
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by Clay Geerdes

I knew before he took it out of the manila envelope that Miller
was making a mistake, but it was too late for me to warn him. I
knew what her reaction would be to his little comic book. He
couldn't have known, because he had just met her a few week§ ?e-
fore. He was showing her his PUNK ROCK GUIDE TO SEX, a sa§1r1ca1
little comic I had published earlier in the week. To me, it was
hilarious, a spoof on the eccentricities of punk fashion mingied
with some ribald sexual humor, but she was not laughing. She was
turning the pages like they were covered with an unpleasant sub-
stance. [ had to restrain myself from laughing at the whole
scene. We were sitting at a table in a Berkeley reggae club, and
if Miller had shown the comic to anyone but Billie, he would have
gotten the laughs he was after. After she left, I told him he
had to watch out who he showed his art to. Those of us in comics
are of strange and weird imaginations. We cannot expect outsi-
ders, those who take life seriously, to think we're funny or even
particularly clever. After all, we step on their values and mores
too often. Their impulse is to hold reality sacred, to hang on to
it; ours is to prick it and let the air out. If we have a sacred
cow at all, it is the art itself.

It is always dangerous for a cartoonist to show his art to out-
siders. Even friends from school. Miller showed some of his work
to some high school friends one evening. He expected some kind of
positive reaction, but got only coolness. Later he heard from a
third party that one of his friends told another about the "silily
drawings" he showed around that night. This hurt his feelings and
changed his attitude toward the "friend".

I learned very early in life that there were people with a feel
for humor and those with rigid Titeral minds. [ learned to share
my own satirical bent with the former, while avoiding the latter.

You might think a sense of humor is related to intelligence,
but that's not true at all. As a matter of fact, certain kinds of
education tend to dull humor. I knew a lot of teachers who had no
sense of humor at all. [ felt sorry for them, living in such a
dreary serious world all the time, but I knew better than to poke
fun at them. Such people are dangerous. They will punish you for
your wit. Once such a teacher kept me from getting a teaching as-
sistantship at San Francisco State.

Showing art to somecne is always asking for attention and ap-
proval and if you are careful and know the person beforehand you
are assured of getting it, but when you reveal yourself to stran-
gers or acquaintances, you are taking a big chance. For one thing,
the person you are showing something may be jealous of the talent
he sees displayed. Artists get a lot of attention and anyone who
gets a lot of attention does so at the cost of others who do not
get it. In a family, the brother who draws invokes the anger of
the siblings who cannot. A Tlittle bit of show and tell goes a
long way. If someone expresses curiosity, show them a few draw-
ings, but don't drag the show out for a long time and drain every-
one's patience. In any group, everyocne has to have their moment
in the center. If you're an artist in a group of artists, fine,
everyone is showing off their stuff, but if you're the star in a
mised group, don't push it. ['ve seen artists lose a lot of
friends by monopolizing an evening with their show and tell, some
of them quite aggressively. Personally, I tend to avoid art ga-
therings, because of the egocentrism that permeates them. My at-
titude is: so what? You're a good artist. But what kind of human
being are you? Are you sensitive to the needs of the other people
around you? In my experience, I have seen the men and women who
Tive with artists always suffering. The artist is sought out and
praised, but the other is ignored. To live with an artist is to
have a low sense of self worth. The artist is painting, drawing,
having shows, but what is the other doing? Waiting around in bo-
ring galleries. Sitting in hotel Tobbies. Washing dishes and
serving wine. The artist is all. If you're with an artist, no one
cares what you do. An art groupie is like any other kind of group-
ie. Nothing in search of something. The idol has an identity, the
groupie none.

Is art worth it?

Not in most cases. The cost is too great.

In most countries, if art doesn't sell, the artist is poor, and
how is that art to be produced if the artist has no slave to do the
shitwork, to wait on the taMe or type the executive's letters, to
bring in the money that frees the artist from having to take that

. straight job?

Is there an independent artist? One who cooks his own meals and
makes his own bed and takes care of the personal aspects of his
life while creating his paintings or music at the same time?
Doesn't most art depend upon slavery? - CLAY GEERDES 5-16-82

6 Good luck.
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License to Mancpalate B

Yes, at long last, IJ's very odwn advice column is here! This
space will be apportioned, every now and then, to the ever wise
and omniscient COOP, who will answer any question, serious or
otherwise (here's your chance), in her own inimitable style, etc.
...queries may be sent c¢/o IJ or directly to Coop, at Box 714,
Bristol, RI 02809...Without further ado...

° Dear Coop,

My sister is a pig. She eats everything in sight. Her room's a
mess. She leaves candy wrappers between the sofa cushions which I
have to clean up. She spends so much time in the shower that she
ought to look like a prune. She's pissy to everyone at home. Mom
says she's just taking adolescence a bit harder than we are. My
brother thinks she's on drugs. Dad just yells. She doesn’'t talk to
me anymore about anything. What can I do? - SICK OF IT
Dear Sick,

You ain't the only one. It sounds as though Sis has got bulimia.
A good, noisy shower is less offensive and less overt than barf
noises from the john. Bulimics are very secretive about this acti-
vity because, face it, it strikes very few people as normal for
some to gorge themselves then throw up or eat massive doses of la-
xatives. Do a little research (the library's a good place for that)
then casually confront your sister, really low-key it, with some
general information on the subject. Misstate a few facts to see if
she corrects you. [f she speaks as though from experience, tell
your Mom about it. The gal needs professional attention, the sooner
the better. It's not such a terribly vile affliction. Even Phil Do-
nchue did a show on it. [f left untreated, it could go on for years
with such devastating consequences as an ulcerated esophagus, rot-
ting teeth, difficulty in normal digestive functions, besides
worsening the distorted self-image that causes it.

There is the possibility of denial on the parts of one or more
family members. In that case, try some bicycle chains on the toilet
Tid; it's all for her own good. You're a very civil sibling to be
so concerned. She should be grateful that someone took an interest.

- coop

“‘Tﬂ‘“ﬁ ‘“ Dear Kip,
-+ — As I told you in my last letter, I've been looking for a summer
‘“‘“a‘ » N job. Like everyone else, I haven't found one, and I'm trying to
cause "Bob" is saving me for something more. After all, how many
SN

by Sue Kaufmann

figure out why no one wants to hire me. I like to think it's be-

people could you truly convert at your local McDonalds? I'd be
too busy trying to calm down the Happy Meals (you'd be happy too
if you were about to be eaten by a ravenous trucker).

Instead of working and raking in the dough, I've been staying
up nights to watch David Letterman. I sent him a letter about
Zay, but he hasn't answered yet. Probably he already believes in
Larry “Bud" Melman and rejects all other leaders of bogus cults.
"Bob" doesn't give out thermal mugs as "Bud" does, either, so
maybe Dave has his reasons.

Did you see Dogus Bizarro President Reagan on TV a couple of
weeks ago on his prime time news conference? He wouldn't answer
any questions about other countries. That further proves Zay
theory that government doesn't exist. Ask Bizarro JE “Jimmy"
Carter—he knows.

In any case, I have had many visions within the past weeks. As
I sleep, my mind works toward the ideals of Zay, for as the Mas-
ters say, total nirvana is achieved from total devotion to the
principles of the cult. As a result, my dreams have become more
and more bizarre. Many times I have tossed fitfully and awakened
in a cold sweat.

My first dream was infested with pigs~piggies, if you will al-
Tow. Millions of piggies swarmed around me, and they were every
color of the rainbow—red, green, yellow, pink, blue, orange,
brown, you name it. They weren't kosher, either. They ate bacon.
Again and again I heard their plea, "Want a snort? Want a snort?"
Some of the piggies wore halos. I thought I was in hog heaven.

In my next dream, I was placed in an ancient library. The wi-
zened librarian handed me a heavy, equally ancient book. Upon
opening it, I discovered that the volume contained the answers to
questions man had puzzled over for eons and eons. I knew how the
earth was created. [ knew the meaning of life. [ knew why hot
dogs come in packages of eight when hot dog rolls come in packages
of six. My alarm clock rang, however, before I could get the book
to a Xerox machine. .

In my third dream everybody died and left me in charge. Unfor-
tunately, I had to reject that dream because it was Al Haig's.

Someday [ hope to find out the meaning of all these dreams. For
the time being I can only write them down in my book for "Bob".

OM - sue



Rotes from a Nut

by Paul Zuckerman

G SUES PAC MAN :

Dateline: St. Louis: The letter "G", a wholly-owned subsidiary
of the Alphabet Corporation, has filed a $1 billion lawsuit in
Federal District Court against Warner Home Video and Atari Commu-
nications for “copyright infringement” and "unauthorized use of a
patented trademark". It seeks $1 billion in compensatory damages,
plus a percentage of all future royalties from the popular elec-
tronic game as long as it continues to use the "G" outline in its
Pac Man design.

Spokespersons for Atari, while admitting that Pac Man does re-
semble the letter G, say this is just a coincidence and it was
not trying to capitalize on the letter G's many years of bringing
people a Good, if not Great, time:

But lawyers for the Alphabet Corp. will present evidence to
show that G has been around "since you and I were kids", bringing
happiness to millions while not charging a dime. "“You don't need
25¢ to have a Grand time with G," one of the counselors said sar-
castically. :

"In short," added another representative for the plaintiff, "G
is the original Pac Man. Pac Man is merely G in reversei"

"Our case 1s clear-cut and indisputable,"” concluded another at-
torney. 'Without G it would be impossible to have a Good time.
Poeple would be reduced to having only an ocod time. Not a very
adequate substitute, [ can assure you."

It is not known at this time whether the letters 0 and C will
file amicus briefs on behalf of the letter G, or perhaps seek mo-
netary reimbursement against Pac Man for unauthorized use of their
patented trademarks too.

As everyone knows, G is one of the richest and most powerful
muitinational industrial conglomerates in the Wdrd world. As a
business it is one of the Giants of the Earth, surpassing even [BM
and AT&T, having made fortunes in gold, grain, gasoline, gems and
guns, not to mention gewgaws and gimcracks. But it is probably
best known for, and most identified with, a simple phrase. Indeed,
the true extent of G's power is best revealed in its company motto,
considered by many to be the most famous advertising siogan in ex-
istence: "Without 'G', there would be no ‘God'."

NEEDED: SEED REMOVER

Watermelon is a delicious fruit. It's also full of seeds. Like
other foods with seeds, it's hard to really enjoy eating it when
you have to separate all the seeds with your tongue while you're
simultaneously chewing the food. I[t's the same problem when you're
eating an orange. There you are grinding that orange pulp between
your teeth and, before you know it, you've crushed some seed along
with it. You have to stop chewing, take the seed out of your mouth
and then start eating again. But not with the same carefree atti-
tude you had before. Now you have to worry about chomping down on
another seed with every bite you take! Is that the way to enjoy
food?

Somebody has to invent a magnet that will attract wood, specifi-
cally the wooden seeds of fruit! Soething that will suck out all
those hard, sharp, pointy seeds from watermelons, oranges and
grapes! After all, how can you possibly be happy eating those big
purple grapes when, every time you bite down on one, you hear a
crunch? Grapes are supposed to be soft and squishy and slurpy.

Net crunchy! . .

If watermelons had just one big pit in the center—Ilike a peach
or plum—it wouldn't be so bad. You'd only have one seed to con-
tend with instead of the hundreds that you either have to dig out,
spit out or inadvertently swallow.

Why couldn't more fruits be 1ike the banana?
no bones and no pits!
It's almost perfect!
all-natural popsicle!
gets ROTTEN too fast.

Somebody, anybody, give the people of the world at least one
seed-free meal before we're all pulverized into a melting pile of
radiocactive dust. If nothing else, it'1] give us something to
talk about in Heaven after we've all been incinerated. Invent a
Seed Remover for fruit!

CAUSE OF ALL CANCERS FOUND!

Dateline: St. Louis: Dr. Herman "Ziggy" Zigger astounded the
world ygsterday when he announced the cause of all cancers. It
was during a beer and sex party involving the interns and student
nurses of Qur Lady of Anguished Woes Hospital, at Dr. Zigger's
apartment, where the amazing freak discovery occurred.

. He was filming the orgy portion of the late night affair for
his home movies, in the dark, using Infra~Red film. After deve-
loping the film, he noticed some tiny bugs crawling out of the
electrical wall sockets. The teensy-weensy bugs then flew off the
wall and attached themselves to the sexually active participants.
And then they disappeared, apparently burrowing their way under
Fhe skin and intoc the bloodstreams of the naked, sweaty and moan-
ing group.

Or. Zigger set up a camera focusing on an electricl socket for
24 hours, to see if he could capture the itsy-bitsy bugs or "BUG-
GIES", as they're now called, on film again. He discovered that
they only come out at 3:00am and only in the dark and only for a
few seconds. If the lights are on, they won't come out. And, if
you turn the lights on at 3:00am, the BUGGIES will fly back into
the electrical wall sockets so fast you won't see them.

Dr. Zigger trapped a bunch of BUGGIES in a plastic bag he had
placed over the electrical outlet. Actually, it was a rubber
condqm: Putting one BUGGIE under a microscope, he observed, upon
magnification, that they have no face, no head and no arms. They
Took 1ike jelly beans with 8 legs.

It has no seeds,

And it comes in its own individual wrapper.

You can even freeze it! It's like eating an
If the banana has a drawback, it's that it

After dissecting several BUGGIES it was found that their odd-
shaped little bodies contained super amounts of every cancer-
causing element ravaging mankind today, including some varieties
not yet catalogued. In short, once they enter your bloodstream,
there's no way you can avoid contracting some form of cancer.

The Board of Directors for the Hospital are now conferring on
whether to suspend the doctor for his degenerate, kinky and per-
verted sex life—which has brought shame, humiliation and dis~
grace to a reverend, respected and reputable institution-—or
whether they should nominate him for a Nobel Prize. They de-
cided on the latter, after he -agreed to invite them to all of his
upcoming parties.

In the meantime, as "Ziggy" himself said: “We've only found
the cause of Cancer. We still have to find a cure. Until we do,
the only positive and foolproof way to avoid ever getting Cancer
is to plug up all the holes in your electrical wall sockets. Of
course, this means 1iving without electricity for the rest of
your life,"

With time, money and research, it is hoped that doctors will
peadicate the scourge of Cancer in our lifetime. And, if they do,
it will be all because one man liked home porno movies.
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Heditations of a

by Kerry wendell Thornley

If it is any comfort to you, my researches have indicated
that not all mind controllers are Nazis. Enough of them are pret-
ty rightwing authoritarian, however. An example is Dr. Stephen
T. Possony, of the Hoover Institution, the American Chilean Coun-
cil and Mankind Research Unlimited whom A.J. Weberman calls "Ame=
rica's most dangerous exile from the eastern bloc countries."
Writing about him in the August-September 1976 issue of The Yip-
ster Times, Weberman says Possnoy is 'part of a group...which spe-
cializes in harnessing para-psychology to be used in their program
of counter insurgency. If it was up to Possnoy we would all have
electrode implants or subcutaneous brain wave generators and he
would be at the controls." Of Possnoy Weberman also comments, "It
is indisputable (though not popular) to conclude people of this
nature should be murdered summarily,” an opinion with which T hap-
pen to agree. But then my sense of humor about the subject has
worn thin in twenty-three years of life on the receiving end.

Among the most legendary is a man named Tom Miethe. In the
words of a horribly racist book called U.F.0.'s: The Nazi Secret
Weapon, '""According to Lusar, of the many scientists who worked on
UFO projects, only one of these was found, a man named Miethe, and
he was from the team who worked outside Prague...He worked in the
early fifties for the A.V. Roe Company in Maltom, Ontario...This
man Miethe is the originator of a genuine flying saucer, which was
produced by Avro on contract to the U.S. Air Force." Previous to
that Miethe had worked for Hitler. "The A.V. Roe aircraft company
was driven into bankruptcy in 1958-59 by the then Prime Minister
of Canada—John Diefenbaker. Thousands of top flight sciemtists
were overnight out of work and the cream of them were quickly
hired by Boeing, Generzl Dynamics and others. Miethe and the fly-
ing saucer he helped to build have vanished without a trace!"

This book by Mattern and Friedrich, published by Samisdat of To-
ronto, contains the only printed reference to Miethe I have found.
Now I hate to hit you with tales of flying saucers when I am
already relating unlikely stories of a plot to turn us into a na-

tion of humanoids. But if you want more information about that
subject, 1 suggest the 7 April 1950 issue of U.S. News & World Re-
port. And as for Miethe, he was mentioned by that man I spoke to
in New Orleans who also talked of mind control conspiracies and of
assassinating Kennedy. (I wish to hell reality was more credible;
I would have begun believing in it myself much sooner.)

I was to also encounter rumors of Miethe in Atlanta in 1976.
In the mid-sixties, he was teaching nuclear physics at Georgia
Tech and-—according to yet other sources-—sending me my dreams.
Miethe was also indirectly linked with persoms accused of killing
Martin Luther King.

Just wanted youse guys to know, I've finally gotten
my collection of back issues re-made, so if you want to
order them, let me know. They are copies of copies, so |
can’t guarantee the highest quality, but they looked
pretty good when I stapled them. Ub, the printing cost a
little more than originally anticipated, so I'll bave to sell
them for $1.50 each instead of the buck I'd planned on.
So if you want a complete collection of this nonsense, if
you're a hopeless collector, if you just MUST have
stuff from the past no matter HOW outdated or unin-
telligible it may be, send me a buck and a half for each
issue you want, and please specify which ones. Get ‘em
while they last, and all that. . .
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A Sound Hind. . .

by Brian Catanzaro

This month we will be discussing two little known forms of con-
ventional alternative Pop.

CATHOLIC GIRLS CONFIRMED

A local original band for about 3 years, The Catholic Girls,
have Tanded a deal with MCA records. Formal announcement was
made to fan club members in the form of coloured flyers, as op-
posed to the usual B & W.

The Catholic Girls more of Tess premiered themselves on WAMU,
the station responsible for exposing many bands to NJ. At the
time their only independent single, entitled "Private School", was
made available. It was produced with the help of Rich Da Silva,
former member of the now-defunct ROMS, another hardworking NJ-fMU
wave unit. This catchy tune will probably remain their most ac-
cessible one. I say that with 12 parochial years under my belt,

4 years on the Catholic Girls. The 8-side, "Where Did I Go
Wrong", completes the theme and mood of the package adding the
desperately needed Woman's viewpoint to NeWpoP. It is beautiful-
1y constructed on record and sung not just with conviction but
with feeling. This record will no doubt become a collector's
item along with two issues of buttons; one black on ivory (if I
recall correctly having lost mine in a club) and the ever-popular
white on red, IF the Girls Tive up to everyone's expectations—
that is, if they have a hit single.

Originally our female foursome were called Double Cross and
tried their hand at heavy metal cover. But when the tide rolled
in and the 70's began washing out they began playing originals in
a snappy new style becoming first, The Double Cross Schoolgirls,
which was even illustrated on the single sleeve. Also on the
sleeve we have Gail Petersen, lead vocals and rhythm guitar; Roxy
Andersen on Lead, voacl harmonies (reminiscent of early Paul &
John) and consistent spelling; Joanne Holland plays bass, is con-
stantly dancing on stage and drives the Girls onward and upward;
Marilyn 0'Connor is so hard at work on drums, you can see it in
her face. She should raise her drummer's throne a couple of feet
but not change the way the drives the band on her no frills back-
beat drumming. They are all from argund the Newark-Union area and
have been playing both sides of the NJ-NY border in clubs whose
names you've heard often. Like most independents they had also
made some cable TV appearances. The luck was with them when they
were chosen for performance on the Flo and Eddie Special last
March. Then there was no news for 3 months until the MCA announce-
ment.

Hopefully there will be a minimum of red tape in the prepara-
tion process and we won't have to wait too long to find out which
songs are being used for C.G.'s first LP. Remember you heard it
first in IJ. GOOD LUCK GIRLS!

TWO CROSSES TO BEAR

G.E. Smith.

[sn't that a great name for, say, an electric guitarist? It's
simple and to the point. And that's exactly how he plays. In
fact Hall and Qates found him very handy for their X-Static album,
where we'll hear some of G.E.'s best solos still. He was also on
some of the Voices and Private Eyes sessions (when you know the
cast of SNL, you got connections).

He is a relatively conservative guitarist relying on melody and
rhythm more than tone, speed and trix. But the thing is G.E. put
out a solo album that was in all the stores but got no airplay at
all!” Well, to tell you the truth, ['m laughing about it. it's
gonna be one of these great 80's Pop Rock albums that people are
gonna pull out of the vault someday (1ike Big Star), then every-
one will want it except it will be unavailable! HA-ha-ha.

They'11 NEVER Tearn.

G.E. Smith's lyrics are interesting whether you like it or not.
The harmonies are sparingly used but smoothly or roughly executed
as needed. "I am just a Catholic boy brought up in Pennsylvania",
he pleads on "Nuns With Guns". Paul Simon contributes high har-
monies on the chorus of that tune where "all the nuns with guns
made me a different boy". "Sad About Girls" is sung to all the

" new stereotype fickle fancie attitudes some woman can't decide to
wear (no doubt influenced by Gilda). None of them have anything
to do with trying to help out the men that want to be helped.
"Heart Frozen Up” reminds me of Nick Lowe. "Real Love" is the po-
tential hit single (and sounds like my original band from back in
'80). The album's got everything: “Blind Boy Rag" is the white-
blues parody and "Fake O The Land" is the reggae. "In The World"
(title track) reminds me of Utopian Rock n roll. Don't misread
these ingredients. Contains no saccharin.

