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-UPBY
- Thanks 2o John Levin and Jed Marntinez fon some August dates.
AUGUST 1 .- 2nd Annual LAUGHTER DAY, L.A., featuring “Semi-
nars With Seth" : .
AUGUST - 3~ Lenny Bruce dies (1966)
- AUGUST 5~ SPENCER PINNEY (29) :
AUGUST 6 - Disneyland's Tom Sawyer-Island captured by
¥1Ppies (1970); Lucille Ball (72); Hiroshima Day {19457}
AUGUST. 7 < Ralph Bunche (b. 1904): Mata Hari (b. 1876)
AUGUST- '8 ~ Rory Calhoun (b. 1923); Esther Williams (b. 1923)
AUGUST - ‘9. - Nixon, kicked around, resigns (1974} i
AUGUST 11 - First color telecast of a baseball game-=8rooklyn
Dodgers v. Boston Braves (1951) : S
AUGUST 12 ~ Holy Day of St. Zarathud the Incorrigible; First
?i p§1ic§ farce established in NYC (1658); Cecil B. DeMille
.-1881) - o
:-AUGUST 13-~ SubGenius Revival, Metro Club, 3730 N. Clark,
Chicago IL-—for more info write M. Flores, 1540 N. LaSalle
#3505, Chicago, IL 60610—Lotsa good ranters therel; Alfred
Hitchcock (b; 1899} Fidel Castro (b. 1927); Bert Lahr (b
1895); Jefferson Airplane's 1st concert, San Fran {1965)
AUGUST 15 = JULIAN ROSS (40)3 BOB KITKD (36): BOB SHOTWELL -
{26); Weodstock opened (1968); Napoleon (b, 1768} .
AUGUST 16 - Robert Culp (83); Lawrence of Arabia {(b. 1888)
AUGUST 17 - ANDY KAMM (22); Davy Crockett (b. 1786), Monty
Woolley (b. 1888}; Mae West (b, 1892) R
AUGUST 19~ DAR organized (1890), Orville Wright (b. 1871)
AUGUST 20 = Newspaper comic debut of "Li'l Abner" {1934)
- AUBUST 21 - DOUG SMITH (30), Count Basie (b. 1904)
~AUGUST 23 - Gene Kelly (B. 1912) : B
AUGUST 26 - Ronny Graham (64), First typewriter patented
- {1843); SUFFRAGETTE CITY-—PASSAGE OF THE 19th (1920)
AUGUST 27 - Confucius (b. 551 B.C.); Martha Raye (§7);
Tuesday Weld (Yow!—-40) ~ :
AUGUST 28 - Donald 0'Connor (68); civil rights demonstration
in Washington D.C. (1963) S SR
AUGUST 2% ~ Ingrid Bergman (b. 1915); Oliver Wendell Holmes
; Sr.~(b,'1809),;d0hn the Baptist loses his head (29 A.D.)
AUGUST 30 - Fred McMurray (75} = B :
RUGUST ‘31 = DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS T0 IJ #2a1t .
gg;ﬁEMEER‘ 1= .£00M DAY : LAYNE—-NEW T ‘g ADQUARTERS!
PTEMBER 1 through 5 - World Science Fiction Convention
{“CanStel?atian"?, Baltimore Convention Center, Maryland
- (say hello to all the fans for me, I won't make it this time)
~ SEPTEMBER 2 = MIKE GUNDERLOY (24} pt i : e
SEPTEMBER 7 - RICHARD GREEN {22) =~ L
SEPTEMBER 8-9 - Mazel and Nachas in the New Year...
-SEPTEMBER 11 - RONALD AHRENS (28) : i
SEPTEMBER 12 - PETE LABRIOLA ({aka "Ace Backwords") (27)
. -SEPTEMBER ‘16 - GREG BLAIR (23} )
SEPTEMBER 17-18 - 1983 World SubGenius Part
for info write SEV iSTLIUTE, 7 Paftel,”
And & very happy belated to NANCY MICHAELIS, 29 on July 24!

* INSIDE JOKE: THE SECF-PARODY is being put on by Elayne Wechster on *

* domeone Like her, who's going 1o cut this Bit Short this issue and *
bid you to nemember the words of James Langdefl: - "My §ingentips %

: are deaf Zo metaphon...”  Please wiite me § explain that one... :

« EDITOR-IN-CHEF (rm,mm,goodie)............... +i.. (ELAYNE WECHSLER |,
» ELVES.... .ANNT ACKNER, STEVE COZZI, JAMES UANGOELL, JILL ZIMMERMAN o
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CORRECTION NOTE: Apologies to Phil Proctor for [inadvertently
missing the correct key last month; PP's 43rd birthday is, of
course, July 2§_,’ not 22_ as mistakenly typed; gotta watch my

calendar more carefully next time while typing, ..

ACKNOWLEDITORIALETC.

Anything {ncapable 0§ panoduing itseld i doomed fo-etenal bonadom

k Cand Uifelessness. The most mefancholy moods in which T've even Prapped

mysel§ ocowk when T stant faking mysel{ too seniously.  This issue has
become for me a sont of study {n contrasis, vaseillating betueen oun .
theme and becoming mone senious than it's- ever been. Besides giving
you all @ friendly - caveat lector, tho, T won't $poil Lhings by giving
awy which L8 which, - Tn my highly subjective humble opinion,. however,
Lthere's Loxs of quality n this month's issue, fxom the stagfens’ buif-
Liant contribs 1o the recond-breaking Rettencolums, 50 347 back luifess
you'r Laying down hin which case why don'? you have angthing betten 2o
do than nead this), enfoy—and Aemember, the natune of the tssue being
what L& is, you may not "gex™ a Lot of things unfess you've bean with
us awhile ("my goodness, they'Ae {imafly Living up 10 their namei"), &0
don’t swedd {T... - -

OKAY, ‘NOW THE IMPORTANT STUFF: THERE WILL BE NO AUGUST INSTDE JOKE
THIS VEAR. Tasue g&aﬁ next one, wild bnif coming oul sometime g
Late Septemben. Tl Line fon all submissions, as you &22. On
"‘“,, ",Wé”mé&oncea&@gﬂsr. This
break ia nod so-much an exeneise in nostafaiz {o. e Aeaders will aes
call that oun Last month off was August '§1) as a much-needed sock- -
Laking move a8 T CHANGE MY ENTIRE LIFE and 1J'% Secant Workd Headquar-

ters to boot. By the time the next {ssue comes out, T will have rela-

cated Lo the wilds of Brookfum (well, it's neithen the Faat Viltage non
Washinglon Hedghts, but Lt will be Home). 1'm not gdving out the ad-

‘dress. yel, as L6 not necessany-~1 Wikk be cheching the 17 Seexet Post
Ofdice Box eveny othen day at Zeast; so that will become owk offiadal

railing address.  The phone number won't be set befone the next issue

. ehthen, and as-I've gotten Wamning The First grom my place of employ, 1

would implore all who wish to get {n touch o either uae the of' phane
dn Roselle (which will be sperative until the end . of Augus); on jusd
write the P.0. Box. More next {asue about this...

Speaking of all of this, T will alse be saitehing faom the bank T've
—eh, banked at since. childhood, s when' jyou weits chechs £o me fhom
now on, PLEASE DON'T MAKE THE CHECKS OUT TQ "INSIDE JOKE™.  There is no
such Legally bankable entity as "Tnside Joke". Please mibe them out o

me,  Elayne idzclwéwi ohay?  Thanks, {t'£L save Lols of Lrouble. . And
Cadneeng T Lhose who helped out monetanily with this issue (4§ 1

~oodon’t miss my guess, this s probably a Longersthan-usual+size ong, bt
o1 figure i'EL tide us all oven tiff September], as T need alf the con-

Dby 1 can get while worruing about {inancing the Blg Move—Appresia-
ZLiow Lo Paul Buhle, Michael T. Calvert, Vernon Ghant, John W. Lewin;
Jaghie Peschock, Dana A: Snow and Robert Wollard. Also personal grati~

: ude 6 Dave, Doug, Kevin, Neif, James, Karen, Barbara, Canolyn, NVD,
- Chuck E. Cheese, Tom Geducllo, Steve, and aluays afiuys always SWATL fon

ail the faiendshilp and Suppont and Love this past month...

And some suaprising and quite unexpected nenis reganding 11's futuaes
i got-a Letten from a wniten fon lgasp efe.) ROLLING STONE. Michael
Goldbeng says "1'm curnently working on a story for Rolling Stone about
alternative magazines, newspapers; newslettforns and janzdines. I would
Like 2o be able 2o inctude yowr publication in my atony." ALL T can
day s, i1 go, we akl go Logether. Nothing can stop ws wow! = Fxom
here, it's might on through Lo HARPER'S BIZARREL...

This {ssue of INSTDE JOKE is dedicated in ‘memory -of Buchminsten Ful~
Len and: Eddy Foy Jn.... : R :

Please send all submissions fon issue 24 (wnitien contuibs of noe
mone than 2000 words, artionk a page ox Less, spod iBLos, comis ALALpS ;
satire, penody, Letters of comment, events, even $$—but please Kemem-.
ber, again, checks Should be made £o° me, not Lo 13) by the deadiine,
AUGUST 31ST, to'the following addresss
- INSIDE- JORE, PO, ‘Box 1609, Madison Square Station, NY, NY 10159,
This {esue 4 dedicated Zo Buckminster Fuller and Eddy Foy, In.
P.8. o kast month we had to make some extra 174 aflen we xan out of the
Original 200, - Some of the tupe an the extras was a Litile of{~namely
Anni's anticte, which sont of slants off 4ntg oblivion, 1§ you got ome
of these "1J PRusses”, and would Like to see ukat Anni’s column Last
month actually said, Lot me know and 1122 xerox anothen copy of that
page for you. Somry about the Anconvenience, pveryone. . .
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 Fan Noose

Some PSAS and such to stant things off, so everyone tunn L0 your
June 138 and Look at fast month's cclumn...Please comrect the zip code
I gave for Randy Maxson fo (Boston, MA) 02108; Please add Zhe foflowing
{inadvert 0 ed plugs: The fatest mint grom Clark Dissmeyer (who
did "Bunnies From Hell” fast month) is called WITH can be
had, 1 guess, for an SASE to Box 296, Fullerton, NE 68638; THE magazine
of the anti-nuclear weapons movement, NUCLEAR TIMES, has sent me month-
&y copies sdnce they stanted publishing Last October, and the reason,
dear Andrea Dorgmus (publishing asst.), 1 heep fongetting to give you
guys your M-’Euved plug is because I'm always carrying around the
Latest issue to nead with me on the trains. The Jubly issue focuses in
on nucfear protest and the ants. Subs are $15/year on $2 (o trade, 1
think) for a 4ingle copy to Room 512, 298 Fifth Ave., New York, NY
10001; ALso unintentionafly omitted Last time was Steve Chaput's {ssue
*8 of CURSED EARTH, a "general zine" which contimues £o gdive us won-
derful press and also has participants Like John Crawfond and Brian
Peance; $1 to Steve at 2 Indian Hill Rd., Westport, CT 06880...Bruce
Duncan (address in Lettercolumn) is Looking for a 'pantmen’ o help put
out a mag dedicated to "different approdches £o sex and sensuality in
art § wniting”. He's also intenested in contributors...A mysternious
postcand sender named Mark Bloch would Like people Lo sent him stuf
§or THE LAST MAIL ART SHOW, which he bilfs as the ultimate {don't they
all?). UDeadline is 1/9/84, theme {s "THE END", and address {s P.0. Box
1500, New York, NY 10009...Lauren Barnett Scharf {ngonms me that LONE
STAR, hen humox pub, "will send a gree copy of 'Humoa Resources for
Wniters and Editors' to anyone who can overcome inentia and wrnite us"
at P.0. Box 29000, Suite #103, San Antonio, TX 78229...Not yet recelived
(CAVEAT EMPTOR, ¢h) but sebf-plugged on a recently-anvived {Lyen is DE
NADA, which says it's about "the slapstick humox 0f the intellect”. 1t
costs $1 + SASE and i run by A, Pavletich, 939 N. Vendome St., Los An-
geles, CA 90026...Again, a whofe packetful 0f new stuff this month—New
1J contributor Julie Logan mumns a nice fan club nevuletten for Pee-Wee
Herman (alias comic Paul Reubens), THE PEE-WEE PRESS—"To get it, one
musl join the Pee-Wee Heaman Fan Club for a wear which is 357, says Ju-
Lie. The address is 7610 Beverly Blvd., Los Angeles, CA 90048...This
Letter was s0 much fun I'LL quote it venbatim §rom editon T.S. Child—
"Dear Mr./Ms. Joke, Ha Ha! 1 get {t—hohohoho...when do 1 Inkale? Vou
can not escape from the ubdquitous neality of THE MONTHLY INDEPENDENT
TRIBUNE TIMES JOURNAL POST GAZETTE NEWS CHRONICLE BULLETIN. Iz haunts

. your dreams; you can’'t help mentioning it Lo vour friends, you read it
over and over. You get a hermia. VYour hair fumns purple. Everyone
Likes it 40 much, you unknowingly start a new trend. 1t dweeps the
country Like a tidal wave. You become a Leading fashion model. You
become disgusted with the cpposite sex and nealize that homosexuality
448 the only way to go. Your body is found stabbed 17 times behind a
gay bar in New York. And you owe it all to The Monthly. . .Bulletin.”
Uh, yuh. SASE to 2510 Bancroft Way #207, Berkeley, CA 94704...And tied
with that one for this month's Bizawre Award is a masterpiece of the
subtle art form ("Ant Forum? 1 hnow his sdsten, Maiden...") of nomsequi-
foxs, entitled UH-OH!; write fon info to JIM WHEAT, 1202 Oriole, Gar-
land, TX 75042...Just about aff you want to discover about Jewish humon
48 wnitten up and anatuzed in the Latest SHMATE. Guest editon Paul
Buhle does a great job in wniting about half the mag himseli, and The
scattered anticles on the cloning of Menachem Begin, by Lawnence Bush,
e a scheam. Paul informs me that "exchange copies for SHMATE (saue
g0 Lo me and nct the publishen; but it's 4£3.20 wonth 0f {s4ue § postage
~—aend something thick & Lumpy!" Please don’t send Paul oatmeal, ok?
He's.at Dorrwar Bookstore, 1073 Hope St., Providence, Rl 02906. . .By A:jm~
way, Paul also says "1 hope 2o heep taking my stide show 'Comics in
American Radicalism', around with the radical art Show, running ints

Local types doing 'zines. We're SLLLL taking new art (enclose a SASE],

en noute grom Pittsbuagh and awaiting §inal arrangements on shows in
Ankara and the Intewnational Humon Museum in Beugaria.” Good Luck,
Paul!...Speaking, as we were, 04 "all you want to discover”, two very
comprehensive mags cover the independent music Scene quite well and
thoroughly: The now-gamous OP, whose "R" issue gave us a nice Little
plug, thank you John Foster; not sure of the single-issue price, sa
write the Lost MusTc Network, P.0. Box 2391, Olympia, WA...And Ton
Lombard{’'s THRILLSEEKER (#2 costs $7.25 to 12515 Brewster Lane, Bowie,
MD 20715 speciatizes in Aindependent punk § Third-World music but has
dome of everything, and type just about this d4ize...YES, IT'S HERE AT
LAST! After atmost a full year of Stack, the new STARK FISH OF REMOVAL
44 out, highlighting The Book of The SubGemius ($9.95 from MeGraw-HiLEL
—"Buy it—On Xile Me"), the '$7 convention (featuring pictures of 17
60[“250’2'3 Gunderloy, Bob Black, Candi Strecken..,|, and the Long-
awa it ther Mutants” netwonking Listing, including a SUPER plug fon
1J and for Campoon ’'84/'84 ("Bob™ will be running fon Big Brother)!
$3.50, wonth much more, £o Doug Smith (aka "Tvan Stang] at Box 140306,
Dallas TX 75214...0¢her SubGs have been actively stacking as well: Bob
Dugwyler, oun WA Coordinary who, Like Doug, wonrked with Campoon *76,
ng The LOCAL CHURCH OF THE SUBGENIUS (P.0. Box 1185, Richland, WA
99352) and has gathered together his Latest, including as his sample
grom IJ—are you ready? —an ofd Paul Zuckerman (o4 all peopte) entry.
The nest of the mag is neat, the, s0 send 'em an SASE...Collage wizard
Joe Schwind*s fatest is available for $2 and it's neal coloaful and

eye-catening—always quality from the KANSAS COLLEGE OF COLLAGE, P.0O.
Box 8187, Shawnee Mission, KS 66208..,Poet R. Gerry Fabian has Just
brought out ELEMENTAL WOMEN (together with ELjaak 7 Fastund's

THE CITY OF THE DEAD) in 'a long poem chapbook' available fon $1 from
Raw Dog Press, 129 Worthington Ave., Doylestown, PA 18901...Prolific
Matt Feazell has a whole slew 0f minis, one-sheets and other comics
out. Besides contribbing to the MN-based REAL HEP! (#2 out night on
Lime—$1.25 to editor Will Shetterly at SteelDragon Press, Box 7253,
Powderhorn Station, Minneapolis, MN 55407), Matt's done more FIGHTING
GUYS, ANTI SOCIAL MAN, NOT AVAILABLE COMICS and MATT COMICS—$7 §or

/\

;tgszﬁjﬁz and lxwt” ;ﬁdsgggem&m 1 tg Matt at 2886 James Ave. S.,
» Minneapolis, +-.Clayton Park's Gataxy Gang's Latest is
EMERALD CITY COMICS, really nice siufg gor only 25¢ o 3700 Densmore
Ave. N., Seattle, WA 98103...For an Antenesting viewpo.intom how the
ends may on may not jusitify the means in revolution, stafger Steven

Scharff (aka "Art Riot") has put out 4 {natallments of a one-page sirip
called T fae

HE RATS RETIRE, avaifabfe fon SASE to Box 5004, Hillside, NJ
07205...And another sLafger, Kerry Thornle plugs yet another stadfen,
Roldo, in his tatest WALL-OP, SASE %o Box §8441, Tampa, FL 33679...The
ever-indescribable THUDPUCKER #10 is out §rom Ron Ahrens for a SASE to
{bar!) P.0. Box 61272, Fairbanks, AK 99706. . .And Zhe also-Long-awaited
GOONZINE #5 is newly out from Goonexpert Dana A. Snow for $3 (wou get
Lotsa extras) from 7356 Beverly 8lvd., #3, Los Angeles, CA 90036...And
Suictly fon the fannish, but good Literature nonetheless, is the fat-
esz HOLIER THAN THOU "bad taste” fanzine from Marty Cantor, available
gon $1.50 on tnade or Loc {Letten-of-comment) To iverton Ave. #1,
North Hollywood, CA 91601...And s0 we come at fast to the "regulans”:
BIBLIOFANTASIAC #9 (Canadian $§)—C.F. Kennedy, 802 Pape Ave., Toronto,
Ont. MAK 3S7 (34.50/6 issues; mabe sheques o CHANMEL 53 PRODUCTIONS) ;
COMIX WAVE #4/COMIX WORLD #222 (ug comix reviews ) —Clay Geerdes, Box
7081, Berkeley, CA 94707 ($11/2 yeans); CONFESSIONS OF A TRASH FIEND
V.2,#s 536 (sleazemovies)—Richard Green, P.0. Box 32, 01d Bridge, NJ
08857 ($7/yn, 214 issues); G ) INE #15 (excellent Beatles mag}
—CHARLES F. ROSENAY™, 397 Edgewood Ave., New Hdven, CT 06511 (32 on

el; MONKEES/BOYCE & HART PHOTO FAN CLUB #46 (Ad‘-expla.nm&y]
—Jodi Hamrich (sec'y), 508 8th St. NE #4, Watertown, SD 57201 ($6.25/
yn”If dou join NOW); The SOUTHERN LIBERTARIAN MESSENGER V.III, #2 (af-
40 self-explanatony, nu?)-—John T. Harlee, Rt. 10, Box 52A, Florence,
SC 29501 (SASE, trade); STOPY Tcomedy high § Lowbrow)—Dale Ashmun, 55
1st Ave. #16, New York, NY 10003 (¥7 costs a buch o trade]; The SMALL
PRESS REVIEW V.5,#s 647 (seL§-explanatony) —Len Fulton, Dustbooks, P.0.
8ox 100, Paradise, CA 95969 (trade T guess); TRESROLA, 2nd Anniv. Ise
sue (sleazemovies)—Jim Morton, Suite 583, 109 Minna St., San Francis-
co, CA 94105 ($3.50/yn] . TATE-BREAKER: The above-mentioned SHMATE is
now available, through the auspices 0f Paul Bumle, in Limited stock
from yours truly, so Let me hnow 4f you want one, firat-come-finst-
deave. . . Next (ssue I'LL mmy 20 Look more in depth at my newly-arrived
CULTURAL CORRESPONDENCE, the one with my article in it {thanks again,
Paul B!} and alsc my Latest 'care package’ of goodies from AGAINST TH
WALL's BLLE Geonge...Ta £ill then...we'le miss you, Frank Reunolds...

Wl AKRLENEAHTTS Ta B ~etns
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by "Kid" Sieve and "MZiden Jappan™

IN QUEST OF QUESTIONNAIRES by "Maiden Jappan® (c. 1984-1 J.Majay)
is said with questionnaire response That 10% may answer once

We sent 200 INSIDE JOKES And answered were by 25 folks!

[(This makes up 12.5%, For those with mathemat'cal bent.]

I shan't go into detail much, except for gen'ral tabs & such:

Listing "most-l1iked features" here, we find that Anni Ackner's

dear To five in all; that ties for lead With Crawford's

Baboon Cooley creed. Four votes for Tetters and Fan Noose,

And three for art and Firesign views. Two each for Brian, Clay &

Kerry, Greg's "Wimoy*, and Elayne, and Gerry;

Two votes for Poetry, mefinds, and but one vote for other kinds—

Steven Scharff and brother John, Law & Order (long since gone),

Covers, and Events, Reviews...And now for the less happy news:

On Tleast likgd', Poems top the gripe With four votes; three

'gainst Firesign hype; Letters gathered neg'tive three, And at least

two pan George Eddy. Other pouts were pers'nal taste—One thought

George Papoon a waste; Others thought the size too small, Or don't

like Natotorial, Discordians, the marginal, Dooley, long reviews—but

all  In all a good report card, this, Nothing very much amiss.

Suggestions for improving things Were noted by Elayne; this brings

Us to the point we've tried to make, on special interests & their

stake—Al1l who answered, answered 'NO!' To probing on if we should go

More specialized; a victory! As we'd planned all along, you see,

To show you that we won't give in To tunnel vision, heinous sinl

The purpose of our harmless trick Was to make consensus stick—

We will not pigeonhole ourselves, nor categories bear on shelves!

Syggestions for some future themes, and talking 'bout the 80s dreams

I'11 leave for "Roomie Dearest” Sieve to filter out and answers give!

Uh, thanks, I guess. I get to type now? Okay, well, personally, I'm

very pleased. I'm glad the "spacialization" question did its job, and ,

I'm quite happy to report on the two most confusing questions in tarms
of respouse~-the suggestions for future "theme" issues, and Roldo's
question of "Epitomize the 80s in 25 words or less". As far as theme
issues go, I think we might still have too many Natlamp subbers out
there, as at least three or four ed some variation of "sex,
drugs & rock 'a roll". I think what Elayne was looking for here was
originality, and to my knowledge, everyone does theme issues om s,d,
and rér. But, if we put a twist om it—JS (names initialized to pro-
tect the typist) said “Television and Other Drugs", a distinct possi-
bility, since other folks suggested TV and TV commercials & the like.
There were also the usual predictables like punk, art, all-comics (and
Elayne can't even drawl), anmarchy (hey, what are we, anyway?)...Sose
of the more unusual ones were "MAFU" (AA), "Class reunions” (RA),
"Writing off writing" (BB), "Post-nuclear paradise" (BB—there were
one or two others desiring a nuclear or post-nuclear theme), "Cooking
With Speed” (AC), "Paranoia” (AC—others suggested the Illuminati,
Discordianism, and even science fiction—but again, we do all that
stuff anyway, so to do a theme issue on it would kind of be in the
realm of specialization, again; besides which, many staff writers
would be lost on those things, not being into thenm, you gotta remember
here, folks, not everyone's interested in these specific topics, you'd
do better to suggest GENERAL ones), "The ME Generation" (BC), "Gumby"
(5C—hey, 1'd go for that one! how 'bout "childhood fixations™"?),
"bullfon", "Velveeta Cheese" (RG—someone else suggested "food"-——how
does a "Food” Theme Issue sound, Elayne?), "Large Mammals", "Trout-
Farming For Fun & Profit", "What I Like About NY" (those three MG),
"Living in the monoraurial whirl" (RK), "You are what you idolize” (a
real intriguing ome by PL), "Time of PeE" (DS—guess who), & "Backlog"
(an EXCELLENT idea, Elayne, I really think you should get rid of all
the old stuff lying around, whaddaya say—oh, that was JT). I think
I1'11 just quote some answers to the Question of The 80s verbatim:

"I wish that rot/Was eating Watt/Deep in the solar plexus” to the tune
of "Deep in the Heart of Texas" (AA), "Laconic" (RA), "That's 25 words
too many; that's thr trouble with most of you people, you're not con-
cise" (BB), "When does the fun start?" (GB=-my personal favorite ans-
wer), "The 80s are trying (since 1978) to take up where the 60s left
off. With Reagan as president, anything seems possible" (NB),
"Jonestown/Woodstock —» Drugs/Computers” (AC), "I find it impos~
sible to say anything coherent in less than 25 words” (MC), "In the
World: Period of global economic depression, stemming from Arabs con-
trolling production needed for U.S. consumption; Worldwide economic
cooperation needed to eliminate 'Junkie Syndrome' among powers...In
The U.S.: Non-War Baby Boom now adult; Every wish fulfilled grown up;
Uncle Sam, like some estranged parent alimony overdrawm; Brat's whims
cutback artifact: Technology; Recycle" (BC, who obviously didn't read
the "25 words or less" part), "Reagan, Watt, Weinberger, Haig, Nancy,
USA Today, Smurfs, Richard Simmons, Jane Fonda, New York Post, Neo~
liberals, Neo-conservatives, Moral Majority, Falwell, Bob Hope spe~
cials” (5C), "10 years made up of days one after another, like Wheat
Thins" (JC), "1¢9 If taste=0 then go to 299, 20¢ Print "Throw your
literature away. Buy IJ!" (GE), "Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha Ha...”
(RG), "The Kinks: 'Young Conservatives'"” (MG), "Epitomize the 30s?
Hell, I'm still working on the 60s!" (AK), "Either the decade of the
living dead, or ten years learning to live imn the slow lane without
sex, drugs, and rock 'n roll" (RK), "???!!! Do punctuation marks
count as words? If so I got 17 words so far...Uncertain direction.”
(PL); "The Decade of shadow and substance...of things and ideas.”
(BP); "Style over substance; quantity instead of quality; high tech
but low intellect; angst-—but hope!” (JR), "A decade that lives up

to its name. (What does that mean?)” (LS), "I remember the name of
John Lennomn's murderer.” (JS), "Slow cars, expensive gas, computer
stores, muclear threat, cynical youth, commando chic, neo—dadaist
rock, racist radio programming, comix resurrection, rightist reli-
gion, faded glory" (SS), "Slack/No Slack/Slack/No Slack etc.” (DS),
"-Amen-" (JT). What more can we say? Elayne would like to thank all
who participated in this, and remember, you can still send in your
questionnaires to supply IJ with important info like events and sug-
gestions, so don't forget! Thanks again!