For those interested in seeking out this pop G.E.m masterfully
produced by Bob Clearmountain (not a bad name for a producer,
either) specifically engineered to be cranked, the no. is Mirage
WTG 16038. Even being.a subsidiary of Atlantic didn't do it. Ah,
yet additional bon mots substratum. Mining helmets available.
Batteries included with every two helmets ordered.

30 SECOND NOTES

Waverz The Delphobics are sometimes another band called The
Shakin' Gyros which is a Rock-A-8i1ly outfit. They enjoy doing

both so much they can‘t make up their minds who they are. So
they've become the schitsoz. (I'm just jealous.) They were re-
cently performing on WFMU and perform around. Their label FAKE
DOOM RECORDS is readying release of The Whyos, the big name in
NJ Rock-A-Billy.

Happy Birfday to Todd "Runt'gren who ain't a runt in his mid
30's or isse? For collectors of such ['m happy to report the

first two Runt albums are available still as imports from Holland
and were last seen at Record Towne in the Willowbrook Mall,
Wayne, N.J. Does that help?

Thank you Kip and Elayne for providing a creative oasis.

And MONKEES fans can catch their nearly unknown movie "HEAD"
(as in drugs) at the Thalia, 250 W. 9th near Broadway, NY (212)
222-3370 on Monday, August 9th at 2, 5:20 and 8:40pm. $4.00. I'm
there at 2.

The soundtrack album is ONLY AVAILABLE IMPORTED FROM JAPAN:!
(Thanks for reminding me, Brian. Actually, the soundtrack album
to "Head”, plus the movie itself, will be available for listening/
viewing at the upcoming FOURTH ANNUAL MONKEES CONVENTION on August
6th through 8th in Bridgeport, Connecticut. Special guest will be
PETER TORK, the smart one, and THIS IS VERY IMPORTANT: IF YOU'D
LIKE TO ATTEND ON THE BUS WHICH WILL BE LEAVING FROM TRENTON AND
STOPPING AGAIN. ABOUT 10 MINUTES AWAY FROM IJ HOME BASE, IN CLARK,
NEW JERSEY, PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE CALL MAGGIE McMANUS AT (609) 888~
0072 OR (609) 888-4567 TO RESERVE A PLACE!! WE NEED 30 PEOPLE AND
#OULD LIKE TO GET AT LEAST 40, SO WE'D ONLY HAVE TO PAY 520 FOR
THE TRIP INSTEAD OF $25. BUS LEAVES 8/6, RETURNS NIGHT OF 8/8 (S0
WE CAN GO SEE "HEAD" AGAIN THE NEXT DAY). CALL Now:rii!)

{Our "blast from the past" review this month comes from Eric Gor-
don of NYC, who reviews Tom Wilson's first album (remember? no?]}
and the Cryer/Ford collaboration "I'm Getting My Act Together...”
which was so well satirized last year on SCTV as "I'm Taking My
Head, Screwing It On Right And No Man's Gonna Tell Me It Ain't”,
or something like that. I always wondered about (ryer and Ford,
ever since I got an album of theirs which sounded like some silly
weepy~feminist songs to me...)

“I'm Getting My Act Together and Taking It On the Road." Original
Cast Recording, New York Shakespeare Festival Production. Book
and Lyrics by Gretchen Cryer. Music by Nancy Ford. CBS Collect-
ors' Series X 14885.

"Gay Name Game." Tom Wilson. Aboveground Records (P.0. Box
2131, Philadelphia, PA 19103) AR 101.

A whole new breed of women is promoting commercial aggressive-
ness as an erotic turn-on. Of course, Gretchen Cryer would not
asssume a fatuous grin to promote her “Act": a song about giving
up smiling for men makes that clear. So a portrait of the artist
letting loose a febrile "Sh..." dominates the front cover of this
record. A lengthy descriptive text on the obverse is fastidious-
1y cropped to focus on Ms. Cryer's foot. A microphone cord
strongly suggesting a whip in momentary repose drapes across the
shoe. :

Cryer and collaberator Nancy Ford, with two recordings of in-
dependently-minded feminist music already to their credit, opened
this show at one of Joseph Papp's theatres. It then moved on to
another house in Greenwich Village. The release as a CBS Col-
lectors’ Series issue indicates it is packaged to be sold to the
foot-stomping crown exiting from the live performances.

Binding the ten songs together is a loose storyline concerning
a woman's struggle with her macho manager to allow a late '70s
Big-Appie feminist consciousness to inform her act. The dialogue
in the show, didactic though it is, and reminding one strongly of
Cyra McFadden's marvelous satire The Serial, supports the music
better than the record suggests. ~For though one “hears what
she's saying," it is said with a tiresome banmality in both lyrics
and musical arrangements. "Love is rare, life is strange," Ms.
Cryer reminds us. “Nothing lasts and people change." If the
Liberated Man's Band accompanying the singer possesses talent, it
is never permitted to rise above the level of Book 1 of the E£-Z
Chord Method. Harmonizations with the back-up singers are facile
and outworn.

With Ms. Cryer stage-front-and-center in every number, it is
inescapable to conclude from this show that her ideal is a one-
woman world in which all other people exist to service her am-
bitions. Maybe I've lost my way along the road of sexual poli-
tics, but if we are seeking Tiberation, we should aim towards
some positive and real alternative. Recognizing that there are
plenty of folks in her audiences who can learn much from what she
is offering with her "Act,” I still wish she brought us to some
new understanding.

* *

* * * * * * * %

Confident, powerful, out-front and happy is Tom Wilson's debut
album "Gay Name Game," a collection of thirteen numbers which,
without vulgarity, considerably extend the range of permissible
subject matter in music. The confrontation of standard sex roles
is quietly convincing here, as it becomes ever clearer that a
sizeable minority of the human—and seagull!—population is pre-
pared to stand by its non-standard habits. Though it is doubtful
that a straight listenership will get to know this album, its
sexual libertarianism recommends it to anyone interested in the
future of the freedom/repression dialectic.

. Main objects of repudiation are Biblical strictures and their
orange-sucking defenders; psychiatry, both of the shock-therapy
and the conventional theorizing varieties ("You're not supposed
to love your mother"); and mythologies about the sexual condition
in general. Wilson includes women as well as men in his survey,
and lays special emphasis on children's rights to sensual ex-
ploration. Though he embraces such a contemporary subject as
threesomes, he also addresses some of the surviving jealousy and
hurt that accompany such freeform relationships.

Wilson's style is varied, though his preferred genre is a
Noel Coward-Cole Porter patter with close rhymes and slight mu-
sical experimentation. These arrangements would be more success-
ful in a Tive cabaret setting, for hs voice is neither resonant
nor well trained, is uneven at the top, and lacks expressiveness.

se of raunch his lyrics often suggest.

- Eric Gordon
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VISIONS

by Susan Going Willhouse

“Look, Doc, I dunno. Maybe ['m goin' looney-tunes or sumthin.

"I wake up in the middle of the night cause I hear this crash,
Tike somebody knocked the side of my skull in. Then there's this
god-awful laughter. You wouldn't believe it! 3 A.M. and it
sounds like some kinda Mardi Graw! Well, I figure it's the neigh-
bors again. Those people are whackos. My wife wantsa house in
the sticks, 'to get away from ALL the noise in the city'. So,
wadda we do? We plant ourselves next ta these people who are up
all day and night havin Roman orgies. 1 mean, Christ, you could
sleep better in a traffic jam at rush hour!

"Anyhow, I roll over ta nudge the wife ta see if she heard it,
and...what happened? Her side of the bed is empty! So, I lay
there a Tittle bit. Meanwhile, this part is gettin wilder and
wilder. 1I'm thinkin, the wife is probly sitting in her chair by
the window. She does that a lot lately. Specially if it's her,
y'know, time. (These women really soak that week a month for all
it's worth...1ike they think they can be as crazy as they damn
well please. Y'know, mine'll just sit there and stare without any
lights on or anything!) But I don't see her anywhere. So, I get
up. Don't even turn on the light. Don't wanna alert anybody to
what's comin next. Well, I glance over at the window ta the
neighbors' house, and you wouldn't believe it! -It's as dark and
quiet as a graveyard! This doesn't make any sense. With that,
there's another burst of laughter and I realize, it isn't any of
the neighbors at all. It's comin right from under my nose, if
y'know what [ mean! I am so bowled aver by this time, I just sit
back on the bed, rubbin my head in the dark, thinkin' 'What is
this woman try'n ta do ta me?' Not only does she have a party and
doesn't even bother ta tell me about it...or, for that matter, ask
me if it's okay even if it is in my own house...but she knows it's
the night before the big sales meeting and some of the chief hon-
chos from Detroit are flyin in. And me with my nunbers down. I
mean, nobody's laying out bread for new cars these days. So, I'm
sittin there wondering how she could do this to me, when it hits
me. I can't make out a single voice that really sounds like any-
body I know! It was funny. I could hear this sorta grunting and
squealing, and even this kind of weird, jingly music, and it all
sounded real strange...but familiar too. So, I'm try'n to figure
out what to do. [ mean, the wife has been carry'n on a lot lately
that we don't have any good times together anymore; that all she
ever gets ta do is watch T.V. She's real upset that we never go.
ta parties or anything. Like I'm ta blame!
style! I think it gets to her that our neighbors are such a so-
cial bunch and she isn't included. But, man, whaddoes she want?
Blood? ['m up to my gills with work. That's what pays the mort-
gage and the dentist bills, buys her her T.V. dinners, and all the
rest. What's she expect?! Who wants to party with those Tousy
creeps anyway.

“So, while I'm thinkin all this, I'm also thinkin [ might just
sneak on downstairs and have a look at what's goin on. So, I get
up, grab my robe off the enda the bed, don't even bother with my
slippers cause that'll make too much noise, and proceed on out in
the hallway and down the stairs in the dark. ['m pretty good at
navigating our house without any lights. Feelin your way by the
path in the rug is sorta like reading braille with your feet. I'm
not makin a sound, just kinda creepin along, try'n to see the best
[ can. When all of a sudden, at the bottom step, I notice tne
front door. That is, what use to be the front door! Now it's
Jjust a big, friggin hole, all smashed up, with lightning bugs,

Like I've cramped her .,

“Then I see it. Looked like the devil himself.
.hg's, how should I put it. Kind of an over-sized quarter pounder
With fleas. Y'know, the kind a Huge Heifer Ronald McDonald gets
In a sweat dreamin' about at night. Sorta the granddaddy of all
Big Macs, only I mean, there ain't no lettuce, no sesame buns,
Just horns and big, bulgy eyes. And he's not smiling either, or
even thinkin of sayin ‘Cheese’. Instead, he just growls, 'BULL!'
My wife is sittin there with this idiot grin and a glazed look in
her eyes, sayin, 'These are my friends. Why don't you reach out
and touch someone? These are my friends...' over and over again.
On the counter next ta the sink, [ see her }ittle portable T.V.,
and it's on. Only there's nothin on the screen except that static.

"Now, I don't know what you'd call it, instinct or what, but [
-knew I had to get ta that thing and shut it off any way I could.
So, I lunged across the floor, knocking over a giant Kool-Aid pit-
cher that had more of those little arms and legs and fhis real
angry red face. That did it. All of a sudden, they're after mg—
must've known what was up—but I got to the tube just in time. I
heaved it backwards over my head and heard it smash somewhere near
the refrigerator. Then it got quiet. Dead quiet.

"I turned around real slow...and just stared.

"It was awful! A1l at once, this bunch of vegetables Keeled
over and shriveled up. Then the guys in the cereal bowl got real
1imp and sunk into the soggy mush. And on and on, till even the
bull dropped dead right in front of my feet. A1l these dead...
THINGS all over the kitchen flgor. You should've seen it!

"Then [ looked over at my wife. She's slumped over the table.
Not budging an inch. Just real still.

"That's when I knew it was all over.
T.V. were lying all around her and there
head, dripping in the clothes basket.

“But, [ tell you, it was a mistake. ! didn't know I hit her. I
Just had to get her away from those things! She was going nuts!
They might've hurt her! I had to save her! The cops wouldn't
even listen when they showed up. But, you believe me, don't you,
Doc?!  You believe me! I was right, wasn't [?1*

"That isn't up to me to decide, Larry. What I think I'm gaing
to do, though, is prescribe a mild sedative for you from the in-
firmary. For now, I think we'd better send you back to your cell
and let.you calm down." The doctor's hand moved to the intercom,
depressing a red button. "Miss Kemp, please send in the guard for
Mr. Sanders." He looked back at the prisoner who nervously ran
his clenched hands up and down his thighs. "We'll have many more
opportunities to talk, larry. But you're much too agitated to
continue with this session, I think."

A stocky guard entered and escorted the prisoner from the of-
fice. The psychiatrist pushed the button again, "Miss Kemp,
could you please bring in the file on Mr. Hamm. That's the child
molester Hamm, not the burglar."

He leaned his shoulders back into his overstuffed, brown vinyl
chair, rubbing his temples, as he slowly closed his eyes.

.Deep in his mind he saw it. Palm trees. White sands.
friendly skies. Come back to...Come back to..
life. Sun-bronzed bodies swaying, beckoning.
der reds. It's waiting for you...

Once more, he leaned forward and depressed the button.

) "Miss Kemp...ah...when you come in with that file, would you
T1Sd§ ﬁlso, bringing along some relief. That's spelled R-0-L-A-

Found among the papers of Dr. Floyd Snakobs, an Oakwood State

Prison psychiatrist, following the inquest into the murder-sui-

cide of Mrs. Helen Snakaebs and the aforementioned on December
26, 1980. '

And I.realize

Chunks and pieces of the
was blood coming from her

The
[t was as clear as
Golder golds. Red-

and who knows what else, flyin in and out! [ just can't believe
it! And I can still hear this ruckus. I't coming from the kit-
chen and my wife is laughing loudest of all! [ stand there for
a few seconds, and now I'm boiled. There's nothin funny about
this! I don't even give a shit about bein quiet at this point.
I just storm right on through the living room to the doorway of
the kitchen.

"And there [ see her. She's sittin at the dinette, all dolled
up in this real fancy dress she got for some cousin's wedding a
couple years ago, lappin up the sauce. That's all I could see
then. Just my wife, with a can of Schlitz Malt in her hand,
toastin someone outta my sight! And [ hear her say, 'Of course,
I Tove you better. Or should I say, butter? You're smooth and
creamy, not like those higher priced spreadsd.' Well, now I'm
shakin. I've been married ta this broad for fifteen years! We
got two kids! And she's sittin there spoutin out some kinda kin-
ky garbage like I'd expect to hear in some porno flick! In my
kitchen, no less! Then it happens. I hear this nasaly little
voice say to her, 'Par-KAay.' I'm thinkin, 'what the...?' So,
whaddaya do? Well, I'11 tell ya. I crashed right on in there...

"and there I see this ugly lookin mob everywhere! These three
little guys are dancin in a cereal bowl. No joke. They're only
as big as my fist and they're jumpin around, in striped tights,
no less, like a bunch of screamin faggots, squeelin, 'Snap! Pop!
Crackle! Pop!' and so on. And this box of baking soda with this
mallot is brawlin with a buncha vegetables and cans a tuna and
things, all have these weird little arms and legs on them. And
faces! Mean little faces! And they're snarling and goin at each
other like a pack of rabid dogs! My wife has a laundry basket
next ta her, and in it sit these fools lookin like monster fryite
y'know, grapes, apples, and stuff, only giant-sized with leaves
and stems growin out of their heads—cheering on the battle. And
this big dope in the cormer all painted green, is Taughing his
head off, just goin, 'Ho Ho Ho!' It's like none a them even seen
me. That is, ti11 I screamed, 'What the hell is goin on here?{'

When you are 1ike me there are several premises we opgrate on.
Size seems to be an influenza hear; never eat anything b1gger than
your duodenum, always look both ways, go shopping every six months
or less or more for a brand-spanking auto and, of course, we're
speaking suburhia here, the red heartland, midwest, brave and true.
In my Mary Volksmobile we can speed barrel down the road, running
faster and faster on all six shots than every other body while the
semis (semi-what? Semi-beasts, dear frenzy, populated by ambidexi-
drine semi-fuelish semi-drivers, demigods of this hemisphere) butt
each other to establish Co. dominance. But soft, all knight ri-
ders. Wheels turn inside your head. [t's highway hypnosis, and
you turn. There are no parkings going hig, way and straight, no
exits but one so always look both ways. If you're going to think,
don't drive. Never drive with your feet. Never drive in model-
zar Detroit. Never drive in diver's-ed.-film Ohio. Never drive
in diver's-ed.-mister car, rather get a horse, a talking horse.
But soft motorists. A frightful thruway yawning window breaks;
speeding East, where Edsel was the son blinding the I's, Wgst to
Los Angeles, you and me, us together, we, absolutely smashing.

Cut off accidentally, touch and go, hit and run. Underwhere?
Under coat, assuredly, underneath, shoved into a Fjord, or thrown
by a sheet belt over your head, bloodied by a greed O]dsw§gen,
1iver and lights out, body bag burst, ditched, shredded like )
wheat, folded, spindled. The only good engine, dear frengy, is on
an American junk or polished into unutility, verily, merr11¥,
faster and faster past car lots of horseless carnage where is the
corporate fender-smooth Grey Minence leading the industry, u.s.
the saviour of Christler, the struggling Americans, the WWII
(think about that, my frenzy) importers, all the same, all dif-
ferent, they don't have to conspire, they think alike and none of
them drive anybody but us, to the body shot. Do you really want
to drive anybody crazy to the next coronor, or how necessary is
it. Think about it, frenzy, and don't choose one way or do not

enter. Amen. - Walt Lockley



POLTERGEIST, STAR TREK II, BLADE RUNNER

Perhaps the most ditficult task to accomplish in filmmaking is
to make a credible ghost story. Because the existence of ghosts
Jies somewhere between reason and fantasy, a cinematic exposition
of the supernatural is too often either materially earthbound
{ghosts as guardians of worldly treasures, as in Raiders of the
Lost Ark) or romantically alien (ghosts as messengers for Supreme
Beings, as in A Christmas Carol). In Poltergeist, however, the
existence of ghosts is not only a moral condemnation of corrup-
tion, but also an attack upon suburban sensibilities, bourgeois
materialism, and religious arrogance (never, for example, is a
clergyman present. While The Exorcist revelled in religious over-
and undertones, Poltergeist is decidedly secular). Ghosts aiso
exist to scare, and in Poltergeist (written and produced by Steven
Spielberg), they do.

When the first rumblings begin in the house of the Freelings,
the mother, Diane (Jobeth Williams) treats it light-heartedly, as
if a ghost were a plaything or even a status symbol (she is, after
all, the first on her block to have one). Perhaps it is merely a
strengthener of identity, in a community where every house is the
same.

However, the playful mischievousness of the ghosts fades to
darker, more malevolent acts, as Carol Anne, the youngest daughter,
is kidnapped by a Tremendous Force (or Light, or Vacuum, or White
Hole), and the family sets itself to get her back. With the aid of
a team of parapsychologiest who believe the ghosts might give them
some interesting data, and (when their expectations are more than
overwhelmed) later a dwarfish psychic, Diane strives to find and
retrieve her daughter from the ghosts—a search similar to Jillian
Guiller's quest for her kidnapped son Barry in Spielberg's Close
Encounters of the Third Kind.

The aTlusions to Spielberg's earlier work are more opposing ra-
ther than parallel, however. Whereas CE3K dealt with good and
greater good, Poltergeist is a special effects extravaganza of Evil
and Ugliness: Supernatural Evil, Scientific Evil, Corporate Evil,
and Suburban Ugliness. The characterizations are very well drawn,
but in a film like Poltergeist, in which the existence of the
other-worldly must appear extremely plausible, the script's the
thing, and here there is no disappointment. Pacing and dialogue
are excellent, and the technical achievements support them with a
realism next to voyeurism.

Most outstanding of all is the score by Jerry Goldsmith, who has
never written a bad piece of music (Alien, The Omen, Star Trek I
and Islands in the Stream being among his best}. The energy, my-
sticism, and horror of the ghosts is powerfully realized in the
score, which is so far the year's best.

Whereas characterization in Poltergeist is a by-product of the
story's logic and realism, the characters in Star Trek II: The
Wrath of Khan must support the story if it is to be at all inter-
esting or entertaining. Luckily it is. A supreme improvement
upon the first film, which was long on color and shert on: sub-
stance, The Wrath of Khan is an enjoyable adventure, wherein the
crew of the tnterprise once again gets to strut its stuff.

Kirk, Spok, et al. are back, this time against Khan, a rene-
gade revolutionary who has hijacked a starship and who seeks,
among other things, revenge upon Kirk, who stranded him for many
years on a barren planet in a comparatively quiet section of the
universe. ’

This is much more like Star Wars than first fiim, but the
sense of humanity which dominated the best episodes of the TV se-
ries is not absent here. Kirk, getting older, is longing for his
salad days of hopping around the galaxy, at which time, we learn,
he once fathered an illegitimate child. Despite the aging of the
characters, with whom we've grown up on television, they have not
become more mechanized as the technology around them has gotten
more sophisticated or more supremely arrogant (the projected ter-
raforming of dead worlds that is the basis of the Genesis projectl)

The Wrath of Khan is as gagd as any of the better Star Trek TV
shows, but with the added advantage of hindsight, which these
characters now have over the people who figurativelyand literally
dominated NBC 15 years ago.

Now the bad news. Just as Ridly Scott has proved himself a
filmmaker of immense energe and elegance, along comes his latest
work Blade Runner, which proves if nothing else that no one—not
even Scott—can make a good film out of a bad script, not even a
distractingly enjoyable one.

Blade Runner could be considered a cousin of Alien, in which
the inhabitants of the Nostromo, and the entire galactic communi-
ty, were dominated by the politics and economics of corporations
and industries. In Blade Runner, the Los Angeles of the 21st Cen-
tury is no mere urban industrial center—it is a 1iving, breath-
ing advertisement for Japanese multinational corporations. While
most Earthmen have settled in other (more pleasant, one supposes)
colonies, the dregs of humanity are clumped in the city, surround-
ed by neon, debris and a depressingly never-ending rain. Decker
(Harrison Ford) is a policeman assigned to destroy some human-1ike
robots called replicants (who are banished from Earth because of
their quick temperment and consequentially murderous predilic-
tions). DOuring his investigation he falls in Jove with the daugh-
ter of the corporation's executive responsible for building the
robots, only to find that she herself is a super-replicant, with
an uncommon emotional circuitry.

Believe it or not, this is meant to fill up 2% hourse, and it
doesn‘t. While Decker chases the replicants, the action, pace and
dialogue is decidedly not urgent, and is too full of the repeti-
tious soul searching in Decker's professional and private lives.
Scott's imagery is shockingly brilliant, but it is also appalling-
ly wasted on a film whose only spark of intelligence comes from
the supposition that Japan will defeat the US as an economic power
within a few years.
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Douglas Trumbull's special effects are reminiscent of his work
for CE3K (full of lens glare and color) but are too polished for
a world seen as unpolished and gritty, where a gumshoe would in-
vestigate synthesized snake skin just as his '40s counterpart wouid
a torn laundry ticket. Ford's Decker is a step back from his Han
Solo and Indiana Jones, for his heroism is won by default rather
than by personal geniality or good luck.

A pertty picture, Blade Runner is still the kind of visual feast
that leaves a bad taste in one's mouth.

- David Morgan

The Clash: COMBAT ROCK (C8S Records)—Combat Rock is not a new
Clash album. ['m convinced that the band very cleverly got Glyn
Johns to re-mix the out-takes from Sandinista.

We are again confronted with The Clash's reggae obsession.

But Strummer as vocalist no longer makes an effort to actually
carry a tune, so Combat Rock degenerates into white dub—and all
the tedium that implies.

On Sandinista a lot of the musical mediocrity was overshadowed
by trenchant lyrics. Stummer and Jones still pretend to make
meaningful statements about the world's socio-political scene.
But their poetry has become fragmented and incoherent, and more
often than not they simply bandy about a lot of vague images that
evoke little more than confusion.

Since 1980, The Clash have released two albums, neither of
which comes close to living up to the promise of their brilliant
London Calling. In a symbolic gesture at the "Rock for Kampuchea"
benefit, Pete Townshend tossed his guitar across stage to Joe
Strummer, conferring on him the title of "Spokesman of the Gene-
ration". ¥f 1 were Pete, I'd get my guitar back. Statocasters
are expensive.

* od ok ok ok ok kK ok kodk ok k ok ok ok ok ko ok ok ok Kk ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok
Pete Townshend: ALL THE BEST COWBOYS HAVE CHINESE EYES (Atco)—

True to his compulsion to lay his soul bare, Pete Townshend has
released his most intimate, revealing work ever. He drops you in
the middle of an emotional minefield, then bombards you with con-
fessions of hope, fear, passion, desire, mistakes, pain, and Tove.

All the Best Cowboys Have Chinese Eyes is not immediately ac-
ceptable musically—it's certainly not an instant "classic" like
Empty Glass, and it has bery little to do with The Who. Pete ex-
periments with all sorts of new musical concepts—spoken poetry,
blues/soul, and fascinating rhythms—obviously on the verge of
fulfilling his own prophecy that "music must change”.

Pete's spirituality is totally unawkward here. It's become
such an inherent part of his psyche that it's no longer a slightly
self-conscious expression of his involvement with Indian mystic
Meher Baba. His music is totally awash in Love.

Chinese Eyes is not a comfortable album. It's harrowing and
uncompromisingly honest. Pete cries out for us to identify with
both his joys and sorrows. His songs demand our attention—make
us think-—and make us feel. It contains some of the stongest
writing Pete has ever done, and is unquestionably the most moving
album by any artist to come along in a very, very long time.

- Khaaryn Goertzel

CO0L CATS - 25 YEARS OF ROCK 'N' ROLL STYLE, Edited and Designed
by Tony Stewart (New York: Delilah Books), 160 pages.

Rock and roll, according to Tony Stewart, is only secondarily
a musical phenomenon. Its real focus is fashion. To British
teenagers in the 'S0's, dressing to create a distinct image,
coupled with the right music, was the essence of "coolness".
being cool set one apart from the masses of post-war baby boom
peers. This sense of rock style is still valid. »

Cool Cats sets out to document the twenty-five year evolution
of rock fashion. The trend in books of this sort (which are a
dime a dozen in Britain—unfortunately the best seldom reach our
shores) is to collect a lot of photographs, and commission a few
trendy rock musicians or journalists to reflect on their impres-
sions or experiences. This approach can work remarkably well
see Mods by Richard Barnes, London: Eel Pie Publishing, Ltd.).
But, more often, it results in an opinionated mishmash of self-
indulgent reminiscences and analyses.

Cool Cats is no exception. Tony Stewart has collected a group
of brief essays on rock fashion from the 'S0's through the '70's,
the most notable authors being Ian Dury (on Teddy Boys) and Paul
Weller of The Jam (on Mods). The text is marred (predictably) by
the subjectivity of writers trying to be extremely cool, or, in
Dury's case, from total incoherence (his panache of Teddy Boy
slang images would even baffle today's working class London kid).

Stewart would justify the mediocrity of the essays with his
philosophy that one picture syas more than a thousand words (es-
pecially since rock writers have a dangerous tendency to be over-
1y analytical). However, for a book that relies so heavily on
visual presentation, Caol Cats offers a totally unimpressive and
badly reproduced group of photographs {all black and white) and a
messy, cluttered "design" (by Stewart).

Since the '60s, all sorts of writers and publiishers have tried
to make meaningful statements about rock fashion and Tifestyle.
Few, if any, have been completely successful. At $9.95, Cool
Cats is a rather expensive failure to toss on the heap.

And
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Glim ,
by arly Sommerstein

“Nine dollars, piease,” the man said casually, staring off
into the distance, his paim flat, dry.

"I should be guest-listed tonight. ‘Carly'."

"Carly...Carly...Carly...oh, yes, here you are. 0k, go onahead."

He looked at me closely for a second, wondering Who [ Was, then
his eyes passed on to the next probable victim of New York City
club owners' exploitive wrath. I stepped into the yellow light.
Looking around for a familiar face, [ immediately caught a glimpse
of Ronny's mohawk protruding up 1ike a weed out of the spikey-
haired crowd. I waved at him as he made his way over to me.

“Well, hi Carly, looking wholesome tonight, as usual.”

His smile was so boyish and innocent it was always hard for me
to believe how strong and angry he could be on stage.

"Not bad yourself. Have you done sound check?"

"Yeah, 'bout an hour ago. Went pretty well, except for Tom's
bass which kept fucking up, but it should be okay. You alone
tonight?"

"Yeah, Paul had to stay in tonight.
John. Have you seen them?"

"Upstairs. They were fighting about something before. 1 swear
it's like John can't even take a piss without her bitching about
something."

"Well, you know how love is," I grinned.

Ronny laughed and pulled at the chain around his waist.

"Yeah, ain't it the truth." He shook his head. "Lissen, I
gotta go do the set 1ist and shit, I['11 see ya later. You hangin'
all night?"

"Ti11 about 5."

"Cool. Good, I'11 see you later." He kissed my hand, that
suave bastard, and took off in flight, those big black boots of
his clunking up the marble stairwell.

I pushed through the crowd over to the ladies' Tounge.
Decline girls were gossiping in the corner.

"EWWW!!! Who is that punkrocker?" screamed Natalia, giggling,
her hair unmoving under XY and hairspray. The Decline girls are
six 1ittle ratted-hair sophomores from Manhattan who do a fanzine
called Decline Of Art. They all dress alike—combat boots, kilts,
antique Tettermen sweaters, bangles up and down their thin arms,
rosary beads, the usual punk attire...except for their hair color,
which ranges from Harlow blonde to carrot red to blue-black, all
courtesy of Miss Clairol.

I walked over to shoot the shit with them for a while. The
conversation consisted of the usual topics—new cute boys coming
to shows, stories of being hassled by jocks, cops, how awful the
new Circle Jerks album was, and of course, Sue's everlasting crush
on the Misfits' bassist Jerry Only. The Decline girls hardly ever
smiled, but laughed a Tot—in short hearty spurts. They were city
kids who never wasted an effort.

We heard the screech of the guitarist tuning up and decided to
get a good spot on the floor before the trendies invaded.

There is a definite technique in finding a good, safe spot to
watch a hardcore band. You must first determine the overall qua-
lity/popularity of the band which isn't always too predictable.

If it's a "good" band, then there's bound to be dancing. Example:
Kraut are, for some reason beyond my comprehension, very big in
New York even though I find them as stimulating as, say, a fig
newton or a game of gin rummy. Not very. They are boring and
common, but people seem to love them. Then, on the cther hand, a
fanstastic, passionate, energetic band like the Misfits have very
little crowd reaction because most of the audience is scared shit-
less of them. So you can pre-judge to a degree. A suggestion for
viewing a great, loud, exciting band would be to back up away from
the swinging arms, legs and elbows. Then later if you'd like to
move up a bit, choose a spot close to the amplifiers, since stage-
divers always avoid hitting the amps. Amps run about 800 doliars
each.

So we found ourselves good spots and it cigarettes to insure
people would keep their distance.

“Hey, does anyone know who that blonde girl is?" Sue said that
1ike a gangleader, inquisitively, sensing an invation of her terri-
tory. '

" "Think she's from DC," I said, noting the Teen Idles scrawl on

the back of her leather jacket. Natalia's eyes 1it up.

"Oh, that's Genevieve. She's the most notorious band-fucker in
Real, how does one say, fille do joie."

“That's not how I say it," said Robin, "I call them sluts.”

The music started, the crowd moved in tighter. The battlefield

erupted, boys (and a few daring girls) began the ritual known as

slamming. Robin commented to me that the boys with mohawks re-

minded her of Roman soldiers with their bristly helmets. [ nodded

and with my foot crushed my cigarette while pushing a kid back in-

Gonna hang with Marti and

The
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pse at the Under'gr-o

I would like to dedicate this story to Shredder, my favorite
ES year old Los Angeles Adonis, whom I love dearly. - ¢S

to the sea of bodies. [ became bored with the band and'{ooked the
crowd over. Interesting kids tonight, some new kids, too. A few
girls in black dresses eyeing a pack of mean-looking skins who ob-
viously had no interest in them. A couple of sweatered moustached
New York DJ's coming out, no doubt, to "see what all this punk
rock stuff is about". Marti pushed over to me and, after making
mutual sour faces in the direction of the stage, we retreated to a
table.

"Yeah, so it's fucked. John doesn't know what to do about it
either."” Marti sighed and pulled out a hand mirror.

"You'd think since he's been so close to Bobby for so long he'd
have some kind of influence over him, y'know? I can't understand
Bobby anymore, he's in another world completely.”

"Exactly. I think he's giving up on himself. College is just
the insurance he'll turn out ‘right', like his parents have always
wanted. Who knows?" Marti shrugged. [ crushed my cigarette into
the center of a carved Dead Kennedys logo in the wood table. A
change of subject...

"So how are things with you and John lately?"

Marti laughed sarcastically and flipped the mirror into her
makeup case. "He is, without exaggeration, driving me to drink. [
am talking up and over the wall with this guy. Times Tlike these I
wish I was still Tliving in California. Yes, that bad!" We gig-
gled. I picked up the mirror to inspect my eye makeup.

"Ronny said [ Tooked 'wholesome' tonight," I said, mugging into

“the mirror.

Marti beamed. "He did?"
"He always has some adjective for me." .
"Oh, that's because ne wantsa have your baby!" she said mat-

, ter-of-factly.

"Well, if he wants babies, he can have them."
"l hear ya. That's another thing about John that baffles me.
He's so into having a family—he wants children, and a house,
and all the white picket suburban wasteland bullshit. And look
at him—"

I glanced over at the stage and saw John with his arm around
the singer, both of them singing into the mic, smiling and sha-

. king their raised fists at the audience.

“Like a child himself and he's 20 years old!"

"Let him have fun, Marti. Since when are you such an adult
anyway?" [ locked for her reaction from under the tissue against
my sweaty forehead.

"Yeah, you're right. No harm.

Ronny walked up with a soda can.
the 80's, what's goin' on?"

That goofy smile again. I Tooked at Marti and we Jaughed.

"What's so funny about 7UP, hm?"

"Sit down, you miserable excuse for a porcupine!”

Ronny chuckled and pulled at his chain in his usual way.

"What's in the can 'sides 7UP?"

"This is actually coca-cola, [ got a refill from Tulane who
was drinking a liter."

"Is it just coke, then?" Marti repeated.

"It's the Real Thing! Don't drink it all, I'1l be right back."

We watched him dive through some bodies into the middle of the
crowd, and laughed at his displaced agility.

"Oh, look over at that!" I pointed my finger at a couple kiss-
ing, half in shadow.

"Is that Evan? Holy rollin’ doggie doo, [ never thought I'd
see him with a girl in public Tike that! [ thought he was
Strajght Edge." Straight Edge is a philosophy that originated on
the DC scene but has spread throughout the entire punk vespiary
thanks to a band called Minor Threat, who wrote a song about what
the Straight £dge is all about, very simply: NO DRUGS, NO BOOZE,
NO PROMISCUITY.

"Me too." I pulled my eyes away.
a curved edge now, eh?"

"Well, ya see that, that's so typical. They hate booze till
they get shitfaced. And they hate sex till they've got someone
to help them dampen sheets...”

Ronny bopped back over for his coke.

"Ronny, did you see Evan with a girl tonight?" I asked.

“Oh, sure. She's an office babe, never comes to shows, pro-
bably doesn't even know Evan's in a band. 1 guess she's altoge-
ther, though. I[t's about time he started being seen with a girl,
people starting to think he's plagued..."

We giggled and moved back into the crowd for Ronny's band, the
Snarling Darlings, who were on next.

CARLY SOMMERSTEIN
June 10th, '82

Yet, anyway."
"Hello, punk rock women of

"Looks like Evan is more of
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One or two mystics say the giant rocks of Stonehenge were borne
from Wales on the backs of legends {and the Queen's Christmas mes-
sage). Dixie McClair still had no clue what Wales, that distant
postcard country of mining disasters and tourists touring medieval
play castles and young men who would never again waik home to
their two-up-and-down cardboard flats in smoky industrial Swansea.
The back of the ten-year-old 1967 rock and roll album jacket—in-
side Chopin and heaven and hell—with the photographof the blonde,
psychedelic suspendered, half-smiling pianist, said only that his
name was Patrick Hart, not who he really was, where exactly he was
born or why he didn't stay there.

Delinquint dreaming: Lying on her bed, once or twice, in a Wis-
consin 0z, she saw him, as clearly as her five fingers in moon-
light. Seventeen-years-old, in the same black jeans as in the
photo, just Toose enough to play in dank dockside clubs, just tight
enough not to be nis television apprentice work clothes. A train
ticket to London was stuffed in his back pocket. When he bought it
one-way, the ticket-teller, a bit old but with that look as if he
liked to get away from the idyllic hills into the desperate city
on the sly every once in awhile, said “You'll be buyingyour ticket
back in London?* Patrick didn't answer and one wasn't really ex-
pected. He wondered what it would be Tike in London. In 1964 was
a businessman's rock and roll town, with only the slightest birth
pangs of glittering Carnaby Street or Mar Quant's make-up Empire.

His mother and father were sitting around the kitchen table
drinking coffee, as they had every afternoon of their marriage,
except for a week or so after Patrick's birth when his mum was in
hospital, when he closed the door with only the slightest whisper
of wind. "But what will you DO? VYou've hardly Tearned a trade
and London is EXPENSIVE. How will you live?" They had brought
him up from an infant; he was leaving in two weeks. After he had
two records on Top of the Pops, one good, one not so good, and all
the neighborhood housewives clipped articies out of the newspaper
for his mother, she was still sorry he hadn't stayed, married him
a wife, moved into a two-up, two-down a few blocks away and Tived
a nomal man's Tife. Neither parent had been to London in their
lives and neither really had much desire to go.

Desperate dreaming: What must they be feeling now? In a record
company bio, Patrick let out that he forgave them for the months
they wouldn't speak to him and understood they thought they were
doing it for his own good. His mother's face, classic and very
British, dissolving over the phone even before she heard what his
best friend had called to tell her. 0id they end their scrapbook
with the same clipping Dixie had ended hers?

"Patrick Hart, 27-year-old popsinger and songwriter, was found
unconscious after sustaining a head wound of unknown origin, in
his one room apartment on the outskirts of London. He had recent-
1y been involved in several lawsuits with his manager and record
company over unreported and allegedly unpaid royaities. Ouring
the suits, an injunction had prevented him from performing or re-
cording, bringing his career in the past year or two to a halt. He
is not expected to regain consciousness.” This article was the
last Dixie heard about him.

The one-room apartment, enveloped by a grey brick casing with
Victorian gargoyles and scaly black iron grating, was, to him, the
top parapet of an Enchanted Tower. Here tunes and words swirled
gently down to his hands; he grabbed them and channelled them
through his piano to black and white of pen and paper, to be re-
surrected upon his divine command for the spiritual attunement of
his fellow worshippers. Walls the color of the sky stood duti-
fully behind rows of bookshelves full of battered, second-hand vo-
Tumes of poetry and philosophy. In the center was a small collec-
tion of Dylan Thomas. Facing west was an unmade sofa-bed which
rarely saw the same female face twica. Sometimes, when everyone
had gone home, he lay on it and dreamed about an American he had
never seen.

Star-searching: Younger by almost a decade, a poetess of the
Sylvia Plath variety, an inhabitant of the America Patrick memo-
rized in the movie theatres and off the telly. What could he know
about that kind of 1ife? She married at age 17, not a match made
in heaven, but not bad considering the Jocal youth. A few child-
ren later she stopped writing and stashed the black and white com-
position notebooks in an extra room on top of a scrapbook with his
name on it. At age 36, a few months after she had thrown the
whole pile to make room for yet another child, she died in a freak
childbirth accident. Days following days, peace and love, she
didn't miss her old ambitions, nor felt a twinge when she Tistened
to the old record that had drained her of herold assumptions about
what was right and proper, so easy in the financial security and
black and white value system of adolescence. Sometimes, after he
dreamed about her in the early years, he would use some of the po-
etry he saw her writing in his lyrics.

[n her own dreams, she saw herself walking a straight line
slowly down a black, spiralling tube, narrowing to a single point
of complete present, no past, no need to think about the future.
The glow at the end shone like the radiocactivity of a television
set the first few seconds after it has been turned off. Once she
thought she sensed Patrick walking down the tube benind her, but

when she turned around, he was gone. Only one dream did she suf-
fer over and over: Since Patrick never attended any church, one
had to be found quickly for the funeral—everyone thought it would
do his mother good to see him have a Christian burial. She was
engulfed from head to foot in a black cape and hood with a veil.
[t, the demon, crouched in a back pew in a brown sackcloth, weep-
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ing. Later, she fell unconscious on the tombstone, which she
couldn't quite read.

When he had the dream, Patrick wore a velvet Edwardian mourning
outfit, though no one seemed to realize he was there at all. He
saw her husband and children in the front, only holding up. It,
the demon, crouched in a back pew in a brown sackcloth, weeping.
When he looked at the tombstone, he couldn'‘t quite make it out. He
didn't linger, after all, he hadn't even known her really, what
right did he have to mourn? After these dreams, neither he nor
she had any more.

Patrick Hart didn’t much believe in religion. In his naive and
]ogical way, he didn't understand ritual or the possibility of an
inherent superiority of any conglomeration of political ideas, or
anything, really, beyond the supreme power of humans communicating.
Simple solutions existed and what he did with his 1ife was point
them out. He skipped the black jeans for a real suit when he went
to the lawyer's office to explain this, but the lawyer onlysaid he
would do, the best he could. He didn't.

Devil's dreaming: As Patrick fell, after losing his balance,
three hits of hallucinogens will do that do you, he hit his head
on the sharp corner of the sofa-bed and during his first few mi-
nutes of bleeding Tooked up at the ceiling and saw her solidly
descending the stairs of the courthouse, wedding bouquet in hand.
A few steps behind her came her nhusband and parents. Her heavy
black veil made it hard for her to see the red sportscar zooming
down the street. She went under its wheels without a sound. The
demon, brown sackcloth turned into modern-day dress, opened the
door of the car, took the bouquet from her bleeding hands and
sped on. The ticket seller shook him awake.

A puddie had formed around Patrick's canvas shoes and his
jeans were now so wet that if he let them dry on him they would
be a perfect fit. “Go home! You missed the train! Another boy
took your place." By the end of the ten blocks home, past the
docks where he'd go tomorrow to find a job, past the shops that
had let him nick candy bars when he was a kid, past rows and rows
of houses just like the one he was born in, lived in, and now
Tooked as if he would die in, he knew that this was his one chance
to get out and he had blown it. Everyone would laugh. In the
door, not a word, up the stairs, out of the jeans and into bed.