HEY, WAYBE IF T STAND HERE
HOLDING THIS MEANINGLES S
0BTECT ,SPEAK ING INANITIES,
LONG, ENOUG H, SOMEONE WiL(

SHOCKING PINKS~~Yeah, I was there.

Now?,
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F UILITY YouShould
Mention It. ..
ention lt..,
by Kip M. Ghesin

"...those ane the headlines; now, the rumours behind the news...”
Dammit, {f you live in the area
and are halfway cool (but not hip——NO HIP WIMPS!) you should have been
there too. The place was =gak= Danceteria, one of the most obnoxious
trendclubs in Manhattan, but the event was the SubGenius Book Bérdid¢
Launching and Revival, hosted by Tim and Joan of McGraw-Hill and fea-
turing NYC Pope David Meyer and Dallas' own Ivan Stang., Now, as any-
one who knows what's good for 'em and has gotten and read the latest
STARK FIST knows, we are (hell, I am) in cahoots with Rev. Ivan, and
it did my vain and embittered heart good to see so many singing the
praises o' "Bob" once more! Of course, the locale and time of day
(the good stuff began close to midnight and Friday was, after all, a
"school day") drew the usual moronic normal scum, who scurried off in
dribs and drabs when they discovered they were in over their heads
("Where's the loud music? What happened to the mindless chatter? We
need an atmosphere of non-substance to survive! AAAUGGH..."). FKudos,
vwhatever they are, to an above—and-beyond job by David and Péd¢ (ocops)
Ivan, and here's to The Book (BUY IT OR SUFFER THE SCORN OF ALL YOUR
FRIENDS AS THEY LEAVE YOU BEHIND IN A CLOUD OF DUST AND MINDLESS
CHATTER...)! Remember, $9.95 from McGraw-Hill and bookstores. Buy
iz, =——<OR KILL MEew—e

AIR WARS: RETURN OF THE PETTY—Remember back when WNBC-AM and WABC-AM
in NY were tearing each other limb from limb? Well, two NY M sta-
tions, not to be outdone, are now reviving that ol' mudslinging tradi-~
tion in all its stupidity and tackiness. What's really annoying is
that these stations fail to understand that they're probably approved
or disapproved of just about equally, since they play the exact same
music and are found a hair's breath from one another on the diai. I'm
speaking, of course, of WNEW-FM and WAPP-FM. The former operatas out
of NYC proper; the latter out of Lake Success (with a somewhat weaker
signal but the power and dollars of Doubleday behind it). It started
with subtle "hints" dropped by Statiom A about Station B's practices
as opposed to Station A's wonderful policy, then it got into_ the realm
of unsubstantiated rumors and heavy insults, and now it's reached the
point where the pots ave finally calling the kettles black by name.
Now, I like a fight as much as the next depressed malcontent androgy-
nous adolescent, but what the hell are these assholes fighting about?
It's starting to detract from enjoying Earl Bailey or Joe Piscopo in
the mornings on NEW or Jeff Young and E.J. Crummey on APP or NEW's
Saturday Morning 60s or APP's (slightly) fewer commercials or—but why
go on? Hey you toads-—-—knock it off! None of your listeners give two
shits! Jeezus, you'll end up driving us all back to YNY, for godsake.
Grow up, and just play the damn music.

TV_TUBER ALLES—Never one to blow her own horn, Elayne has instructed
me to publicize her upcoming continuing column in The Tuber’s Voice.
She has written about something done much better and cleaner by SWAZ
member Candi Strecker——MIV. Issue #5 of TV should be out sometime in
August. SWAZ is now also officially a Couch Potato Lodge. 1s all
this necessary for me to report? Come on.

"WHO'S CARLA?"—~That paraphrase from a couple TFT albums summons up,
for some of us, images of tacky soap operas. Well, now NYers can get
‘em on the phone. Heartily recowmended, these Dial-A-Scaps (brought
to us, amazingly, by Soap Opera Digest, never known for their sense of
humor) are so (unintentionally?) HILARIOUS that they outshine not only
Dial-A-Joke (which has gotten pretty putrid lately) but even the High
Society porno stuff! The acting is awful, the plot thread is almost
invisible, and it's a NY dime well spent. If you get bored during the
day in NY, give a listem. (212) 976-6363. So bad it's great.

—_—

Dallas, TX 75214



chen, presided over by Immaculata, who serves as the cook and, as near~

\( R ‘ K FIEND ly as | have ever been able to guess, sleeps In the Cuisineart; the l{-
DA'R @(#. e ving room, in which | often sit, after a hard day's work, by the roar-

ing fire, roasting a few IJ contributors; the 1ibrary, wherein my thou-

by Annd Acknen sands of books are stored—not the least of which are my highly prized,
MOTHER NATURE'S PN autographed first editions of the works of Fran Leibowitz, and where |
Of course, | have been fully awsre for several years now that | am often retire to meditate and ponder the plagerism laws=and the bed-
something of an enigma to many people. How is it, they wonder, that room, a veritable bower of comfort only slightly spoiled by the fact
all those millions of carefuily wrought words, so much writing, coiumn that the mansion's only bathroom (Mr. Floyd having been haunted to the -
after column of witty, sophisticated prose can spring from the manual end of his days by a deep and Irrational fear of porcelain fixtures) Is
portable typewriter of one lonely wamen holed up in a tiny bedroom in a enclosed therein, a structural pecuiiarity that leads to occasional

smallish community in suburban New Jersey? How does she do it, given
such primitive creative conditions? Where does it all come from?
(That they also have been known to ask why, | consider rather less to

disconcerting moments at 4 AM when immaculata, who suffers from certaln
excretory system dysfunctions, attempts the 300-yard dash across my -
pillow and invariably knocks over the bed table. With the exception of -

the point.) It doesn't seem possible, they cry. | can't count how this minor inconvenience, however, | adore my house and look forward to:
many times | have been subjected to remarks of this nature, and each the times when | am safely within its walls, relaxing and puttering and
time | have chosen to counter them only with the mysterious half-smile looking forward to the times when | am safely outside its walls.

so well known to my friends and acquaintances, the smile that says, In Still, however much | love the house itself, and enjoy my leisure
effect, “1f you "?"lt ask me “’°“F that, | won't ask you about that time ther'e. ! can never allow myself to forget that the .primary pur=
long ago evening in Los Angeles with the man who claimed to be the pose, the essence, the Zen of the Dairy of the Rock Fiend is Work, the

press secretary for the Lakers'. | have always felt, to get down to
the most basic issues, that the way one wrote was a private matter,
and, along with one's religious practices and the things one chooses to
do when alone in the bathtub, not to be discussed in a public publica-

creation of articies and stories to serve the needs of the ‘masses and,
as such, the hub of the place is its three outer buildings, where the
actual business occurs, and which, aided only by Sven, | care for and
oversee.
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tion. However, this is a special edition of 1J and we are all, | like The first is the |ivest

. ock barn, a faded red building, warm and
;" ?"I‘f'“' ?':‘ F"::d’ hereé and so L’h“‘ b“: :mrsuadedé'no: ent'i';: clean and softly lit, the air gently suffused with the scent of hay
y In ine with my better judgement, but nevertheless, to divu ge w made while the sun shone, and manure. Here are kept the ideas, of

has heretofore been a well-kept secret.

Fact: 1t is NOT possibie for one lonely woman operating under pri-
mitive creative conditions to produce column after column of witty, so-
phisticated prose. That is to say, one lonely woman, provided she pos=-
sesses at least a modicum of talent, a certain t of pigheadedness
and the ability to tolerate the kind of social 1ife that would bore an
agoraphobic, can achieve this sort of output, but not writing on a ma~
nual portable typewriter in Englewood, N.J. This type of amazing=—and
slightly nauseating—prolificness demands highly specialized condi-

which | have four (Bessie, Buttercup, Elsie and the bull, Elmar), all-a
writer really needs as, with practice, the same ideas can be used again
and again, and milked for ail they are worth, with only occasional in-
semination from the bull. | am very fond of my ideas, and somet imes
simply sit In the barn talking to them, as they twitch their ears and
switch away the flies with their tales, and | like to believe that they
are fond of me, too, and the smaill moaning sounds they make at my ap~
proach are signs of affection.

A bit beyond the livestock barn is the Creamery, the most modern of

tions, never let anybody tell you it doesn't, and the fact that | have all the buildin

. ! 95 on the farm. . Full of the hum and throb of machinery,
denied the use of these conditions over the course of my career amounts It is here that the freshly milked cream of the ideas is brought, so
to nofhlng more than a finely-honed sham-on my part, to ensure both my that columns may be churned out, cheesy 'sarcasm created, and editors
self-image and pride. The manual typewriter 'S a cover; the tiny bed- buttered up. Once upon a time such things were done almost entirely by
foom in suburban New Jersey, while It exists, is simply a home-away- hand, with the aid of such primitive devices as the balipoint pen and

from-home, a place | 90 to escape from writing, not in any sense of the
word where the writing itself gets done.

I am now, as | have always been, a City Person, stretching a point
and calling Englewood a Yeity!", which is admittedly rather like
stretching a point and calling the appointment of Gerald Ford to the
office of President of the United States a '"historic event', and |

the manually operated typewriter, but nowadays, with the advent of word
processors and electronic typewriters, there i{s no need for human be-
ings to concern themseives with such mundane facets of the literary
process as the manipulation of the fingers in order to form words on a
bit of paper, but are now set free to follow such higher pursuits as
thinking and plotting. While many scoff at these forms of progress,

t':?uld never pemanenth: !eave my home in Englewood. 1| love the bright thinking them unnatural at worst and at best liable to cause laziness

ight, the frantic act[vlty.of the rush hour, uhen‘easﬂv ten or 15 and sloppiness on the part of the writers, and while | myseif, as has
people push and shove and fight their way down Palisade Avenue, the been said, pretend to disdain them as part of the "image! | have erec-
sounds of the siren and the colour and gaiety of Saturday afternoons in ted, there is no denying thet they speed up the business of creation

the shopping district, when the butcher, the baker, the macrame plant- Immen -
holder maker and three different boutiques all selling last year's fa- mmensely, and make it pore cost-efficient and easier for us all. Who

. does not look forward to the day when electronic devices take over al}
facets of the process, doing our creating for us, so that we may relax
and enjoy our time on this earth without being troubled by the nasti-
ness of imagination? -
Finally, the finished product is carried to the last building, the
distribution centre, in order to be packaged and sent out to various
markets all over the country, a four-pronged assembly-1ine process, and
the only part of the entire business in which outside help Is used. The
section of [-95, past the collapsed bridge, and through an overgrown :::::;o:o;:':r:::s::‘a::o:azgu:::l::?lz?::sc:‘:?:: :;:e:‘::tuuf:: :::o 2
off~ramp, there sits, at the outskirts of a tiny hamlet, a cluster of typing pool. Staffed by residents of a near"by Hosplce for the Digital-
weather-beaten buildings on a small plot of land. Secluded in a grove ly Impaired, all of whom have been specialiy :
of the variety of telephone poles indigenous to the area, sheltered on make a requisite number of typos and spelling errors on each page, the
the one side by the majestic splendour of an abandoned oil refinery and typing pool recopies the manuscripts on several identical manual porta-
on the other by a billboard advertising thethrice-weekly Bingo games at ble typewriters, and then puts them back on the conveyor to be passed

the malls. No, | could never leave Englewood forever, and yet the ci-
ty, with its hustlie and bustle, is no place to get any Real writing
done. The highly specialized conditions of which | have already spoken
cannot possibly exist in such an environment. |In order to get any work
done at all | have to get away...

Far far from the busyness and noise of Englewocod, down 3 seldom-used

St. Bartholomew of the Pestilence Church, it is here that | come to 2long to what we familiarly call "The Greek Diner'. Here, more resi-
harvest my modest crop of se|f~r|ghte?u§ness and cynicism. This Is dents of the Hospice neatly and efficiently drop small spiotches of
wher? it all begins, and comes to frunnon.. This is the point of both grease, dollops of ketchup and dribbles of coffee on the pages, to give
germination and completion. This is the Dairy of the Rock Fiend. them that truly authentic "Anni Ackner’ look, and send them down the
The first thing one sees, as one meanders off the beaten path and belt to the Rippery, where corners are dog-earred and cigarette holes
through the barbed fence with its acid-tipped spikes and 3'9"3 E’f"'“g burned, further increasing the authenticity. Ultimately, the newly
the legends "Caution: Dangling participles next 500 feet' and "Double distressed manuscript pages arrive at the mailrcom, where they are
crossing' is a little stone cottage directly within the gates. This is sorted, collated, and slipped into pre-addressed and decorated enve-

the home of Sven, who, for want of a better term, Is the "hired hand''

lopes, and are now read to be shipped i d publi i
about the place, as well as a sort of all-purpose watchdog, grounds- pes, Y stesied out to edlitors and publications

In all corners of the United States.
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keeper and display item. It is Sven’s function to gently persuade Yes, the | N . R .

would-be picnickers that the lady of the house has 3 rare disesse that cannot'p;s:ib;;e:r;a::;ize,gzol:n: ;:_:L:ge:r:nz"g:t:k;':a ?‘:":::"th"

causes in her an overwhelming physical need to suck the blood of people working alore. Were it not for Sven, lmaculat; the peogle ?rom th

wearing madras Bermuda shorts, and it might be wise to have thelr egg Hospice, and the latest in state-of -the-art techr:oloqical equ i pment e'

salad sandwiches elsewhere; to help with the chores; to shoot on sight freely admit that | could never carry it off. Withoot thes: pme' ,

any small, feathered singing creature that has the temerity to fly often working through the night on the most &;omplext o machi:::p e,

overhead and to wear ridiculously tight trousers=—all of which he per- as you the reader sleep, there wogld be 1o columns, no s eot jop cty",.rern

forms admirably., As his English is limited to such words as he needs pondence, no prose of wit and depth. It 1s baCk'bl:eakingy ofrenr est-

to perform his tasks, and my Swedish begins and ends with two or three rending work, but we are glad to make the sacrifice for c;u p t,’e’ar

phrases of a decidedly intimate nature, our conversations achieve a ra- Dairy of the Rock Fiend, we like to say, no sentence 1s Zoo.l" e

ther more rarefied level than that usuaily obtalned in those between parenthetical phrase too confusing, as l'ong a5 they serve theo::ge'd:oof

men and women, and he Is an ideal companion, our customers. At the Dairy of the Rock Fiend, we put our h arts | >
Several dozen yards beyond Sven's cottage is the main house, my do- everything we do. 4 earts mtg_,/ ("o(e. :

main. An unprepossessing 35-room structure, formerly the W.R. "Uncle'* /‘6’9\(_‘1. 0%

Floyd mansion, it was bequeathed to me several years ago, uponhth: . ,6361 \c‘\e‘“d‘#ﬂ‘ee‘,-:

death of Mr. Floyd, in gratitude for my suggestion that it might be po- - -7t R o

litic for him :oyﬂnd agnew nickname. As zgjestic as It is—and it a EAISH Ol't YOUR - AFTERLIVES BUT /"ﬂ<)\5w ;gf‘edlu x\a

has many times, durfng Mr. Floyd's tenancy and my own, won the coveted ot This One Has A Hcr_cb’ef_ore. ”_,«’*/\s &0 \v&'. oL

William Randolph Hurst Award bestowed by the Society for the Preserva- It Arithmeticaily confusing, isn't it? . 3%\&' an‘io \"O° U

tion of Questionable Taste in Architecture—it is fap too big for a you want to walk on water, spirit a - @00 o) ‘“@(\“‘\’ -

single person, and | have closed off the majority of the rooms (several Bo S.AS.E. to: HEREBEFO_RES o€ ot -

of which act as museums, one housing Mr. Floyd's renowned collection of X 213§v Youngstown. Ohio, 44504 ?36"\“\)‘*\' e

Boer War memorabilia, one devoted to my own, less ambitious accumula- e 5

tion of heavyweight words, and so on), and live in only four: the kit= .
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Now, he pondered on this for hours

" Short Chester lived on this farm one
things were real and some things were no
gure out some foolproof way of tellin'
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NANCY, YOU gave me fair warning when m
mmdtoukemehiking.Bu:limsoghdlm‘ .
iscen. Yes, we did climb up to big flac rock a:\dl ¢
did with you. The wind chilled my sweat

started shivering. Then . . . 'l tell you more later.
Ms. U, .
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A Panable Beats /4 Full Fouse
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| DON'T have a drinking problem! | drink., | get
drunk, | fall down, Itwapvtmyfpa:duz Iwalm
self-pity, | piow my car through a trian Cros:
ing a-pn‘dtyknll E‘tde children, | hose off the bloodstams;
| have another drink, | biubber a fot. No problem!
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fire to the trees, Short Chester decide

weeks, end finally—just before aut
be blown apart with a shotgun.

by Roldo

- oLy 1o,

> (in spite of the fact that the
" a4 great deal to an alvays fine movie)

(A nocuous film

He immediately set to seeing hov many of the things around him
were definably real. The sink proved real, the table, the refri-
gerator, stove, the toilet, the Picture of the lady he lived with
in 'Tl, an entire shelf of canned beans,...in fact, everything was
turning out so real, that Short Chester wvas feeling resl comfort-
able, secure and happy when he thought he saw & truck pull up in
the yard; and his old friend, Davey Dime, got out.

Short Chester made sure the door was real, then ran out into
the yard. :

"Hey, Davey Dime," he shouted, "great to see yal Just let me
‘make sure you'rs real by blowing you apart with this shotgun and
I'1l put on a pot o' coffee."

0l' Davey, he Just smilad and answered, "Shit, Short Chester—
that ain't a real shotgun, an’' I'd rather have & beer."

MORAL: PEOPLE OUGHT TO FUCK MERE

FI 1” .
1983 Vle“]s by Kse'Kl.u.F[‘m ¢

I avake, covered with cold swveat, pained and fully aware that two
friends helped me consume a case of Molson Golden and a fifth of Cuervo
Gold laat night (before I passed out——of course—with no thought, then,
but alcoholic delirium shook me shoulder to ankle, for so profligately
squandering my last week of vacation) and today another INSIDE JOKE
desadline, overhung.

There had been foreign films [Russian, Japanesa,
(each one boasting more misspelled subtitlegs——ag
allowed to be more slack then native tongues)},
er strain and doubtless

a pair of Germans
if translators are
but all were of an old-
inconsequentially asoteric [or, worse, still
(boring), and of no incerest to the readers of 1J whoge passions tend
toward the conventional—no matter how unconventional they pretend to
be (in print)]. There had even been a domestic feature or two: by
far the most impressive being the newly reconstructed version of George
Cukor’s A Star Is Borm, but once again, as age ruled out its timeliness
finally recovered missing footage added
» dissertation here of that mo-
vie's relative merits and moralities would only serve to further fuel
the glowering reaction most of Kem Filar's [I will, for the moment,
(be)come clear—more or less—by referring to myself in the nominative]
reviews gather from disgruntled readers/writers oft/and/from tease
hollow((ed)sic] pages.

However, we digress, for all that has come before to overpower Ken
Pilar's sense and inspire his vivid tary/ erri-
Cory/cw-on—ten'ot/gm:al—mrry/gemetric-error (and thus, via
logrithmic Progression)] at once so fragmentary and yet coherently
flippant, we srill arrive at the conclusion that this young writer must
sooner or later come face to face with the very source of his teing.
DOWN HOUSE LIGHTS - UP CURTAIN - TITLES
MY _(FREEWHEELING) LUNCH WITH ELAYNE
comedy foliowing the generic tradition that stretches
back from Woe D. Alien to Presto Strango and even includes The Three...)
ED (doing body doubles and blocking for EW): Hold it! Hold it just one
minute. This is supposed to be... -
KF: Supposed territory? Or suppository? You know, those could well
be the same thing. If we take tize to examine the question from the
inside out...

14

ED/EW: If you'll just give me a minute to explain...

KF: Mimic! Mimic! Do you want...nay, do ye wont me, to repeat after
thee. . -explanatorily... .

ED/EW: No, you seem to be a trifle...

K¥ (moving his hands in front of himself as if taking aim): Rifle(?)
++«BANGIt!!

ED/EW (trying not to let Ken's nonsensical behavoir interrupt her train
of thought):...a trifle—I satd a trifle—confused. This is the INSIDE
JOKE self-parody... )
KF (as he speaks she perches on the edge of her glass and bobs back and’
forth like a little drinking bird, leaning over too far and toppling
into the glass—of course this is all impossible in real 1ife—but
these are the movies, kiddos): I was not aware that parrots even had
knees until you mentioned it just now—how-now (the joke's inside me)—
how/AWK! (AWK ! Pollywannacracker)ward...!/!
ED/EW (raising her head out of the glass and sguttering):...issue...

th

KF: Gesundheit! (Subtitle: Good heal
ED/EW: SELF-~PARODY! You're supposed to make pointed jabs at your own
jugular, -

KF (picking up Soup spoon and slapping himself across the forehead se-

veral times in rapid succession): 1 know what I've done. I know what

I'm doing. Try the Soup~—it smells exquisite.

ED/EW {vexed): What soup? . There's no soup here!

bandurings on another leaf of life,

KF: My point exactly—to the Jjugular—and all that fiddle-dee~dee and

falderal...Why, without your leave(s), I'd be naught (and that's another

knotty thought) for your countinued grace allows exposition to live...

ED/EW (finally going along with the luch{chla-sea): Sort of like this

"live-eel-soup" if I comprehend your drift(ing)...

KF: Exactly...and what {sa't moveable should be nailed down.

impossible to poke fum, without poking the fun-maker...

ED/EW: I'm starting to feel like Dr. Frankenstein.

KF: 1 serve you by deconstructing all that is relative and rational by

making it appear to be (if it must be—at all) incomprehensible...

ED/EW (tearing at her hair): CcrrpES! I've created a monster! Oh,

what have I done?

KF: Cookiel!!

ED/EW: My just desserts?

KF (louder): COOKIEI!!

ED/EW: As, so, but with a fortune inside~—and what does it say?

KF: ™Wise the man who can recognize his limits—and respect them."
BLACKOUT

We're just verbal

Yer, it's
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Hey kids! 1z's time fon anothen...
’ TALK SHOW HOST
CONFIDENTIAL by Michael Dobbs

Have you ever nociced that people turn and stare at you when you
talk in crowded places? Has anyone described you as "an incurable ego-
maniac"? Are you shallow, only rarely intelligent? Then take this
simple test:

1) Repeat this phrase: "Hi, you're on the air." Did you do it without r-“v*-m"i
any fluffs? Give yourself tem points. N B
2) Repeat this phrase: "Gotta run now. Thanks for your call.” Another :
ten points for a flawleas performance.

3) Answer this question: The President of the United States is...Ten
points for "Ronald Reagan”.

4) Finish this sentence: Tip O0'Neill is to Congrass as is the Pope to
secesas.Ten points,

5) Describe someone's ethnic heritage in morally objectionable terms.
If you could do it without a twinge of conscience, score yourself ten
points.

Now, add your score. If you can't add your score get your mom to do
it. If you've scored more than 20 points, YOU COULD HAVE THE POTENTIAL
FOR BEING A RADIO TALK SHOW HOST. YOU CAN BE A MEDIA SUPERSTAR! TALK
TO CELEBRITIES! HANG UP ON PEOPLE YOU DON'T LIKE! WEAR NEAT-LOOKING
HEADPHONES ON A DAILY BASIS!

All this could be yours if you enroll today in the Famous Talk Show
Host School of Indian Orchard, M h ts! Hi, I'm Mike Dobbs and
I would like to invite you to send your name, address and check or
money order for $19.95 to receive your study-at~home course which in
just a few short months will ensble you to valk into your local radio
station and tell the program director that you are the answer of his BU\/ T Hg
talk show host dreams. QOOK'

Before I was a talk show host, I was a mere 140-pound veakling writ- .
er knuckling under to pin-headed editors who held Wy career up because
of insistence on spelling and syntax. But I discovered a system which
unammunznmmmmmmmmzmmonzzcmszm
THE MANNER I LIKED. And for just $19.95, 1'11 ghare this informacion
with you,

Being a talk show host i3 a meaningful positiom in society. You're
able to dish out abuse to sll the guilt-ridden closet liberals or take
abuse from those people so down-trodden by life that their own way to
assert themselves is to insult someone anonymously over the airwaves.

If the life of a talk show host sounds appealing to you, then don't
delay, and send your check or money order out today!