John Crane, the famed, ridiculed, widely imitated and blessed-
1y rich pop star, lived six months in London and six months in
New York, when he wasn't pleasing the tax department and his
banker by touring. Originally from an obscure industrial Welsh
town, he had come to London ten years before on a whim, when
someone else had missed the train, leaving an empty seat. His
first one-room apartment, which he kept, was decorated with in-
creasingly expensive bric-a-brac as he easily found a job, a few

weeks later joined a band, had modest success, broke up with them,
and, a few years later, hit it big as a solo. When an injunction
stopped him from performing or recording, he took a year-long va-
cation in Hawaii, then a short course in classical composition at
a local conservatory while visiting his parents. When the lawyers
had finished playing, he captured a slightly older, more loyal,
richer audience which paid for all the parties John gave for his
friends in his one-room. Tonight, as a matter of fact, hewas one
or two hours into just such a party when through the loud music,
smoky hazes of various colors and scents, and artistic trashing
of anyone more successful than the conversants, he noticed two of
his guests in a corner, chatting. One was Patrick Hart, his com-
position teacher from Wales who was one one of his frequent trips
to London to see John and play informal gigs in dank clubs along
the docks where all the rock aristocracy disappeared to after so-
cial events, sitting at mismatched marble-top tables, drinking
watered run and cokes out of plastic glasses after hours. The
other was Dixie McClair, r'n'r poetess she called herself, he had
met in just such a New Yaork club capturing the music in words in
a beat up composition book she let him read. That night the par-
ty broke up and regrouped at a dive called Antonio's and Dixie
read political poetry in a loud voice and Patrick made very ba-
roque, disjointed music. It was as if they had known each other
a lTong time. - Carolyn Lee Boy

DW by Louie Crew

Respect fer tfig law is a pill that the people in power force down
the throats of those for whom the law has no respect. Such a pill
activates the adrenalin when someone defaces a flag or fails to

- reveal sources for a news article, but the pill anesthetizes any

slight shivers as the same person burns an enemy's child. As
Nazis found it a useful soporific before Nuremberg, so most Ame-
ricans would be hard put to tell where we teach our soldiers the
art of chemical warfare.

A state university is an institution supported by the state le-
gislature to sanctify that state's brand of provincialism.
Professors are people with the talent for making students teel
guilt or compulsive gratitude if they speak with the professors
for more than five minutes after class. They are people trained
in asking most questions except "Is it honest?" and "How does it
make you feel?"

Students are often grown women and men who have found myriads of
bizarre ways to perpetuate the irresponsibilities of childhood
without its joy or its innocence.

Academic Freedom is the freedom of all to ask anything. Actually,
since most people don't want to ask anything, the few who do, find
that apathy ensures their "freedom" and their insignificance.
Sexuality is the modern person's way to enjoy toothpaste, maga-
zines, automobiles, but not friends or one's self.

Dirtiness is a narrow mind's way of choosing what it will not see.
Wonder is a mental function now virtually extinct.
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A Bumblebees land

An Absurd Fantas

by Deborah Golden

Consider New York City where most everyone is wealthy unless
they are poor. The speed is fast, the activities vast, the popu-
lation lets fester an indescribable past.

A honky tonk country girl wheedled her way through the bram-
bles to test herself against high powered roamers. She reserved
a room in the Chelsea Hotel; the name she heard on some rambling
song. Breaking the flanks of her pink piggy bank, she felt she
ranked among the privileged. The privileged, rumor rubbed, herd-
ed in New York City. She thought herself pretty, and sure to fit
in.

Where to begin? It was a contest she was to win. A tattered
yellow box top stopping the cereal from spill proclaimed cosmopo-
Titan adventures. At the breakfast table with milk, she mused and
sucked her thimble full of honey while filling in the dots and
dashes. She mashed corn flakes between teeth aflashing. Big bro-
ther was beating his socks against the radiator. Momma was dig-
ing flies out of the milk curdles. Poppa was chewing a weed. She
flet at once that there must be more to life.

And so our honky tonk girl, who we shall call BumbleBee, de-
cided to flee her barnyard home. She won the corny flake contest
(having been the only contestant) by submitting a five Tine poem
that went: "Mugwump shrub slowly milks

chlorophyll from unsuspecting

lawn soldiers

too busy attending to

their parallel grassness.”
The poem was highly acclaimed by the sponsors of the contest, the
infamous Dear Inn on Winter Street in the heart of New York City's
funk community. She was invited to participate in a reading at
the Inn that Saturday afternocon. Also, she won a potentially fun
time making sense of the Art Show across the street. The Show
featured a man sitting on a ladder, with his head through a cei-
1ing, being filmed by a video camera, while he drank TAB Cola and
" rolled his tongue around his meaty lips. The video tape was in-
stantly shown on all four walls of the gallery superimposed on
cryptic drawings of his genitalia. All of this was live and in
color. .

BumbleBee packed her bags, pecked her father on the cheek,
slapped her brother's ass, and shook her momma's hand. There was
a Happy Travels bus leaving later that day. She decided against
wearing the blue jean overalls, work boots, red bandanna, and
rake she usually wore. She wore lavender tights beneath an orange
skirt, black patent leather pumps, a navy and red striped blouse,
three tourquise rings, silver hooped earrings, and a canteloupe
kerchief tied around her strawberry hair. Her intentions were not
to be noticeable. Her family shrieked at her appearance and felt
relieved to see her go. That would be one less mouth to feed,
they reasoned.

Sailing along from stix to suburbs, BumbleBee chatted to an in-
conspicuous man sitting next to her. He was dark and mysterious
wearing black velvet pants, white satin shirt, red sneakers, and
bifocal eyeglasses. He was explaining the subtleties of his pro-
fession. He gave psychological tests to rapists, murderers, and
torturers to determine if they're crazy. He was telling her about.
the rather unusual situation that involved his expertise. Appa-
rently a reknown rapist had just written a book entitled, "The
Life and Times of a Rapist". It had received a glowing review in
the New York Finds Book Review. Most of the major literary publi-
cations were praising it. The prison in which he was housed Jet
him out for a cross country promotional tour. He was surrounded
by the most respectable intelligentsia and glamorous, glittering
starlights. The tour was a smashing success. He spoke on col-
lege campuses across the land. Unfortunately, he raped every
chance he got. There was a certain prestige being the victim, but
it never quite compensated for the hysteria that scon followed.

At last the inevitable took place; he raped the daughter of the
mayor of the town he was JTecturing in. He was immediately thrown
in jail, much to the despair of the accompanying literati. This
red sneakered gentleman was to evaluate just how crazy this popu-
lar rapist was, and if his presence in society was indeed a me-
nace., BumbleBee listened with rapt attention while lapsing into
private meditations of her adventure to come.

Manhattan was a wet mess when she arrived. Five inches of snow.
were melting rapidly by the steady pelt of raindrops. She said
farewell to her travelling companion and proceeded to hunt for
plastic to put over her patent leathers. Winter Street was no-
where to be found on the subway map. She noticed a young woman
her age with sky blue diaper pins thrust in her ears. As fate
would have it, this gal, named Saturn Rings, was going to the Oear
Inn too. She offered to lead the way.

When they emerged from the subway, the only way to walk throu
the floods was to carefully tread in the center of the street.
the Dear, a slush pool wavered before the entrance. BumbleBee's
bags were tearing thin. . Saturn Rings had a solution. She emptied
the nearest garbage can and stuffed BumbleBee in. She then se-
cured the cover and waded through the icy quake rolling the pail
with Bumble's body. Saturn Rings was prepared for the weather,
wearing maroon plastic boots as high as her crotch.

Inside, the place was steaming. It smelled like curry rice and
sounded 1ike mandarines. The jukebox was jubilant with berry
lights of gold and green. Three babies who looked alike raised
havoc. A light haired troll clasped her hands in triumph and
waved them, alternating, above each shoulder. Their long-black-
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BumbleBee filled a box top.
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haired parents chain smoked at the bar, drinking continuous mugs
of amber beer. They wore tinted glasses staring effortlessly into
space with gazes missing places in air. Cigarette smoke thickened
1ike snow. The bartender cried a "Howdy!" to Saturn Rings. She
introduced BumbleBee as the poet to read, and ordered the house
drink: vodka on ice with a splash of creme de menthe.

BumbleBee's eyes riveted to a multisexual Being sipping sherry
from a scotch glass. He was nonchalantly glancing through a maga-
zine called Raison D'Etre, with a cover picture of a hole in the
ground. The brown hair on his head resembled a crew-cut that went
into shock. Around his ears the hair was pink. It matched his
velveteen pants, over which he wore a white ripped thermal top.

He was unbelievably sexy to BumbleBee, who had never seen a male
dressed in anything other than dungarees, work shirt, and cow ma-
nure. He also smoked his thin grey cigarettes from an ivory hol~
der that extended five inches from his pursed lips. As she mag-
neted to his presence, the organizer of the reading grabbed her by
the silver hoop and led her to the microphone. The vodka concoc-
tion had gone to her head, for she had never drank anything
stronger than concentrated sassafras juice. She unrolled her col-
lection of poems, fell into the chair, and slowly said into the
mike (as a test),

"Pink was my skin under covers in the crib."

There were a few claps. BumbleBee giggled, waved to Saturn Rings,
and ordered another drink.

BunbleBee was coliecting puddles beneath her faet. All at once
it struck her that she was thawing. A waspish hum diminished the
atmosphere as she stared into a blur of audience. In an instant,
she was sober. Shakily she leafed through her papers and chose
one to begin her reading.

"This one is called Seeking Enlightenment.

Cherry face under the verandah/spoke of Sufi, sTurring words/
between beers./Moist nights have got to rain/scmewhere.

Cherry face with the leaking hand/poured hops into glasses/
already filled./'I'm not ready vet,' he said.”

An elongated sucking of teeth followed. Some spiralling sopra-
no from a male's physique sang, "Another round Harry if you don't
mind." A few entered and exited the restrooms. BumbleBee won-
dered, "Hmomm." After a sense of settling steadied in the Inn,
BumbleBee read.

"This one is called Housewife and Child.

I have returned from visiting a corpse
with a baby wrapped around its thighs.
Television glaring in the corner/illuminating the child figure/
stuck on the screen:/magnetic pull./Pupilsdilate in the corpse/
to electric box action,/only the eye sockets live./
The baby into his face,/all tongue slopping around .lips./
Corpse marches to the fridge/stares,/dill pickes ketchup
crust oleomargarine tup./Corpus closes door, about face,
hup to three to the T.V./baby out of face and into/
vertical rainbow currents across the scream."
A silence was followed by a belch, then petering muffs of hands
in a stretched rhythm. BumbleBee looked for Saturn Rings in the
mist of the BooHoo crowd. She was nowhere to be seen.

BumbleBee began rocking in her seat. There was still the stilt
man across the street in the BooHoo Gallery to galvinize with her
Cow eyes. She had hoped to learn the city ropes with Saturn Rings,
but the important thing was the key to her Chelsea Room, secure in
her tight's top. She gave gracious thankyous and proceeded to re-
move herself from the spotlight. A heavy weight poet known to most
hip souls was about to take the pulpit.

While she gathered her senses, the miltisexual entity that first
possessed her undivided attention approached her with a glass
frostily filled with vodka and creme de menthe. Her immediate
smile extended miles across her face. He said, between chews from
his cigarette folder,

"I loved your work...l mean...it really spoke to me...I mean...I
hear you Tady of the pasture."

umbleBee was devastated. She replied, "Oh thank you...I was
nervous...and...you know this is my first time in New York City...
God, 1 can't believe it...everything's going so fast...what's your
name? Oh, I need to make a phone call. Please please don't disap-
pear. The gal whe brought me here, Saturn Rings, disappeared. ['11
be right back." . .

Under an orange sign that had an arrow beneath the word 'horn'
pointing up toward the heavens, BumbleBee found the proper instru-
ment to connect with her dirt-under-the-nails family. Big brother
answered, "Familiar Farms...may [ help you?"

“Luke, it's BumbleBee calling from New York City!"

"Hey...you'se supposed to gather the eggs."

“Forget it...l aint' gathering no eggs no more. I‘m staying
here. So tell mom and dad I found my nitch and I'11 send for my
things by and by."

“Wait a minute..."

The omnipotent operator intervened. "I'm sorry, your call..."

BunbleBee let out a little glee. She mused briefly while walk-
ing to pink s1ip with the cryptic messages, "Who would have thought
that my semisleepy state in which I filled that box top would have
led to my true home and inevitable future. Besides, [ was destined
to run my hands through that pastel crew."

And so ends this tale of BumbleBee's ensnairment in the way out
world of the intergalactic funk community of BooHoo New York City.
o @0ne must presume this is a fable in the Aesop tradition for the

author is, in a stretch of imagining, a member of the family of

Aesop. Therefore, a moral of the story is in order.

Now, sometimes. in semiawake states such as the one upon awaken-

1

y sailing.

ted to whatever state one is in that sets one smoothl
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cuBlictiding

by Gunnar Larson

Have so many government leaders recently been hiding the truth
from the public because letting it out might bring them a public
hiding? With our leaders hiding behind lies, omissions, ambigui-
ty, and public relations gobbledegook, how do we tell a dictator
from a dogooder, a pimp from a republican, a demagogue from a
democrat?

They give us trickery instead of truth, images instead of in-
formation, and reassurances instead of reality. More and more,
more politicians are leaving us no other choice than to listen to
a candidate skeptically, elect him apathetically, then watch him
regretfully.

This problem is being faced by Elmer, a friend of mine before
he became a babbling bureaucrat about everything but the truth in
his department. He has been called to an informal congressional
committee hearing on the problem of truth leaks from everyone in
his department but him. Ophelia, his secretary, is there, too.

Elmer is being questioned by Senator Venderse, chairman of the
committee, who recently came out of hiding when he was reelected
by a whopping majority of the 10% who voted so they could keep
their government jobs.

"Elmer, are you ready to tell America the truth? Are you rea-
dy to finger outside agitators like communists, and inside agita-
tors Tike poor people; the unemployed; complaining, clamoring
consumers; sobbing, snivelling senior citizens; and other unpa-
triotic minority groups? Have they been telling lies about your
department to newspapers and columnsists?"

"They certainly have and [ certainly am ready, Senator. It's
my patriotic duty to defend the nation and my department from
those who would tell lies without fear or favor."

“I think you mean you're ready to defend our country and your
department by telling the truth without fear or favor."

“That does give me a better image, doesn't it?"

"Now, Elmer. How did you discover that outside and inside
agitators were scheming to embarrass you by telling the tru—I
mean lies—about you and your department?"

"I discovered my first clue when [ saw my secretary, Ophelia,.
having cocktails with a certain muckraking columnist."

"He was raking in the muck, eh? Had your staff been warned
about such treasonable behavior?"

"Yes, sir. 1 told them if they wanted the truth, they had to

have faith in us bureaucrats and in senators and representatives
who had been duly elected by promising more promising promises
and reassuring voters with more reassuring reassurances.”

"How about advertising and finances?"

“Yes, sir! I told them that winners always had more money,
more publicity, and more favorable images than losers. There-
fore, winners always deserved the faith and respectof the staff!"

"Good for you, Elmer! What did they say?"

"Bra-a-a-acki"

"You mean they actually stuck out their tongues and razz-
berried you?"

Elmer nods and the tears splash on his Brooks Brothers suit,
courtesy of a local company angling for a government contract.

"Oh, Elmer! What a shock that must have been."

“Yes, but [ felt better after the FBI tock them away."

"Ah! Sg they're in jail now, eh?"

"No, unfortunately. We have such weak laws the FBI had to Tet
them go. I may even have to hire them back—bra-a-a-acks in-
cluded.”

"Hire them back? Oh, Elmer! Think of America ruled by a bu-
reaucracy that bra-a-a-acks at ancient American customs."

Ophelia, who has been squirming in silence, speaks. "Mr.
Chairman."

“No, no, Ophelia. As a suspect, you're not allowed to speak.”

"I just want to ask Elmer a few gquestions."

"Well, all right. A few, just to observe the form of demo-

cracy."”
"Elmer, how did you get that beautiful suit?"
"I, uh=."
"It came from Brooks Brothers, didn‘'t it?"
"Well, uh-—."
Senator Venderse interrupts. “Now, now, Ophelia. Elmer's

clothes have nothing to do with this hearing."

"They do when someone else pays for them."

"Someone else?"

"Sure. Cal's Call Girl and Secretary Supply House."

"Cal's? Elmer never told me [ had a call house constituent."

"Maybe he didn't want to share his fees with anyone else.
Here's their card."

Senator Yenderse reads the card aloud. "Cal's Call Girl and
Secretary Supply House. 'For typing or trifling; dictating or
diddling, Cal's girls are always on call.' But, Ophelia, why
would Cal's give Elmer a free suit?"

"Because a new suit suited his needs. And he suited their

needs by filling secretarial and trollopian vacancies from Cal‘s./dt

"Can these girls type?"

"Some of them can. Cal's has two types of typists—one type
types, and the other type is the other type."

"Can both types take dictation?"

"Sure, for the right price."

"Do they give satisfaction?"

"No congressman has ever complained.”

Senator Venderse sneers. “Then why are you complaining?"
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) “Sgna?or, I'm complaining only about Elmer's secretary, not -
his pimping. A pimp can be a hardworking bureaucrat 1ike anyone
e]se: But he has no right to keep his pimping a secret from the
pubtic. A bureaucrat who keeps a secret is far more dangerous
to democracy than one who keeps a stable."

"Maybe he's just trying to protect national security.”

"You mean his payoff security.”

"Now, now, Ophelia. I'm sure Elmer puts the security of our
nation above his payola, don't you, Elmer...... ELMER?"

"What? Oh, I do! I do, indeed, Senator.”

"There, Ophelia. See what a patriotic pimp Elmer is. Like
the rest of us pi—uh—patriots, he knows that information which
is harmless today may be harmful tomorrow."

“"Senator, if we followed your reasoning all the way, the pub-
lic wouldn't be told anything but what you thought they ought to

now."

"Exactly, Ophelia. That's what we're working on. If the
public knows nothing about congressional conflicts of interest,
or CIA and American military movements in foreign countries, or
how we voted on our own salary raises, or how we get $10.00 meals

Bep w\—aug\
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for $2.75 in congressional restaurants, then we'll have no loud- 222
mouthed dissension to disturb our country's sacrad apa—I1 mean N 5
unity." ) ez
"But that's a unity that comes only from ignorance. I thought °x2
America had the unity that comes from knowledge and faith that Oz £
our leaders are working equally for all of us." 3 "’%
"Ophelia, have you been reading the Declaration of Independence Ams
again?" 2T
“Well, yes, and some of your last campaign speeches.” W'S 3
"Oh, yes, I thought I'd heard idic—ideas like that before. 2chR
Ophelia, campaign speeches are the way to election, not to reality. ~ 3 3
In fact, election is the only reality." 27
"Why can't you work to make your promises a reality?" f‘ﬁ‘%‘
“If all politicians tried to make their campaign promises come o 3
true, most of them would be out of jobs in a few years. We'd have ~3 =
utopia. No citizen would be rich, but none would be poor. Every- g5
one would have equal opportunity and freedom. You think most po- Q‘E'Q

liticians would work themselves out of pawer, prestige, and profit
Jjust for that?"

“Maybe not. But until then, ['m going to work for an initia-
tive requiring politicians to be paid by their employers instead
of the taxpayers. That ought to bring onemore truthout of hiding."

F ife" Tud Moo THE CONSULTATION COUCH

67 -b . by Herr Doktor Boneyardius
| This month I will discuss with you one of the most interesting cases
@ O\ of my long and interesting career. His aame was Joseph B. When

. asked if he had any last name he answered no, only a last initial, and
D - [ knew that this was a case sent to me from that father-totem figure
% } in the sky and tailor-made for the psychiatric journals. Joseph B. had
one overwhelming obsession. Now, as background you must realize
| r that man has, at various times, isolated many different periods as “the
Golden Age of Man.” Diverse cultures have designated the Classical
Greek Era, the 18th Century Age of Enlightenment, the Middle Ages
or even the Pre-Civil War South as such. But to Joseph B. the exact
identification of the Goiden Age of Man and, as an unspoken but cer-
tain correlary, the return to it became an all-consuming drive. He
quit his job as a key-punch operator, much to the distress of his wife
(who, it appears, later left him for that reason) and devoted full time
! to his studies. He read, collected demographic and sociological stu-
! dies of all sorts, even gained permission to work with the MIT com-
puter and charted weather, population, income, costs and even men-

by tal health statistics.
0.\ & It was a process which was long and arduous but, to Joseph B.’s
E -?1‘ mind at least, one which seemed to bear fruit. One night, twitchy

after nights of black coffee and cigarettes, he burst up the stairs to
= inform his Kerry Blue Terrier (his wife had, at this time, not only
\\‘ gone to live with a pimp in Nicaragua, but also had started divorce
proceedings by international cablegram) that the Golden Age of Man
occurred on August 14, 1892, probably around 6:00 pm, in the area-

of Teaneck, New Jersey.
Q Now that he was certain, his mania only increased. He slept two
~& hours a night, and then only to dream about his beloved time. He
s would talk to himself. “Those were the hours,” he repeated endless-
ﬁ ¢» ly. “Men were men, the weather was fine then and no one wore

N earth shoes or watched I Love Lucy re-runs on TV.” He would col-
lect August 14, 1892 memorabilia-an understandably rare commodi-
o ty, but he had a rather sizeable coilection.

*.\ This is when he came to me for treatment. Joseph B. had been ar-
N < g rested for trying to steal the August 14, 1892 Teaneck Herald Pica-
Q\ yune from the Chicago Public Library. He would have gotten away
< > with it, too, since no one gave a fig, except that this particular news-
] - -V paper was on microfilm—thus necessitating that he try to smuggle out
a microfilm projector, also, under his coat. He was arrested and a
friend of mine on the police force (for a nominai fee) suggested that

I be called in as consulting alienist in the case. -

The more Joseph B. talked, the more [ realized that this was not a
normal case. After months of effort | realized my inability to break
him of his delusion. His mind, like that of many intelligent psycho-
tics, clung to his preoccupation and defended it tenaciousty. I haif
found myself wondering what things were like back then. I continued
to see him on an out-patient basis, but as much as I was happy to
have his money [ had to admit that it was useless.

One day Joseph B. was quite late to his appointment and, upon
phoning his residence, I was informed by a police official of Joseph
B.’s death. He had, just that evening past. been slain in an illegal duet
with a man who was convinced that the Golden Age of Man was on
July 9, 1920, in Des Plaines, [llinois.

A most curious case.

NEXT MONTH: David D. and the case of the Homicidal Chocolate

Poodle Division




Clear Air Turbulence

--Unseen agencies are abroad in the Tand.

--Yes, I have felt that, too. They are elusive, always skulking
abcout on the edges of my senses.

--Seen at night out of the corners of your eyes.

--That's it.

--And when you turn to look, there is nothing there.

--They are gone, vanished.

--This has to do with the distribution of rods and cones in the
retina, the pliability of the eardrum, the resiliency of the skin.
--The acidity of the mouth, not to mention the color of the aura.
You never see them.

--You can only infer their existence from subtle signs. You must
be attuned. Their passage leaves a wake, it rends the warp and
woof of the fabric of our lives.

--8y their fruit you shall know them.
attacks from ambush.

--Confusion. Fear. Trembling.
---Later, withdrawal and distrust.
Starting at sharp noises.

--Just yesterday in the newspaper. A new-born infant was found
abandoned in a garbage can. Half-dead. The afterbirth. The um-
bilical cord wrapped loosely around its neck. Crying pitifully.
--No Moses, he. No reed boat. No pharoah's daughter. Alas.
--Yet often they are benificent, that is the enigma.

--The uncertainty is the thing. You never know when or where or
why or what. No journalist could do a story without prevarica-
ting.

--He would be found out.
his typewriter.

---The uncertainty churns in the gut.

--A bad taste in the mouth. The dread.
--Nothing you do seems to make any difference.
you can see.

--Noncontingent reinforcement can cripple.
at_institutions of higher Tearning.
--The sickness unto death.

--Later, their bodies dissected, examined. The ulcerated oastro-
intestinal tracts gaped bloodily, confirming their worst fears.
--Baring clenched teeth seems t¢ help, sometimes.

--Yes, the snarl of the cornered animal. Pure bravado.

--Dutch courage.

--Whistling in the dark.

--Ave Maria.

--And so on.

--Precisely. )

--The charred bodies of the exotic dancers were found among the
rubble after the fire. Arson, they said on the news.

--When I die, my body is to be cremated. The white heat evapo-
rating the water in the body. We are mostly water. Only a small
mound of ashes will remain. These are to be put into a brass urn.
You may adorn your mantelpiece if you like.

--It would make a unique knick-knack.

--It would be handy at cocktail parties, an ice breaker.
--Whitened knuckles clamped to the steering wheel.

-;Ege;nal vigilance. This deadens the senses, takes the joy out

of life.

--You are left numb, uncaring. What you need is a plan, a theory.
Chart their effects on our lives.

--From that we could extrapolate. Then we would understand.

--The outer planets were found in such a manner.

--Is it true the sun is the centar?

--Yes. There is no necessity for epicycles.

--So [ am told. But what is to become of astrology?

--That is the question. I only know what [ read. I have never
seen it myself. With my own eyes. The planets revolving about
the sun. Pluto out of the plane of the elliptic.

--1 have seen pictures of electrons. In a book. It said they
wre electrons, but I couldn't tell one way or another. This
disturbs me.

--This is not unprecedented.

--Unseen agencies.

--Subatomic particles are never seen. They appear only as streaks
in a cloud chamber, arcing right or left, gently or in tight pin-
wheels.

--Yes, from that we infer, we presume.

--Faith.

~--Faith is not enough, it seems.

--No. We must thrust our hand into the dark wound.

--Disassemble the clock. Gears. Springs. Tension.

--That was done to the goose.

--True, they never found any golden eggs. But you need to know.
You must do what you can. For yourself, I mean.

--Yes. The original sin.

--That is the heartbreak of empiricism.

- Gary S. Rosin

They Tie in wait. Sudden

Cringing in the corner.

They story rejected. They'd take away

Or, at least, none

This has been proven

Laboratory tests with monkeys.

. viets.

Pope Charlic$ AGROSTIC

y Gary Ishler

Some people said the election of Pope Charlie was bound to hap-
pen sooner of later. It's not so much the man as it's the reli-
gious beliefs-=or lack thereof—that had to have been chosen some-
time. And a philosopher from England was probably as good a
choice as any to lead the religious world according to the ag-
nostic's point of view, the point of view that questions accepted
beliefs and offers no suggestions except to say "I don‘t know."

Charlie, whose given name is Michael Dawson, was the ASE's (Ag-
nostic Society of Earth) first and only choice for pope. They
lobbied the College of Cardinals, pointing out the differences be-
tween Charlie and the candidates representing other religions.

The ASE even handed out buttons and bumper stickers announcing
Charlie's support of abortion and prostitution, and with sizeable
campaign contributions from organizations like the Palestinian
Liberation Organization, the Red Brigade and the American Nazi
Party, the ASE made it clear they were determined to get the pope
this time, after attempts dating back to the days of Newton.
Everyone else pretty much gave up when they saw how hard the ASE
had worked in this papal election. Even the Jews threw in the
towel early when they .saw a bumper sticker on one of the cardi-
nal's cars that said, "PLO says Abort Israel from Mother Earth.
Vote for Dawson." The presence of the American Nazi Party also
contributed to the Jews' withdrawal in their eternal quest for
pope.

In his acceptance speech, Pope Charlie-~named after Charles
Darwin, one of the world's well-known agnostics—stressed the need
for the world to question established religious beliefs, rather
than making vague, pretentious assumptions. But the Vatican crowd
cheered loudest when he announced that he will suggest to world
leaders that abortion and prostitution be freely permitted every-
where in the world.

Shunning formality, the new pope plans to replace the tradi-
tional papal garb, which he has called "obnoxious", with blue
Jjeans and a flannel shirt, “the thinking man's wardrobe," as he
calls it.

Pope Charlie also plans to move the religious capital to Lon-
don, the mecca of agnostic thought. However, such a move must be
approved by the Vatican Council, and that's doubtful because keep-
ing the religious center in Rome also keeps some of the Italian
rebels off the streets of the city and inside the Vatical where
they can commit crimes in exchange for forgiveness. Moreover,
moving the religious capital out of Italy wouldn't set well with
the Red Brigade, who supported Dawson's campaign after the [tal-
ian Catholics tried to throw all the Red Brigade members out of
the Vatican for trying to kidnap nuns and turn them into prosti=-
tutes. -

Charlie may be the first scholarly Pope. He is a graduate of
Dimridge College of Philosophy, has taught at Foxford Academy and
written several books, including Abortion, Prostitution and You
and The Role of the Agnostic in a Christian Society. Both books
have sold well since Charlie's election as pope.

Worid political leaders reacted in a variety of ways to the
first Agnostic Pope. The Kremlin called Charlie's election "the
first respectable decision made concerning Christianity since the
cruxifiction.” The Chinese didn't have much to say except to ask
the definition of agnostic.

Surprisingly, the Italians took the selection in stride, but
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© they really had little choice since the Red Brigade did a Tittle

arm-twisting to assure Charlie's election. Of course, the Bri- _
tish are elated, except the Queen, who feels she's been demoted to
second fiddle in the protocol game, but she said, "It's nice to
see a Briton made Pope."

The United States is not so pleased, however. The government
wouldn't comment, but a presidential adviser blamed it on the So-
American Catholics are already plotting to regain the pa-
pal throne by counting on the four American saints to perform a
number of miracles, aimed at a Vatican coup d'etat. The Catholics
claim they are not so much disturbed that this is the first non-
Catholic Pope (they would've rather had a Jew than an agnostic),
but that without a Catholic in power, they won't be able to con-
tinue to overpopulate the world, break the golden rule and all ten
commandments every ten minutes andstill go to confession once a
week and have the slate wiped clean, allowing them to start over
again with more energy and determination than befare.

Following the election, the ASE said, "it is refreshing to see
someone other than a Catholic on the papal throne. Perhaps now
religion can be seen as more than confessionals, Catholic Pops and
communal wine." By the way, the new pope plans to replace commy-
nal wine with tea and vodka, giving everyone a choice when they
sit down to discuss agnostic religious beliefs at the Friday eve-
ning party (it replaces the Sunday morning blessing).
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Man

‘by Philip Hughes

"Another successful caper, Batman.
Tifting your mask. Word will be out."

“Yes: Bruce Wayne. The game is up. 'Commissioner wants to see
you in his office—and bring your playbook.'"

"Caped Crusader, it's time for a talk. After your parents,
when you holed up in the cave to pursue athletics, hi-tech gadge-
try, and revenge, you lost touch.”

"With what?"

"Your identity. Izzy Feldstein, the borscht-belt comic, ‘died’
on stage at Grossinger's. You are Sam Feldstein, doing your own
act.”

“'Bruce Wayne'?"

"The goy next door."

"But...Look—coming over the Batscope: the Diddler's announced
who I am. Bruce Wayne?"

"Check these clippings I've carefully kept from you."

"Always wondered about the holes in the society pages. 'Also
present: Bruce Wayne, popular playboy and by night, just possibly,
the Batman 'What famous idle man about town may be "mmonlight-
ing" as hero?' !

"When our erstwhile villian got h1s quick peek, rumor's precon-
ceptions ghosted reality, and.

"The Diddler self-diddled. I get it. Super-mensch in a rodent
suit, is that who I am? Die Fledermaus with too much of Wagner?
No wonder something drew me to see 'The Apprenticeship of Duddy
Kravitz' five times. Well, at least thanks to the Toyal opposi-
tion our act is saved. Funny, [ always had the image of him as
‘criminal mastermind'."

"So has he. VYou aren't the only one perceived by way of rumor.
A fanatic cultivation of a larger-than-life identity makes him not
unlike us and other cardboard-cut-out personalities on the contem-
porary scene: Geraldo Rivera, Howard Cosell, Chuck Barris, Moham-
med Ali, Pia Zadora, the gang from Miller's..."

"No one to hide their reviews from them."

"Just call me Sancho Panza."

"To windmills of the mind."

"Otherwise achingly anonymous people reflect and see the pre-
scribed image..."

"'1 prink, therefore I am.'"

... huff and puff their image..."

"Ti11 their house of shticks blows in. Well. Not that our co-
ver has been blown, the 1ife of the real Bruce Wayne—assuming
there is such—"

"Real life?"

"Bruce Wayne.—may not be worth a plugged charity ball ticket.

Let's get on over *here'”
* * * * %*

”Ne can see everyth1ng from th1s gazebo Look, a car."
—"Yoo hoo, Brucie! Where are you, you naughty boy?!"—
"Clint Eastwood G. Gordon Liddy—and 1 had to identify with him
for macho private-avenger fantasies. Next we'll discover Aunt Har-
riet is really Tokyo Rose and Commissioner Gordon, Judge Crater.

Except for the Diddler's

Like ‘Invasion of the Body Snatchers': who will be next? Pardon
while [ wipe the tendrils off my face.'
"We will have to take a meeting on Batgirl, Sam. Hormone im-

balance. Unfulfilled dreams. An operation."

"Oh no! And I thought that cockiness was just The New Female—
like Jane Fonda. Robin, how can we champion the decent folks,
when they can't be told from the flakes? How fight for 'what's
right', when consensus values are at sixes and sevens and public
images reflect other images? Flus, what comics, posters, or
films will promote schizoid acting-out?"

"Check your local Tistings."

"Curiouser and curiouser. Why this contract and Batpen?"

*$30,000 advance: paperback rights, movie opting, plus mer-
chandising tie-ins. I get 10%. Sign here.”

"Put me in the picture.”

"You already are. Everyone and his alter ego are into—you
should excuse the expression—'self-actualizing', stepping out of
various closets after the stylishly deviant. The man with the
best symbol is a natural to represent the forces of the id that
have been flapping about."

"A fly-by-night pun. 'The mouse that soared'.
always fancied myself."

"Quote: 'Batman's having no past creates problems, for with a
past it becomes very difficult to achieve a coherent sense of
self. How does one act? What does one believe? Whom does one
imitate?'»" 5,

"I'11 never fly again!® Y

“Higher than ever. For an audience of jdentities-in-flux, you
can be the point man, a tummier of personae.”

"From this we make a Tiving?"

"You can serve as a clearing house for the dividends people
are paying themselves on the stock of fictitiuos concerns."

"Sounds like a 1929 of the soul, with big plungers leaping out
of their own upper storjes.”

“You can be the role model for what it's like to play life by
ear, uphold values while in search of them. The scenario can't
miss. You'll be the symbol for the 80's."

"Sam Feldstein?®

“Self Man!"

* Arthur Asa Berger,
]8 can. Baltimore, 1973.
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by Reggie Hayes

dog, n. A domesticated carnivorous quadruped of many varieties,
the so-called Canis familiaris.

The above definition may satisfy my edition of the Living Web-
ster {as opposed to the Dead Webster?), but it certainly doesn't
do the job in warning a potential dog victim of what is in store.
In fact, how can a definition help a slightly-educated person such
as myself when it requires looking up four of the words used for
description? Well, [ see no point in excluding illiterates from
finding out the meanings of important words so I['ve decided to re-
write the definition of dog so that even a relative of Barry Gold-
water can understand it.

To clear up the first mistake in the Webster definition, a dog
may or may not be domesticated. I might as well give you the
meaning of demesticate since it's on the same page as dog. It
simply means "to convert to domestic use, to tame." 1I'11 buy
that. But the question remains—Is every dog domesticated? Judg-
ing by the scar in my right leg compliments of a German Shepard in
1973, I think not. Sure, [ know tame animals bite, but I'd owned
the dog for five years. Which brings me to my next point.

carnivorous, a. Flesh-eating, as certain animals.

Tame and flesh-eating? Okay, I'm no Marlin Perkins, but there
seems to be some sort of contradiction here. Perhaps I'm missing
something. Flesh-eating. No, I think [ understand that term
fairly well. I really have no objection to the use of the word
"flesh-eating" in describing a dog, but why hide the fact under
the alias of carnivorous? Carchasing, maybe. Carnivorous? Save
that word for the junior high spelling bee., We're Americans and
we can take it—Flesh-eating.

quadruped n. A four-footed animal.

I didn't think there was going to be any trouble with this de-
scription. But that was before [ researched the situation more
thoroughly. Mingling among dogs for a month, I discovered why the
term "quadruped" has disrupted the dog community.

It seems that some dogs, having been caught in rabbit traps,
run over by Camaros, and beaten savagely by carnivorousalley cats,
do not possess all four of their 1imbs anymore. This has, in
turn, caused them to be thrown out of such social groups as Ro-
tary Dogs and Dogturds of the American Revolution. Those dogs
with Tess than four legs have been shunned by the dog community.
When Spike, an Irish setter with an amputated right leg, took his
case to the Dog House of Representatives, the dis¢criminations were
upheld on the basis that Spike was no longer a dog according to
Webster. So obviously, the use of the term “"quadruped" must be
modified.

Of many varieties. This part of the definition seems clear
enough. The problem is that many people tend to view "of many
varieties" as referring to the many different breeds of dogs that
exist. While this could be what Noah had in mind when he wrote
it, 1 feel I know a bit about dogs and can break down the many va-
rieties so that even the casual dog acquaintance can recognize
which type he is running away from.

The first type is what [ call the "Hi, I'm your pal" dog. This

, dog, usually of small or medium size, will affectionately greet a
stranger as a long-lost friend. Seldom barking, this dog will
jump on a stranger and leave traces of saliva everywhere. This
dog I consider domesticated. Also nauseating.

The second type is the "General Custer" dog. Or, in other
words—attack, attack, attack. This dog emits what could be
termed a strong dislike for any stranger. [ prefer to call it a
hate without passion. Often a medium or large dog (meaning bigger
than you), the “General Custer” more resembles a wolf than a dog,
and if there were three 1ittle pigs in a brick house he would un-
doubtedly tear the sucker down and ham it up. This dog I do not
consider domesticated. With its tail never wagging, "General Cus-

. ter" refuses to make friends with anyone and often keeps his owner
on a Teash.

I call the third type of dog the “L.A. Beach Bum". This dog
won't bother a stranger as long as the stranger doesn't bother him.
The "Bum" will look at a stranger for five to seven seconds before
heaving a sigh and resuming an almost lifeless gaze into space. The
biggest move this dog makes is when he walks from the shade tree to
his food dish and back. This dog wouldn't aven bit Al Haig. Do-
mesticated, but also stupid.

The final, and most unpleasant, type is the "But you looked like
a tree" dog. This dog, usually old and somewhat senile, approaches
a stranger for only one reason. Instead of thinking that a stran-
ger is a long, lost friend, this type is more likely to think the
stranger is a long, lost fire hydrant. This dog is domesticated,
but short on etiquette. Enough on the varieties.

Canis familiaris. For those of us who have never studied Latin,
this term may be cause for puzzlement. According to our faithful
2, Webster, canis is listed under canine and means "dog". Familiaris

4Q3 is under familiar, and means “a household". So a dog is part of

%, the dog household. Highly enlightening, wouldn't you say?

Gﬁ Now that we have figured out what the Webster definition really

: means the only thing left for us to do is put together a better,
more understandable definition. We must stage a protest rally in
order to get our dictionaries revised. And, of course, we will ~
have to feature the only popular musician giving dogs a fair shake
with cover art, Rick Springfield. Backing him, naturally, will be
Bow Wow Wow.

dog, n. A sometime tame, sometime rabig, flesh-eating animal
with four or less legs of many varieties (none worth owning) and

belonging to the canine family. Often answers to the name Spot.
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SAYS YOU

Oear Elayne,
Enjoy{g. as usual, the latest (#11) INSIDE JOKE. In fact, [
thought the fiction was greatly improved over the last several is-

sues. [ particularly enjoyed [N MOTHER'S IMAGE by Romald 8.
Flowers and SOONER OR LATER IT ALL GETS REAL by Dean Tomasula.
That's an awful big piece of blotter paper in the last-mentioned
stary, though (the size of a postage stamp). Most of the.blotters
I've eatan were the size of a pencil eraser. Perhap's he's from
Texas?

If you keep
Just be forced
parpetuated by
warned.

S0, according to your acknowleditorialetc., the deadline for
sybmissions to the next [J is ten days before the posunafk on the
current issue? [ know some people work with tight deadlines, but
that's ridiculous! (Or perhaps ¥ou need atzglegdar whiye the
months are spelled out instead of abbrevia "Ju. .2

1 dunno w:a: Chris Downey found when he was LOOKING FOR SAR;ASM,
but [ think | missed it, whatever it was. [ know you don't edit
for style or anything, but would it be too much to edit for co-
herency? )

Kerry remains bizarre, and Zuckerman incomprehensibie, as ever.
If 1 didn't know better ['d swear you had a camputer prcgrammed
to write those two columns, pulling subjects from a dictionary.

The styles are so distinctive and standardfzed...

The second issue of FACTSHEET FIVE Is aut...Available for a
nice letter and/or SASE, while they last. Nextish {s either going
to be mimeograph or offset—this ditto machine is really getting
a bit cranky in its old age.

Closing thought far the day: Robert Andrey {author & agthrqpo-
logist) has suggested the existence of what he cal}s the "social
consciousness”, composed of the sum total of the minds of the
race. Without such a gestalt mind housing a body of_knawledge
and functioning much like a brain only using pegple for neurans,
the technology and culture of today's world mignt not be possible.
what [ want to know is, when did the socia) consciousness first
develop the parancidal schizephrenic personality which charactar-
tzes it today? Tonque-in-cheek,

MIXE GUNDERIOY

273 Buntington Avenue

Ayde Park, MA 02136
(Glad you noticed about that deadline, Mike. Yes, it's true.
That's the way IJ deadlines always work fnord...And if I editad
for coherency, that would kill the beauty, nay, very purpose of
this 'ere rag! Just ask a Philip Hughes story...)

Qear £layne, . . .
Thank you for IJ #11. As in previous issues, the fiction is
very good, each selection having its own particular strangeness,
The cartoon on pg. 13, showing Ronzld Reagan reading an issue o_f
1J, is particularly appropriate for this issue, featureing as it
“does a magnificent anti-Reagan diatribe dDy Clay Geerdes—Reagan
really should read this, just to find out what people are saying
about him {(and consequently die of apopiexy). )
The correct answer to the PHIL OCHS [N CONCERT Quiz is:
The Sniper, .
TIf Paul Zuckarman will forgive me for venturing an answer <o
question he specifically directad to his female readers, let me
suggest that the greater size of ladies' eyes and teath can be
attributed to the sresence of special growth hormones added %o
eye shadow and lipstick. GZxperiments have shown that in those
rare cises where women do not use makeup for eyes and lips, but
instead put Tipstick on their sars and eyeshadow on their nosas,
the eyes and teeth remain of normal size but the 2ars and noses
axpand. (Exactly wny lipstick seems to affect the teeth more X
than the lips, is still one of the perplexing mysteries of medi-
cal science.) DAVID PALTER
1811 Tamarind Ave., #22
Follywood, =3 30028

up this maniacal begging for comedy & satire, 1 may
to dig up such things 3s the Horrible Space Operas
the stapn of the Underground Pony Express. 3e

Jear £layne, i

Thank you for the latest issue of "INSIDE JGKE". | enjoyed
reading, as always after reading iz, [ discuss it with my good
friend, Charies 7. Smith. .