4nd Lf you act by Augustc 1, 1983, you'll receive free-of-charge the
speclalist host course. Just tell us 1f you want to be a sports, po-

« San Francisco, CA

. excuse! C. §. has a great future behind it, bad bud-
i .dy: Norman Lear meats Rod McKuen! Nurd Pro-

|
|
i
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2

1 JOHN LENNON is dead, what's C. B, Edelman's

) cessors, 55 Sutter No. 487
o

g 0e

litical, paychotherapy or sex talk-jock! Our specialist courses give . . e I =
you the empty-headed cliches, the worn-out subjects and the iron-clad . KB 0 Bn 3 - » . PPN
disclaimers necessary to survive in this competitive business. < e

Don't waste your life in a high-paying, low-exposure job! Send
$19.95 today to the Famous Talk Show Host School of Indian Orchard,
Massachussets and begin talking your vay to famel Kerry ornley otes

2 A 16 * TEDDY by Quent Wimpel
STAR BOREDS: £ERRe ot S T o e o o

condi tioned underground laboratory to dictate his composi t fon—about my

RETURN OF THE JEDI is STAR WARS revisited, basically the same plot O S future adventures as determined by Bulidada Time Control Laboratories—

with a few new monsters and gimmicks mixed in. The plot Is closely M through the silicone chip inside his head.
Q

analogous to FLASH GORDON AND THE LION MEN ON MONGO. The Lion Men be- I How | was going to solve the President Fitzpatrick assassination was
come teddy bears (Ew?ks) in the Lucasflim studios and the overall ef- O still very much on my mind. There were a nunber of other things |
fect of the picture is a D?uppet Show with no Kermit the Frog. Wwhile N wanted to mention, though—RIchard Arnold Winston's caustic campendium,
thekflrstT:elctz;reiw:s designed f;:r :;eryone, JEDI Is aimed ot a kid G N ‘DEMONS OF THE KAL! YUGA, including JEHoover, among them. Then there
market. gimmicks and special effects and toy monsters are the be~- was Nutman Bolton, the hitch-hiker | will meet many years hence who
all and end-all of this exercise in tedium; it's one long commercial / collects nuts and bolts along the highwa i - i

. H ys In his travels=—carrying
for the toy and game spin-offs. The actors are so bad, one is embar-~ them in his backpack for eventual deposit In a cave just outside Gai-
rassed to talk about them. Carrie Fisher looks bored to death while . < lup, New Mexico, for reasons which he is never to reveai to me. | also
:heJls :i:h?lgedktgl.h:ba fhehoﬂut, 3 mass of inarticulate plubber related 2 wanted to be sure Kerry mentioned the Snake-Shit Cosmos .
0 Jumpin' Jac esh. thought she was going to yawn when It was = Circa my visit to Nutman Bolton's cave | met an old Zuma Indian me-
time to do the old Doug Fairbanks swinging routine again @ dicine man who teils me that accordin

i . 9 to his people, the whole world

Really, JEDI is a collage of oid movies. So was STAR WARS. B8ut in \2,0 §— is made out of rattiesnake shit. (As for the snake itself, we know it
the premier chapter, the actors at least pretended to care about it as the Milky Way—actually just the serpent’s scales, glittering in the
all.  in JEDI, they camp on their own roles, which is condescending and e g Tight of the moon.) | become so convinced of this theory that for two
:rl‘?:;n::rting tot;he adu!t?lin th: ?ud'i(e:ce whs: 't-hought there was some- Q weeks | believe absolutely everything except the aforementioned body of

ere for them as well as their kids. eia turns out to be = 5 t i .
Luke's sister, well, Shades of Dumas and Dickens, We knew Darth Vader R" g-) :h::;h:slm::re\a::‘t:fe:::::a::n:;:elfA:r;:v.t:?: 37537':::?d:?z'nhen
was nothing but the Man in the Iron Mask, but to drag in all this ridi~ m . Bishop John Rich of the Abreactology institute of Box 1263, Miami, FLA
culous crapola, well...' . < S 33139 converts me, instead, to an alternative view | lack the space to
\.Jatchfng those repetitive ba*tle scenes in JEDI is like being (D oo explain in this particular mind-control session,
cP_aamed to an endless‘gm of SP{\CE INVADERS. There is toco much ac~- el Then there are the profound observations from my notes themselves,
:;;2, ::: ;:: ac:’i‘on is now a cliche. :t;a;ozew a:dD:nterestlng in . l = suchez;; "Confucious say: Man who seek Taoist wisdom in fortune cook-

' much space crap can we take muc sneyesque senti- Q) e m §ind what he i8 Looking fon.”

mentality? How many cardboard characters? How much patchwork reli- Besides that, | remember that before | can expl

a 0 N plain who murdered
gion? The farce is more_hk? it. We're supposed to think the Jedi H 9 Fitzpatrick | must explain my motivation for plotting his assassination
warriors have God on their side, yet when Luke faces down the emperor P .§; in New Orleans with Sinister Dexter—namely, the suspicion that Fltz-
the Forc? is nothing. |If Darth Vader hadn't decided to save his kid patrick is actually J.R. "Bob'' Dobbs, whom he resembles exactly, com=
b; throw!nq out'the emperor, Luke would have b?en a fried knight. And H bined with his campaign promises: to shorten the mile to three-quar-
if Luke is a Knight after that, one can only pity such a system and I e ters its present length and cut the hour to forty-five minutes because
long for another Mongol anp?ror‘to make the scene and liven things up. ()‘) there never are enough hours in the day, etc. For someone who never
Some emperor. All he does it sit around in an ugly robe and talk in D could see the logic in Daylight Savings Time, stuff like that is pretty
_Sgg:lfucal tones. He and Derth.Vad?r were a pair of classic bores in _g, ;ﬂ hard to take.

» worse than Marvg! Comic villains, At Igast Ming The Merciless e X - A rather complex piece of writing is the result, that never seems to
had style. He was going to make Dale Arden his concubine and do ail N T reach the point | was hoping to make in the beginning~-because |'m
:Z't’t: ::m:::t;' "]""zs_to :l?sh ﬁ%l"do"- Luc;s'hugly emperor was nothing 2‘_ aware that Elayne imposes rather severe length restrictions on contri-

id electric chair. e power of the Dark Side. What a lot butions to her magazine. Thorniey doesn’t seem to mind
of crap. e ! contem i .
. . plate pushing them both for another half page, but am called
. :h, well, the l.uds loye it. ‘!'m sure they'rg all out there in line (R away to another of my continuing projects by my boss, Frederick D
;'9 t now, clt_xtchmg.theur Wookie mugs and looking forward to going (whose identity must remain anonymous, although he is a famous con ar-
lome. to bed with their Ewok. tist once played in s movie by Tony Curtis). Reagan is writing another

Oh, you liked this sentimental technological turkey? well, may the s i i
i peech about how much the economy is improving; Fred figures he needs
farce be with you always. - CLAY GEERDES, Berkeley, 1983 al) the outside help he can ¢et " ’ 7



by CANDI STRECKER
"7 TTTPART III. YOU RNEW IT ALL ALONG

One of the first things one notices about MTV is how £{11 of sexual
imagery it is, spreading forth one erotic fantasy after another, stop-
ping just short of nudity and simulated sex acts. Yet this statement
of the seemingly obvious is only half-truchful. MIV, with its seduc-
tively posed and displayed demsels, is part of a long and venerable
tradition in art and advertising of using sex to snare and attract the
viever's attention. But this effort is made only to attract the MALE
viewer; the fantasy appetites of the females in the audience seem to be
ignored. For instance, when a male performer acts out a song, there
will almost alvays be a female model thera too, oozing sult®, draping
herseif over the background (or, possibly, his foreground). If the
singing star i3 female, however, the director is likely to play up HER
sex appesl in the video; again, the female viewer is left high and dry.
(An exception to this rule is Olivia Newton-John's "Physical", which
concludes with her surrounded by iroo-pumping beefcake boys.)

So perhaps you imagine me, as a female, watching MIV in some divine-
ly detached, cool-as~a-cucumber state, my brow unfevered and my knees
primly together. How little you know, boys, how little you know. The
fact is thac MIV {s one of the greatest devices ever invented for
arousing the female libido. White MTVideos only rarely make a direct
appearl to women's baser instincts, through an INDIRECT means—the way
they present their male performers—they manage to go straight to the
heart of females' fantasies.

When a woman turns to MIV, she is presented with a veritable smor-
gasbord of men; she is given not Just that same tired ol’ tits&assslip-
stick standard model that suffices for men, but a vast showroom selec-
tion in which there's something for every imaginable female taste. Tall
ones, short ones. Longhaired ones, crew-cut omes. Impish ones, brood-
ing ones. Blond ones, dark onmes. 01d oues, young ones. Boys in lea-~
ther. Boys in wniforam. Boys in pointed shoes. Boys in tasteful hats.
Boys in gloves with the fingers cut ouc. Boy George in all his Boy
George-ness. Joe Jackson with his high forehead. Greg Ham (Men at
Work) with his eyebrows. Mike Score (Flock of Seagulls) with his
€000000ld blue eyes (gimme gimme gimme). Johm Griffith (Red Rockers),
who made me understand what men mean when they gasp "Jail bait!"™ And
boys in movement everywhere: whether dancing, playing guitar, walking
down the street, or just turning their heads to give a look, I mean a
LOOK, to the camera. Yes, I confess it—and surely I'm not alone in
this—MIV MAKES ME HORNY.

Is it the way they dress? 1Is it the way they move? Yes, but I sus-
pect there's one thing more to their appeal, and that's STYLE. Not any
particular style, but just their having the nerve to display any sense
of style at all, Surely—am I right, ladies?--the most disappointing
thing about real men out there in the real world {s their repeated
failure to exhibit any sense of style at all. Likewise, one of the
secret sorrows that all women besr is the iromic knowledge that men
with style—the ones with a consciousness of how they dress, how they
look, how it affects those who sae them—are almost always gay men, not
available. What IS available is Joey Hetero in his Nikes and SIT ON MY
FACE t-shirt. For this I should bother putting on my miniskirt and
polka-dotted pantyhose?? No thanks, I think I'1l stay home and watch

Well, while we're on the subject of women's video fantasies, let's
talk sbout Hall and Qates. I've seen them many times on MIV and al-
ways found them tremendously appealing, but only recently have I been
able to put my finger on the source of that terrific appeal. Sure,
Daryl and John—whichever {s which-—come across as two attractive,
good-natured guys. But look closely at them together for a minutes, at
the contrasts they present, a veritable dialectic of desirability. One
is dark, the other is blond. One's tall, one's short. One has curly
hair, one has straight. Ome's clean-shaven, the other has a moustache.
I find wyself looking back and forth between them. Gee, the one has an
appealing combination of features. But the other, with a completely
different set of features, manages to look delectable TOO! Down
through history, men have entertained the fantasy of bedding two ladies
at once. The sight of these two prize packages seens designed to
arouse the complementary fantasy in the female viewer's mind. I want
to try them both, to COMPARE AND CONTRAST, and—poseibly—submit my
findings to Consumer Reports.
*FOOTNOTE: This is not a typo.
as in the intrinsic quality that
made this word up.

(ED: Amazing how she can do this entire report on how horny MIV makes
her and NOT ONCE mention Thomas Dolby, ism’t it?)

1 don't mean SLUT here, I mean SULT,
makes up sultriness. VYeah, [ just
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AFTERTHOUGHT:
Reagan should take that pen
from behind his ear and sign

Fantasies Fuitilled

hidden swamplands of ODallas,
"Where we teach people 10 shoot

BRAINBEAU'S presidents and pecple who shoot
FOUR WAY PEACE PLAN. presicents.” lemm:e;:’ low‘:v:t
For what it is send SASE to:  Hove you sex ife, # that's
. Only $1.
4 W — Box 2243 e Suiaanion Foundation®
- £.0. Bex 140306
YOUNGSTOWN OHIO, 44504 ,'?X 75214
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GRAND FUNK
has a record out again. It has a girl on the cover in an opaque

bathing suit.

latest word on the new LP,
recitled "Rocky Number Nine.
DURAN TWICE

The Duran Ban' released "Is There Something I Should Rnow" a short
vhile ago (Sirhan Sirhan was not). It will remain a classic example of -
Pop, showing how talented a male writer can be without being sexist. He
probably needed his eg0 boosted in order to build confidence in his ly-
rical ability. Hence the appearance of a 12: extended special Monster
Mix of "Is There Sowathing...". They are both feverishly produced re-
cordings.
MR. SELF~PARODY HIMSELF

Todd Rundgren has been looking at everyman and chuckling as well as
asking serious questions. Each album of his has at least of self-
chuckler on it. As Todd once wentioned in an interview, the kids from
his Upper Darby PA neighborhood have always made reflective jokes which
the rest of the country wouldn't pick up on; much the same way Southern
Californians seem to be forever at the beach. The ouly other top per-
formers from this ares are Daryl Hall & Joahn Oates. Todd produced
their second album and after all, introduced them to NYC one evening at
the Schasfer (pre-Doc Pepper) Music Fest in Central Park. It was just
the 3 of them around the Pisno crooning "I Saw The Light". I couldn't
believe it. Well done, and the height of self-parody for all of them
t(::;cciallyA‘rodd), ?m:h having at least a small amount of guitar pro=

ency. sumner’s evening in the part . many
to be fondly remembared. ® ’ tad Utopta. Thare are

From the man who taught an audience 3~part harmony,
cgrding session on one of thoge evenings, we have some
("Sous Of 1984" from the "Todd" LP, '74). A couple have been getting
some NY Metro airplay, naturally the worst and/or most comaercial omes.
In a flurry of near desperation for chart status, as most of his and
Utopia's 458 become cut out almost immediately, 2 singles have been
pullsd off it. The album title, "The Ever-Popular Tortured Artist Ef-
fect”, gets a light-hearted/serious mood this time 'round.,
bold, well=placed move, contradicting many fans and eritics' accusa-~
tions that Todd is an advocate of a new religion, namely his own. (The
last solo LP was very spiritual and called "Healer".) Nailing this
point to the floor in the closing song, "Chant”, he sings, "1 am not
pushing some religion/Don’t get me wrong I never mess with such
things”, 1It's these kind of attitudinal turnarounds that keep his
following slightly above cult ounbers, with a certain percentage of
transient fanz., Buc ANYway...

Over the years Mr. Rundgren has also shared with his audience a pe~-
culiar s':ylistic bent towards Gilbert & Sullivanm. "Emperor Of The
Highway" (a B-side) is this seagon's satirical paradigm, 11lustrating
2 examples, if you please, of the elite~on-the-road. The Emperor,
seated in the Imperial Poupe De Ville, wields the Universal Will, need
not indicate his intentions aud can stop, go, or tum Just as he -
pleases, cucting off his arch-rival, the Royal Prince of Foreign “Sporcs
f:ars. In rraditional plano and operatic dialogue, the Prince retorts,
"Where did you ever geL that gas-sucking pig of a car?" The Emperor,
in rebuctal, mentions his uncle is the Duke of the State Police, who,
'should insults persisc, "will place his Royal Boot upon your ass",

"This i3 my exit, we shall meet another day," parodies the actors

themselves, as G&S would normally do. Lastly, if that isn't enough

:he‘r::;e;u p:oto—vell. words can't describe it, chek the rex 'n s“,“.
ndgren is still standing, on runni;

for talent, no matter who isa't 1?;:“1:;7 o dong 78 Feparacion

BIG BRI PREDICTS .

For the four of you who read this part of the Page, this is the sec~
tion where I get to list Pick-Hits. You heard it here first as to whoz
the next big oewaverz...Put yer money on Tears For Fears' LP, the B-
Movie Maxi~Single, look out for Slow Children's Hard Time, and the mar-
velous Big Country single "In The B1ig Country”.

"The Return of Rocky Roccoco” has been
Just kidding.

in a live re-
aew tunes.

UGHY..

HATE THAT ?
FISHY TASTE ..

Feel smarter than those around
Voodoo occuit bulldada from the YOU. but constantly stomped back?

CUT LOOSE with the insane
SubGenius Foundation,
cynisacreligion and

a society for the bizarre.

Unbelievable booklet, $1.

P.O.Box 140306
Dallss, Texas 75214




SO WHENEVER YouL
SEE THAT wMiTs SPoT
YOW CAN BE SURE
- ITS A PEER

REMEMBER, SoN! THE
MOST VASIBLE PART oF

DIRTY DEER 4y ZAD

The Bicycle Ride |

There are horror film directors who'd glve vital organs for a chance
to fllm the moon tonight. Full as a chearleader's knickers and well-
decorated with cloud in the truest Gothic fashion.

A novel, or rather a short-story idea, came to me while riding home
from Cassidy & Stefania's in this vampire=flick spring night.

it was to take my portable tape-recorder (which 1 carry expressly so
that brilliant Ideas aren't lost in the ever-shifting currents of my
rather hyperactive brain)}, put it in my top Jacket pocket and record my
thoughts and observances on it as | robe home, then

Just now I'm thinking "1f" no "Just now, ['m thinking* If | mention
I'm stoned, readers will robotically reject the validity since media
has declared dope unfashionable. Well, Fuck You=—away and leer at your
smug little magazines, you poor, trendy androids. | don't write for
the caged mind. These paradoxes will prove too weighty a wheel for
that scrawny hamster you call a brain.

Oh, a night for oratory, this, with its scudding and its looming
moon—but it's the Reality of missing these chuck-hoies, watching this
green light for sudden changes, and checking the intersection for some
drunken Pukes of Buzzard fan who's decided anythin' smeller'n him has
no durn right to be living.

My mind is filled with very graphic considerations of what getting
picked off by some machomoronic gonad~with-1imbs would be like. | must
shift such bummer visions. 1| find little benefit in negative musings.
Luckily, there's not much traffic at 5 AM even in the Downtown area, &
i'm almost out of that.

Oddly enough, it's the police |'m most nervous about meeting. Not
Just because ('m totin' my Proto Pipe (there's a plug for va, Docll!)
(Weite me for details, folks—this little gem is a head's best friend!)
§ a Joint (a week's stash bummed from the Hatte Bros.) but because they
—and no other force on earth—~can do anything they want to me and have
a damn good chance of getting away with it. It's not even that | think
they're likely to—it's just that they CANI That's scary, kids.

Oops. Rowdies ahead (voice in background: 'You fucker'!). Think
1'11 give these boys a wide berth. !'m a pacifist (voice: ‘Whooo-
hooo!™). Too fast for Ya, boys—down a side street—a pacifist in as
much as | believe that "the first one to raise a fist is the one who's
run out of ideas' and | also know that most people tend to rum out of
Ideas a damn sight too fast for my tastes. That's the trouble with
stupidity—it’'s self-propagating. Just because—Hope that car can see
me, these streets got shit for lighting. Hope he doesn't see me but
decides to hit me. Ah—there he goes. Bye bye. Where was 1?7 it'd be
cheating to re-run the tape...stupidity, yeah. Just because ocur ances~
tors were stupid enough to not only create a stupid system and stupidly
glorify it to themselves untl!} they stupidly believed that the stupidi-
ty itself of considering their Way the Only Right Way was the Only
Right Way, do we have to continue to agree just because we're told it's
the Proper Thing to Do? The Emperor is fucking well NAKED! and it's
not a pretty sight! So stop mulling about the Fit, and the Style, and
the Fine Gold Cloth, and stop griping about you don't like the color,
Or you don't care for the material, and admit the bastard is bare-ass
and ugly. We can take it from there.

Well, that's about it, boys and girls—1'm on the Home Stretch now.
If this was the tape, you'd hear a dog barking in the background, and
if you'd been reading my mind, you'd have heard about three times as
much as was on the tape. Guess that's the Diminishing Factor in art,
eh. Shit=—figure being able to sit in Shakespeare's head while he was
writing. Think of a head you'd like to be in—we'll do a survey. Give
a Head of the Year award to whoever's name turns up most.

Guess that's it—1i'm home, walkin' the bicycle up the sidewalk. Oh,
hey—that paradox | promised those of you who stuck this out. Okay,
??bbe we can survey this, too. Write Elayne and tell her if you be-

eve:
a) 1 actually transcribed this from a tape | made riding home;
b) | got the idea after riding home and wrote it; or
¢) 1 haven't been out of the house tonight.

I promise |1'11 reveal the truth with the results of the survay, if
You can believe anything | say at this point.(and if you do, | serious-
ly ({or do | jokingly?)) suggest you worry about your gullibility le-
vel. If you believe any of this—for Humanity's sake DON'T VOTE!)

Send your guess of A, B, or C answers to:

WHERE WAS HE, c/o INSIDE JOKE, P.0. Box 1609, etc. etc.
on separate paper please.

You guess too, Elayne—this is a serious experiment. Honest!

*actually, this sequence goes on forever and is actually a function
model of infinity

/

Index hits
69 or sooner like now
s.nd s-Ans-En to:

War ending, Inflation ending, Unemp-
loyment ending and death - ending
4 Way Peace Plan or just 4 W,
Box 2243 Youngstown, Ohio, 44504

When the Mise

'SOQ sholl ceabs acan Mq ?

B TOTG

Dkay, okay; so maybe I am losing my mind.

1 remember chuckling on the way to Jenny's house for some reason...
maybe it was the flexibie dryer vent kit in the back. Yeah, it was
kind of a nice night, too...a 1ight dusting of snow on the summer green
grass (now summer white) and in the air...I drove with the top down.
Yep, this is it—July lst at last. Jenny was probably packing for her
trip to the Camp of Militant Mutants and Musicians, never to be seen
again. I guess when you join the local PLO, ft's hard to get out of
this kinda thing. Oh, well...at least she'd be an officer.

She was waltzing out of her purple cabin when I pulled in...her Tong
brown hair falling all around the clusters on her shoulders. Wearing
t-shirt and sweats (the PLO fatigues) I noticed that she had a dancer's
body...either that, or it was an excuse for her having small boobs.
Anyhow, 1 hopped out of the car before it rolled off the cl{ff...gotta
get those brakes figured out one of these days: I think they need fix-
ing. I dodged the gunfire (she always was kinda trigger happy) and
gave her a big hug. It felt good, even though her sidearms made a big
dent in my side. Ouch.

"Hi Jen!" I mumbled, attempting to mask the pain.

"Hi B.P.!" She had a very vibrant voice, to match her vibrant dog,
Muttsford.

"Let's go get some java, kiddo." We decided to use her car, as mine
was in a few hundred flaming pieces at the bottom of a 1000 foot drop.
Well, I suppose we could've used mine, but why not just drive hers. It
only had a flat tire and a half.

The local java hut was closed...so we turned it into a drive-thru.
Two steaming hot cups of coffee later, we talked. She had much she
wanted to say to me...so she tock out her boom box, turned it up loud,
and proceeded to speak, How I heard her above John Dowie is beyond me!

“I want to leave, Bri...but then again, I don't want to. I need a
change of scenery—clean underwear and such—but I'l1] miss you. We
missed out on a lot—you'll never get to watch me blow the shit out of
some communist mutants, we'll never get to lean back and relax on an
011 spill-soaked beach. We'll miss quiet evenings watching test pat-
terns; cheap thrills in the stereo cabinet. It kinda makes me sorry to
leave. Hell, even a militant mutant musician needs love, too'"™ I
could sense the caffeine in her voice. I hardly knew what to say...I'd
never heard anyone voice affections for me so—not-since [ massacred
the family of hermits down the street. It was like being hit in the
head with a rubber safe.

"Jen...I—1 don't know what to say." So I heaved my cup out the
window. I usually do that when I'm tongue-tied. "I'l] miss you, too.
And I don't want you to do—but if you let the PLO down, they'11 mas-
sacre you, so I guess 1t's a foregone conclusion."

“Yeah, I guess it is. Well, you know how I feel about you..."

"I do.” I knew how she felt. I also knew how much she liked zuc-
chini. “There's always another day, Jen..." I liked that—it sounded
philosophical. *...unless you get killed in action." Optimism s a
Piscean trait.

"Well, let's head home. I gotta finish packing.” VYeah, Jen did
have a strange habit of travelling heavy. So we pulled out of the
building and headed home.

Her car had brakes, so we pulled in a tad better than my car had.
And we only hit one cat...a nice midnight snack. A shrill wind blew as
I held her in her front yard for the last time...no sidearms this time.
I kissed her, told her to take care, and walked off.

“See va," she yelled, as she fired into the air. Wotta girl. As I
walked off {nto the sunset, I wondered why a prune isn't really a vege-
table. NEXT MONTH: Sanity Regained , 9
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Random Ar’gicle +]

y Coop

Indfana is one of those states where time runs a good deal slower
than in fast lane states. On second thought, perhaps itbnly seems that
way because there is absolutely nothing to do...nothing/exciting, that
is. After spending six years on the East Coast and environs, this cor-
respondent returned to her native soil only to find 1t hopelessly lost
in a time warp. Death and decay occur but they are ignored as though
ignorance could stave them off.

The first day was spent attending a Kallikak wedding (see Jukes and
Kallikaks in most books on abnormal psychology). It was a curious mix-
ture of formal, semi-formal and grungy attire. The bride wore a lovely
white gown with sheer sleeves that displayed her tatoo quite nicely.
Incidentally, she was preggers. The groom wore an i11-fitting and bor-
rowed blue suit with a pattern vaguely reminiscent of TV interference.
His darker biue shirt from K-Mart looked like something one would see

. at a new wave club in a poor section of town after dark. The ring
bearer was a five- or six-year-0ld cerebral palsy victim who punctuated
the important parts with moans. The bride's family was in various
stages of dishabille and obseity. A1l were sporting the same style,
crude, kitchen table tatoos. The groom's father was present and ineb-
riated; his mother couldn't persuade the warden to let her out for the
festivities. The church was a partially completed structure recently
acquired by the congregation after in-fighting caused the old one to
disband and divest. It had no floor covering. Particle board or ply-
wood was nailed down all over. The pews were second hand. Two pieces
of log with bark still attached were nailed together and functioning as
a rather lopsided cross. The conversation was dismal. “You sure use a
lot of big words,” was the most frequent comment [ heard. When the car
was decorated for the obligatory trip around town, horns blaring, there
were so many misspelled words it looked 1ike the local elementary
school kids were in charge of the writing.