[t's exciting to read the Firesign Theatre material in {JI1!
{ dona't really care much for quizzes and such but always enjoy
any mention or recollection of the Firesign Theatre. As [ wrote
before, ['m puzzled by the minar success the group had outside
phonograph albums ind how the visualizations of their material
wers never on the par of the radio snow or albums. [ hope you
continue and enlarge your focus on the Firesign Theatrs!

. DAVID MRUZ
3112 dolmes S.
Minneapolis, MN 55408

(I agrese, Dave, [ would like noching bectar than %o anlarge
focus on Firesign, but information and acctivity seems &2 be at
a minlmum right now. I'11l report on che new album as scon as
inow. IS anyone else has any info of intarast, plaase tall ne.)
£layne dear,

...Last issue /Ep: #10] Was neato as usual., 0id you know that
[J fits very nicely into the standard Geomerry taxthbagk? wWell it
does! And thank the hoodoa spirits that de fer that—['d 0 goo-
googaga without some kind of umpilical cord...I Tiked 8rian Catan-
zaro's lettar apout muzak and trends. Ch, tis complex! Although
I never Tiked XTC he's right apbout their lyrics—they hit home.
3asicaily and generally music of today really bites the big one.
{ mean 90% of it is out and out doggiedoo, and I am being kind
wnen [ say it is an excrement of a living thing: most ot it
sounds lika it doesn’‘t even desarve the right to live. 3ut
(there's always a but when you're taiking about shit!)(smooth pun

r

en?}(Yah, I'm a punait)(0K, {'11 stop!) some of it is great. Most
af the stuff falling under the GREAT catagory is underground. Mo,

not dead and buried, but away fram the lame John Q. and his dun-
ning wife Marsha (as in Get Hip Quick!) Publique, and some peopie
call it punk. [ don't really Jike “punk“, it's a throwback o '77
(which [ really don't remember too well aven though [ was 12) Sng-
tand/Sex Pistols—a lame term for a really good "movement“. La-
beiling is for canned peas—so what if [ have funny looking nair?
So what if | wear hblack boots and chains? Fuck =we if ya don't
Tike it!!! Yean, that's what [ tell ‘am and then they say "Oh
yeah, she’s a typical punk rocker—hate hate hate.” Anger s po-
werful, hata and negative emoticns can move more mountains than
tave and peace, aspacially in taday’s worid. Punks are like mir-
rars—they challenge blind natred and ignorance. We like to be
hated so we can show them how fucked in the head they ars. ?Plus
we Tike ta Took bizarre to nave fun and de zany. Wow, we even
laugh once in awhilei That's why [ love [j—cause it makes me
chuckle with mirtht Shit, if you're 1§ and can’t laugh ya gots
big problams, or any aga for that mattzr. And £layne, you god-
dess of guffaws that you are, you have recognized that fact and
nave made light of it even further{ly!), and you should be come
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(keep going - (poer eges westiy 53?4-@";:

mended for it.

Next issue [of Carly’s GREAT 'punkzine’ THE CHURCE OF TME
LATTZR DAY Punxs] will have an interview with a2 local clairvo-
yant, the usual punk/hardcore stuff and other nicaties. [f you
print this lettar may ! take the liberty to say:

HEY PEOPLE! Thamks for writing but uniess you send me stamos
and/or money [ can't send you diddly squat bdack decause { can't
get a job in this town and sudbsequently am penniiess, dig?

Thank you, dear girl, for your time.

Qne last note, [ offer that sveryone should reread (or read
for the lst time) the Ten Commandments, especially the one adout
bearing witness to false idols. Jom’'t Took up to anyone, they're
not worth it. Just hecausa they're on a stage, 2 fow inches
closer to heaven, doesn't mean they really deserve tg go there.
Remember: £lvis Was Oedipus,

CARLY SOMNERSTEIN
611 Lawrance Avenue
Vescriald, ¥J 07990

Dear £.4./K.M.G./1.J.: )

JEEZ! This letter aw'ready sounds like an Army training fiim
...back to basics again...is my paper on straignt?

So, I'm putting a stopper on the stories im favor qf the “Lat-
tars® column. You see, Ms. Editor, I had this dream in wiich you
had to rent a "U-Haul" Glider in order to transport “Operation
J" to Califormia.

Unfortunately, the glider was cut loose from the 747 by an
excommunicated Mormon in ‘hir' red-flag attempt to offer the
residents of Salt Lake City a source of altermative humor. (ac-
tually, the glider crashed near Provo, yellowing the teeth of
most on-lookers, including 90% of the Osmond family...)

I woke up in a cold sweat because you were so engrossed within
the in-flight movie that you paid no attention whatsoever to the
steward (myself in the dream) as he attempted to divert your
glazed stare towards the window. SCAARRY!

Speaking of 'fresh starts'...and | snould have mentioned it
earlier...the on-going ‘war-of-wits' (Palter vs. Mishaan) en-
courages readers of the "Letters” column to clean the o1’ magni-
fying glass! (A-WWW you guys...)

SURE DID LIKE THE MOVIE REVIEW OF LAT PEQPLE (r7 #1207 (The
trolley car scene sure made me jump out of my seat..."GRAND
GUIGNOL" at its finest!) Of course, I was the onily person who
remained in the theater during the credits...finis...and Bowie's
music... (KUDCS FILAR)

Glad to Tearn that you have 2 backlog of fiction, Maybe wri-
ters like that Tauscher guy (who keeps changing his name as he
slips deeper into the abyss of mediocrity) will go back to pre-
paring for the revolution...lubricating one's 'SOUTHEAST-ASIA-
gAR-S&E\MS-SURPLUS-AKU' can be fun...mmmm...forgot the ammo...
H, WELL
T SO MUCH FOR MY CRITIQUE OF MAY'S 1J...EXIT LAUGHING

In my best imitation of a serious [J fan and friend and 'let-
ter writer':

Sest wishes on the move to California! Special thanks for the
‘free space' in IJ for my ‘stuff’!! But most of all...thanks for
being 'U-ALL'...laugh it up now...this is supposed to be a fun
rag! Sincerely (too often), -
J.R. TAUSCHER
knoxville., Tannessee
(the 'world's fairest' city)

Dear tiayne;
--Now as for [J#11, [ can only say chat [ have mixed feelings.
The art & strips as always are a delight, zhough [ can agree with
the probiems you have with the work of Tony 8ailard, teenage male
fantasy seems out of piace in [J. Kerry Thorniey continues to be

4 strange case, to the point of deing scary.
Shert stories that [ anjoyed were by Garry Reith, Mike Hacker,
Jim Tauscher, Dean Tomasuia, and Ronald Flowers (at least until

the end of the stary, as the last iwo paragraphs ruined the sntire presants. B
The review of Lettarman's show was enjoyable, and without knowing anything mors apout her than her writing.
one of these days (how many times have i said that?) [ hope ta see she's brilliant, and reading her stuff is pure pleasure.

affuct for me).

it in person.

WA

younger fans, so [ release you from a costly aobliqation—but I
wish you good fortune, with [J and everything eise! -ar

(Well, I did ask for it. Ais Sieve constantly decries, "dey, I'=n
Jjust & kid.” At least you didn't say "As I've cold you, I don't
dctually read INSIDE JOKE=—it doesn‘t rank high on my list of pri-
orities. My impression of INSIDE JOXKT is that it's cuts {OR]",
which must be the impression received ay everyone 2lse who naver
read it, 2h? (I can afford this sarcasm, since DR a0t read
this paper.] As for advertising, were I =0 charge for thac, I'd
have to omit free plugs, and I taven’'t the leart ner the desire cc
do so. Everyone deserves publicity {corollary to Warhol's Theory]
Oear £layne, | hope the enclosed helps. Please, pieasa don't send
me 3 Tesnirt, U-shirt,..[NSIDE JOKE must g0 on! 3Zest wishes to
you and IJ. Foghorn Inspector x2s2y=o -Js

Jearest Elayne, Received your form letter. Not a pun or inside
Joke to be found—~how dreadfully dreary! Qon't panic! -ax
Elayne, Seems more and more popular and litarate pubiications (tha:
seems almost 1ike 2 paradox) are being forced to close up shop be-
cause of inflation, or the absurd scanomic policias of the residen-
Bonzo administration.

[, along with lots of others I'm sure, don't want to see IJ be-
come another victim of the humorless, militaristic state of affajrc
in this country. Business and industry can't sravail forever.

The more I think about it, the more I'm convinced that it's all
a skam, 3 form of econamic censorship, forcing the smallar, alter-
native publications out of business by making it more difficult to
operate on a sound financial scale. Now-extinct goverrment subsi-
dies for the arts don't help.

Forgive me for my lang-winded dissertation, but this is one mat-
ter that boils my blood...IJ is providing an outlet for wri ting
that many other editors consider toa obscure ar nonsensical. May
INSIDE JOKE 1ive as long as humor itself, and even that has a place
in the upcoming post-war period! Yours, ¢r
Oear Elayne, I rsceived your letter a couple
outline the financial problems you have in aut
I knew some simple secret [ could reveal to you that would let you
Ut out the zine "in your spare time for—yest—only pennies a day!
Unfortunately such a secret doesn't exist uniess you can over-com-
promise (such as having five pages of ads for every page of edits-
rial matter).

The costs that you discussed in your Tetter are exact
son why [, myself, refuse tg initiate 2 regular fanzine obligation.
8asically ['m happy doing things, and whether or not someone reads
my words or sees my drawings is irrelevant—this makes it edsy to
keep outgo-for-fanzines to a minimun by printing only 20 or so co-
pies of a zine and doing so not to any schedule.

Regarding you situation (again), there isn't much sweetness and
Tight, but there are some good things that can result if you take
the long view. You are now in a position (whether ar not you like
1;) qf finding out just you your real friends are. You'll see who's
#illing to pay real money for [J—and this includes those you
trade with...Alsa, if you haven't already, you'll start making
harsher judgments about what is to be included in [J. | think the
sole complaint [ would have is that most of your contributors shouic
w#rite leanar matarial. [ detect a smail (but unpleasant) tendency
on the part of some of vour cnntrikesane ta hshhla

Are you familiar with Fran Liebowitz's books or her column in
Interview magazine?...Metrooolitan Life and its companion volume

Social Studies) are the only 2 Dooks [ would recommend to anyone.

The short essays in them are my ideal and if you had one contribu-
tor with such genius, ['d buy extra [J's to pass out as Christmas
Fran Liebowitz is the one waoman on earth ['d marry as is
1 think
Pecple
Iike that justify the existence of all the anal retantives around..

days ago in which you
ting out [J. [ wish

Iy the raa.

Hope a lat of pegple see fit *o send along a few extra bucks to =~ C7S

help you out, and that we'll te seeing IJ around for awhile.
care, Lotsa love & Tuck, sTEvEN cuasur

2 Indian Hill Road

WHestpore, CT (6880
There have also been quite 2 few interesting commencs coming “rom
the raplies o my [J-a-chon. Now, since these Folks didn't inow
I was going to axcerpt their quoces, but [ want to credit them any=
vay, the commants will only contain readers' initials afterward.)
glayne, [ can sympathize with you financial needs. ['ve been trying
to break into freelance writing whila Tiving on Social Security and
rapidly disappearing savings. 1 even gave up poker. No sales vet,
but at least ['m saving soma money from my pokerless lifs.

Of course, ['m better off than William Saroyan who onca wrote
that he submitted stuff to publishers for 15 years before some edi-
tor got careless and bougnt one of Saroyan's itams. After that Sa-
royan said he soid all his rejections without any rewriting.

One time he said he was so disqustar that he wrote on a rejec-
tion slip, "I reject your rejection!" and sent it back ta the
editor. -c1
Oear Elayne: [n lieu of my third bottle of Reunite this morning or
giving my 15-year-oid sister a donation toward contraceptive devi-
cas, I am enclosing this check...to help you meet your massively
hemorraging printing costs.

This obviously worthy cause was brought to my attention by a

Mr. __ , with wham [ have explored the outer depths of the universas

e in the orinting business (I am a newspaper aditor, in spite
of what this would lead you to believe) must hait the further de-
tarigration of sensibility brougnt on by the Reagan administration.

Please find contenument in the knowledge that you have taken me
away from an afternoon of writing about labor disputes.

The check is good, tog.

Says __, "l thougnt everyone in New Jersey was doing that."

Oh, on. - x3
Dear tlayne, Sarry to hear of your distress.
ask for subscriptions.
{Gae, I =hought [ did!)
Dear Elayne: Just remember this should [ need to hit you up for
spare change someday...Hope things get detier. -7
Oear Elayne—~There's nothing ! hate more than creative people get-
ting screwed—it really bothers me. Mostly becausa [ am one!

Hey, it's awful to think of 1J dying on its anniversary isn...
{Whac anniversary? Qctober makes two years) You're right, it's a
1iving entity tq me, £00 and many athers. [ don't know about any-
Sody afse, but [ think thousands of doilars should flow your way!
No—millions!

IJ is not dead=it's just a victim of eagonomics! -3p
Dear Slayne—Yours #as a courageous and loving effort—it taok
guts to writa such a letter...Most faneds (~faneds”?) simply va-
nish into the woods, but [J is rather 3 cammunal =ffort, and [
know it has a large impact on your life, social as well as intel-
leczual...Anyway, | absolutely think if you can take advertising,
you should. [t will not make you some sort of heingus semi-pro.
For chat matter [ believe Public TV should take (and, indeed, they
are planning it) some restrained advertising. You would not like
to become 2 constant mendicant like Public TV and Radio (WNYC),
#ould you? They now say they “only" saex funds 4 TIMES A YEAR! As
if that weren’t bad enough, the truth is they do extra boosts at

least four mors times. Take advertising!
Finally, Elayne, white [ do 100k the issue over, ['m an ancient
fan, and [J is for the youngstars...the issues are better used for

I think you should
That would give you a more secure base -za

Take Dear £layne,...Received your letter today.

Oon't feel bad about
asking outright for the cash. Readers will rather see [J succaed
than disappear.

You have a very important publication and it must continue. You
have the energy and arganizational skill to carry it forward when
it catches on. [n years to come you w#ill Took back at the racky
days and wonder "how did [ do it?" Even if you stooped publication
right now you wauld have the satisfaction of having produced some-
thing which communicated, affected and moved many people.

I hope you can find a reasonable printer. A good copy machine
and a supply of paper is the same as gold these days.

You may lose a few peopie by charging but that is the reality
of the situation.

Best of the best, Elayne, vG
Ok, 8ucke, [ got your latter (yes, it was distasteful, worse than
Ofet Shasta Orange Soda). [ can empathiza with your monetary probe
lems {and you wanted to know what I wouldn't start a newsletter?),
as [ am near (ar actually) broke myself. Mo job, comprende?

['ve always appreciatad my copies of INSIDE JOKE, and I've also
appreciated that they came to me near free, cos ['ve got no cash
for such stuff. 8ut [ guess it's time to pay the piper, rignt?
I've enclosad §__ of my hard stolen money so you can get out of
hack (my grandpd’s colon operation can wait, right?). Consider it
an advance on __ issues of [J—{ know you don't guarintee that
there will be 2 next issue after this one, but [ have faith in a
superior being. If IJ doesn't make it, at least [ won't fael
guilty. Hell, [ won't pull the plug.

Ever consider halding a telethon?
like Channel 13... - sx
Hi Slayne, Sorry to hear of your financial strajts. It's a sad
state of affairs for someone as generous of her time and money as
yourself and | truly hope you can squeak through and INSIDE JOKE
will live again...To that end, find enclosed my own pocket-crumbds.
Hope it heips, meager as it is. Yours, wr
Elayne, Hokay, here's d4a doe, it's all [ can spare (truly) but
your letter was so tastefully written and wow, jee, [ just would
hate to see IJ bite dust, besides [ suraly can dig on the trip, oh
fer sure—-money is a bummer. The Pepsi Challenge is addling my
mind - ¢s
Oear flayne—What is distasteful is an 2conomic system that ine-
vitably requires letters of the type you have writtan, the same
way 3 nuclar bomb is distasteful, though the measures needed to
deal with the afterwar{(d)s by any mersiy half-meited "survivors®
are simply dictates of diminished ontigns. My blessings go to
John Caivin and Adam Smith. May they and their kind be seated
aver in the interminabie yawn of heaven, while the rest of ys un-
dumb -dreamers fail to undo their damage. - €ally, though, what
does one expect when Washington's ¥o. 1 is a half-assad matines
idol with a 3-movie mentaiity for budgeting?.. 4hat can [ say? Keep
dreaming? Absolutely. [ happen to be president of Local 859-2383
of Amaigamatad Pipe Oreamers Union here...f you'd like ta join,
just let us know. We'll sand you a membership card with our motto
fully embassed: If [t‘s a Freudian Pipe Oream/I Must Se A Phailicy.

5ood tuck! - sew

1 swear your letter sounded

(eotinad Merawreth. on
poiln page harain..)



‘UVdds £ Pieces/Bits £ Ends

by Rory Houchens

What 0&P/B&E will do, boys and girls, is informally introduce
you to recordings that may interest (as well as aggravate) you,
but are ones that you would probably otherwise overlook even if
they were available at the local, metropolitan shopping mall or
your favorite record bar.

First up we have LOVELY LITTLE RECOROS (about $12 from Lovely
Music Ltd., 463 West Street, NY, NY 10014, but write for a cata-
Tog first just to be sure), six 7-inch, 33-1/3 rpm records with
an accompanying, informative booklet all poured into a groovy,
sturdy, tidy box. Each disc represents the (sometimes) compli-
cated, but (usually) well-thought-out concepts and sound experi-
ments of an by a particular artist. John Bischoff offers a side
of car engine noise (four tracked) and a side of microcomputer
workings. Record #2 belongs to Paul DeMarinis where he uses the
Pygmy Gamelan (his own invention) in two quite different settings.
Environmental sounds, conversations and random radio and TV
transmissions are used by Phil Harmonic on his own little record
which he hopes will "help to demystify the relationship between
people and art and technology.” "I Was A Hero” (from The Mayan
Debutante Revue) and "How To Be Very Popular” (excerpt) are
soundtracks (more or less) from larger, multi-media works (more
or less) written and performed by Frankie Mann (on the fourth
diny disc, no less) utilizing bass, organ, synthesizer, voices
and tape editing. The fifth pair of sides showcase Maggi Payne's
synthesizer compositions, “Lunar Earthrise® and "Lunar Dusk".

And finally, the last record is devoted to "Blue” Gene Tyranny,
who in turn devotes his two sides to Harvey Milk, the slain San
Francisco politician and gay rights champion. The first part,
"The Action”, is a recording of a Harvey Milk speech with slight
efectronic embellishments (ringing filters) added that sound 1ike
beautiful, but almost silent, bells. Part two, "The Feeling," is
made of a "constantly changing memory circuit which accumulates
the bell-Tike sounds, re-cycles and intermodulates them in waves
butterflying across a stereo field," which creates a calm, peace-
ful atmosphere perfect for contemplating one's inner self or the
price of protected freedom. Sound like fun?? You bet!!

For you electronic, anti-music buffs out there, we have NO
IMAGINATION by Gregory Jones & Roy Sablosky ($6.50 from Vinyl
Records, P.0. Box 55508, Valencia, CA 91355). In the words of
Greg Jones, "the pieces progress frm the most gentle and conso-
nant to the most ferocious and abstract," and let me tell you
brothers and sisters, truer words were never spake. Jones' “No
Moon No Mirror" with its soothing mood and shifting pitches that
fade in and out recalls Eno at his more melodic, ambient moments.
But don't get too comfortable, because Rey Sablosky's "Intro (Sum-
mer Names)" follows with a chaotically mesmerizing mix of droning
feedback, shadowed voice and “transducer” quitar. Side two fol-
Tows the same format. "Diverted To Frankfurt" (for twelve pulse
generators){(by Jones) sounds like an excerpt from a modern war,
from phased machine guns to swooshing helicopter blades alternate-
ly beating the air and chopping off foreign heads. Still it some-

how manages to be relaxing. The most radical composition, "Forced"-

wraps up the Ip. While listening to this Sablosky number, [ found
it easy to imagine that it was: boiling grease ready for body
dunking; an active volcano; an amplified digestive tract; a Geiger
counter; and a visit to a cat box. NO IMAGINATION is not always
easy to sit through, but after one listen, this electronic adven-
. ture is not easily forgotten.

Fans of pop music in general and Richard Hell and Chris Stamey
in particular will be glad to see the formation of Alan Betrock's
Shake Records. Shake has released an EP of four Hell tunes—two
written with Tom Verlaine and recorded by an embryonic, three-
piece version of Television called the Neon Boys. An adolescent
interpretation of "Love Comes In Spurts" differs a whole bunch
from the Void 0id barn burner and Verlaine hadn't yet allowed his
guitar passions to fully mature so this side is more historical
than hit bound. But the two new tunes with the Void Oids (Part
II1) will steam your shorts for sure. "Don't Die" and "Time"
squeeze conventional pop exercises into energetic new wave work-
outs for some of the best modern music since the first Hell al-
bum. Stamey's first Shake release is a 45 with his new group (ac-
tuaily some old friends from North Carolina), the dB's. "Black
and White" by Peter Holsapple (who had a tasty rock/pop/rockabilly
45 on Stamey's extinct Car Records) is striaghtforward pop music,
intelligent and uncomplicated. The trouble begins with Stamey's
"Soul Kiss." Impossible to pin down or categorize, Chris Stamey's
music has always been a couple of miles ahead of other so-called
"pop" songwriters' tunes. On "Soul Kiss," the vocals sound 1ike
they don't quite go with the music, and the whole thing seems a
bit out of whack, but that's what makes it such a delight. A dB's
album is expected shortly. The Shake discs can be had for $2.50
each from Shake Records, 186 5th Ave., New York City, NY 10010.
NEXT ISSUE: O&P/B&E ,continues w/ Chadbourne, X, Wippo, and

Living Chicago Blues...