Another bizarre couple who squabble constantly and allow their five
children to run loose and wild found out that they had been divorced
for five years without their knowledge. After a particularly nasty
bout that year she had gone to a lawyer and filed but they reconciled,
telling the lawyer to drop ft. Lawyers being what they are and paper-
work being what it is, the case moved through the system like a rat
through 2 boa constrictor and was rubber stamped at the end. She found
out about it when she went to check on the adoption record for the
baby. Qne of her children was killed in an auto accident so she adopt-
ed one he "found” on a regular truck route of his as a replacement.
Everyone says that they're nice peoole and that they'd do anything for
a person {n need but they're not reliable in the brains department. No
doubt. Upon spying a copy of Marian Zimmer Bradley's THE MISTS OF AVA-
LON lying about, she exclaimed, "I could never read a book that bigi"®
Is that anything to whisper to oneself in private let alone proclaim
Toudly to a stranger?

doosiers aren't, for the most part, known for intellectual ground-
breaking. They calmly quote the STAR or the ENQUIRER as gospel truth.
One farmer, espousing the theory that the Soviets can now control our
weather as an explanation for the recent lousiness of it, had the rare
opportunity to have the scientifically accepted volcanic-ash-particles-
in-the-stratosphere version from someone with a keen interest in it. To
preserve his dignity he countered with the possibility of the Russians
knowing how to reactivate St. Helens.

An odd ritual that persists in New Castle is cruising Broad Street.
The circuit starts at the Henry County Courthouse and ends at Top Hat
Pizza about two miles away though there are ample opportunities for de-
viation should a hot property pass in the other lane of traffic. These
past few years cruisers have taken to an Eastern style of congregating
in the parking lots along the strip for only occasional forays into the
fray. In one such lot there sat a 350 to 400 pound female of indeter-
minate age. Her head was shaved most likely on account of Tice; she
wore a white top and 1ight brown pants. With her shallow eyes and ex-
pansive jowls, she resembled a vintage Buick. At least two peonie
screamed and sped away laughing at the sight. Traditionally any vehi-
cle not occupied by a couple of Tovers or two couples is full of mixed
groups or family gangs. Two guys don't go cruising together even {f
they've got a reputation as ladies' men for fear of being called gay.
Now that gasoline is so costly, cars are crammed full like sardine
ganﬁ. One night an old Impala creaked by with at least eight people

n it.

The major conversation topics are gardening and gossip. "How many
rows of radishes did you put out?" "I'm going to get at least ten
bushels of green beans from the back garden.” “Would you like some to-
mato plants? ['ve got ten too many.” Some poor, budding cosmopolitan
stuck doing odd jobs was offered six chickens and three half gallons of
green beans for mowing a yard. He declined in favor of monetary com-
pensation. Most pecple can tell you exactly what's going on with this
neighbor or that or some guy who 1ives in another town. They know
who's been arrested or taken to hospital from listening to their scan-
ners. One day a guy in a yellow striped shirt threatened to blow up a
drugstore unless he got drugs. His getaway car was canary yellow and
he took off down a state highway. The bomb was fake and he was caught
three hours later. The reai absurdity s that it took the cops three
hours to get him after tracking him through their jurisdictions. That
was big news for a few days. They try to make the banal sensational by
speaking in hushed tones: "Did you hear So-and-so's wife left him for
that pipe-fitter in Muncie the other day?* A whiff of scandal sends
them saiivating to the phone, dialing in a frenzy. CB radios allow the
proliferation of this non-information even better since a whole channel
fulleof people can spread it around faster than the laborious phone
route.

Other trivial foolishness includes one of the recent high school
sluts taking her bastard infant to the prom as her escort. She even
rented a minfature tux for him and got their picture in the local rag.
Prom committees past would've had her buns tossed out so fast. Obvi-
ously, with her reputation, she couldn't get a date. She ran for Fair

Queen too. :

There is one radio station in the state that operates in this de-
cade. They have a morning show called the 0Zoo featuring such perso-
nalities as Bill Shemhooder and Bib Fishnavis. It gets really slap-
stick on Heiium Mondays when they go beyond the few minutes that Char-
toff and Mahler of FRIDAYS did the news on helium. A Helium Monday
lasts for hours. These two djs are truly outrageous. They phone peo-
ple up and put them on the air with no warning. Their phone following
includes a guy called Delbert Lloyd whose favorite TV show is THE BRADY
BUNCH. "It shows respect for the family and firearms," he says. Ex-
cept for the few eccentricities, Q95 plays a good sampling of Talking
Heads, Cars, The Fixx, U2, Duran Duran, INXS, etc., respectfully throw- -
ing in a dinosaur now and again. The only other station in the running
is ZPL {Indy's New Apple—-what nerve) but by and large everything eise.
seemed ploddihg compared to the Q's cloud of dust.

Bars are a good gauge of a community's sensibility or lack thereof.
Anderson plays host to a parasitic Christian college which precludes
the option of having any decent, upscale bars. , It abounds with sleazy
infestations frequented by heathen lowlives. Muncie, on the other
hand, has plenty of varied drinking establishments. There are the
overly decorated places for the professionals to parade their ward-
robes. There are dives for factory workers to stop at and have a few
before going home to shake the steel shavings out of their clothes.
Then, for the B11 U. crowd, there are the casually comfortable and zany
bars that skirt the edges of the campus. These are likely as not to
sponsor chugalug contasts and Marx Brothers nights. New Castle has its
factory dives, real sleazo joints and mellow, professional watering
holes but due to its Kentucky/Tennessee immigrant population, hip rock-
ers are force-fed Country & Western music forms. Any protest wins you.
a hassle from the pickup-truck-with-gqun-rack crowd. Indianapolis is a
treasure trove of oases more suitable to fast track types visiting
which is why I'11 leave it out. Lastly, the town of my adolescence has
two bars. One, Whity's, caters to the people I grew up with, the rock-
n-roll selections on the jukebox range from Sob Seger to Culture Club.
The ather, Fadely's Tavern, is an old guard favorite. A sign posted
outside proudly proclaims "Middletown, IN—Mountain Oyster Capital®
with a picture of a poker deprived of that portion of his anatomy. Fa-
dely's 1{s also famous for its tenderloin sandwiches.

A sizeable bit of the population suffers severely from a malady
known as belongings encroachment. The symptoms are bumping into furni-
ture because the majority of square footage in the abode is covered
with {t. To compound the problem, tchotchke addiction commonly sets in
covering ever piece of furniture with lamps, doilies, paperweights, fi-
gurines, framed pictures, odd collections, etc. Sometimes the problem
extends out from the house proper to the yard and is known then as un-
sightly. These encroachment sufferers refuse to dispose of stuff. They
exhibit packrat behavior, putting stuff in one place until full then
compacting it all to add some unti) the storage unit collapses. MNo
amount of complaint from nefghbors can alleviate the situation. Only
when they are attacked with a court order to ciean up and deputies to
enforce it do they belligerently acquiesce.

In closing, you'll be left with a joke that once you figure out is
really a riot. Read it aloud to yourself.

C.M. Ducks...M.R. Knot...0.5.M.R....C.M. Wings...M.R. Ducks .

It sounded good in Hoosferland. Oh, well. Maybe that's why David
Letterman has such a warped sense of humor. Y’all go on out there to
visit a spell.

TUNWITH TG

by Baldwin llallace

Tom Sanders did not write this month's piece. He asked me to do it
so he could indulge himself in another of his favorite unproductive
pasttimes—televised basebail. . He says he's a Chicago Cubs fan, even
after Cub manager Lee Elia, a practical sort, challenged Tom and other
lazy, slothful people to find jobs and stop coming to Cub Day games to
boo his players. But since he got cable, Tom watches all sorts of
games, from early afternoon until midnight, pausing only to go to the
bathroom and send out for pizza.

it doesn't stop there. In a little room off his garage he has two
high-tech radios, a half-dozen or so speakers and a web of antennas for
listening to ballgames 'when the ones on TV start to drag', he told me.
This is good in a way. Everyone knows where to find Tom on a summer
night. Some of my buddies hang out at a lot of different rock and roll
bars and late-night burger dives, but with Tom | need only to check the
radio room to see if the light's on, and he's there.

Tom doesn't socialize much during the baseball season. If he does,
he goes out on Monday or Thursday nights—major league travel dates, |
understand—or in April when more of f days are scheduled in case of
rainouts that must be made up. He's not much of a companion. His idea
of big funtime is a Cub doubleheader with plentie of baseball stories
between innings and a radio to listen to the White Sox game if they're
playing at the same time. | don't know of any of Tom's baseball dates
who've made it past the first seventh inning stretch.

He has told me several times he disliikes women in general. 1| don't
think this is so, but he has remarkable bad luck with ladies, My
friends and | like to set up baseball dates for Tom with women we're
thinking of taking our ourselves. He's a good test market. We learn
a lot about women by how fast they get sick of Tom and, after a day at
the old ballpark with Tom Sanders, we look more appealing than ever be-
fore. He doesn't suspect anything, so maybe it's a good idea not to
send him this issue of INSIDE JOKE. :

He's not really an evil person, but he just spends too much time
with baseball! | told him: Tom, get your head out of the radlo room
and DO something~=~like advertise in the singles’ classifieds—and your
woman problem will go away! B8ut no; | gquess some people have to feel
miserable in order to make life a challenge,

11
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MAJOR!! You can't let poor Leftenant Smythe-Henley
go up to face the Black Baron! It's certain DEATH!!
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Ygs, but he owes the Colonel
five hundred pounds:!
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DIGNIT by JiL Dearman

"...and all my wonds come back fo me .in shades of medioenity. ..
It was the 4th of July and I wasn't feeling varticularly patriotic.
I was waiting for the E-train at Van Wyck, amidst the dim lighting,
smell of urine, and general depressing atmosphere. I was due at the
Roosevelt Ave. statfon at 11:00 AM to meet some friends. We were plan-
ning ? 4th of July picnic (not at Roosevelt, of course...just a meeting
lace).
g My eyelids drooped for a few seconds (I find it unnatural to be on
my way to anywhere before 2 in the afternoon, even on the 4th of July),
but I bolted awake upon hearing a train. 3
I got on and slumped into a seat. Someone was hanging over me look- =
ing at the subway map. It was a woman of about 30 or so, dressed ap-:
propriately (if not tackily) in red, white and blue.

"Hi, J111," she said in a familiar tone.
How the hell does this imitation of a flag
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YHi," 1 said, surprised.
know my name?

"1 guess you're wondering how I know you," she said, sitting down.

"1 guess you're right,” I said, trying not to be too hostile...
still, it was 10:40 AM,

"My name is Maureen.”

"Uh, hi...* ,

“1 know all about you, Jill."

“Who are you? Hey...are you Elayne Wechsler?® I said, wondering who
this unfamiliar broad was.

"No, no," she laughed.
watching you."

It was odd that at that very moment, the six-faot-nine guy across
from us with the ghetto blaster on his lap was switching stations and
“Every Breath You Take (I'11 Be Watching You)" filled the car with
pseudo-reggae.

"Look, what is this?"

“I was sent here by the D.M.S.F.Y.W,—the Dignity Maintaining Soci-
ety for Young Writers. [ want to help you."

"l don't understand,” 1 said. [ was still quite sure that this wo-
man was in cahoots with Elayne Wechsler.

“Look, Ji11. Are you proud of everything you've ever written?®

"Well, yeah!" 1 said defensively.

"Come on,"” she coaxed, cynically.

I stood my ground.

“'“Ahem," safd Chip while vigorously pumping my hand (perhaps his ta-
lent lies in the dairy industry).' Sound familiar?®

"Ugh...yes,” I cringed.

"1 thought so. How ‘bout this? ‘A week passed and I heard no more
from Hymie, during which time everything went as usual at my clinic.
Little old ladies whose cats had been possessed by the devil, a report
of vampire hogs on a farm outside Mole Hollow. The usual...'"

"Stop!" I screamed. "I can't take anymore!...Hey, wait! I didn't
write that dreck—Clark Dissmeyer did!" I yelled, relieved. -

"Yeah, but do you want to end up like him?"

"No! Of course not!" I swore vehemently.

“Then listen to me. You've got potentfal, kid. Don't get me wrong.
This surreal stuff you write really hits home with me. After all, you
invented me. My whole life is surreal."

"What do you mean, I invented xo_u?" 1 said, reaching out to grab her
—this broad was driving me crazy’

"Don’t touch me!" she yelled, pulling away, as the 6'9" guy shook
his head in disqust. :

"My name is really Maureen, and I've been

I'm sorry, Captain. Smythe-Henley is the best
1lot in the sqaudron, and he's needed!

; voke corniness.
chacolate syrup, half a glass of milk,
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"Why not?" ’

"Look, there are some things that are too complex
out, okay? Just trust me. And trust yourself."

"Okay," I said passively,

"Here,* Maureen said, handing me a pamphlet. :

"What‘s this?" I asked, flipping through the white typed pages.
it was too late. We were at Continental Ave. The doors were Just
closing and I saw a tall figure clad in red, white and blue running up
the steps.

I Tooked through the pamphlet. On the first page it safd 738 RULES
FOR A YOUNG WRITER TO LIVE BaY. I began reading the list.

1. Never be overly pretentious.

2. Avoid preachy statements at alil costs.

3. Avold using a typewriter with a broken V"
it every once In a while.

4. Avoid writing about Kerouac or Nietzsche—what 1f you are actuai-
Iy asked to read your writings, and mispronounce the names?; or, remem~
ber this saying: 'Just because you can spell doesn‘t mean you can pro=
nounce as well',

5. Never be condescending to your readers=-no matter how stupid they
are.

6. Emulate John trving as much as possible; just change the locale
from New Hampshire to New York, but keep Vienna—you're Austrian, dam-

to ever figure

But

symbol—you may need

. mit! Also, instead of wrestling and bears, write about playing pool

and/or 1lving with emus...{I stopped. “Emys®?!'! Like SETTING FREE
THE EMUS? No way!)

7- Only use clichés while writing In a foreign language.

8. Do not drink egg creams before sitting down to write. They pro=
{Ha! Forget that! A few tabiespoons of Hershey's
topped off with as much seltzer
as the glass can hold, and mixed vigorously gives me the ultimate in
spiration—oh no! The secret recipe 1s out!

9. Never print an aptitude test and forget to include the answers
(see '"Downey, Chris J."}. Also, don‘t give the quiz a title that
soum;s like someone exclaiming about a four-legged feline (see "OCAT,
The!') .

10. Never stare at anyone who is reading your work because it will
make them feel nervous and pressured ('Am | reading too slowly?'") and
they won't really read your work, just the last few lines, and say
tensely, '"Uh, it was interesting..." Then the person will be unsure as
to the worth of your writing and won't recommend it to friends and/or
will recommend It to enemies.

11. Only use contrived statements and/or premises spontaneously.

12. Never discuss ‘Night of the Iguana'' before visiting a cemetary
with the members of the English Beat, because your weiting will suffer
fron—I had to stop. So did the train—we were at Roosevelt. I was
wearing shorts and didn't have a big enough pocket for Maureen's pam-
phlet so I stuck 1t in my tube sock (after nearly being trampled by the
6'9" guy who was also getting off),

TH OF JULY, FLUSHING MEADOW PARK

Well, the fireworks are going off all over the place, but it might
as well be, oh, December 7, for all [ care. (A day that will live in
infamy.) The whole incident on 57th Street—I mean, on the E-train is
still bugging me.

Then I become aware that my sock is empty. 1 mean, my foot is in
it, but the pamphlet isn't! Well, I'm glad I read those first 12 rules
for a young writer to live by, but as God and that 6'9" guy from the E-
train are my witnesses. the other 726 rules that I didn't read will
forever haunt me. Somehow, though, I've a feeling Elayne Wechsler can
i1l me in on them.



A OUEST GF FER

I was on one of those periodical sabbaticals I am wont to take, this
time on an island just off the Florida Keys, when I met Dennard Ullger.
I was resting in my easy chair at the Petry AC when I noticed him. 1
had just finished my brandy alexander and had picked up an old copy of
TIME when I heard a commotion over near the front desk. I looked up
and saw a tall, angular man, with a shock of unkempt hair and wildly
gesticulating arms in a very animated and heated conversation with
Brenly, the club's manager. It was hardly something I, or anyone else
in the club for that matter, could ignores.
other, their faces growing red with anger, and it appeared that this
would soon lead to fisticuffs.

I got up from my chair, and strode over to the combatants, and, af-

ter shouldering myself through the growing crowd, found myself directly °

in front of them.

I yelled for their attention, and Bremly suddenly became aware of
the scene he vas an accowplice to and calmed down with a visible ef-
fort. The other man, however, was still livid with rage and coiled
1like a rattlesnake ready to strike.

"What's all this about, gentlemen?" I asked.

"Mr. Ullger here has paid for his bill with a bad check, and he has
the gall to deny 1it!" exclaimed Brenly.

"That's a 1lie!" shouted Ullger. "I have all the necessary funds in
my bank, therefore it is their error, and I will not stand for this
pompous fool's saying otherwise. It is an insult to me and I demand
an apology!™

"And I, sir, demand my momey!"™ said Brenly, his voice rising to ita
previous volume level.

At that, Ullger cocked his fist back at shoulder level and was ob-
viously going to hit Bremly. 1 didn't doubt his ability to beat Bren-
ly, a small man vhose only exercise I had ever seen him do was play
cards at 8-hour stretches. I did the oanly thing I could do. I grabbed
Ullger's arm and said, "Hold off, my good man. This is not the way to
settle affairs of honor, at least not hera in the lobby. Let's go off
and discuss this, shall we?"

Ullger and Brenly looked at each other, much like a mongoose and a
snake do, I would suppose, and then each nodded his head.

"Tabler, I leave this to you," Brenly said. "I have to finish my
duties. I shall cail on you both at 7:30 this evening." Saying this,
he turned and walked out of the lobby, clesrly a man with ruffled
feathers.

I took Ullger by the arm and gently led him into the lounge and we
sai down in opposite chairs and looked at each other.

"My name is Austin Tabler," I said.

"1'm Dennard Ullger," he replied. "Thanks for intervening in when
you did. I was at the end of my tether there."

"Thiok nothing of it," I answered. "Tell me, though, was Brenly
correct?”

"No, not at all. I placed a draft worth $6000 in my account less
than 48 hours ago, and he wouldn't bother to check uy bank to see if I
was telling the truth or not."

I could well believe that. Brenly was a small mag, in ever respect,
and his over-compensation for his lack of height often caused bruised
feelings.

"Well, you and I will take the time this afternoon and I'll handle
Brenly this evening after dinner."

"Thank you, Mr. Tabler. I appreciate your efforts greatly. Will
you come with me to the bank now?" .

I acquiesced and soon I discovered that Ullger was telling the truth.
The incident was resolved, and Dennard Ullger and I began a long
friendship. Ullger was an adventurer, and a playboy. He led a wild
and exciting life. I more than once used an anecdote of his in ny fic-
tion writing. He was the occasional sirocco that zipped in and out of
my life with little warning but was always welcome.

With all this in mind, you can imagine my shock when one evening
around 11:00 Ullger made an all-together too unique entrance into ay
howae.

I heard some frantic pounding on my door and I left the study and
the television, which was broadcasting one of my favorite old films, TO
HAVE AND HAVE NOT. I opened the door and there was Ullger, dressed in
a flowing cape of ancient design, and on his head a plastic helmet,
with the oddest little motor-driven propellor I have ever seen.

"Ullger!" I exclaimed. "Is that you?"

"Yes, Tabler, it's me!” gasped Ullger.

"Why, what is it, man?!"

"I've just had the most exhilarating, stunning, frightening, and
overwhelming experience in my life. It has been like nothing I've ever
lived through in my life. I must tell you about it, Tabler, but I must
not tarry long. I have to find it again!"

"What are you talking about? Can it explain the...thing...you have
on your head?"

"What? Oh, this thing..." He took the odd headgear off his head and
looked at it with a mixture of ruefullness and joy on his face, his
mouth twisted in a wry grin.

"This is all I have now, except my memories, Tabler. And what cra-
2y, free memories they are! I must tell you about it. Of all those
people I have met over the years, only you, perhaps, can understand
what I am going to say!"

"Well, spesk, man! I must know what it {s that brings you here, all
disheveled and over-taxed beyond your normal physical statel"

"It 1s a strange thing, Ausatin,” he said, using my first name, some-
thing he rarely did unless he wanted my absolute attention, "strange
and wondrous.

"As you know,” he went on, "I have been traveling rather extensively
in the United States. I found myself in Kansas City over Labor Day and
took a room at The Muelbach on the outskirts of the downtown area. 1
had heard that there was a convention of some sort in the hcotel that

"Thank God you're home!"
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veekend, but 1 took mo notice, expecting it to be some farmers, car
salesmen, or Baptists. -

"I soon found out that I was greatly mistaken. The place was vir-
tually overrun with people dressed in outlandish clothes, who plastered
the walls next to the elevators and the very elevators themselves with
flyers announcing parties and other things I found—well, incomprehen-
sible. They seemed to speak in some sort of code, annoying in part be-
cause cne could almost grasp whac they were saying, and then the list-
ener would lose all contact with the thread of the conversation whem
they started in using their own form of Stengelese. I had to admit to
myself, though, that I was attracted to the liveliness of their compa-
ny, and I resclved to spend a few days discovering what this bunch of
conventioneers I had stumbled upon were all about. They called them-
selves 'sclence-fiction fans', but that is a small part of it, as 1
later found out.™

"Are you talking about the science fiction of Wells, or Stapledon?*

. 1 inquired, a bit mystified.

“Oh, that's ancient history, Austinl® Ullger declared. "The science
fiction of today is purveyed by Zelazmy, McCaffrey, Hogan, and Silver-
berg, names that would mean nothing to you, 1'm afraid."

“Well, go om then, I'll not interrupt again," I replied. .

"So, I set out to meet a few of these fans, and I vas well rewarded.
I found them to be irreverent, idealistic, cynical, fmmature, beauti-
ful, intelitgent folk, often finding all of these personality traits in
one person. It was so much more interescing than most of the folks I
meet in my travels. I became addicted to their company, and had a
splendid vacation. I bought some 'fanzines', amateur publications de-
dicated to science fiction and its fandom, even purchased a few sub-
scriptions of these publications, most of them having as the main in-
gredient energy. I saw some of the films they had for convention mem=
bers, and even attended a few lectures and readijgs. I found that
there vere other, smaller conventions, called 'regionals’, and I marked
a2 few for future travel plans. I wvas just in Chicago for their '"Windy~
con', and that's vhere I gained this chapeau. 1 fear I must bde leaving
you shortly, because I have another couvention to attend in Michigan
and wy plane won't wait for me."

"But Dennard," I said, "what i{s the reason for your visit?”™

"It is simple, really, Austin," he answered. "I can’t say when I'11
See you again. I belfeve I have found something that suits me, and I
have s life that lets me encompass all my interests. Oh, I know I
sound starry-eyed, but it is what I wish to do with my time, and 1t is
80...free, Austin! I expect I'll tire of it. 1've been warmed by
ocher fans that it gets wearying, but for now, I live! I was wrong to
come here. 1 can see that now. I can't explain to you the joy and ex-
ploration this lifestyle offers one. It has to be experienced, I can
see that now. Here, Austin, I waat you to have this.” He said this as
he offered me his hat, which he informed wme was a propellor beanie.

"Why?" I asked.

"If you learn the meaning of this hat, contact my solicitor. He
knows how to reach me if necessary. If you can't figure it out, look
in the publishing periodicals for the success of a science-fiction
writer named Donaldson.”

He smiled at me enigmatically, wrapped his cape about his shoulders,
turned and left my quarters, leaving me quite confused.

I haven't seen Ullger since then, but I have followed the career of
a new writer in the sf field named Donaldson with great interesc. I
wrote a letter to Dennard Ullger's lawyer, a fellow named Almaas, and
indicated that he should let Ullger know I think I have discovered the
meaning of the beanie, and that I wished to discuss it with him.

I hegrd from Almaas yesterday and I will see Ullger this Labor Day
in Chicago. I hope Deannard has found his Shangri-La. I, too, seek a
holy grail of my owmn. Perhaps Ullger's way can be mina. Only time
will tell. As of right now, I canmot say. Maybe I shall be able to
tell you the next time I write about Dennard Ullger.

Wish me luck.
= Austin Tabler



14

TIRESTTGNals

L finakly got the call on Juby 9 about 1:30pm—"Hi, wehe in The Ci-
ty. What time do we meet?" Then, at Zpm—"Hi, sorny ah didn’t call
sooner, Information gave me the wrong numben. What's the plan gor zo-
naht?” "Six o'clock at the Waverly, Doug. 1 told him '7:30%; he has no
4dea wou'fl be thene. It'LL be a nice surprnise.” READ TO—The scene:
The Waverly Theatre at bpm. The Uoody Allen {ilmfest is in full gear,
as arethe assonted fanatics on Line, the ones who personify every NY
stereotype of which Allen's movies make fun...And thene was me, that is
Elayne, and my three droogies, Jill, Steve and Anni, and there was also
Doug Smith with THE BOOK and The McGraw People (Tim, Joan, lestie}, and
40 we went Lo dinnen, returning at half past seven to wait. At 7:45,
JAL and Steve went to the theatre to buy us Lime—they wenen't going
Lo start, aften all, without their 'special guest' audience membex.
gve to edight, as my reputation-as-netwonker stanted unreeling agore my
eyes, we started off up bth Ave.; as we were about to round the cornen
onto 4th St., 1 spotted a familian face I had never seen before. It
nesembled no photograph in my possession; yet—"0cug, there he is, and
with only five minutes to sp—" "Naw, that's not him," amswered a Texan
drawl. But even Anni agneed with me that it seemed to be, s0 Doug
walked up and said, tentatively, "Dave?”

"Ves?" in a 'should-I-know-you' voice. "Hi, Dave,” I said, coming
up behind Doug, "Vou remember Doug Smith?”...and the circle was com-
pleting itself..."Hi, I'm Elayme.”

David Ossman appeared to have a thonoughly good time that evening.
From the initial introductions {Tiny was Zhere as well, Likewise hen
chanming §niend Beth) omwend, the night hetd a very special and magical
qualily. Ostensibly all of us were gathered to take in a showing of
the NY Actons Ensemble's 1 THINK WE'RE ALL B0Z0S ON THIS BUS (reviewed
in 1] #22) before it closed. Director Steve Limmen had noped off a row
for us, thank gaid—ithe theatre was packed. The performance itself was
as enengelic as ever, perhaps made more 40 by the drying up of RIVER-
TRIP the previous week. They put an intermission between "sides 1 and
2", and Dave and I took advantage of the few mimutes to catch up, as it
wene, and joke around. 1 neloeated JLLE and Steve,gneeted sometime 17
xerographer Tom Hilyen, but mostly chatted and tried Lo show Dave the
funny parts of the book we'd brought for Tiny, SWAZ's Bible Sex Ti
Forn Girts...As we tathed, the FIGHTING CLOWNS recond was playing on the
PK and ¢'en as 1 held myseld back, 1 couldn’t nesist a "But Dave, how
can you be in—~T mean, it's strangely unsettling to talk to you § hear
you on the PA simultaneously”, whereupon the reply, "Wetl, how do you
We then launched into a bried discourse on how the
necond was done (Dave refers to FIGHTING CLOWNS as "TFT's Thace Pewny
Opera"), whose voice wns whom in some sequences, ete.

ter the play, 1 introduced Dave to some of the cast members [ome
0f the most talented, the maniacat Alan Cabal, opted for a "You changed
my Life!" in Lieu of the usual 'how-do-you-do') and we headed of 2o
party at cazst member Jaye Moyen's East Village Loft, where Kate Connel-
Ly made a smashing avocado dip and some of us just got smashed. Well,
actually, smashed-plus. T was busy Living out one of those secret-
fantasies-come-tue: as many folhs hnow, it's not uncommon for the
'average' TFT aficionado to Listen to the reconds while in, shall we
say, an 'altened state of consciousness’, and 1 thought it might be
eenily appropriate to get totally—en, 'altened’ with David, sont of a
poetic justice, if you will. Besides, it was fun. The only drawback
48 that 1 seem to have dome a bit overboard in my Andulgence, with the
nesult that, although 1 appeared owtwardly ‘mommal' (1 think}, my mind
was enjoying a most pleasant {ireuonks display. Thus, T missed the TFT
anecdotes Dave told, incfuding a neally nifty one involving the Chinese
Mafia and a restaurant in San Franciseo. 1 did manage 20 catchup, tho,
with Doug on The Future of The SubGenius, buf since most 0§ what he ne-
Lated was CLassified, T find myself with nothing Left on which to ne-
port except. that most everyone had a good time. Thanks to all the
foLks who made it happen, and a special thanks to the cast of BOZ0S!

Dave went back up %o Boston the next day and his Latest posteard
[7/15) says in part "Well, it's been a very busy week, § it's not over
yet—we mix the 4o 0'Henny shows this weekend § recond mone next week.
ALL going very well tho...1'28 be hene untif the end 04 the month—
plans not clean, neally”, but he wilf probably rev.asit NYC before so-
journing back to Casa Bisonte, s0 we should have Further Adventures for
y'all next issue, {in September, dtay tuned...

FLASH, SCOOP AND ALL THAT: The above-mentioned Sts. Joan and Tim of
MeGraw-Hill are very sirongly considerning reprinting the two TFT BIG
BOOKS! lhen finmen steps ane taken, you'£L hean it here 1a% ox Ind...
Also on the Literany gront, Paul Buhfe sent me my verny owm copu, at
Lqut, 0f the CULTURAL CORRESPONDENCE issue in which my {"Kip"s) TFT ar-
ticle appearns, 40 1 can now make more xeroxes fon anyore intenested...

No word again from the boys in L.A., but the fwo Phils have done,
Last T Listened, a Nick Danger bit for Proctor's answerning machine...
And anather one of those mysterious anonymous news clippings came my
way via Greg Blain, 1 believe. It simply says, "Firesign Theatre mem-
bers are wonking on a screenplay to be shot in L.A.; it's based on Nick
Danger, the characten they created fon thein albums, and will be re-
Leased next year..." Unknoum whether on not they'ne talhing here about
THE YOLKS OF OXNARD video, but I'LL try and verify/clarify things.

This month's Forwand-Into-The-Past Award goes to Tom Gedwillo, a dy-
namite TFT nedwonker who's already stanted spreading the word about 17
far and wide to ofd-time TFT suppontens. 1§ his name sounds familian,
Zou'lte probably AdLLIELAdLIAd night. Besides being mentioned in the

eginning footnotes to the "Mysterious History of Finesign” in the BIG
MYSTERY JOKE BOOK (under his momihen of "Anthin Gewillo"], Tom's name
44 also found on the back of TFT's GIANT RAT album. Tom and his wife
Deborch Benedict will be frequenting future 1Js with their witings,
and he send me a nice intro Letter, excenpted thusly:

"After the release of the DEAR FRIENDS album in 1972, ! placed an ad -
In ROLLING STONE just to see if there were others like myseif who
couldn't get enough of their comedy. When my mailbox was deluged with

recovered nymphomaniac.
read about with sexual appetites so insatiable that when they said,
"Bet you can't eat just one*, they were right.
least a lay a day, I would suffer withdrawal symptoms .
until I tried taking on the whole L.A. City Council during an emergency

fans' mail, | knew | was on to something, and began sending out what
information | had. Luckily, Proctor and Ossman saw the ad and that's
how | came to know them. From that point on they all began to feed me
the latest in Firesign news. If you have seen the now-famous collec—
tion known as 'The Mixville Rocket' and its Papoon supplement 'The
Firesign Sun Duck' then you will see a brief mention of me. That also
brought in a lot of mail from fans. June of 1972 came to be, and | vi-
sited Los Angeles to meet the four guys at the premiere of their movie
'Martian Space Party', This event, earlier in the year, was a live ra-
dio broadcast and filmed at the same time. | have the complete show on
reel-to-reel tape. Maybe we can work out a brief loan of it to you and
your staff for your listening enjoyment." (Okay, stop salivating, not -
until we get Fred's peamission to invade BAT again; 1'£L Let you know.}
"My infamous history continues...about a year later | placed a second
ad in RS. More letters, more cries of 'let's eat!' and this thing was
really on the move. To top it off, of course, was the info about me on
the back of the GIANT RAT album. | got together again with Firesign in
1974 when | saw their Anytown USA tour in Chicago. In February of 1975
my wife and ! spent a day in the Burbank Studios to witness portions of
the recording of their final 'new' album on Columbia, NEXT WORLD. ! had
often wondered how TFT created these things. It was, to say the least,
fascinating...Since | was out of touch with anything related to Fire-
sign (subsequentlyl until a year ago, | have not, sorry to say, heard
the albums on Rhino Records. | wil! be borrowing them from a friend,
though, and then | will have come full-circle as an official Bozo! |
first discovered TFT in 1968 when ELECTRIC!IAN was released. Since my
wife grew up in California, she was aware of them even earlier, when
they used to broadcast live shows on LA radio. !n case you don't have
this early history of Firesign, | will now go forward into the past.
This info is courtesy of Columbia Records, by the way...Somewhere in
the mid-1967's they produced a weekly half-hour radio show 'Radio Free
0z' for KRLA in Los Angeles. This led to their contract with Columbia.

. They later expanded the radio format which resulted in a move to KPFK-

FM (non-commercial, fine arts radio) and the birth of those famous
!Dear Friends' and ’Let's Eat' shows. More background of a personal
nature: Austin was born on April 6 in Denver. After attending Bowdoin
College (Maine) and UCLA he dropped out to become an actor. In the
mid-60's he appeared in over thirty Shakespearean plays in the LA area.
Bergman was born in Cleveland, November 29. MHe graduated from Yale,
taught labor economics and traveled around Furope and those other
countries on the right. Ossman, like Austin and Bergman, was also
born. Only in Santa Monica, Calif. on December 6. He graduated from
Columbia Univ. and went directly into radio announcing. Dave worked
for ABC-TV and instructed at the Free Univ. of Catifornia, for free.
Phil "The Poop'’ Proctor was in Goshen, Indiana with his mom when he was
born on July 28 (Happy Birthday, soonl) and like Peter, he went to Yale.
P 5 B, | believe, graduated together, at the same time, the same dance,
from Yale. Proctor, obviously, is THE actor of the four, having done
much 8roadway, of f-Broadway, and on-Broadway, and even, dare we say It,
soap opera...(After | looked at the inside of the DEAR FRIENDS album }
remembered that TFT's radio history is more broad, so check It out on
that album, since my lead paragraph above about KRLA and KPFK is not
quite in order).” Thanks {or everything, Tom, and welcome §ront!
Since we've started regathering s0 many 'oldies’ from years back, 1
have been, en, persuaded Lo assemble the "highlights” {nom this and
past FIRESIGNaLs (which go back to 17 #9) and publish them again, se-
rarate from 13, just fon TFT followers. T should have it fogether by
September {probably including the Papoon stufd too), but 1 don't know
what to Litle it. Posteardal suggestions gratefully solicited—the ome
whose title 1 use will get a free copy of what's-its-name [all othens
pay SASE}...1 haven't the faintest what's in stone for this column ne
time, but 1 hope to obtain Phil P's permission to reprint a fascinating
article he wrote fon Scoit Vigdon's GOON SHOW SOCIETY newsfetten in
September '82 {fon more info write Scott at 3545 Mentone, #19, Los An-
geles, CA 90036 and send money, 1 suppose) about the intemrelationship
between TFT and The Goon Show. who knows, maybe someday I'EL get
awund to doing all those things 1've been promising in this space for
the past few months. So Lot us close with our special self-parody quiz
this month, done fon us by Robert Rabbit. C.U. in Septiembre, heedos!
- T _ POONS FARM TFT TRIVIA QUIZ

(1) Who were 40& doctor's original ™ Dead Bats™?

(2) The original "Malmborg in Plano" was performed in

(A) Munich; (B) Ivanhoe; (C) the nude.

(3) why does the Porge Bird lay his egg there?

(4) Why does N:D. never order anchovies? What finally happened to

the pizza?

(5) Wny did "The Electrician” challenge George Papoon's candidacy in
19767

(6) Was somebody handing somebody something under the table?

(7) "?sdrawkcab yas siht seod tahW" (8) ¥hat? '

Straight From The Bip

e Logan

(Young woman in a stnaitjackez, jammy botioms with feet in them, wild
hain and a §renzied expression)

I'm not a professional actress. You may not believe this, but I'm a

That's right, I was one of those women you've

If T didn't get at
But 1t wasn't

- blocks of rampant sexuality and lust.

session of the school board that I knew I had a problem. That’s when [
called the Magdelena Center.

Owned and operated by a lay order of Dominican nuns, the Center
helps wayward women 1ike myseif gain control over the wound that never
heals. Patients learn to function 1ike normal members of society in-
stead of the barking and baying bitches in heat they really are.

So, if you're a practising nymphomaniac, hooked on the love drug,
who yearns to be free, call the sisters at the center today. And learn
how you too can travel 1ife's highway without the hazards and road-
Thank you.
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Even though recent TV commercials are finally catching up with the
current slow revolution in American nutrition and sexual-minority at-
titudes, cynics are saying that the ads are still just as crass, corny,
and cataleptic as ever.

Elmer, a friend of mine before he became a director of TV commer-
cials, is determined to carry on the grand tradition of so much Ameri-
can advertising: Sell the product and never mind perplexing questions
of truth, morality, and entertainment, which are more piddling than
pertinent anyway.

Today Elmer is directing Ophelia, a naive newcomer to both TV adver-
tising and its disregard of t,m and e.

“Now, Ophelia, in this ad you hold a pop bottle so the audience can
see the label. Then you lift it up, and with the light of uncontrol-
lable desire in your eyes, eagerly drink at least half the bottle,
meanwhile yo-yoing your Adam's apple ever so gracefully. Then you show
the audience how much you like it by smacking your lips, rolling your
eyes, and patting your tummy."

"How about belching?"

"No, no, Ophelial That's for our diarrhea ads."

"Diarrhea! You're not showing that on TV, are you?"

"Well, no, not yet. But it'1l probably come next, now that we've
gotten people used to intestinal gas, liver trouble, upset stomach, ha-
litosis, headaches, and hangovers.”

"0K. I get it. Drink, then demonstrate.”

Ophelia drinks some of the pop, then shudders, makes a face, and
spits out most of her mouthful.

“No, no, Ophelfa! Ecstasy, not agony."

"But, Elmer, it's so sweet it's sickening.*

"Shhh! Don't criticize a sponsor's praduct out loud.”

"Why not?*

"Because someone might report it, and sponsors are such sensitive
creatures, Last month we had a model who admitted that she had never
liked the shaving cream she was modelling for.”

"Holy Granola! What did she shave on TV?"

"She never shaved anything in the ad. She was just the come-on.
Last I heard, the sponsor had exiled her to Public Broadcasting Ser-
vice. Maybe we'd better try you on breakfast food. Do you like cer-
eals?”

"You bet! I always have a bowl of wheat germ, bran flakes, and
brewer*s yeast topped with raisins, a sliced banana, and cream—before
breakfast."

"Before breakfast! What do you have with and afterwards?”

“1 have my dinner for breakfasg. Then [ just snack the rest of the
day on fruit and vegetables and some natural goodies 1 make."

"I see. I've never heard of this cereal. Is it advertised on TV?"

"1 don't know, Elmer. I quit watching TV years ago."

"Ophelial 1If you're going to make money out of TV, shouldn't you be

Toyal enough to watch it?"

“But, Elmer, it's so crass.”

"Crass? TV networks are only trying to squeeze as much money as
they can out of ad agencies.
as much money as they can out of sponsors.

_ ing to squeeze

And ad agencies are only trying to squeeze
And sponsors are only try-

as much money as they can out of consumers."

)

""" "That's what [ mean. Everybody's squeezing each other out of money
when the¢ -should-be squeezing each other out of love." .

"l thought that attitude went out with the flower children."

“But flowers and children are stil} in, and love is coming back, 1
hear. Besides, TV ads are so corny and cataleptic. They use the same
old empty gimmick: Somebody telling you how impossibly good a product
is. But they never tell you how possibly bad it can be. That's what
the consumer pays to find out."

"But, Ophelia, you can't seriously expect business and ad agencies
to tell you how bad their products are,"
"Why not? Has truth gone out of style along with flower children?

If a product is really as good as an ad claims, it can't have many bad
qualities. So why not tell people about them? Companies could still
guarantee their products. And people would have a wider choice between ~
competing products because different bad points would be important or
unimportant to different persons.”

Elmer closes his eyes in prayer and despair.
negie say about this?*

"If Dale Carnegie were back from the ri
make friends and influence people, he would say that a product is no-
where as good as an ad claims, then the manufacturer and advertising
agency should be subject to civil suit for false advertising."

"But that's censorship!®

"Not in any way that's dangerous to free speech and press. The law
requires people to be responsible for their statements about each other
by allowing civil suits for slander and libel. Why shouldn’t a company
be responsible for telling the whole truth about its products?®

"But ads don't actually tell lies about products."”

"They often do by omission if not by commission.” o

"How do you mean?*

“1f an ad tells us only the good points of a product, then it lies
by omission of the bad points. Consumers can't be expected to know
everything about products they never make themselves. Besides, so many
products are being offered, nc one could possibly know all their bad
points without buying them.*

"Where do you get your radical ideas?”

"1 dropped out of school and TV-watching before they could pickle
and package me for a longer shelf and-shopping Tife in the American
Supermarket, " N

"Ophelia! How can a human being have a shelf 1ife?*

"Elmer, many American consumers ars as mych a product as any item on
a supermarket shelf. They and the products they buy are one in spirit;
passively processed and packaged for quick sale. Their free choice and
independence have been buried by education, advertising, and public re-
lations propaganda. Many Americans just sit on their shelf sheepishly
waiting for someone to pick them for a job, a product, a belief, a war,
or some other activity that will achieve somebody else's desire like
making a profit.*

"You don't have much faith in the American people, do you?"

"0f course I do. But they've got to get off their a—uh, shelves
and demand products and services that fuifill the promise of their
packaging and advertising. Like the mystics say, the inner and the
outer must become one."

; "Can't you think of something good to say about American TV adver-
tising?" .

"Syre I can. There's not a thing wrong with it that can't be cured

by an honest search for truth, morality, and entertainment."”

- MY NEXT_ART COMPOSITION WiLL.
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The Greying se Graduates

by R.S. Preuss

What wiil the thoughts of tomorrow's
college graduate be upon leaving the
classroom and entering the much larger
areng of life? Will they be of the noble
struggle to feed the starving, or to find the
ways to satsfy the yeamings of the
individual to define a meaningful
existence within a society structured upon
crumbling vaiues and useless morals? Or
of the possibiity of free exression inamass
cuiture? Or will they be of new solutions to
medical problems. or of the technology of
intersteilar exploration?

Not likely. Chances are tomorrow's
graduate will instead be faced with
questions like. "How come my children
riever visit me?” “Should I transfer my will
to videotape?” or “1 wonder if [ can get
Mildred Siegel next door to drive me to the
shopping center tomorrow?"

Experts teil us that the coilege student
of tomorrow will be older. and ft is
predicted that by the end of the century as
many older studentsas “traditional” 18-22
year-olds will fill Amertca's colleges and
universities.

Such a dramatic shift in the
demographics of student populations will
be accompanied by changes in the policies
of administrators competing for
admissions of a vastly different student
type and faced with the loss of large
numbers of traditional types as the last of
the post-war baby boom reach
matricufation.

Attempts to deal with this transition
have been diverse.

“Wz've added shuffleboard courts and
bingo nigh's to our recreation center.” said
Southeast Missouri State president
Amold Leach. “We now serve prunes and

RLY ;%mgmggx

other ‘soft’ digestibles at all meais in our
dormttory cafeterias, and have expanded
our health services to {nciude awig salon.a
denture clinte and a hearing aid service.”

Even some of the larger. more
prestigious schools have gone as far as to
drop admission tests, high  school
transcripts. language requirements and
formal evaluations to compete for the oider
student.

“If they can sign their name correctly,
they're in.” said the president of one Big
Ten school. who wished to remain
unnamed. Schools have offered
discounted or free tuitton to older
prospectives.

As these changes are inevitable. so are
some of the conflicts that arise as young
amudareforeedtosharespaeelnthe
classroom.

“I was seetng this guy who's in pre-
med.” sald Sharon Lycke. 20. a
“traditional” student majoring in fluid
dynamics at a small state college tn Ohto.
“and he dumped me for this 47-vear old
geology major he met in speech class. He
told me her eyes were aiways talking to
him. It was really stmange.

“I'm getting over it. though. Yesterday
this guy asked me If I'd like to go see a
Howard Hawics film festival revival. | think
Hawics {s ong of the best actors of all time.

don't you. "}

Other ‘“traditional” students
expressed annoyance at having to leamn
with their elders.

“There's this oid woman in my
Nietzchean philosophy class.” said Mark
Eigh. 19. a student at a New York City
college. “and no one will sit on her side of
the room because, well. you know how
these old peopie. they have this smeil. see,
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sortof like Canadfan bacon that's been left
on the stove for eight weeks or so.”

“They don't hawe to comply with .
admission requirements. they get free:
tuition, and they smell bad.” commented
Cal Poly sophomore Donna Tushette.

Members of the older generation have
had problems coping with the learning
environment as weil

Hi Gridstomp, a 64-year-old soph at
Southwest Texas State, compiained that
“the women | meet at bars around campus
always seem interested in talking to me.
Then they ask what my majorisand when! .
tell them. whittling, they bust out
laughing.

“It's very frustrating for someone
who's been around as long as [ have.”

"I finally had to move out of the dorm.”
said Rosemary Gumclague, 57. a
humanities majore at Denver Universtty.
"The common bathroom was always full of
discarded pizza boxes and young ladies’
underwear. Well.l suffer from nervous
tension and when one of the young girison ;
my floor suggested I try TM..I had togetout °
of there..l mean. I'd never been '
propositioned by a woman before. and this
gal was younger than my daughter. Now
I'm taking courses at the new college they
set up in my trafler park. What a sweil idea.
the traller parik university. Life still
surprises me.”

But it isn't just the very oid that have
taken to the textbooks in the albet detayed
effort to better their lives. Wornen make up
the great bulk of the new crop of 25-and-
older students as they hope that college
will help them to find better jobs, open up
new horizons. and meet interesting peopie.

Some teachers have experienced
difficuity in coping with students who in :
many cases have job experience in their:
course areas. and seem to know more and ;
have a more sertous attitude toward their -
studies. :
David Kribb. 37, professor of '
economics at Bosion University. said that -
“there 1sone woman in my class in theortes
of Western capitalism that not only does
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better on test and assignments than her
younger classmates, but also has started
an investment firm. collecting money from
students to buy up local real estate in an
attempt to comer the market and force
rent prices up. Now that's the kind of
student who can apply textbook
knowledge to real life.”

Administrators have attempted to
fuifill the special needs of the worling
student and parent-student by creating
educational opportunities in the
workplace. setting up daycare (acilities on
campuses. and offering alternatives to the
traditional four-vear baccalaureate degree
program.

"l take classes in sociology at the
shopping mall near my home.” said Edith
Peche. 28. a mother of three. "So after |
shop for shoes at Joseph's, cloth for
patterns at Sew-Sew. and have a light
lunch at Zippt Pan.  can scoot in to class
and still thave time for some browsing
before dinner.”

Some of the aiternatives have been
rather imaginative. At Venus Beauty Salon
and Philosophical Academy in Van Nuys,
California, women discusss the works of
Kant, Hegel. Sartre. and others while
getting Henna treatments. wave curis and
full factats.

But those most affected by trends in
education continue to be the traditional,
younger student.

“With all these crusts enrolling in
college. it's easier to {ind jobs.” said Henry
Fugg. 19. recently named president of

employees are under 30.".

“T've been able to make $875.00 a week
babysitting kids whose mothers have
started college.” said Sue Cludades. 20.
“I've been abie to do a lot more reading and
doing things I've wanted to do for a long
time.

“So why shouid 1 go to school? I'm
doing fine right here - I'm even thinkingof
taking up knitttng.”

"FOR WE ARE LABORERS TOGET

HER

WITH GOD...” | COR 3-9
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VAN EVENING OF DEMENTIA" (A Review)
by Jed Martinez

Barry Hansen, a collector of off-beat recordings, has thrilled audi-
ences for over a decade as that madcap medicine man of musical mayhem
(what a mouthful!), Dr. Demento. It doesn't matter to him if 1t's on
old 78's, 45's or 33 1/3 records, reei-to-reel tanes, or cassette car-
tridges; if 1t's unique enough, he'll take it, and eventually play it
on his radio show.

Originating on the west coast ("...from under the smogberry trees,"
as he puts it), each week he fills the airwaves, over a ninety-minute
span, with the strangest of songs, from ragtime to punk, from country/
estern to jazz, from Rudy Vallee to the Chipmunks, and beyond.

Guest stars—Tike Monty Python's Eric Idle, Dave Thomas and Rick Mo-
ranis of SCTV, and cast member of "National Lampoon” aibums—would chat
with the doctor, and sometimes pull off surprises that even he would be
unaware of. A1l this madness would be climaxed by "The Funny Five", a
weekly countdown of the most requested songs, submitted by his fans
over the phone and through the mail. (Many of these tunes make up his
three recorded anthologies, "Dr. Demento's Delights”, “Dementia Roy-
ale”, and his newest collectable, "Demento's Momentos”.)

On May 21st, New Yorkers were in for a real treat, for Or. Demento
came eastward to that famous night spot, The Bottom Line, for an even-
;ng of live and recorded music, that was billed “AN EVENING OF DEMEN-

IA",

A1l this fronically came on the heels of another recent cancellation
of his "Westwood Onek" syndicated radic show; this time the station was
New York's WAPP. (In the past, his show played on several other radio
stations in the tri-state area, including WPIX, WLIR and WKTU.) Hope-
fully, devotees of the doctor will pull their resources together and
write or phone their local radfo station, in an effort to get Dr. D
back on the air, but we'll get into that later on in this article.

It was a packed house at the 'Line' for Saturday's 9pm show (there
was a second show at midnight). V¥hile the customers were ordering
their food and drinks, wild and crazy sonas like "Spam", “Punk Polka",
and “The Cockroach That Ate Cincinnati” were pioed in through the P.A.
system, to get the audience psyched-up for the evening's entertainment.
After a medley of songs with a doctor-related theme came the familiar
strains of that mysterious signature tune, “Pico and Sepulveda”. It
was at that moment the audience knew "The Doctor {s in'" The fans in
force showed their immediate resvect towards the good doctor with their
applause. And with that, the “EVENING OF DEMENTIA* was well underway .

In his last appearance at The Bottom Line, back in 1980, Dr. Demento
brought along two turntables ts spin his delirious discs upon. Unfor-
tunately, the enthusiasm of the audience, combined with the doctor's
gyrations on the stage to the bizarre music he was playing, caused his
records to skip. He has wisened up since then, and now he uses tape-
cartridge players.

To save time in serving up as much music as possible, Dr. Demento
olayed excerpts from some of his most-requested songs: songs like
"Dead Puppies” by Ogden Edsl; "Pencil-Neck Geek” by Fred Blassie; "Har-
ry's Jockstrap” by Dickie Goodman; *The Monster Mash” by Bobby Pickett;
*Sit On My Face” by Monty Python; and "They're Going To Take Me Away,
Ha-Ha" by Napoleon the XIVth. He also plaved music and comedy routines
from folks 1ike Allan Sherman, Tom Lehrer, Cheech & Chong, Stevens &
Grdnic, George Carlin, and Bil11 Cosby, to name a few. He even got a
chance to sing his own song, "Doctor of Dementia", from his “Demento's
Momentos" album.

Besides collecting off-the-wall recordings, Dr. D has an equally un-
usual assortment of strange films, which he shared with the audience.
Among the flickers shown were “The Great Cognito“, a clay-animated mo-
vie (that recently lost out to the Polish short "Tango" at this year's
Academy Award ceremony) by Will Vinton; "The Wizard of Speed and Time"
by Mike Jittlov (which first aired on “Disney's Wonderful Worid"); "A
Bird For A1l Seasons" with Bill Murray, shown in its unexpurgated ver-
sion, as opposed to the censored one on "Saturday Night Live™; an ex-
cerpt from "Vialent is the Word for Curly", in which The Three Stooges
sing "Swingin' the Alphabet* (“B-A,BAY, B-E,BE, B-1,8ICKY-BY, B-0,B0",
etc.); Barnes & Barnes' video rendition of "Fish Heads"; a Spike Jones
short, "“Clink, Clink, Another Drink" with Mel Blanc (the voice of Bugs
Bunny); and the most demented cartoon of all time, Marv Newland's “Bam-
bi Meets Godzilla". My home movies should only be this good.