The Hot Air Balloon -
DIET

by Steven Ormiston

After reading the Tatest diet-sensation book you might say I'm
fed up. The Beverly Hills Diet by Judy Mazel is the current Tet-
down in a Tong string of bestseiling diet dreams that promise you
the moon and instead deliver three solid weeks of green cheese or
some equivalent alimentary nightmare.

I invite you to read the following evidence and join me in
swearing off forever gimmick diets whose marketing push far out-
strips their day-to-day plate level appeal. I call aill of them
hot air balloon diets because they're just a literary version of
hot air and in the end ninety-seven percent of use are still bal-
Toons.

Here, for example, are a few of the promises found in the first
part of The Beverly Hills Diet:

--Followers of the diet "...not only acknowledge their food fan-
tasies, they fulfill them..."

--"You too can learn to eat what you like, what you crave, what
you want—without getting fat.”

--"You can be as compulsive as you need to be."

--"0n what diet can you eat popcorn, pizza, spareribs, cheese-
cake, and ice cream and still lose weight?"

I don't know about you, but by the time I'd read this far I was
getting hungry. When Mazel assures us that "diets are not realis-
tic," meaning other ones, of course, I thought maybe her Conscious
Combining principle would finally provide the answer to eating your
cake and your ice cream, too.

But oh my goodness, the bigger the bubble, the Touder the pop
when it bursts. You'd better be well-fed to help cushion the shock
when.you get to Chapter IV and discover that "duringthe first week,
you will only be having fruit. Don't forget to wait two hourse be-
fore changing from one fruit to another."

C-r-r-r-ash, man. .

Day 4, for example, is all watermelon, or, if that's not avail-
able, you can substitute strawberries. 1 hope Day 4 doesn't fall
for you on January 12 if you live in Cleveland. And that two-hour
break—1I shudder to think of how many good people will snap and
commit their first felony during that horrific transition period
betwen Fruit and More Fruit.

In Week Two, the menu expands to include one-time appearances by
bagels, corn, and baked potatoes, but Fruit remains omnipresent. By
the end of Week Twe you should be rooting for the Medflies.

On Day 19 you are allowed a steak or a lobster, whichstirs in me
a vision of the stroke of midnight unleashing desperate hordes who
stuff raw meat into their mouths like the zombies from "Night qf
the Living Dead". Perhaps diets like this even offer a potential
explanation for cattle mutilations.

I could tell you about Weeks Four, Five, and beyond but what's
the point? If you love to eat, as I do, you know damn well you're
not going to last on this diet any longer than you would on salt
water.

I hate to tread on the toss of a multimillion dollar segment of
the publishing industry, but the fact is you need another diet book
Tike you need a scale that reads heavy.

If you want to lost weight, I offer as an alternative the D.E.S.
M. Diet. The abbreviation stands for four painful words: Don't Eat
So Much. Ouch! It's like being hit with a biunt instrument, isn't
it? All right, let's give it a little more finesse and say that
ou should cut out the junk and stick to nutritional standcuts at
the same time you're not eating so much. Hmn, I guess that only
makes it worse.

Oh well. Forget diet books and complicated systems and fads in
any case. Their main purpose is to make a profit by stroking the
human need for shortcuts or an easy way out where none exists. You
can pocket that profit instead by writing D.E.S.M. onan index card
and letting it collect dust on the shelf in placeof a $10.95 book.

And, as a reward for your intelligence and frugality, I suggest
you order a pizza with everything on it.
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HEAVY

Make strangeness
work for YOU!

Thought you were ‘ordinary’? WRONG.
Tap your secret Abnormality Potential.
Take control through liberated weirdness.
This one isn’t for everybody.

Unbelievably unusual pamphlets. Damn weird.
Totally new. $1 for intro catalog.

FIND SUCCESS TRAINING YOUR
STRANGENESS.

Only the broad-minded need apply.

The SubGenius Foundation
P.O.Box 140306
Dallas, Texas 75214

CRITIOUE

A QUARTERLY JOURNAL
DOUBLE ISSUE {SPRING/SUMMER| CONTAINS.

Secret Societies; The Hollow Earth Controversy;
Aghartha and Shambhalah: King of the World
and the Subterranean Empire;

Notes on Nazis: UFOs, Holy Lance,

Vril and Thule Societies:

A World Challenge?: Japan, OPEC and the
Silicon Revolution:

Myths of Marxism:

Reflections on Left-Wing Conspiracies;

The Origins of Conspiracy Theories:
Freemasonry, the lluminati and Revolution;
Perpetual Motion: Reflections on
Entropy, Utopia and the Conspiracy;

Review of Philip K. Dick's science fiction: and more.
Letrers, bibliography and book reviews.

SEND $4.50 (POSTAGE) TO CRITIQUE. 2364 VALLEY W.. SANTA ROSA. € wsaon,
SUBJECT FOR NEXT ISSUE: A CRITICAL

REFLECTION OF THE 60s AND 70s: WHO

AND WHAT WAS CREATING US AND WHY?

Accepting Manuscripts, Diary Entries,

Dissertations, Cartoons and Book Reviews. Send
no iater than September 1 to: CRITIQUE, 2364
Valley West Dr., Santa Rosa, CA 95401 2]



14 A - TR s Bl N

I'HE ONE-LLEGGL:

“ 4 LALNUOWUAL j&
by Richard C. Dixon

The first time [ saw the European seven my English iastructor
flicked it on the blackboard with a lackadaisical fwist of his
wrist. The thing looked Tike this: #. [ thought it was a one-
legged A (an F turned around) and he was listing the grades For
our last composition caper. He always listed the grades in al-
phabetical order. Because my name came first, I bagan to worry
a Tittle. But when he scribbled 2z nine behind that funny iock-
ing mark, I thought he was writing a Math problem, so [ leaned
toward the gir! sitting next to me and jnquired: "What is that
strange mark in front of the nine?"

"That's the way they make their sevens in Zurope,” she said.

"1 see," | said.

Our English instructor was a stodgy chap who taught Freshman
composition and was mad as hell because he had to do it. His
desire was to teach a course in Supernatural litarature. The
English department programmers, a cliquish group, would not ai-
Tow him fo do so. He didn't have tenure, so he was not eligible
for the committee that orqganized curriculum, or any other com-
mittee. He reiayed this information to us the first day of
class, and he told us that teaching Freshman composition was an
insult to his writing and explicative ability. As a result, he
took his anger out on us by demanding that we write themes about
fantasy. His favorite topic was about oestrous women caugt in
the clutches of psychopathic men who had unearthly powers; po-
wers that compelled them to subdue those fidgety damsels in fog-
gy moors, ploeax them, and then extract their souls. The in-
structor was romored to be a chaser of women, and it was report-
ed that his odd-ball activities lured sycophantic women into his
trap; then he would put the boots to them., My tastes in reading
and writing Teaned toward realistic stories of people struggling
against cryptic forces which kept them shackled, so it was only
natural that the instructor and I would never hit it off.

In any case, for our next writing assignment after [ had seen
that funny mark on the blackboard, the instructor demanded that
we write an original paper about some current event and give it
a supernatural twist. In . trying to fulfill that stringent as-
signment, [ wrote a piece I called "The Elusive Monster.” 1 had
been reading newspaper accounts of a nimble, hairy creature who
was causing fear, loathing and gooseflesh across a large section
of central I1linois. No one had actually seen anything other
than a shadow, but people imagined all kinds of bugaboos: the
Abominable Snowman, Sasquatch, and some pecple even wondered if
it could be The Loch Ness Monster! The newspapers had gotten
into the spirit of the phenomenon by reporting, with tongue-in-
cheek sobriety, that several federal agencies were after this
creature. He was wanted by the Internal Revenue Service for not
filling at 1040 form, The Bureau of Immigration and Naturaliza-
tion wanted him because he may have slipped into the country il-
legally, and The Selective Service Administration, now that they
were considering starting the draft again, wondered if he was
eighteen, and, if so, had he registered for the draft?

I added that the creature's unseen presence had generated be-
havior more strange than a man wearing a straight-jacket and
suffering from jock itch. In addition, I wrote that two people
who were searching for a place for romance, discovered such a

.bower in a forest preserve, and their erotic noises got them shot
at by a group of “born again" fanatics who were searching for the
monster. Moreover, the gun control Tobby got a hoid of this in-
formation, and they cited it as another reason for a gun control
bill.

When I turned my paper in, my English instructor didn't see
the humor in it. After he had graded the papers, he cameinto the
classroom one day and started writing numerals on the blackboard.
As I stated before, he always listed the grades in alphabetical
ordery and since my name came first, I didn't have any trouble
reading the first numeral. He had reversed that strange mark (3’)
and made it an F, a one-legged A. Behind the F, he wrote my
name. Then he hesitated for a long interval to allow the giggling
to shower down upon me. [ guess he thought I would feel some form
of embarrassed remorse, but not so. [ was much too old for social
amenities, so I joined in with the laughing students. He turned
away from the blackboard and tried, with his Rasputin eyes, to
disintegrate me right on the spot.

Later, when he returned the papers, [ read the scathing com-
ments he had written on mine: 'You lack a sense of culture. You're

in college now, you have a chance to Tift yourself up from the
great unwashed...' And on and on, as nauseam.

by R.S. Preuss
We were driving East on the Ohio Turnpike just over
the Indian border, Dave Snitz, Mora and 1. Dave had the

4 Slight Chance
To Libe

by Connon Barclay

The old man eyed the young girl closely. Friday's subway was
crowded and she was pressed to the rear of the car close to him.
However, he made no sign of awareness of this. Her face was the
sweetest and most pure he had ever seen. Here was woman...stil}
not fully ripened, still to be awakened and used in the ways the
world has with most women.

What a lovely pasttime, he thought, to be her protector,
guide, advisor and loving friend through the perilous decade
ahead of her. He felt almost benign as he contemplated the idea.
He could never hurt her...she appealed to all the righteousness
left within him.

Why, she could almost serve as penance for his past, and so
help him finally to find some peace and contentment.

Suddenly she dropped her umbrella. The car was half empty
now and was nearing his stop. He wondered where she lived. How
he could come to know her. What he could do to have this wonder-
ful moment last awhile. Quickly, he bent to retrieve the umbrel-
la, murmuring a polite phrase as he returned it to her. How for-
tunate he was that she had moved to his cardoor area...

She glanced swiftly at him through half-lowered eyes and
thanked him prettily. Then she seemed to blush. How shy she is,
her thought. What a lovely protegee to have for his own. The
desire made him dizzy...or was it her perfume? Frankly, such a
desire as he had never known...with nothing physical in it...
merely the hunger to protect and cherish this lovely-being always.

His station suddenly came into view. He noted with joy that
she also was moving toward the door. He felt elated, anxjous,
and almost fearful. Strange. Perhaps, perhaps...who knew? Per-
haps he was being given a last chance in his misspent life to
make good.

Or perhaps Fate was offering him this wonderful opportunity to
Tive again! He hurried after her.

As they stepped onto the escalator which conveyed them to the
street above, the were again close together in the crowd...but
closer, really, than was necessary. So close, in fact, that the
old man fairly panted and became somewhat confused.

So close, finally, that there could be no mistaking her mean-
ing as she pressed back against him. They were nearing the top
of the stairs and by then she was pressing fiercely against him.

Madly, stumbling, confusedly, almost sobbing, he reached for
her. She gave him a knowing, sensual look, and the two hurried
down the darkening street together.

Three blocks without speaking. Then, she turned
between several vacated apartment/office buildings.
and went faster...until she was several steps ahead and Teading.

It was quick. Several shadows. Several blows. He spent se-
veral days in an Intensive Care Unit in a comatose condition be-
fore slowly recovering. Several witnesses to the crime had come
forward. Newspapers and other such types questioned him along-
side the police. Always mentioning ending the violence being
handed out to seniors.

The witnesses could not identify the girl for the jury. Her
part...said the police...was escaping with his 34 dollars. Did
he recognize her??? You see, the other two attackers refused to
name her. They refused to point her out even after receiving
Tong long sentences for the shameful crime.

Only that one time at the station in a line-up. He could not
do that to her. He remained silent...but he never saw her in
the courtroom...She vanished.

He did recover. Some permanent disability...and the inability
to speak clearly. But the old man dreams. To this day he rides
the same subway daily...all day...in silence...looking for the in-
nocent young girl. He has no bitterness. Sits alone by the aisle
staring. Perhaps you have seen this old man with only a slight
chance to live.

down an alley
She giggled

“Oh, great,” said Dave, “here’s that song about the
men that jump and die.”

I said, **What I’ve always wondered is, ‘do they die af-
ter they jump out of the plane, or when they hit the

ground? It sounds like they’re so ecstatic about the
Mora tossed a half-eaten apple out of the car window

just then,
“Oh, Pm not littering,” she said, “I’m feeding the lit-

tle bunny rabbits.”
“I know,” Dave said, “the rabbit runs out into the

middle of the highway to get the apple...”
“And that diesel truck that’s been following us since

The apple bounced down the middle of the highway.
the toll gate comes up...”

We had to admit, it sure was one heck of a problem.
I mean, trying to figure that one out. Sure is a catchy

“Maybe they’re already dead and someone just heaves
tune though

Sgt. Barry Sadler’s “The Ballad of The Green Berets”
the body out of the plane,” Mora said.

wheel, and the radio was playing. A Detroit station was

playing old hits of the 60s.

had come on the air.

whole idea that they parachute down, get up from the
“And a green beret jumps in front of it and dies.”

ground and they jump up and maybe click their heels

and just die from sheer delight.”

Well, you know, shucks, that’s exactly what hap-
_pened. What a mess. Had to admit, though, the weather

was sure good for driving.
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s How-Soon-They-Forget Department:
berzerkers, and other a-sordid gobs who like to yell the 'Fire'sign
in a crowded Theatre! Here's the first of what I hope will be many
grateful tributes to Rhino Records. the madhouse merchandiser loca~
ted at 11609 Pico Boulevard, Los Angeles, CA 90064. While Rhine is
susy further resurrecting P,P,P&D's not-so-distant past-—their two
latest record offerings being a full-length version of the N.P.R.N.
(National Public Radio Network) performance of "Anything You Want
.To" (RN LP 807, $8.98) and “The Best of
jes from the NPRN 'Campaign Chronicles’ (RN LP 806, $8.98)-—we ce-
lebrate this month the last release (1980) to emerge from that ve-
nerddlated company. Following is the
MODERATELY SUCCESSFUL BUT NONETHELESS WELL-MEANT
"FIEHTING CLOWNS" QUIZ

All questions (except the two bonus ones at end) are taken from
the above-mentioned LP, also still available from Rhino at $8.98.
Though this album is heavily musical, I've tried to keep away from
the "f£ill in the lyrics” format as much as possible, since I want
to use that gimmick in the future...

1) To whom did the "Hot Tub" belong?

2) What do "Violent Juvenile Freaks'" love?

3) What is the name of the group tuning up (the sports car)?

4) Whatr did the singer of "Oh, Afghanistan” change his name to?

5) What color is Reagan's hair according to "Hey, Reagan'?

4) How many bozos were left after ome "joined the bamd"?

7) "Hey, don't any of you duds want to escape?!" "

8) What new video craze is introduced in the opening song?

9) What are the names of Guy's lawyers, and how did his divorce
turn out?

10) Why can't Achmed use the Barishnikov sweapons?

11) What is the sequence of 'californianisms' in the "Hot Tub"?

12) What did the hair in that hot tub turn out to be?

13) What is the purpose of the show?

BONUS QUESTIONS:

14) The single released from "Fighting Clowns' features on its
flip side a song not found on the album, dealing with Jimmy
Carter. How does the chorus go?

Okay, bozos, , zips, pecting tx . 2
kay, you bozos, beaners, zips mnlglﬂmgerorEdGem.“ldhketo

1974-1982", featuring good- this.
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BANK
by Mark Lamport
“Good morning, sir.” -
“Hi!” I say in my best nothing-strange-about-me voice. I'mex-

trouble; b seem to always, somehow, confuse me with
ut some money in.”

The plan is to deposit $23 of a $: 5 check, leaving me a little
cigarette money. Just to be safe, 1 sign the check in front of her
and give her that, the deposit sip, and my checkbook. This should
be as simple as it is honest.

’t do this.”
“Why not?
that'll make $23.88. OK?”

“I’m sorry, sir, but I can

“You only have .88¢ in your checking account. You have to
deposit the w ole check.” I'm beginning to suspect she’s enjoying

“But 1 onl{uwant to put in $23;

“Pm sorry, but you must deposit the whole check.” K

Some part of her reasoning just has to be missing. I'm wanting
to thrash about like a swarm of demons in righteous outrage. Vi-
sions of chainsaws are skittering across my eyes. |

Breathe deep. “Im not overdrawn or anything. Why can’t 1
put in just so much?” .

“Because the check has to clear, and you only have .88c in
your checking account.” X

That skittering is settling down into a dow caress; buzzzzzzz!
All 1 know is that this prim bitch is protecting my ass off. These

peogle must think those little place cards they have in their teller’s
window which sal{ “Sorry for the inconvenjence—this is for your
protection as well as ours” gve them the right to make all sorts of

slgndl:mus insinuations, against me whoever wrote me this
check.

Never mind the ridiculously criminal over-draft charges, those
sneaky monthly check charges, your conniving sucker accounts
that are so much more convenient and easier to use than last year’s
model. I can take the fact that year after year I come in here and
every time you make a call to =e if I have an account here, all the
while looking at me like I was a deranged maniac who’s broken
into your downstairs living room. 1 understand why you want to
check my s'ﬁnature in your goddamn computer to see if it matches
what’s on file (or maybe you’re checking to see if 1 belong to any
subversive organizations—*Bob”’ knows who you're &%ugged into).
Even after all this, | can be civil when you imply, “How DARE 1
to be offended by this treatment!” when at this moment YOU are

the biggest asshole in my life.

But this time you greed¥ bastards are really low. I just want to
put some of MY money in OUR stupid bank (for you to scheme
with as you please), and you don't even want me to keep 12 fuck-
ing dollars for myself!? Tell me how come you want it so bad.

Now just take it easy, Mark; keep your wits about you. You
want that $12.

—WILLIAM BLAKE

15) There are a few marked differences between the '8 Shoes" ver-: “ . B .
. ; !. : « but 1 don’t get it. I just want to put in $23. $23. =
sion of "Hey, Reagan" (dome in 1980) and the "6 Shoes" one Wouldn't that cover the $I2 I'm keeping back? I'm not takingany- =
(seen recently on Showtime's "Folk Music Reunion show, but thing out.” At this point I’m not even sure MY reasoning has any- =
most likely taped in early '81). F'rinstance, how did each thmgto do with it. - . " v
complete the line, "Hey Reagan, you're not too grey, And it's PE’I sorry, but you must deposit the whole check. =
1 o Let’s try another tactic. “OK. If I deposit the whole $35, can I =
never too late, To ? : »y =
) then“tum .ar’?und and withdraw a part of that—say, $12? = @
f = = &
Answees pext mont-Mean wohile | we ff’&sd AT = = .=
) “Why? = = 4
. JE— “Because right now you only have .88¢ in your account.” == o as=s 7%
. 4 . L7 _— == o=
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Points inCo
by Ralph Roberts

Anbassador Herman Hotbreath fussily adjusted his yellow and
mauve plastic jumpsuit, brushed some more trash from the large or-
nately carved table in front of him, and once more directed hix
fisheyed gaze to the chief Tethdux negotiator.

“Mow, Sir Niplix, let us get down to cases again..."

"A11 right!" the dwarfish Niplix responded with enthusiasm.
"Let's do another case of 01d Star Polish. You Earthies got good
drinking stuff." He belched appreciatively.

The ambassador shrugged in disgust. Niplix spoke Terran with
an accent but was easily understandable. Hotbreath turned to Bob-

by, a luscious blonde who served as his chief 'aide'. "Drag ano-
ther case in from the launch. These guys have..." He paused as
his mind searched for the proper descriptive phrase. "Hollow mo-

tive appendages," he finished lamely.

“Watch the racial slurs, fatbottom, and makewith the joy juice."
"Sure, coming right up," Hotbreath said in his best soothing
manner. "Glad our metabolisms are so close.” And aside to Bobby.

"Hurry it up."

“Ah, chiefie," she whispered, "do I gotta go back out. There's
garbage on the ground and the junk in the air stings my eyes.”

“Yes!" the Ambassador whispered back. "And don't say anything
about their pollution problem, Tethdux is going through their in-
dustrial revolution. Make allowances."

"Smells more like they're rotting," Bobby said and sniffed de-
licately. But, she got up and kicked her way through the assorted
litter toward the door. When she opened it to pass through,
greasy tendrils of black, foul-smelling smoke poked into the room.

Niplix scratched absently at a scaling patch of skin onhis amm,

“small chunks of his hide fell to the table. "Hoowee!" he said.
“Your woman bouncy and soft like our females."

"Hrmpf," the Ambassador replied with frost in his grunt.
is an accredited diplomat and my valued assistant.”