But what really made the show take off were Dr. Demento's two spe-
cial guests: as different as night and day in their ages, their social
status, the communities they were brought up in, and their individual
talents, Benny Bell of New York and "Weird Al" Yankovic of Catlifornia
st111 share one thing fn common...they get our attention with their own
special brand of music.

Born and raised on the Lower East Side of Manhattan, Benny Bell be-
gan writing songs in school—1instead of studying. The rest of the ci-
vilized world is grateful he did, for in the 1940's he began to write
"naughty” songs with risque lyrics, and although they never got air-
play at that time, they were, for all intents and nurposes, underground
successes'.

Benny performed near the end of the first half of the show, delving
back into his past, and reliving those memories through such songs as
“My Apartment”, "Everybody Likes My Fanny®, "Ikey and Mikey", *Pincus
the Peddler”, and finally the song that really launched his big come-
back_in the 1970's, "Shaving Cream”. He invited the audience to join
him in the chorus, but since a large majority of people in attendance
were fans of Mr. Bell, they couldn’t help but sing along to the regular
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lyrics as well. Even Dr. Demento Joined in with a few verses of his

own. And when it was over, Benny Bell received a well-deserved stand-
ing ovation. He hasn't lost his touch. He never did.

The second half of the program concluded with manic musfcian "Weird
Al" Yankovic, an accordionist from Southern California who specializes
in parodies of rock songs that are sometimes even better than the ori-
g9inal tunes whemce they came. Sonas 11ke "Yoda", “It's Stil] Billy
Joel To Me" and "Gotta Boogie" (which frequently pop up on Or. Demen-
to's "Funny Five") are but a small part of his repertoire. -

He wrapped up his performance with a medley of 'food-related’_songs
("My Bologna®, "I Love Rocky Road", “She's a Spam Eater”, etc.) that
the audience immediately ate up. For dessert, he performed his current
hit "Ricky”, a take-off of Toni Basil's "Mickey* and, at the same time,
a tribute to "I Love Lucy" {which was made into a video that can be
seen frequently on MTV and HBO's "Video Jukebox”). The audience went
hog wild after that, and insisted that "Weird A1" return for an encore.
He conceded, and performed another of his big hits, “Another One Rides
The Bus". Special credit goes to Al's back-up band for adding just the
right amoung of emohasis to each rock parody, and an extra hurrah goes
to Tress MacNeille, the perfect “Lucy" to Al's "Ricky”.

Finally, Dr. Demento bid us a fond farewell, as he does every week
on the radio, with his familiar closing 1ine, "Don‘t forget to stay
deee-mented’!” As far as the audience was concerned, they were tho-
roughly satisfied, and I ought to know...I was part of that musically-
sated crowd. As I left The Bottom Line, and passed by the line for the
r:;idnight show, I said to myself, "These people are in for one helluva

mel"

Sadlv. not everybody fn this land o' nlenty has heard of Dr. Demento

o s RO o and his popular radio program. In these

Y ~yas : times of unemployment, high prices,
z % " governmental rhetoric, the threat
: - ; of thermo-nuclear war, natural
disasters, and wimos 1ike George
Steinbrenner and James Watt, we
can certainly use a little esa-
terica to make the world a whole
Tot saner.

So, if you folks out there can
easily “demand your MTV", you can
% Jjust as easily say, "I want Or.
i D:" If you want to hear the good
5 doctor in action in your town,

&%  write to your local radio station
> T e F® and ask them to acouire his services
miwo—fmmeme= .. post-haste, if not sooner. (That espe-
cially goes for you folks in the tri-state area.)

If you already have "The Dr. Demento Show" blaring away in your
neighborhood, let him know that you, his loyal fans, truly exist by
sending him a song reouest, regardless of whether he plays it on the
air or not. (To paraphrase a noted philosopher—"1 hear...therfore,
I'm here!") Mail in your requests to: ’

Sr. Demento; P.0. Box 884; Culver City, California 90230
(In a future issue of INSIDE JOKE, I'11 review "Demento's Momentos" and
"'Weird Al' Yankovic" in my "Slipped Discs" column—J.M.) 6/8/83 17
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by Rev. Mdnatma Propagandii

West German authorities have identified the author ofthe forged Hit-
ler diaries as Austrian body=-builider Arnold Schwarzenegger. The Hitler
hoax, however, wasn't anywhere near the level of Schwarzenegger's pre-
vious volume, The Diary of Anne Frank. Experts became suspicious, for
instance, at the entry for June 11, 1943 in which Hitler expressed op-
position to the deployment of Cruise missiles in western Europe, and
the entry for October 7, 1940 in which Mitler remarked that ‘‘the Bis-
marck is down'' but consoled himself with the thought that “the U-boat

eet will soon be on line."

Some sources believe the jape was designed to spotlight Nazi barbar-
ism to generate publicity for the forthcoming seque! to Conan the Bar-
barfan, but director Werner Herzog insists otherwise. ATthough Nazi
and publicity hunter Simon Wiesenthal is pushing for a Muremberg-style
show trial for the musclebound miscreant, defense attorney Roy Cohn has
already persuaded prosecutors to place Schwarzenegger in the pre-trial
diversion program in Munich where he will play basketball with delin-
quents from immigrant neighborhoods as part of the Strength-Through-Joy
Young Turk Rehabilitation Program. California Governor George Deukme-
Jian could not be reached for comment.

* * & * * * * * * * *

As rock magnate BI1l Graham remarked several years ago, ''da music
industry is down forth per cent," and this failing rate of profit
doubtless accounts for the new 'crossover'' trend toward market miscege-
nation amongst hitherto aloof music scenes. You can hear it everywhere
from M&torhead to McCartney, from Frank Zappa conducting 12-tone Scho~
enberg compositions to Gary 'U.S." Bonds letting Bruce Springsteen
touch his saxaphone. But it fell to the Oakland Symphony, left leader-
less by the tragic drowning death of conductor Calvin Simmons, to turn
to music as the universal language that speaks to the hearts of haughty
Oakiand Hills socialites as it does to East Oakland's plebian hordes.

The Oakiand Symphony, according to critic Joel Selvin, "“cooked' when
guest conductor Grandmaster Flash paced the orchestra through Stravin=-
sky's Ebony Concerto. The only sour note was ded when languag
difficulties arose which provoked the flamboyant rapster into 'ranking
out'’ the symphony's string section, which consists entirely of Korean
4 year olds. But polyglot Prolixin poet Jack Mirschman stepped forth
from the audience and improvised translations to sort things out; and
with such success that a cellist later admiringly referred to Flash—
according to Hirschman's gritty, colloguial rendering=—as a 'no-jive
dude. "

* * * * * * * * * * *

Not since Journey did a benefit gig there to raise money for Lock~ *
heed has Berkeley's Zellerbach Auditorium seen a show as spectacular as
the one staged by Sorcar, billed as the World's Greatest Magician (as
indeed they all are); but the India-born necromancer did fall afoul of
a little of Berkeley's special brand of bad karma. Sorcar's attempt to
cut a lady in half was stymied when a feminist tactical mobile unit
seized the stage with cries of "gynocide. Sorcar's contention that
the stunt '"is a personal favorite of Mrs. Gandhi" cut no ice with tac
squad matriarchs Susan Griffin and Valerie Miner, who refused to let
Sorcar cut anything in half except the defense budget, a trick which
was unfortunately beyond his mystic powers.

% # * * * * * * * * *

The Catholic Church hierarchy must have its reasons for disavowing
the irrefutably corroborated Miracle of the Weeping Madonna of the Ma-
ter Ecclesias Mission Church in Thornton, California, but conspiracy

consultant Kerrv Wendell Thornley Is only the most eminent investigator.

to raise the cry of "cover-upl'' The statue of the Virgin Mary isn't
much to look at, being similar in texture and color tothose flamingo
birdbaths adorning the backyards of certain working-class suburbs, but
eyewitnesses report that it sheds tears (not unlike a late-mode! Barbie
dol!) and can move away from its pedestal, reportedly in search of a
light smack at a nearby taqueria.,

Local zealots condemn as ''devils'' the panel of priestly inquisitors
who returned a negative verdict on the sobbing somnambulist status for
ignoring uncontroverted evidence of miraculous cures effected by the
Virgin's tears, which consist of some substance strikingly similar to
motor oil. It is said that anointmentwith the divine discharge re-
stored the violeted virginity of 3 year old kidnap victim andup-and-
coming child star Tara Burke, and Andi Granatelli rFeports very positive
results in using the effluvium to lube up race cars in pre-indy 500
test heats.

Why would a Church which still won't let Galileo off with less than
probation refuse to validate vet another potentially lucrative sign of
supernatural solicitude? A disgruntied anarchist typesetter for the
Vatican rag 1'Osservatore Romano has the answer. He says Polish ham
actor Pope John Paul |1 doesn't want anvbody, not even the Mother of
God, t6 upstage the miracle he performed when he jetted back to his na-
tive land and transformed mil:tant Solidarity activists into snivel~
ling, nationalistic, priest-ridden faithful who (he once sneered in a
grandiose mood) '‘can kiss my -- ring."

* * * % * s * * * * *

On June 2k, on the occasion of his lhist birthday, author Ambrose
Bierce resurfaced 69 years after vanishing in the strife-torn Mexico of
1914, Looking spry for a man of his years, the ceélebrated cynic held a
press conference in San Diego at which he explained his recent reclu-
siveness.

Bierce said he went off to Mexico because he interpreted Woodrow
Wilson's election as President as the opening of a new age of chronic
war, bureaucratic domination and cultural sterility.
death of his good friend Pancho Villa, Bierce thought it prudent to
settle in a remote part of the Yucatan where he esarned a little money
on the side penning novels under the name B. Traven. Bierce denied
having anything to do with the 1940 assassination of Leon Trotsky, but
there was a wicked gleam in the crusty curmudgeon's eye when he added,
"lce-pick the truth." According to Bierce, he left Mexico because all
of his friends had moved to Los Angeles. He announced he was preparing
a new edition of his classic Devil's Dictionary, and he convulsed re-

After the tragic

porters with his definition of democracy as ‘'the right to participate
in the decisions that infect your life.'
then left Marcuse Auditorium on the UCSD campus to cath a jet for New
York to do the Letterman show.

As reporters cheered, Bierce

* * * * * * * * * * *

For more rumors (and more), send a 37¢ SASE to Swill, 55 Sutter St.,
#487, San Francisco, CA 94104,
(415) 843-7474, 7
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by Elayne & Anni (but it wrote Ltself)
PROGRESS REPORT VI: HEY, CHUCKO'

Hot on the heels of our §inst in-person pouwow with formen Nat'l
Sunrealist Party Veep Geonge L. Tinehiter, we strove out—en, dwve out
onto the jabulous Garden State Partuay Nonth, where we found ounselves
{mmediately immersed in an atmosphere more neminiscent 0§ Southern Ca-
Lifornia than NI [(the sun Shining atmost too cheenily, the trees .in
full bloom, the cans not overheating, blessed Little traffic angay, no
dead animals in sight—alunys a plus as every dead animal is a Losit
vote—and a real Live FM radio in the car playing 'Merewolves of Lon-
don’ and everything!), headed ds and upwards Zo the Secret Wonld
Headquarters of current NSP Mice-Presidential candid-ate Chuck E.
Cheese. Despite minon obstacfes, such as the abandoned can (presumably
befonging to a former Canter campaign hooker] in the middte of Route 23
Nonth, and ourn subsequent discovery that we really wanted 23 South (and
you thought Chuck wasn'z a good Discondian}, which meant undentaking a
Somewhat hazardous and unchanactoristically foolish U-turn amidst 7
Lanes of menging tragfic and extensive road construction in the vicini-~
1Yy of the Roue 207 interchange, we made it as far as the Local mini-
mall, West WhLLd Belt. Thene, among the neon-Lined food and sugarless
butterscotch, we held the Hickony Farms lady's Polish kiefbasa hostage
until she nelented and disclosed the SWH's Location. From thene, it
wa4 a short jump over the Mall Drive Videogame and actoss the highuay
2o the Pizza Time Theatre.

We were greeted somewhat abruptly at the entrance (bedecked with

’ regatia and every conceivabie merc (ding gimmick) by Chuck's
aide de camp and personal masseur .[whom Chuck refers to as "The Four-
Fingered Wonder”), Jaspar T. Jowls. AfLer recovering from the inditial
shock, we ordened oun pizza (3 tokens worth) and 4dgned in on the doz-
ted Line as official wonker—en, membens 0f Chuck's Fan Club. Chuck
himsel§ awnited us, both of him (twe 2o schizophnenic form, the ani-
mated/{nanimate mechanical Chuch ums on stage and the "real” ome was
pumping the crowd} in his Theatre Room, where he presented for our en-
tertainment and approval, at 15-mimute clochwonk {ntorvals, canefully
controlled musical interfudes, each usurped abruptly by "Walten”, the
Theatre's giant computer. e §eel these shows prove, beyond any doube,
that Chuck is as Sumreal as any of us! Lines §Lew Like "You know very
well that we're not programmed to dance”; "Yeah, didn’t they have those
'talk-easys’ duning Probation?”; and oun personal favorite, a very Ro-
coceo-Like "What about my necharge?!™ {rom " himself. Kudos to
Chuck's inner sanctum staff{—Madame Oink, Pasqually, the Warblettes
{"the best thing since the Android Sistens,” said "Walten”), and Ma.
Munch. 1In between shows, watching the Vankees winning on the giant TV
screen [there are also monitoring screens <in each room—Big Cheese is
Watching!), and the Fantasu Fonest video-and-skesbail room, we pre-
sented Chuck with our officict NSP nominating {nvitation, which was
gladly accepted in Chuck's usual humble, silent mannen. Also speech-
Less was rendened Jasper, who could only express his gratitude mutely
[in the Lounge, where The King was headlining), as he pantomimed his
best wishes for our continued success, and agreed 2o be the recipient
0f all Chuck’s NSP fan mail (wrnite him c/o Tommy c/a the PTT in stately
tayne, NJ). Aftern gonging on ice cream and Sanka in the TV raom, we
§inished up this nepont and oun {irst SWH dlnategy meeting simudta-
neously, made plans fon future Campoon sessions there (inctuding the
Gata Ackner 30th Birthday Bash in October), and wene presented, by Chuck
'n friends with a token of his esteem (a token), a Chuck E, Buck [send
more!), and'a self-inflating, self-plugging ballsen wirich Anni promptly
christened "Smedley”. We hope, Aincidentally, to institute Chuck's cun-
rency into official US usage sometime in mid-tenm, ox when the moon’s
next blue phase occuns.

ALL in all, a productive day. We're comvinced now, mone than evenr,
that Chuck <is Oun Mouse (Rat?)! His Buas Bunny-£ike voice, his obscene
plastic tail, his computer and monitor scneens, and especially the fact
that ANVONE CAN BE CHUCK {nside the codtume, JUST AS ANYONE CAN BE
PAPOON BEHIND THE BAG—all make him the perfect mice-pres.-cand. Up,
Chuck{

We hope o explore mone of Chuck's Life fon you as these reports
progress funther, including the only-just-revealed secrets of Chuck's
cousdin Jack E. Lalane and his Comedy Health Spa. But for now, we'd
Like 2o Leave you with the only Campoon contribution from anyone othen
than ounselves this month. VYes, the old Poons Fanm people are at it
again, and they sent us this Little bit, which they call

MORE FROM PORN'S FOAM

Last week Poons Farm introduced you to two new words: "snoo" (the
female bootie) and "boigle" (the male bootie). These were accepted in-
to the party platform with enthusiasm as new super safeguards againsc
the conspiracy of ommipotence. But did you know that they can be used
as verbs as well? (e.g., to "boigle 2 snoca" or to "snoo a boigle™)

So this week, we'd like to introduce two more words in the new lang-
uage: (1) "DROOGLE" (to articulate a bootie with the hand), and (2)
"SNOOGLE" (the same but with the more oral parts of the body). Also,
"snoogle" can be used intransitively, as in, "wanna snoogle", for mu~
tual snoogling activities.

We could form a third word, "stroogle", meaning a combination of the
first two, but we must consider that the reason we have only a finite
number of words in our lacguage 1s the same reason we have only a fi-
nite humber of laws: that is, beyond the twilight zone they simply
don't exist. So get out there and vote and together ve can make this
thing a reality or whatever you call it!




o oy, Lcence Lo MManipalate

Can you give me a few tips on how to break into the advice column
business? It looks like a pretty cushy gig that I might have an apti-
tude for. I really appreciate it. Thanks.

- Just a Guy from Joliet
Dear Guy,

The recent trend in advice is to specialize. If your field of ex-
pertise is agriculture, submit a few samples to magazines like HOOSIER
FARMER or ORGANIC GARDENING. Perhaps you've been in prison. There are
a number of prison newspapers and newsletters you could write for. The
teenaged market is fairly saturated what with 16, TIGER BEAT, etc. but
there's always room for another. Teenagers have more problems and few-
er personal resources to solve them with and once you have a good back-
log of answers, you'll notice a lot of similarity that makes repeats
Justified.

Find and editor and publisher you can get along with. It will be
years before you get into syndication and they are the ones who will
give you a good start.

Common sense is useful and should prevail over the urge to tell ad-
vice seekers to take a hike. When you're stumped on something, use
"Seek profesjonal help” as a last resort. Don't look for resuits. Of-
ten people just want to hear that what they've been contemplating doing
is the best thing. A good rule of thumb is that the more question
marks you see, the less the person really knows how to proceed although
there are exceptions. Steer clear of issues too large to deal with in
a couple of paragraphs and situations too intricate to be unravelled
without a computer. And never answer any letter with accompanying

raphs.

I If the advice seeker is only peripherally invelved in a problem of
less magnitude than a felony, tell hir to keep hir nose out of it.
Don't ever give advice if it isn't asked of you. There are no hard and
fast rules so disregard any or all of the preceding as you see fit.
Good Tuck interlaper. - CoopP

THE QUOTE-PULLING PLOY

Julian Ross

Hvaen't you often wondered about those favorable quotes by reviewers
in the movie ads, especially when a respected reviewer calls a turkey
"one of the year's best"? .

Well, this is often done though the use of careful editing. The
following examples should give you an idea how it's accomplished. The
adited version follows the original.

"If gross and gratuitous sex and violence were the director's goal,
'Headchoppers' is a supreme success. If yOu cover your eyes and ears,
the acting is good. The story is so sick, it's unforgettable."'—

Winston Smith, The New York Bugle
"...a supreme success...the acting is good. The stoay is...unfor-

gettable.”—Winston Smith, The New York Bugle
'"They bill this Film as a laugh riot, but it plays like a dirge. |If
the writer has insightful ideas, | couldn't find any evidence. The plot

is old-fashioned, and the spirit (or lack of) never emulates the comedy
classics.''—Pangborn Purcell, San Francisco Gazetts

"...a taugh rio%, but it plags inscg ideas. The plot is
obd-fashioned, and...emulates the comedy classics."—Pangborn Purcell,
San Francisco Gazette

"This reviewer found 'Nirvana's Gateway' to be 3 $37 million extra-
vaganza, nothing more. Sure, there's beautiful scenery, but 'The Wild-
erness Family' had that. Due to economic conditions, they won't pro-
duce another film like it. So see it now, before it disappears.’'—

Samantha Billingsley, The Pacific Monthl

"...a $37 million extravaganza. . .beautiful sceneny...they won't pro-
duce another {ilm Like it. S0 see it now.”—Samantha Billingsley, The
Pacific Monthly

Kung fu movies are a dime a dozen, but 'Bones Cracking' is an ex-
ception. It's worth about 1/100th of a penny, and makes Bruce Lee
flucks ook tike 'Citizen Kane'. The color cinematography is excellent
if you like blue faces and squinting at somber interior scenes.''—J.
Bob Frisket, New East

"Kung fu movies are a dime a dozen, but 'Bones Cracking' is an ex-~
ception. (Al fook Like 'Citizen Kane'. The colon cinematography i
excellent. . .somber intenion scenes.”—J. Bob Frisket, New East

""'Asteroid Adventures' is not much of a contender in the space-opera
ticket frenzy of late. The leading lady tries vainly tobe the next Bo
Derek, and our hero acts like Sean Connery in traction. A real genre
movie of the mid-fifties sci-fi variety, but not as much fun.''—Jeannie
Ray McCorkle, Boston Tribune Register .

"...a contenden in the space-opera ticket grenzy...The Leading Lady
(may) be the next Bo Denck, and our heno acts Like Sean Connery...A
real gemre movie...much fun."——Jeannie Ray McCorkle, Boston Tribune
Register

"Since we get only ten new movies a year here, this one has to be
one of the ten bast. It's sexist, now sexy; inane instead of madcap;
salacious where it should be sensitive. My kids cheered, because |
left them home. | Tike a film of quality and style; this isn't even
close.''—Rodger Fisher, Salt Lick Creek (ldaho) Chronicle .

"...has to be one of Che Len Deaf...sexy...madedp...sensitive. My
kids cheered...a {ilm of quality and style."—Rodger Fisher, Salt Lick
Creek (idsho) Chronicle

"This erudite motion picture says a lot, but communicates almost
nothing. Muddled, intellectual dialogue bogs down the otherwise fine
plotting. It's a shame that a better director would not be found for
this property because the premise is exciting. The skilled executiqn
required just isn't there.''-~David Wingate Mullins, Dallas Metropolis

"This erudite motion picture says a £ot...intelfectual diai que. . .a
betten dinector ceould not be found...the premise 48 exciting...skilled
execution.”—David Wingate Myl! ins, Dallas Metropolis

/.

WITH US, ) SPIRITY-SHE'U Be grck i~ #2

NeVeR FRET- T 2immERMALS WRITINe 1S STILL

ATTACK OF THE
CONSERVATIVES by (ihe Gunderloy

Bi there. The name is Unk. Somé of you long-time readets may re-
member a story written by one of my descendants that ran in IJ a while
ack. Of course, the boy got his facts all mixed up. Don't know what
they're teaching you kids in witch-doctor school today.

Now before I get down to the point of this article,
about my long life.

YOUNG

let me tell you
If I don't, none of you will pay any attention to
what I say. That's why I don't offer wy advice to world leaders any
more. The minute I step out of my cave I'm surrounded by reporters,
all asking '"Mr. Unk, what's the secret of your extraordinarily long
1ife?" Well, the secret is brussels sprouts daquiris. R

Look, you know how you open your morning paper and there's always an
article about caffeine causing cancer or saccharine killing rats or
cholesterol clogging your heart? Did you ever see one of those arti-
cles about brussels sprouts daquiris? Nope, never. I rest my case.

But anyway, that's not why I'm here. I just got sick and tired of
all this nonsense I keep hearing about "new wave” this and "revolu-
tionary” that. Let's face it, kids, you're really all just trying to
g0 back to the old days. You 8guys are scared of the present and want
to go forward into the past.

Take all these new religions. Neo-Pagans are consciously trying to
recreate the past. Those crazy Discordians are worshipping Eris, who's
had her face lifted so many times she's swallowed her chin. Even this
"Bab" Dobbs fellow has tacked his own ideas om to the ancient Judeo=
Christian base.

Or what about drugs? Alcohol {s out; peyote and psilocybin and ma-
rijuana are i{n. Shucks, we had pot when I was knee~high to a dinosaur,
but alcohol doesn't grow on trees. Some genius had to invent fermen-
tation before we could go out and get drunk. It was much appreciated
at the time, but now? No way.

And these nutty ideas you've got about politics really bother nma.
Libertarians, bah! My older brother was a Libertarian before it was
invented. He used to hit me over the head with his club and take my
dinner. So don't give me any of this crap about "the rights of man"
and "rapacity fo the state”. 1I've been there. It sure was nice when
govermment was invented and Blort (my brother) got ten—to-twenty for
brandishing a club in public. -

I could go on, mention this back-to-the-land craze, and vegetarian-
1sm (you didn't vait 10 million years for meat to evolve) and tribal-
ism and science fiction (we called them ‘tall tales’)«-but why bother?
One thing we've got in commone--none of us takes anyone's word for any-
thing. I'm wasting my breath.

Just don't complain to me when you succeed in collapsing civiliza-
tion by your neglect and gat to work at nostalgia instead of playing

ac it  "DON'TEVER, don’t ever stopl” cried Jenay as

DOES NOT GO OVER IN PEORIA -
- by Gerry Relith

It was a dark and stormy night during my quest~—in convoluted,
tritely self-referential sentence structure—throush the Land of Meta-
phor. "You won't win any awards,"” said a voice, "for cutesy passages
through the Arch of Introduction."

I looked around, and the voice, fading, added, “Besides, the Contest

is Over.®
"Until next year!* shouted, shaking my fist. But my voice failed
to carry, muffled by the underbrush of Obscure Reference. Frustrated,

I resclved to quite right then and there, but the mosquitos (symboliz-
ing irritation) began to bite, providing me with incentive for a olunge
through the brambles and pine branches common in the Forest of Words,
Besides, had ! not undertaken this quest for my lady-love? ! wore her
colors, and no knight was I should mere loss of direction cause me to
throw up my hands in disgust and go home and back to bed.

This time it seemed as if I'd internalized the aforementioned under-
brush for good, but this wouldn't stop me either, although 1t promised
to stop many others.

Before long I'd been stopped again, but this time because I had
caught a glimpse of light. It faded quickly, proving once more that
science is no help in providing materialist explanations—prosaic, as
in swamp gas—for will-0'-the-wisps, Faery 1ights, which I resolved to
track down and bring back dead or alive. I tripped over the under-
brush, and fell face first into the mud, recalling the time when Sam—
or was it Frodo?—did the same thing, well, it was after Boromir got
killed, anyway, and there were ghosts and visions under the murk, pro-
bably 1ike the old o011 & tar pits that dinosaurs are reputed to have
fallen into.

There were ghosts here, too, and it smelled, even though I was
drowning and shouldn't, by right, have been able to detect this, ap-
propriately decayed. "If you don® get uo out of the mud pretty guick-
1y," said one of the spirits, "you're going to be dead."”

"Bluh buh bimmah blunhha," I gurgled, trying to say, “Just a littje
longer.” Now the mud was in my lungs for sure, and as ! grew dizzy
from Jack of oxygen my pleasure grew. I saw fantastic visions, danger-
ous things because they make you want to stay and drown - just a Tittie

Tonger. But wait...someone had dragged me out! I was staring up at
the night sky, symbol of regretted redemption.

_gn ancient man slapped me. "I am the 0ld Wise Man in The Story," he
sai

"So what else is new?"
"You're making me wince, you jerk, and for
The world is cruel, I decided,

that I passed out. “And most lies

ing a fim grasp of the obvious.*

that you must pay."
as he kicked me in the head so hard

are ripoffs,” he added, “reuresent-19



3-D ASTRAL TEENAGE LOVE
by Rama Lama

I drive an intergalactic chopper

That's teenage light years from my home

And you're a big green hunk of protoplasm

With a shiny plastic dome

But you're the cutest hunk of space chick

That this mutant has ever seen

So why don't we hop right in my saucer, baby

We're gonna buzz by Saturn's rings

(Chorus)

And cruise the strip in the stars

Stop at the zoom-in behind Mars

Park on a quasar for a kiss

I'm tellin' you baby

This 3-D astral teenage love is bliss...
it can't miss

Down at West Pluto Junior High School
Where they feed me learning pills

I cut my early morning brain drain

I parked my hydro in the hills

And then I time-warped into deep space
In an old ship that I stole

And 1 met you at a mind swap, honey
Beneath's Orion's hole

(Chorus)

Well now you know that they won't accept us
Because you're different than me
But I don't care how many eyes you got what

Or if your face looks 1ike a tree

THE SNAIL COMES TO THE FLATLANDS
by June Sylvester
at the first polite mention
there may be a guest in the flatlands
comes a muffied yawn
open mouth behind the hand

the snail comes

makes irridescent paths
disturbs the dust
Teaves sticky glitter
signs on walls

the snail trails

through weeds

up houses

over steps

boundaries

where he leaves his mark

crawling through March

he wants to quit

carrying the curled fist

the circular argument on his back-

the snail finishes last in the flatlands

after miles of graffetti
he inches to the edge
searches for a quarry
to bait fish

is it Doc

HOW TO TELL IF YOU'RE ALIVE
by June Sylvester

check a mirror
pinch yourself

do you feel?
finger a pulse
listen for the beat

are you breathing?
smoke a cigarette
repeat a line

I am in my body
get a grip on yourself
dop't Tet go

hold your own
make a leap
land on your own two feet

whistle a happy tune
did you hear anything?

knock

knack
hello?
hello?
hell
o is anybody
home?

THE CIA WAS EATING BEANS

tune: Modemoiselle from Armentieres

Tuli Kupferhe

New York (UPI)—. . . “For instance Technical Service:

- Cause you're the only conscious being
In the universe that I love
And if they try to split our frequency
I'm gonna put on my energy glove

(Chorus)

I DON'T HAVE THOSE PARTS
by Dana A. Snow
I have all my other parts including my
belly button
But just beneath it, there's absolutely
nuttin’'.

Division [of the CIA| has developed an invisible itchin.
powder that drives its victims wild for about three
days,” he said. "My agents used a lot of it. They wen
to leftist meetings and sprinkled it on the seats of

toilets. . . . —Toronto Star, July 7, 1975
;f?p

by John Levin
the symptoms are all there I'm afraid

short vision

the thwarted desire to impose your will
the chuckling racism

the good-natured cruelty

the arrogance & conceit

the submissiveness to authority

the love or ritual & group

the lack of humor & flexibility

it's called Himmler's disease

The CIA was eating beans, parlez vous?
The CIA was eating beans, parlez vous? |
The CIA was eating beons

And put some itchy in your jeans

Hinky stinky parlez vous.

The CIA was killing Che, parlez vous?

1 0 :
T wanted to complain to God so I called Y3 111808 fo feolate you for a while 0\ U0l iling Che, porles vous? Pt
He was sympathetic ugut sgid "Not now; for your baseball cap The ClAb w‘? k.'.lil""g C:B volier ;
’maybe later." television is out . Lumumba, Tryjillo and Du
may spring water & fruit only Hinky stinky CIA.

S0

yo
no

by Dana A. Snow

return my calls)

I am 29 now! Okay,
For a change I wil

I changed the reco
You'd get official
I know time takes

So now I always te

“I'LL BE 29 ‘TIL I DIE"
(written for a lady who didn't

SoTe people wonder why my age I always fake.
It's not worth getting older just for a

rry no radio or telephone

may I have your driver's license

u'1l be walking
diversions or scapegoating

upon you.

ANOTHER SONG ABOUT GEORGIA

by Kerry Wendell Thornley

Have ya got enough time to stop and give me a ride?
Are you free enough sol so's I won't have ta hide?
And are ya goin' to Tifton, Georgia?

Or are you goin' to Scarbrough Faire?

Oh are ya goin' to Tifton, Georgia?

And where will we wander on our way there?
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piece of cake e B
that's not quite true. 25y
1 confess. Okay, I'm 22, QoY
rds so if in my past & _‘:‘;2
you delve (34
papers that say that v
I am twelve g3
its toll & it changes ]

per day
11 the folks I was
born yesterday.

The CIA was beating me, parlez vous?

3
The CIA was cheating you, parlez vous?z;‘s\

. The CIA was eating Jew

I1dWIS AV NOILVIJIUddY L1dY

the eyes of your own personal Texas will be Arab and Commie and Kikiyu

Hinky stinky parlez vous.

The CIA was awful meon, parlez vous? 5

The CIA was off its bean, parlez vous?

The CIA was quite obscene '
Today . . . Today . . . Today the Congress raised
Hinky stinky USA. its pay.

Poekry!

OF HEAVIER METTLE

by Maiden Jappan
Very funny, Candi, what you said
about if I were to write a heavy
metal poem, I'd be Iron Maiden Jappan.
Elayne laughed a lot; I just bore it.
HELP SWAT SWAZ HUMOR!

LIFE TOO by Maiden Jappan
Life is rough enough without
getting poetry involved in it.

Sure, Sally—
call me anytime
so good to hear you

so far away
Jay Dougherty



» .

Sayz-U! (Getters)

(Okay, Lot's stant by eleaning things up once and gor all...)
Dear Elayne and Folks,
BARS THAN THIS, or YOU CAN'T FIRE ME

I'VE BEEN KICKED QUT OF BETTER
éAegI;é or 1 WOULDN'T CONSIDER BEING A MEMBER OF ANY CLUB THAT WOULD

Until T received #22 I thought of myself as an all-around genial
character and one of IJ's Big Boosters. Imagine my surprise. Turns
out I'm a slanderer, an egotist, a generational chauvanist and a few
other unmentionables. Over what, I'm only beginning to understand.

You see, I've been chronically between jobs since age 16. That “"NYU
office™ is a shared desk. By the time this is published I'11 be off
salary again. I never considered this a sensitive point, most espe-
cially because the 60s Generation seems to be under attack precisaly
for giving up the revolution in favor of a resume. Second, until I
moved in with the woman I later married, I lived at home in a mid-I11i-
nois climate more culturally arid than the mytholegical Joisey. Big
deal. Most journalists, presuming you couldget them interested in 13,
would make a quick phone call. 1! did a taped interview (was a half-
hour too short? I don't live in NYC, only stop by once a month to do
some fast business) because I thought, and by the way still think, that
1J is fascinating, loaded with good stuff and interesting writers,
worth encouraging, etc. etc., and that the editor would be Tikewise.
Which I still think also. I[f I misunderstood office temp and momentary
unemployment to be something else, if 1t never occurred to me that 1{v-
ing you-know-where is a private matter, mea culpa. Should ! apologize,
5?0’ fgr referring to Elayne’s Fan Noose column as the Source of Zine

sdom

Never mind, and forget the gratuitous thank-yous.
the piece for gratitude or popularity,
I've published magazines since 1967 and I genuinely appreciate the new
publications. By no means all I intended to say got printed: the ar-
ticle was cut 40% for space, and edited for print at the last minute
while I was out of the country. Even if it had not been chopped, the
nature of things is that categories get condensed, people get charac-
terized or caricatured. So far, pecple (or publishers/editors of the
magazines) mentioned run in favor, including Jay Kinney, Jim Wheat,

Ace Backwords of TWISTED IMAGE, and 1Js own Candi Strecker., Beyond
personalities, I haven't received any substantive criticism. If I'm
wreng, then you (all you IJ readers out there) please write in and ar-
gue about the general character of the new publicaticns.

Another editorial point. Not even Woody Allen (as far as ! know)
gets to look at drafts of articles about him and his work, Nobody gets
to pick the quotatfons used, and even I don't get to pick the ullustra-
tions. [ don't even begrudge your grudges, because nobody (including
me) 1is written about Just as they would choose. While I'm on the sub-
Jject, John Crawford’s response positively stuns me. My comments were
85% positive, and I kept in as much as I could after the drastic cut.

I didn't consciously censor anything, I didn't (and don't) lay any
wreaths to the New Left that I could see. Wha...? Anni Ackner, the
real comparison to you would be Dorothy Parker, of course, but today'’s
reader is likely to recognize only Fran Lebowitz, besides which the
comparison is in your favor. Look at the article again, folks. “AT1
of you sound Tike real bright, creative, interesting characters rising
to the occasion of Hard Times.

PS #1: Back in '67 I was publishing Radical America by picking uo
the paper fn my VN (a couple trips), getting the issues printed single-
sheet, collating about 72,000 sheets with the help of drunk or stoned
comrades, stapling and mailing out the copies...every two months, in
addition to soliciting articles, editing covy and raising $5...and I
managed with some help to also publish Radical America Komics, a few
poetry bocks, etc. We had a good influence until the era died. Never,
NEVER did I get a write-up, in spite of the fact that I began reviewing
other cultural mags for the national and local press in '69, connecting
{or trying to connect) situationist, surrealtst and SciF1 zines with
people who should hear about them. Later on in the '70s, I published
Cultural Correspondence to discuss a wide range of popular culture {s-
sues that 1J among others has subsequently found interesting/important.
The biggest notice I ever received was a 50-word rave from R.Crumb in
the Co-Ev Quarterly. Not even the new generation of zines, IJ includ-
ed, Rad anything to say until I had planned to fold and the Spring '82
Radical Humor Festival planning began. Did IJ ever mention our Cata-
logue, or Treveling Humor Show, etc. stc.? Or seriously review the
Radical Humor documents in the new CC? Just asking.

PS #2: Speaking for myself and my own past mistakes, one of the
Stupidest was to share for awhile the generational insularity of the
1960s. Since then, I've spent a lot of my time with ancient radicals,
80 or older, who have spent their time distributing and writing for
papers in Polish, Finnish, Yiddish and a dozen other languages from
Chicago, Cleveland, Detroit and New York. They give me hope that
things change, but new rebels keep coming on. They're sorry they
didn't know about me 15 years ago. I don't plan to make the same
mistake. Anybody out there foolish enough to send me their publica-
tions, I'11 be writing about them as opportunity affords. Anybody
interested in fielding a local version of our radical humor art show,
or contributing art to it, or otherwise satirically inclined toward
the miserable existing social system—lock for Cultural Correspondence,
and be in touch. PAUL BUHLE/CC

c/o Dorrwar Bookstore

1073 Hope Street

Providence, RI 02906
(T hope this fetten and nespomse can now set the recond strnaight ne
INSIDE JOKE and Paul’s anticle in the VILLAGE VOICE: - Paul, the main
point "Kid” Sieve unfortunately daifed to make was that we D0 thank
you for the mention of INSIDE JOKE, despite the fact that wez were ail
a bit upset at the chanacter defamation, which we ecnsidered to be un-

I didn't write
or for the money, but because

(e Some Oam&efxmt‘p.b -HAPPY READMs

o Sy

Twis Lerer Gluyy Comrivves TR Over Four Paces

and imnelevant to your diécugaizzygg zineaih Sad to gaz, Zhe
en  inimitably confused writing 2, put the swine befone
the peart, as it were. The thanks are Adincene, even though we realize
well emough that wou didn't write the article for that reason, But
haven't you trapped us a bif, here? How can we aincaaqty zhanh’ycu
and in ourselves now if you've already dammed us in your dixal
PS by 1) taking out your "bad Luck" on "anonymity? on whatever you
uant Lo call your tuials when you were publishing in the 605 ON US,
and 2| patronizing us as if we're all ungrateful ddmpering brats who
don't deserve even a nod, as companed to youn extensive credentials,
which we never debated anyway? How can you dismiss heartfelt grati-
fude, however convoluded, and then go on to imply that we don’t knew
how to be grateful and we should be? That's not realfy fain. . .Whethen
on not being jobless is comsidened a "semsitive point™ ox not was NOT
REALLY THE ISSUE, a4 we took humbrzge ONLY at the gact that it ) NOoT
TRUE, not whether on not it was {lattening! Paul, if the tuth welt
out, 1 think the portrait you painted of me personally was the nicest
I've ever received. I'd Love 2o be portraved as a counter-cultune
Leader on whatever, IF I WERE ONE. But I'm not, The pfain old gact
of the matten is that T wonk 9-5 and Live wiZh my dolhs fox the next
couple months in Less than comfontable auangement. 1t wasn't the aay
your portrait made me Look~—T1 don't cane fon putting on appearances
anyway~—it was that it WASN'T TRUE, and that's what bethered me. As
fon Living at "home”, T can understand most people not believing that
20 be a Luability per se—it's just that a Lot of shit has been hap-
pening in that particularn area, and it's a sone spot with me now. 1
apofogize fon taking that out on you...No, a half-hour was Longen than
any interview I've ever gotten, and it was mostly wondenful! 1t was »
deginitely not "too shont”, and your effonts are apgmeciazzd...Hoq can
you compare Lerming Fan Ngose "the Source of Line Wisdom" to talhing
about my pewvsonal Life? We're getting a bit apples § onanges now. The
remanks about my personal situation you umote AS IF THEY WERE FACTS,
wherens youn nemank about Fan Noose was WRITTEN AS AN OBVIOUS OPINION,
and a very nice one, but nonetheless a subjective Judgment. One cannot
agree non disagnee with a statement presented as fact, since it is

Zaken fon granted that said statement is true. 1 have no night to ne-
fute an opinion, but 1 have an obligation to set the facts about my own
Lige strnight, don't 17...Also for whatever record, 1 have no intention
0f Lrying 2o get ANYONE "intenested in 1J" 4n Zenms of publicity, which
I've never really sought. 1'm veny content with obscurity and anonmi -
2y, and while T admit T would Like to be well-knoum someday, T wouldn'z
Like the cause of that {ame Lo be INSIDE JOKE, which is more cn Less a
separate entily grom myself. 17 is something 1 and athzna'da_gqa fun,
and T just can't take it senicusdy enough 2o see it as a significant
Literany accomplishment on whatever. 1'm happy if othens might, but

for me, {2's just something 1 Like to do...I knew the anticle was cut;
4n fact, 1 2oid you 1 knew that when you i{nformed me of that possibili-
ty! And again, as 1'm not a publicity-seeker for 1J, it neally doesn’t
matter. The stugf that was in W about 1J was more than enough publi-
city-wise... "Another editondial point" conceded; “Kid* was way out of
Line with that remark, but as 1 don't censon, it regnettably got typed
it anyway by "Maiden”...1 try very hard to publicize everything that
catehes my eye, especially comedy, especially radical camedg—-qy favon-
ite—but 1 never even saw the Catafogue you menticn, and this 48 the
§énst T've heard about™a Traveling Humor Show. 1 can't even review
anything in the new CC, which 1 have been plugaing anyuzy gon the past
couple 1Js, because THEY HAVEN'T SENT ME AN ISSUE VET, thch.yau t@&nh
Zthey would as 1'd wmitten something that got in it—zthen again, skip
that point, 1 don't send my contributors §ree copies e&thzm.:.l have

not aluays been as good at netwonking as I'm getting; but I implore you
and othens, IF YOU HAVE SOMETHING YOU WANT PUBLICIZED, PLEASE TELL ME
AND I'LL GLADLY D0 SO, a4 much as space permits. 1 can't aluays go

into everything at Length, as you yourself well know, but I'8L oy my
best.. Again, 2o neiterate: 1J's Mogfinial® pesition on the article

48 that everything said about 1J ums very nice, and we take no ofdense
at those mentions. John'3 opinions on his wonk 1 can’t speak fon, you
WiLL have to ask him. Anni saya that the point she was truing to make
wed not that the companison was undavorable—she hnew how wou meant it
—but that she DOESN'T LIKE CCMPARISONS AT ALL. Comparisons tend to
pigeonhole and categonize, and we're all pretiy much anti-category

herne. THE ONLY THING THAT BOTHERS ME ABOUT THE VILLAGE VOTCE ARTICLE
WAS THE WAY CERTAIN "PERSONAL™ FACTS ABOUT ME WERE PRESENTEY. Thu{'é
£it. Evenything else, almost, wns wondenful, reallu. Let's cut this
oat, already! Hey, mutants, we're all in this Zogether, and if we

don'? stich with each other, we'll come unglued! I'm ternibly sonry,
Paul, bul you can’z get out of this “club" yet; you're still one of

our "Big Boosters”, in my opinion, and you're still a nice person, and
we sLLLL need each other! The things wou did at which we tock offense
we now understand to be unintentional, and how can anyone be blamed §ox
something they didn't mean? Um, mea culpa? Welcome once more!) -

(Uh, we also jound, en, the Letter that we fafhed about misplacing Last
month, {rom Mcke Gunderloy, so0 hexe's Last month's and also his Letten
for this month...}

28-May-83 23+5,5,23+50+(2x5)

Dear Elayne,

Having received the latest IJ and turned immediately (as is my wont)
to the letter column to see my own words immortalized in print, [ feel
I should perhaps clarify my stand just a bit. I realize that [ cave
permission to cut my letter, and even encouraged you to do so, but I
had not expected that you would do so just by skipping a whole line
while typing (ED: Oops.}, thus Teading your readers to believe that I
am even more incoherent than is in fact the case. Fortunately, | kept
a carbon of my letter, so I was able to convince myself that my memory
had ineed not turned into a pile of tapioca pudduing in relatively
short order.

That bit of business aside, let me say how much I enjoyed this issue
of 1J, even if everyone else has said the same thing. find it diffi-
cult to pick a favorite piece since so many of your captive writers

seem to be writing at the very pinnacle of their creativity and funny-
ress (there must be some better synonym for “funnyness” but I don't :Z I



mant to lose the tempo of my typing by looking tt up), but if I absp-
Tutely must commit myself I suppose I'11 throw my vote to Gerry Reith's
wonderful stream-of-subconsciousness account of the primal fears of mo-
dern life, as such is the stuff which doctoral theses are made of: ({\p-
ropos of the above sentence, let me note just how insidiously addictive
Anni's writing style can be when one is constantly exposed to it.)

Speaking of Anni, while I am at the moment gqﬂt)" of viclating per-
haps five or six of her ten rules for being a citilized person, I still
wish to propose another guideiine for the civilized person: The civil-
ized person does not attempt to read a map while driving to an area
where he/she has not been before, unless he/she is a professional driv-
er and tratned for that sort of thing. The Not-civilized person who
disregards this suggestion is 1iable to be rear-ended by someone who
knows how to drive.” But this may be more in the nature of a personal
complaint than a full-fledged rule of conduct.

The Alien in Roldo's continuing story is starting to remind me of
Cheech Wizard crossed with Kerry Thorniey and Monty Python, but I sus-
pect that this is merely due to the ridiculously low level of dange!"ous
drugs in my system of late. Still, I hope you and he know what you're
doing, since I understand that peddling TRVTH without a license can be
quite a serious crime in many parts of the country these days.

It would be a good idea to issue rubber gloves, overshoes, gas
masks and protective goggles for the impromptu tours of Kerry's mind
presented in Quent Wimpel Notes. Taking this stuff seriously is likely
to Tead one on a one-way trip to Chapel Perilous, complete with rubber
spiders, symbolic hangings, self-doubt, locked exits, and the obliga-
tory buckets of pus. Don't claim I didn't warn you.

Well, I'd love to say and chat, but if [ do I'11 never make your
deadline, 0 Slavedriver (ED: heh, heh...), so until we bleat again...

Five Tons of Flaz, MIKE GUNDERLOY

41 Lawrence Street
Medford, MA 02155
2 July 83 - Dear Elayne,

I constdered writing a thank-you note to the VILLAGE VICE and Payl
Buhle. After all, I didn't know before reading That Article that I was
involved in "post-apocalyptic collage” or “the dialectics of desire” or
even "fashioning the images of revolt®. I thought I just published for
fun. But then, I'm not a New York pseudo-intellectual, thank "Bob".

Anyhow, with that out of the way, let me congratulate you on one of
the best {ssues of IJ I've yet seen. Somehow it all seemed to gel to-
gether this time (and I didn't even write any of it!). My nod for Top
of the issue goes to BUNNIES FROM HELL, a nice 1ittle piece of Love-
craftian pastiche. The layout interfered with this, thout, since this
sort of story is supposed to draw the reader along through the last few
paragraphs in a sort of breathless rush, until he/she comes up against
the final sentence of Eldritch Horror. Having to stand on your head to
finish the piece interfered with this Just a bit. (ED: T agree, and
apofogize dor this, but it wouldn'z 4t any other way, § T don'? cut.)

Kudos to Gerry, Annf, and Ji11 for their respective piecas as well.
Quite a stable of Staff Writers you've got there; you may have to start
rationing their pages if this trend keeps up.

As for Everything Else, what can [ say that won't just smack of per-
fuming the 1ily or gilding refined gold? Keep up the good work, folks.
Besides, if I keep this letter short, perhaps it will all make it
into the letter column.

) Hitch your wagon to a Bar, MIKE GUNDERLOY {address above)
TO: tEiayne & Co.

"You're a manize, and you know that!"—Bill Murray

This is my fmmediate reaction to Poetry. Much improved to my de-
Tite. You couldn't even see the paste-up lines (I was disappointed).
{ED: Credit/beame Jilly; ahe pasted up the Poetry Page Last time.)

June Sylvester won the hearts of milifons with "Promises”, though it
may not have been the desired effect. In response to J. Levin's in-
Cestors question, ['d venture to say therein lies theorigins of Downe's
Syndrome; however, I don't feel qualified to comment on the proto-Ju-
dean mating requirements as laid down by the Yawimighty, nor do I feel
such a discussion belongs in this publication, but I always say that.

Robert Paul Reyes was tired, no offense. "Bankers™ was interest‘lng.'

"Bail" was done by Dylan years ago. The others were just plain use-
less. Moss? Humility? I see the cultivation of mushrooms as a more
productive creative outlet for dis pashient. NEXT CAZE, UND TAKE MY
VIFE PLEEAE, Heh Heh! Anni's "That 1J Woman!" worked really well.
It's about time she rechannelled her talent and wrote about something
that related to the rest of the readers, for chrissake. Of course I
can only feel confident making such a searing fliopant critigque be-
cause ['m not Swedish. Hope to see more Stuff by ew t0o...The rest of
last month's ish was nothing short of interesting, as usual...Some day,
you will have a run on back 4ssues, if "we" last long enough.

Can't wait for the questionnaire responses!!'!

This concludes my letter for the self-parody issue:

- NAME WITHHELD -
Dear Elayne,

Great to see someone with something interesting to say about MTV...
on a regular basis at least. Cand{ is doing a fine job; and there are
times these days when I'd rather read about MTV than watch it. Hey,
Candi—any vee-jays you absolutely detast? Mark Goodman gets my vote.
Arrrrrgh.

A typically wonderful column by the ever-iovable Ms. Anni...and I
thank ya for your kind comments. Come to think of it, Anni, your let-
ters are as good as your column. Why am I sounding like I've never
heard from Anni when we're getting married on the 22nd? Oh, well...

A big welcome to Mike Dobbs...I oughta write him a letter...l'd like
to get into radio. Maybe be Nate's understudy.

-..Well, I had to write something to get my 20 cents’ worth! 0Oh,
well.. have fun! BRIAN PEARCE

Box 366

Guilderland Center, NY 12085
(ATTENTION READERS: Please note that Brian's address Listed above is
2 2NEW address fnom the one which has been in 1J previousfy...)

Dear Elayne,

I am, due to the protracted i11ness of Eileen, typing this on an
Alien Typewriter, a peculiar gunmetal and blue anpliance loaned to me
by the sister to whom I no longer speak. I have no way of accounting
for this sudden fit of generosity, short of assuming that she somehow

attemps to convince her that the statute of limitatfons has run out on
my breaking all her Crayons when I was six and she was three, my sister
has a finely honed sense of Justice, and the ability to carry a grudge
past the boundaries of all normal sensibility), and I really don't want
to assume that, both because it gives her credit fora lot more subtlety
than I generally would and me credit for a lot less, but in any event,
I'm grateful. 1 must say that the way in which she presented me with
the thing was fairly characteristic—the day after I carried poor old
Efleen into the repair shop (a traumatic experience for us both), my
sister left the Alien outside my bedroom door with a note that read,
simply, “Please do Stop that godawful whimpering”, This, of course,
was a gross and uncalled-for exaggeration. I was not whimpering,
though I may have let forth with 2 moan or two. It has been said of me
that I have no personality without a typewriter in front of me, a mali-
cious mis-statement of the facts. I do indeed have a personality while
away from a typewriter; it is merely rather wishy-washy, but while it
has been known to pick at its nails and rub its ayes incessantly when
deprived of a keyboard for any length of time, it most assuredly does
not whimper. o

Be that as it may, the Alien and I have reached a sort of armed
truce, and are now getting along reasonably well, all things considered.
I did, as I said, have a certain amount of trouble at the start, before
I got used to {t—the Alien, among other things, has a number 1 and an
exclamation point, neither of which Eileen possesses, and neither of
which I have any intention of using, but which throw its keyboard to-
tally out of alignment as far as I'm concerned, and also has a nasty
habit of taking two leaps ingtead of one when its space bar is de-
pressed, a quirk I'm certain it picked up from my sister, who also has
2 tendency to start erratically when depressed—but now we have settled
down to a compromise: it no Tonger unravels its ribbon at the least

opportune moment, and I no longer drop cigarette ashes into 1ts mechan-
ism and haughtily inform it that it isn't have the machine MY type-
writer is. [ can't in all honesty say that we're overfond of each
other, but we have a working relationship, in much the same way that a
conservative Democrat and a moderate Republican might bury old hatchets
in order to get a mutually advantageous tax bill through the houses of
Congress., The Alien’s name, by the way, is Sprite, a name, I hasten to
add, I did not stick upon it, but which came printed on its margin
board. It doesn't particularly suit it, as the Alien 1s rather stoiid
and squared off for a portable, really about as sprite-like as Rocky
Balboa, but, as my sister has apparently never felt called upon to re-
christen it (Eileen came to me under the uniikely handle "01{vetti
Lettra 22", after all), I don't feel justified in doino so. "The
Alden”, after all, can scarcely be called a name as such—tt's simply

a term of grudging corradeship, Lord knows what it calis me.