"Ho, ho. Have to remember that. Call my companion...secre-
tary. Not nearly so imaginative."

Hotbreath decided to change the subject quick. "Something
wrong with your arm?" he asked the still scratching Niplix.

"Yeah, new nuclear power plant near home have small Teak. No
big thing. Not as bad as old war wounds. Been intwentywars this
year," he finished and puffed up in pride.

"Ah, yes," Hotbreath said.

"Also making super good living as politician. Lots of graft.
Good money. But, back to business at hand. Forget, what is pur-
pose of meeting?"

Ambassador Hotbreath groaned and wiped the perspiration from
his forshead. "We, of the Terran Federation," he said in his most
pompous manner, "are here to determine whether your race and ours
have enough points in common for your membership in said federa-
tion.”

"Hoowee! You talk pretty. Well, do we?"

Wrinkling his nose at the pervasive small of sulphur dioxide in
the air, Ambassador Hotbreath considered for a moment. Visions of
the war-ravaged and pollution-torn landscape of this planet passed
through his mind. The lechery and corruptness evinced by the boo-
zy local politicians were again noted. He sighed. He tooka final
Took around the trash and pest infested conference room.

"Yes," he said witha shrug, "If anything, you're more human
than us."

"She

TimeCapsule

by Julian Ross

A popular custom is to place items in a new building's corner-
stone or inside a concrete cache buried in a city plaza.
A hundred years later, the "time capsule" is opened and every-

one has a good laugh.

Assuming this tradition will continue, let's look ahead to
999 and imagine what things might be placed in the time capsule

for people to Took at in 2099:
The only remaining all-cotton shirt in existence.

The gold record of "Buzz Bomb Babies" by David Cassidy Jr.
A videodisc of the hit TV sitcom, "The New Adventures of

T Love Lucy."

A Texas Instruments pinkie ring/computer/videophone/SOMA

dispenser.

A film print of the third remake of “The Elvis Presley Story."
A bound copy of the musical comedy script, "Reminiscences,

Remorse and Remuneration” by Spiro Agnew.
A giant economy size box of Purina Clone Chow.

by the Chinese space explorer, Lao-tzu I.

B Positiveness of Power Thinking," by Tatum O'Neal.

D respectable $869,400 (dealer prep extra).
Billion Gross."

the public from his home town of Duluth, MN.
Dr. Albert Hoffman.

A copy of the recently formulated Camp Malibu Arab-Israeld

Peace Accord.

Two ticket stubs from the sold-out Shea Stadium concert of

Crosby, Stills, Jagger and Stewart.

On

A videochip recording of the first photos sent back from Pluto
An autographed copy of the best-selling self help book, "The
The car keys to the 1999 Rolls-Royce Silver Laser, priced at a
A VARIETY headline: "Gone With The Wind Remake Tops $16.3

A copy of Pope Ringo George I's Encyclical, first released to

The $1.17 commemorative stamp honoring the discoverer of LSD,

A silver engraved invitation to Zsa Isa Gabor's 25th wedding.

"1f a man can bridge the gap between life and death. I
mean, if he can life on after he's died, then maybe he was

g - = a great man.' -~ James Dean
28 g o [ once saw a James Dean movie back in 1973. It didn't make
#;qg g much of an impression on me.
é;ggg w® E On September 30, 1979 [ met a brooding young man named Al
igg s = Mgon1s. A junior at a private Midwest university, he seemed an-
3 iigg 2 Z xious, looking for some place to go, yet rebeiling in his actions
H ;;‘gg £ () wherever he went. Meonis was different, almost as if he were
;; %a 3 Ei X trying on two identities, one of the confused college kid, the

;ggé .O other...well, 1 couldn't pinpoint it.
§§3§ % The day had passed for everyone like any other day on campus,
Bzas* everyone that is but Meonis. He remembered James Dean on the
dg 3 B, 24th anniversary of his death.

g‘ 2 n? On_ September 30, 1955, a voung movie star named James Dean

ES

died when his Porsche Spyder rammed into a turaning Plymouth li-

mosine. Dean had starred in three films—"East of Eden', "Rebel
Without & Cause"”, and "Giant."” Onil Zast of Eden'" had been re-
leased at the time of his death. Yer he was already a cult hero.

"James Dean was very young when he died; I believe 24. He was
destined though. I mean, he knew he was going to die. He talked
about it all the time," said Meonis.

Although Dean died four years before Meonis' birth, the image
of adolescents and their search for truth, which Dean portrayed
masterfully, still existed for Meonis. “He had a powerful figure
on the screen, one that spoke of the problems of youth just by
gesture. [ try to imitate Dean; I experience what he felt in the
'50s. He really inspires me at times," said Meonis.

The more I became acquainted with Meonis the more I realized
the same Tife patterns. Insomnia, the constant cup of coffee, the
hyperactivity, the depression over a nearing death. Even Meonis’
physical features resembled Dean. Both stood the same height, §
feet 8 inches, and carried the same weight of 150 pounds.

Both Dean and Meonis spent their boyhoods growing up under In-
diana's white laws. Both left the state because of a father's
transferral to a coastal city. College left both disillusioned
with 1ife and confused about their future.

It became easily apparent that Meonis had taken on a second
life. Still something about Meonis didn't click with me. He
didnt' seem real.

He claimed his allegiance to Dean began in 1974 when only a so-
phomore in high school. "I was looking for a book in the public
library about acting and I ran into his biography. [ was turned
on to Dean's way of thinking right away," said an inexhaustible
Meonis after 63 hours without sleep. He liked to talk about Dean
at all hours no matter what eise anyone had to do.

Through the years he had collected nine books about the actor
bqt still searched for what he termed "the prize"—William Bast's
biography of Dean. Bast was Dean's close friend and roommate.

TI‘ve spent close to $200 on posters, pictures, books, and
seeing reruns of his films at theaters. It's rare to see his
films on television, usually they aren't worth watching after all
of the editing and commercials. The theaters usually run all
three flicks when they have a filmfest. I'11 go every night they
show them," said Meonis.

A true cultist, Meonis tried to handle everyday situations as
he thought Dean would have. "Say I'm studying for a test and |
just can't get into it. I close my notes and forget about it. I
like Dean's idea. Grades aren't important—it's what you learn
and can use. Most people never think in that way. They try to
memorize; [ try to make things practical and useful.

"1 sometimes wonder if Dean wasn't a genius. He never made it
through college, at Teast not long enough to get a degree, but he
made it big without the letters after his name. [ guess that's
the way I look at it too. I doubt I'11 make it through four years.

Soon after Meonis made this statement he tried to drop out of
college. Fortunately a teacher wouldn't let him. He finished
with his bachelors degree and an outstanding journalism award in
1981.

Back in 1979 Meonis still held a reserve for alternatives.
said, "I don't make out to be James Dean. I only agree with the
way the man thought. He wasn't perfect. If he had been he
wouldn't have killed himself going 85 miles per hour. But that
was his way, he drove like he acted—rebelliously."

Meonis lived like James Dean. His life included the same ge-
neration gap and identity search young Dean felt at 18 years of
age, but this late blooming cultist hoped not to find his hero's
fate. "If I do, [ won't be the first to die young. I only hope
I'11 be remembered for something that people can relate to. For
the struggle of the young and rebellious," he ended.

Then it hit me. Sal Mineo, an actor who played opposite Dean
in "Rebel Without A Cause." Al Meonis, a Dean cultist. The two
names nad identical Tetters. Now I knew. [ mean, Al Meonis died

in May, 1981 Or did 12 ohnepia) -y aadsop.
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LOVE POEM
Sex and passion

Are in fashion
So is gore and

I want more

There's lots of room
For still more gloom

A glass of Rhine

Though I get punchy

And the munchies

Let's leave the ground—
Another round

I love vice

And naughty's nice

This ain't a rage

Give me booze
would sure be bliss

1'11 give a cheer
Friday night

Can be allright
And let me snooze
A nice big kiss

Would put me fine
And add a beer—

1967 in 1982 by Khaaryn Goertzel
Music so mellow it grates
Etching lines of boredom across my soul
The crowd here clings to shreds of a
culture that
Atrophied and died
When Rip van Winkle Flower Children
suddenly awoke in terror,
Walking the wrong way
Down a rush-hour one-way street of change
Where self-improvement wears short hair
and drives a Mercedes.
Brimming with philosophy,
They spew forth an oily river perfumed with
burnt-out joss sticks and
smoky hashish.
They want to change the world with
"inner peace"
Wrapped in Indian gauze and faded denim.
Thus cocooned against the challenge of
microchips,
They dance through a life
Where Beatles never die
And organic fruit cannot wither or bruise.
Bob Dylan tells them what to think.
Joni Mitchell tells them how to feel.
Cross-legged, they contemplate it all,
Sipping herb tea,
And thumbing one more time through the
torn, dirty pages
Of “Be Here Now".

The sun never sets on Flower Children.
They float down their timeless stream of
mellow, moaning music

On barges of sightless anachronism...

Untouched

As the motor-boat of violent change
splashes spray in their faces.

THE TIMES THEY AIN'T A-CHANGIN'
tune: The times They Are A-Changin’
by Tuli Kupferberg
Come gather ‘round people wherever you rent
And admit that the waters around you are spent
And accept it that soon you'll be dry as a bone
If your Life to you is worth Savin’
Then you better start Prayin’/Or you'll sink like a stone
For the times they ain’t a-changin’.

[COMMUNISTS CAN UNITE witn revoia

Come writers and critics who profit with your pen

And keep your eyes wide, the chance won’t come again
And don't speak too late for the wheel’s stopped its spin
And there’s no deny’n who that it's namin’  ~

For the loser now/Will never ever win

For the times they oin't a-changin’.

Come hippies, musicians, please heed the call

Don't stand in the rectory, don’t block the Bingo hall
For he that gets hurt will be he who hos stalled
There's a Devil outside and he’s ragin’

He'll soon shake the stained glass/And rattle the walls
But the times they ain’t a-changin’.

Come mothers and fathers throughout the land

You must criticize what you can’t understand

Your sons and your doughters await your command
The old road is ropidly gainin’

Please get off the new one/You can lend your hand
For the times they ain’t a-changin’.

The line it is muddy, the curse it is cast

The low one now will later be last

As the present now will also be past

The Rebellion is rapidly fadin’

And the last one now/Will still later be lost
For the times they ain’t a-changin’.
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CROWDING THE RAILS OF THE LAST SUMMER
by Connon Barclay

tho]der of orange and yellow swimsuits

wind whistling my green jacket collar

and Ray Stevens sings of

America the beautiful.

Why are some bodies all basic brown
and others indoor white? Answers of
unrestricted time cover all vainness
in cocoa butter light. .

Little children close to ages of mine
play to win their hide and seek man

But fills the page
- Sophomorjd

We all got one She drinks Jack Dani

We all got one
I want to bow out

With you...

CONSTANT REUNIONS WITH YESTERDAY
! by Connon E. Barclay
[ miss my daughter and you
but forget about both of you

days at a time
and then wake-up
or Took up

and the panic

or the shame

and the pain
return.

New—brand new experiences happen
but their joys or wounds
or discoveries don't reach

They draw close,

a bit too pushy,
She glances up

to mention exactly

thinking - god what

towards the door,
than she did before

of desirable models
those with whom

HJ33dS NOISS3IINGD

and scratches with pen,

the physiques and faces

of most handsome men.
curious over her shoulder,

a trifle too shovey.

from her laborious sketching
what it is she is drinking,

After a few, probably more,
she swaggers indelicately

feeling so much better

having gathered a list

she'11 hopefully cuddle.

[ tler column concluded
bdm**l’ic’s(rum...

BROKEN GLASS OF THE CABIN WINDOW
' by Gary Ishler

The sherp pieces of glass
Looked at me

With only eyes

1 could see.

They were wet with despair,
Saying I didn't care;

A single tear fell from an eye,
Upon a cheek,
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upon the trek of my ways
111 fated, indeterminately
walking,

- running from the man
past a Tanding
darkies standing
hovering about
prowling
numbing pain
shoots through my spine
crunbling
neath the weight
above me
below
Tving in a pool
of my own
blood
pleading, receding
fading,
darkness, lights a blurring
pitch black cold

els

bores.

3

gasping
breath,

‘; t]‘me]y spurts of

< life, going, goge.
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The Punishment

by Craig Childress

I didn't mean to throw the brick at Marty Peak. It was an ac-
cident, honest, it just slipped from my hand. Besides, it wasn't
a very big brick.

* * * *

Rationality goes out the window when the belt starts to come
out of its laops. Fathers never give their kids enough credit for
their ability to lie.

Punishment in my family was an art form.
bordering on the theatrical.

My father would burst into my bedroom, holding his belt
stretched between his hands, snapping it taut with small quick
Jerks.

"Sg, you've been throwing bricks at people again."

['d 1ie on my bed pretending to read my comic books.

“I want to sae you in the den in five minutes,” he said.

"Gee Dad, ['d really like to, but it's a school night and I
think 1'17 hit the sack early..."

"Five minutes!" he shouted again, then slammed the door.

Five minutes; just encugh time for a seven-year-old to have a
neryous breakdown. [ don't know why I threw bricks at peopie. [t
was just a natural reflex. Every kid has his guirks.

I ran to my older brother pleading for help. He smiled reas-
suringly and the performance began. He emptied out both our un-
derwear drawers and told me to take off my pants.

Fifteen pairs of underwear later, [ turned to my brother and
said, "l can't breathe.”

“It doesn't matter," he said.

He sat me down on the bed and pulled a pair of his extra large
jeans over my bulging butt. He rolled up the pant legs and pulied
me to a standing position. I waddled out the door and into the
den, my brother following close behind.

"Wish me good luck," I said.

"Do you remember what [ told you to say?"

1 nodded my head to reassure him.

My father was, sitting in the overstuffed brown upholstered
chair, belt in hand. We.approached cautiously.

“Come here," he said. I walked over to his side.
thrust his body between us.

"Don't do it!" he yelled. "He's too young! Here, take me in-
stead!” He crawled onto my father's lap, his tennis shoes digging
into his pant leg.

“Jesus, do we have to go through this again?"' my father said. [
pulled my brother away. With head low, myshoulders drooping, I
carefully placed my body across my father's legs. I looked up at
him with blurry eyes.

“Go ahead. Hit me, beat me. Nail me to your cross and flog me."

My father pulled back his belt and gave me a hard whack across
the butt. It sounded like he had hit a two foot waffle.

"Go ahead, hit me!" I shouted.

"Take off your pants,” he said.

My brother and I stared down at the pile of red, blue and green
underwear resting on the floor. My knees were starting to shake and
I could feel those tiny Tittle bumps forming on the inside ofmy legs.

“I'm afraid this is the end my brother,” I said as I placed my
hand on his shoulder. He knelt down and made a cross on his chest
with his forefinger.

“Would you two cut it out" shouted my father. I drooped my
bare bottom over my father's knee. He raised his arm and came
down hard with the belt, making a stinging slap against my skin.

"Have mercy!" my brother yelled.

He raised his belt and hit me again. Tears were running down
my cheeks and into my mouth, as another sting crossed my butt.

"Oh, if 1 only had a brick,” [ mumbled under my breath.

"What did you say?"

"Nothing Dad, nothing."

After one more swat 1 lay spreadeagle across my father's knee.

My body was perfectly limp, my arms and legs dangling freely to
the floor and my head bobbing loosely over the armrest of the chair.

"please Lord forgive him," I moaned, "For he knows not what he
has done." .

My father looked down at me with a worried look across his face,
and after only three awats he gave up. g
he said as he gently pushed me off his legs. He stood up, put his
belt back through his pant:lcops and walked out the door; shaking
his head and mumbling to himself as he went.

My brother came to my side. He patted me across the back. "Well
done," he said. "The tears were a great effect.”

"You didn't do too bad yourself," I said. We both smiled, ga-
thered the underwear off the €lcor and headed back to the bedrgom.

I

It was a performance,

My brother

“1 think you've had enough,"

ACRIMONY AT THE CHECK-OUT COUNTER -

. by Gary R, Ward 3

Today’s subsistence ethics really seem to have gone to pot—and not
the cooking pot. Face facts. The neo-consumer adores bringing the ham-

mer of retribution down with spiteful blows at every convenience. Regret-
tably, but certainly not without cause, we all sit and wallow in our own
little pools of vengeance, awaiting that one facet of the economy that will
taice V? solid shot square in the gut and remain lying down.

ords of vengeance, teamed with the frustrations of self-pity, are what
the neo-consumer thrives on—and it is fit-to-a-tee as weil as being abso-
lutely necessary that the persona be fed with every available morsel les
we all find our own niches on the wall. Be it so, it cannot be argued that
the right—or chance—to remonstrate is the rea/ food of the consumer.
_Winging our way over the most inexorable of necessities—clothing,
utilities for warmth and comfort, and (cringe) gasoline—there comes to be
generated a negative attitude amongst all of us even at their most modest
mention. Clothing . .. well it goes without saying that the clothes we wear
are a reflection of our desire to impress others (a very dialectical relation-
ship and always a real money grabber to boot). Utilities we all need to per-
form daily activities in relative comfort (just reading the words “public
utilities” is per se enough to trigger an extra squirt of adrenalin into the
system of those easily agitated). And although we all get snooty at the gas
pump,. we nevertheless need it and b\? it {whether it be so we.can go
make money or go spend it). It’s like deoderant—the more active we are,
the more of it we're going to use and no matter how much it costs, we’re
going to buy it. N
More often than not, however, people either cannot or will not voice
the gripes that writhe in them with the dwindling of every paycheck. But
when 1t comes to food prices . .. stop the world! The electronic mecha-
nism that swings the supermarket door open for incoming customers must
act doubly as a “Hyde-changer.” As it goes, the most economicaily incom-
petent jellyhead transposes into... rudent buyer. This “person”
who just yesterday had his money whisked away at Off Track Betting and
later that night fueled up on enough Schmidt’s beer that he had to be put
to bed with a shovel—well, the upswing of his finicky nature climaxes in
the local supermarket. It prowls up one aisle and down the next, scanning
the shelves for an item, any item, be it corn flakes or cuttlefish in its own
... that’s mismatched in price against its unit sticker. Let your frus-
trations out in the supermarket each payday! Kindle yourself into a hissy
over a few cents. Okay, whatever. But anyone who thinks he’s justified (a
big word) by going to pieces over food prices (what isa’t going up?) is
leanmgoon a feeble crutch of nincompoopery. Maybe it is g for the
soul. So. hooray. Let’s try to break the habit of opening our mouths just
to change feet.
. Highbrow explanations on the large scale economics of rising food
Pnces just aren’t complete enougil‘x—especially on the human, everyday
evel—to satisfy most tired minds. There are, in fact, certain circumstances

created by the consumers th lves that dr: ily add to the regular
price hikes. rve Of ?

Who has ever stopped to think twice when they wheeled their weekly
oceries home in the shopping cart? And how many carts ac y make
it back to the store? Really, they sure are convenient! I've seen shop, ing )
carts become such ge_rmanent fixtures in the home that they’re used for,
everything from rabbit cages to baby cradles. And they make the news-)
paper carrier’s job a hell of a lot easier. too. Most carts cost about a hun-
dred big ones...indirectly payable through the consumer’s pocket.)
. What about pitching perishables? So, so many people change their)
mids and chuck the chicken down behind the Charmin . .. assuming it’ll y
get ug and waik back to the cold case in good time. »
Shopliftin ell, it speaks for itself. Things like frozen king crab)
meat, razor blades and strawberry douche...these things just aren’t)
bought, argal, for a variety of reasons. And the guy who decides he’llp
abscond with a London broil because “they” owe him ... (sigh) he's)
just paving the waK for still higher prices. Then, of course, there are)
those who delight themselves with a free, complimentary bunch of grapes)
to suck down while browsing the aisles. »
. Sooner or later, we'll be buying our meat and groceries on time, Call-)
ing a day in advance will be the only way to secure an appointment tod
come in and see the roasts and discuss terms. “I think we'll be able to )
work somethingout...” »
The lashing mouth of destructive criticism is as much suicidal for the »
consumer as it is satisfying. Indeed, we all share our gripes, but ponder?
the point a little more intensely the next, time your newspaper is de-
livered out of a shopping cart.
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To make as much money I can while doing as little Vas humanly possible and to enjoy

OBJECTIVE
every minute of jt.
EDUCATION Institute For The Creatively Profound and the Profoundly Creative, Hohokus,
New Jersey
Degree: ELE.LO.
Acme Charm School, Piscataway, New Jersey
Degree: M.R.S.
Relevent courses: Grace and Poise in Society, Introduction to Witticism, Emergency
Nail Repair, Charge Account Theory, Engagement Practicum
EXPERIENCE  Date, Self-employed. t
Professional date, experienced in witty and intellectual conversation, saying ‘no” in :
several languages, dressing to the hilt, acting naive. Responsibilities included very little.
Seance Medium, Madame Ovary's Institute of Psychics, Belmar, N.J. &
Aided clients in cc ing to their d d relatives, providing an essential Q
service and making a mint off the suckers. . ?
Sales Representative, Inflatables Anonymous. New York, New York ‘E’(
Sold and serviced inflatable piastic objects to very oild men. (/-‘
W
ACTIVITIES Underwater Wrestling Club 7 // =
Society for the Criminally Cute O Q
‘Sergeant Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band - -~ Q)
Morale Director for The New York Giants [& é/ —
Mormon Tabernacie Choir [\ \[ _()2
PERSONAL That's right! IT'S PERSONAL! \0-
REFERENCES My mother thinks ['m wonderful. <