But never mind. I'm in a nicely sanouine mood this evening 1n spite
of everything, having survived the Fourth of July weekend by -staving
indoors the entire time with the door Tocked and the atr-conditioner
on, watching movie after movie on Home Box Office (thereby proving a
suspicion I've always harboured about myself, that 1 will watch some~

the Fourth itself, and having just sat through the first American
League All-Star Game victory in eleven years, a laugher of an event
that the AL carried away by the score of 13-3. The All-Star Game in-
terests me even under the worst of circumstances, as I find myself
rooting for especially disliked Red Sox and Orioles and Brewers who are
suddenly, for this one night each year, On My Side, but an American
League win, it goes without saying, is a real prize. I could wish it
was Dave Winfield rather than Fred Lynn who hit the first-ever-in-an-
A‘l'l-Star-Game-grand-siam-home-run, and I could wish the Yankees had

rity contest rather than a measure of ability, Lou Piniella and Jerry
Mumphrey did not even make the ballot), but such nit-picking seems out
of place in this situation. Bestides, were I to wish for anything as
regards baseball, it would be that, 17 years ago, when I was 12 and had
2 hell of a sidearm curve (which I have subsequently lost, the ability
to throw sidearm curves not being of much use in my current tine of
work), women had been allowed to try out for the Yankees. As I can't
have that, everything else is more or less superfluous .

However, I am fylly cognizant of the fact that not everyone reading
this is as fascinated by baseball as am I, while most people—we as-
sume—reading this are fascinated by 1J, so moving along to last
month's issue (was that, or was that not, the most awkward seque ever
devised? Do they give prizes for that sort of thing?), I am now ore-
sented with the problem of trying to pick out one favourite thing out
of a whole batch of favourite things, an uncomfortable situation for
me, as I am so rarely 1n the position of 1iking anything. But Jill
Zimmerman's THE ORCHESTRATION OF FOREPLAY was exquisite, and I do think
JINN AND CATATONIC was one of the better things you've (Elayne) ever
done and Roldo’s TOUGH SUCKS cartoon was marvelous, and Candi Strec-
ker's column made severatl cogent points (Jjust incidentally, and strict-
1y for my own peace of mind, because I've been saying this over and
over again and no one believes me but it's true I can prove it, ABBA
started making videos of their hits back in 1974, had evolved to nicely
plotted and beauttfully shot ones by 1976, which I think puts them in
the forefront of the movement, such as it is. The odd bit about this,
aside from the fact that no one wants to acknowledge it, is that none
of the video programmes—with the occasional exception of HBO's VIDED
JUKEBOX —will air them, and ! often wonder why. MTV hasn't any oualms
about B11ly Joel and Wings. Why boycott ABBA?) and Clay Geerdes was as



'3

riveting as always, and Brian Pearce as much fun, so what's a sour-tem-
pered cynic to do? If 1J keeps up, at this frantic pace I shall have to
switch to the Vi1lage Voice in order to get my requirement of bile and
spleen each month, and that is far too unnerving even to contemplate.

I suppose, however, that I ought to take issue to some damned thing
or another, if only for form's sake, so let me jump on Ken Filar for a
moment, or more precisely, on hit footnotes. While I do agree that it
really isn‘t the purpose of a film reviewer to offer a complete synop-
sis of the fiim he/she happens to be reviewing, I'm not sure about this
business about placing the poor thing in a "larger historical context”,
or stating where it falls in its “cultural milieu”, Undoubtedly this
sort of review has 1ts place—which is probably in Cahiers du Cinema or
somewhere—but for the average person who reads a review looking for
some guidelines as to whether a movie is worth spending $5 to see, and
whether there's anything in it that might frighten hisfher four year
old, I think such information may be a little superfluous. When I read
movie reviews—and I'm an average enough sort of person, exceot for a
few eccentricities in the line of anthromorphosizing typewriters—I'm
very rarely interested in how a particular slapstick comedy, for in-
stance, compares fn style and form to all other slapstfck comedies; I
want to know if the reviewer 1iked it. 0id he/she see it all the way
through? Did 1t make him/her laught? Did he/she come out hummino the
soundtrack? Granted that these are subjective questions (though if you
read enough movie reviews and get to know a critic's style, you can
even work with that after awhile. 1 take it as a given these days that
anything Judith Christ doesn't 1tke 1s probably a work of art, worth
seeing two or three times) but on the other hand so are ones, as Filar
very rightly points out, of historical context. The fact is that any
review 1s subjective, no matter how hard the reviewer tries to keep
his/her objecttvity (and I've been known to knock off a review here and
there myself, so I can attest to this), and {f you're going to be sub-
Jjective anyway I have a hunch that most people would rather have the
critic's opinions on how much fun a film ts, rather than how tmportant.

Oh well, that wasn't so bad, was it? I cught to be able to get
meaner than that...ah, darn it, no I can't. I even liked George Eddy's
cartoon this month, and I'm not just saying that because he wrote such
a nice letter. (By the way, George, you're absolutely right in that
one of the toughest things to do in print is "writing in tongues”,
which is why ['ve always felt it was probably bad policy to do it un-
Tess absolutely necessary. Aside from the fact that it might just be
condescending——the jury s stt1l out on that one—it's next to imoos-
sible to do without coming up with something that sounds like a baq
buriesque comic’'s idea of a foreign accent. [ will say, thouth, since
You asked, that [ never met a Swedish-speaking personwho replacad "w's
with "v"s when attempting English, though a few of them have had trou-
ble with the Amertcan “j* sound, which doesn't exist in Swedish—it's
pronounced as though it were "y*. The best I can say is that most of
the Swedish accents I've run across have sounded rather more 1ike very
careful British-English than anything else and, besides that, have
been a bit breathy and rushed-sounding, particularly on the initial
“th" sound, and altogether not a bit 1ike the nopular “"humorous" con-
ception of a sing-songy, "yumpin' yimini® Swedish accent. Don't know
how you'd get that into a cartoon or story thought—I certainly can't.)
I'm forced to admit that you've got me stumped this time, and I shall
have to slink off and lick my wounds and wait for the next 1J to get
back to my accustomed obnoxious form. Do be reliesved.

Pleased and confusad, ANNI ACKNER

10 Hillside Ava. #8
Englewood, NJ 07631
Hello 1J Readership! .

[ would 1ike to thank Steven Scharff for his kind advice concerning
my comic strips. The only thing I could possibly disagree with is his
idea of propaganda. I don't believe I'm singing the praises of any-
thing myself, merely talking. Besides, I've seen most of the Chick
Publications. They're geared toward frightening the daylights out of
Tost souls and they are also rather nitpickinga. My fear of propaganda
forbids me to say exactly how. If there's anything I want to propa-
gandize, it's the fact that I, like Brian Pearce, draw Micro-Comics.

In the meantime, don't be surprised if Galen doffs his mitre and
speaks on more planetary subjects, 1ike LATE NIGHT WITH DAYID LETTERMAM
and comic strips. I'd 1tke to comment more on these strips, but since
§ don't know which one Elayne will use next month, I'1) wait 'til next

ssue.

SELF-PARODY! That's a new one on me! How does one do it? Near as
I can make out, it involves making fun of one's own literary product,
and acting like oneself. How do you know when you blow your own work
out of proportion? You'll have to forgive me, but I'11 have to give
you two strips of Galen as he always was. I honestly don't know how to
make a mockery of my mouse-angel. I really don't,

See if you can't get Steven Scharff to contribute more in the area
of comic strips. And don't forget to thank him for standfng uo for me,
So long+ Stay high, GEORGE R. EDDY

1156 Panama Rd. SE
Carrollton, OH 44615
Dear Elayne,

Lee Pelton expressed a viewpoint in his latest column which makes me
wonder what branch of fandom he is inhabiting.

Granted, there are fans who become pros; however, in the mainstream
branch of fandom which I {nhabit this is merely something which happens
to some fans and is something about which there is no big fucking deal
made by long-time fans. Pros are not any kind of superfans nor are
they any kind of step beyond fans nor do any but neos 9o ga-ga over
pros. Lee's imputation that prodom is the goal of fans entirely misses
the point of fandom (at least according to most fans who have been ac-
tive in fandom for a while). Fandom and its social interactions is
what interests long-time fans, WKFs, BNFs, SMOFs, what have you. Not
only is prodom larely irrelevant to most of us, so is the Science Fic-
tion which attracted us to fandom in the first place. Sure, most of us
still read the stuff, but it usually is something that is mostly irre-
lTevant to our interests in fandom {and that is why most of us find book
reviews in fanzines to be boring). Most fans are interested in fans

and fandom—were Science Fiction to be no longer written (and some of
us 01d Farts believe that very little real SF has been written for some
time) this would affect fandom very 1ittle as we are more interested in
fans and fandam than in SF as such (socially, that is).

When trufans go to cons they rarely attend programming unless they
are part of same—they go to socialise with old and new friends. When
we talk with pros 1t is usually because they are friends or acquatntan-
ces (and fans)--and then because they are fans first (and pros second).
When I invited Larry Niven to a party it was because I like him as a
person and a fan, not as a pro {even though T like what he writes)=—and
as a return favour for the times when he has invited me to parties at -
his house. Gilliland may be a oro; but, much as I 1ike his SF, I know
him much better as a contributor of i1los and locs to my fanzine and.
as an interesting person with whom to talk (we were once on the same
panel at CHICON).

Withall, Lee writes an interesting column (a window on fandom for
your readers who are not fans); in this one matter he was askew. Pity.

Yours, MARTY CANTOR

5263 Riverton Ave. #1
North Hollywood, CA 91601
Hello all you readers of the "Sayz-U" column,

I am absolutely thrilled to be selected as one of the letters to be
printed in the Self-Parody issue of INSIDE JOKE. I, and all of my 244
words, 9 sentences, and 4 paragraphs will do our best to entertain you
in this brief span before the end of the magazine. Then I'11 go out
for a beer and you can finish reading the issue and go off on your own,

This is the section of myself in which I mean to say something about
the idiocy of Paul Buhle and the Village Voice, however I will keep .
this part short.

.Then, 1in this (somewhat longer) paragraph, I will discuss Just how
much I enjoyed the last issue of I1J (even though I was not a part of
it), mention that it was one of the best {ssues ever, and point out
that I think some writer or other was onerating at the top of his or
her form. I'11 go on to pay tribute to a few other writers, in order
that they not feel left out. Perhaps I'11 even compliment one or two
of the cartoonists.

Now for the closing paragraph we'll start with some inane comment or
other, and gradually seque into a terribly witty remark which will
shi:e with brilliance among the rest.of my letters and punctuation
marks.

And now good-bye, A. LETTER

On the Run from
the Rational Lampoon
Dear tye Che,

The Loompanics reissue of The Rioht to Be Greedy, by “Fer Qurselves",
ts {as yet) the only book-length exposition of what Marxism-Stirnerism
might mean—or as I say in the Preface: "The individualists have only
worshipped their whims; the point, however, is to live them.” I am
sure the anarcho-capitalist publisher will applaud my impertinence by
hereby offering to underseil him...I'1} send the book to [J readers for
$5.00 postpaid. Caveat emptor, Comrades'

Your readers might Tike to know a little more about Gary Warne, the
self-styled “Answer Man", before they send him their money. Warne has
been trying to make money off poseurs since before anybody knew the
word. His previous venture along these lyin's was the Gorilla Grotto,
“an adult play environment®, a pseudo-participatory scam which was ac-
tually run (into the ground) by Warne. 1 tried to work with Warne be-
fore I discovered his manipulative methods, and when the Grotto went
bankrupt I circulated a satirical critioue of 1t (available from me for
SASE). Warne invited me to his going-out-of-business party, and when [
turned up he had his goons mace me and hammer my face into the sidewalk
10 or 12 times. 1 still have scars from this. He also tried (unsuc-
cessfully) to get me busted on drug charges.

The sequel to this story is not, perhaps, surprising; Warne has now
become a liceman—officially this time. Thus any of your readers who
deal with gim should take care not to tell him anything they wouldn't
tell to, say, the National Heroin Hotline.

Play for Keeps, B0B BLACK

2000 Center St. #1314
Berkeley, CA 94704
Deary Layne,

The Anni Ackner v. George Eddy controversy is fun! Same goes for
the Anni Ackner v. Steven Scharff spat and the Anni Ackner v. Ace Back-
word battle currently raging. "Cutesy-pukesy" indeed' I think Anni
should stop being a wallflower and really stand up for what she be-
lieves! But I guess there's no hope of that happening, as she's such a
quiet, reserved sort.

1 rilly 1ike the illustrations done by the person(s) who only sign
their work “M_A.D.A.K.A.". They are just pleasing to look at. (ED: The
perpelraton of this fine ant is Michaefa Duncan of Vancouven, Paitish
Columbia, Canada.) I like the video column and fully agree with Candi's
rules for good rock video. My favorite over-produced video is "White
Wedding", one of the strangest and most entertaining videos I've seen.

As T write this I haven't read Anni's column yet which is strange
because that's what I usually read first. She's my favorite IJ writer
and I'1] have to get around to writing her a prooer fan letter someday
soon. Maybe sometime in the future she'll berate me publicly in the
Tetter column!!! I quiver with pleasure at the very thought of it.

As you probably know from past letters, I usually cringe at anything
that Clay Geerdes writes, draws, says or even thinks, but-surprise!-l
rather liked his reminiscences on hatreuts of the past. I understood a
lot of the things he felt, having, 1ike every other red-blooded all-
American boy, been through the whole stupid thing myself.

1 "Kill for Slack". I think R. Rabbit is gonna be a good addition to

Your Papoonery and FIRESIGNals were very nifty this month, full of
quotes 'n’' gloates, bozos 'n' beaners.

Flood Tuli Kupferberg with praise for his fantastic stick drawing
cartoons, for they are among the best ever to appear in 1J at any time
(he said redundantly over and over a ain). ,

I Tike Mr. Baker's (another Greq.'? ¥WI Clichés, they are crude but
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clever, I must say (Ed Grimly voice).

Qbout‘the Voice article (Ep: By the way, this {s the Last comment io
90 in this time about the W anticfe—T dddn't want to separate this

drom its context—as 1 think '8 all been covered by now. Oops, make
that "second-to-Last comment”, but the diatribe which gollows shontly
I'm not m.uf counting as being in the Lettencod...): although the
writer probab y didn't mean to, Elayne (I'm not mean to Elayne—-she
LIKES ft t@at way! Sorry—I couldn't help it}, he did wind up making
you look kind of...jerky, didn't he? Well what did you really expect
from, of all places, the VOICE, for "Bob"s sake?? Actually, the fault
was probably all yours—you probably didn't wear the right clothes to
the interview. Imagine talking to someone from the Voice without fol-
lowing the hippest trends. Shame on you.

I think your listing in the Jatest STARK FIST is much bettar press.
Speaking of which, what do You know about the announcment of AFTA 4 in
the same FIST? I hope it's true and correct. (ED: You're asking me?
Wrong person—TItve enied "wol§" on AFTA before. Well, BiLL-Dale?)

The Book is quite good, isn't jt?

That's all, GREG BLAIR

R.R. #2
Emporia, KS 66801
Dear Elayne,

I received the copy of INSIDE JOKE you sent me and read ft—at Teast
those parts of it that were legible—with 2 great deal of interest. I
guess it arrived around two weeks ago, but I was out of town until late
last night and I stayed up ti11 nearly thres am, reading with steadily
mounting enthusiasm. | haven't seen any other "zines® yet; my first
inkling that such pubiications existed came with the Voice article. But
after seeing IJ, I find myself wondering why somebody, specifically me,
didn't come up with the idea of creating such mimeographed madness
sooner. (ED: Well, a8 Paul says, many have. We're just among the lat-
est.] I am an aspirirg writer myself (in case you hadn't guessed), and
1 can guess at the kind of frustration, disgust, inspiration and/or
cultural schizopnrenia that led you to create IJ...Anyway, I thought
the May 1J was terrific, especially Anni Ackner's stuff, Roldo's
alien's tirade, Discordian writing and Roldo's Who take-off. I really
am curfous about your zine...I would be interested in contributing, or
even in starting a similar publication of my own...In this homogenized,
pasteurized, polyunsaturated culture we inhabit, I suppose it was only
& matter of time before writers and artists outside the mainstream
started publishing themselves. If the American underground press is
byrgeoning with anything 1ike the fecundity described in the Voice
piece, thgre may be a vast untapped market out there for writers like
me, who, in these lean times, spend the bulk of our spare time wall-
Papering our rooms with rejection slips. (ED: Lots of personat studf
follows in this Letten, some of it including really fascinating views
on the dtate of pro and amateur wuiting zodau,
deparating the personal from the genenal, 1'2f skip ahead...This writer
g0 on Lo Lament about how "it's all been done begonre...")

What, indeed, is left? Miller had his answer: Narcissism. Orwell's
answer was satire. I think they both had something there...The answer,
it would then appear, s narcissism, satire, or some synthesis thereof
—narc1§sistic satire. Satiric narcissism. Having arrived at that
conclusion, I realize that the only time in my writing 1ife I have ever
been quite happy with what | was doing was when | wrote a column for my
college paper, the Connecticut Dail Camous, a column that was both
narcissistic and satiric. Perhaps ¥ ShouTd simply return to that...Al-
though vae never met you, I admire your lack of passivity. You didn't
Just ruminate on the problems !‘'ve described above, you did something
From reading throych 1J, I got the impression that the per-
son behind it had undergone some of the same kinds of tntellectual gy-
rations as I—I could be wrong about this, in which case toss this Tet-
ter anc_l forget you ever read it, assumingy you've read this far...

Again, nice work. I am enclosing a caeck...to help defray your
costs—I consider your work subversive, and therefore valuable...l Took

forward to hearing from you.
Yours sincerely, MICHAEL 7. CALVERT
11 Phillene Or,
L Morwalk. CT 06851 . .
{well, tc wrap it up, that deadfy duo from Benkelfey, TELE TIMES' Bauce

Ouncan and TWISTED IMAGE's "Ace Backwords" aka Pete labniola, are at it
again! Somecne's centainly missing some point here, although 1've got-
Len so confused mysel{ Lately that 1 can'zt quite §igure out who, on

, on where. So 1782 repro the relevant excenpts from "Ace”s Letton
and Bm?,e’a posteand, and then Lot able assistant Amni Acknen take it.)
We-e-e-11,..

My, my, you INSIDE JOKErs certainly are precious about your alleged
writing talents...the Village Voice writes a nice 1i'l plug for IJ and
You guys act like you been raped or something...I don't know what kind
of inflated expectations you guys had about that article, but.] guess it
was a shock to find you weren't instantly welcomed to the back room of
"Elayne's" for witty banter and brandy with Truman Capote, and offers
from The New Yorker and Esquire sti}l aren't pouring in...

Hey Anni Ackner—1I don't hear anyone defending "the process behind"
Paul Buhle's "hard work"...writing is entertaining or it ain't, and I
could care less about giving out "E" for effort...I've been working for
4 years on a book about San Francisco's Tenderloin districtand I've got
boxes of writing, yet I still ain't got thefirst page finished...are
you impressed? '

Sure, IJ may be "over my head", as Elayne sez; I'm just commenting
on what kind of writing I 1ike or don't 1ike, and what steps you, my
dear writers, can take to please me...fair enough? Now, now, watch
yer blood pressure....

As far as I'm concerned, if ! can read it, it's good writing; if I
can't, it's bad...I can't stand Shakespeare, James Joyce, Faulkner
(the absolute worst talentless cretin) so if your writing is Tousy to
me, at least you're in good company...

As for Roldo's alleged threats on my well-being, calm dowr pal, I
didn't mean to imply that you personally were "lame"; just your alleged
"artwork",

9 1 If this letter is a bit shrill, well shit, 1‘v4taken shitloads of
ZoY ’

\

abuse since I started foisting my imagination on an unsuspecting pub-
lic...1t comes with the territory, kiddies...

One more thing, Ms. Ackner—!I never meant to imply that “"the way it
appears to Mr. Backwords”, and the way it actually is, were necessarily
the same thing...I'm not so presumptuous to assume my perception of a
writer's motivation has much to do with what's actuaily floating around
in their grey matter...If you want to take it personally, fine—but
everything I know is wrong (including that statement!) so why go to all
the trouble to point it out? You managed to spell "Backwords® with an
"0" and not an “a", and in the Tong run that's all that really matters.

ACE BACKWORDS
Berkeley Inn Hotel, Room 414
2501 Haste Street
Berkeley, CA 94704
Dear Elayne, )

...It's too bad Anni Ackner got so upset by what Ace said. Writers
sometimes do have to work hard, and then come the comments, good or
bad. Even a bad piece of work may take a lot of labor to produce...
BRUCE DUNCAN
(same address as "Ace”)

WORD WITHOUT END - OH MAN!

I don't know how | get myself into these things, 1 really don't.

| mean, there | was, minding my own business, just writing my little
columns and letters, watching the Yankees, listening to my ABBA re-
cords, enjoying the life of a typical aging hippie semi-retired to a
small community in Northern New Jersey, really bothering no ore, when
all of a sudden here | am in the precarious position of having to de-
fend myseif to a man who hates Shakespeare, James Joyce and Faulkner on
the grounds that he can't understand them (as a matter of fact, I'm not
overwheimed by Faulkner either, but just because there were a couple of
references | missed in ABSOLOM, ABSOLOM! | still wouldn't feel right
condemning the poor man to talentness cretinism because of it). And
this right after I've finally gotten back on speakers with George Eddy.
it isn't fair, | tell you. It simply isn't fair.

But honestly, what's a woman to do? Things are getting out of hand
faster than a cold cake of soap in a hot shower. Someone writes one
Tittle thing, and | write another little thing in answer to It and then
—bingo—all these little things are bent and twisted around and taken
out of context until the whole business resembles the village of Mi Laj
a few hours after Our Side dropped in for breakfast, and there's no
longer any way of telling where the facts lie, or aven if they've got-
ten up and walked away. It's enough to give a person a fair-sized
headache. 1'm as fond of Eris as the next person, but even she took
the weekend off once in awhile.

Let's try to look at this entaglement squarely in Its many faces for
a moment, shall we? Now, to the best of my recollection {which admit=
tedly doesn't extend much beyond who was the featured entertainer on
20/20 two weeks ago), current foofarah all began two lJs ago with a
Tetter from Ace Backwords which said, in part, ".,.tell your writers to
snap outta their lethargy and start writing from their guts instead of

AND NOW, THE REPLY...

- this cutesy-pukesy 'I'm-Just-talkin-off-the-top-of-my-head-so-ft-must-

mean-something' bullshit...when they're really into what they're writ=-
ing it comes out in big chunks of vomit instead of these little spastic.
retches of pseudo-what?..." (All of the previous quotation sic -~ er
than you'll ever be.) 1| tock offense to this, for one reason and ano-
ther, and replied, in effect (as usual, my letter was much tod verbose
to quote verbatim, or even partially, but it was printed.in IJ #22, for
anyone who cares to look it up), that | disliked being lumped together
in even so wonderfy! a group as the [J writers, and that ! didn't think
it fair to imply that we didn't work damned hard at what we do, Just
because it didn't seem that way to Mr. Backwords. It seemed to be at
the time a relatively innocuous answer, not tremendously overblown,
pretty straightforward and all around not bad for ten minutes hunt-and-
pecking, and | more or less forgot about it afterwards, figuring the
subject would never come up again.

And then this letter arrived at the palatial post office box of 1J.

Well, it threwme a little, 1'11 admit. | had to think back, first
of all—something at which | am not good—and figure out how Paul Buhle
worked his way into the conversation (I finally found him in a smallish
quip | made about he and Backwords being the same person because they
had both classed IJ writers as a group rather than as individuals), and
where | had insulted the process behind his writing. {I hadn't. [ had
simply joked about the finished product, not even hinted that he was
lazy about the work that went into it, a fine distinction Mr. Backwords
seems unable to grasp.) 'The nice little plug for 1J" has me stumped
for a minute, since what | read has been a rather misguided attempt at
backhanded complimenting, but | put that down to a difference of opin-
ion, which is certainly permissible. Truman Capote surprised me, as |
didn't remember invoking his name anywhere aleng the line, but what the
hell—1i've always admired his writing and would be pleased to have din-
ner with him sometime, though 1'd rather the Royal Cliffs in Engewood
Cliffs, NJ than the backroom at Elaine's, as their lamp chops are bet-
ter.

The real problem came with this "E for effort" business. | am not
now, nor have | even been, looking for compliments, either on my work
or the way | work, from anyone, and | never said that | was. If you
find my stuff "entertaining'', well, gsood—| love tc entertain pecple or
| wouldn't write for publication. |'d keep a journal and stick it in a
drawer when | was finished for the day—and if you don't, fine, don't
read my column. There's plenty of good stuff in |J without my drivel.
Not all writing appeals to me, and there's no reason on earth why my
writing should appeal to everyone. What | said in my original rebut-
tal, what | said previously in this Tetter, and what | will now say
again is that its' completely unfair to say that writers aren't writing
""from their guts' and are "lethargic" and "not into what they're writ-
ing'' just because you don't happen to care for the finished product. 1}
don't want your "'E's or your approvai or your compliments, and | don't
particularly care what you think. All | ever wanted out of this little
brouhaha was the admission that we are all doing the best we can here,
and writing in the best way we know how.



Listen Ace, try to read my lips. | didn‘t care much for Payl Buhle's
VV piece, but I'm certain he worked very hard at it. | can live with-
out Colleen McCullough, but anybody who can turn out something the
length of THE TMORM BIRDS can hardly be called "lethargic. | think
Norman Mailer is the worst sort of monster, but i'm sure he means every
word of what he writes, and he definitely seems to be "into' it. The
point is that you're most assuredly free to like or dislike anything
you chose, but | don't think it's safe to make comments about the work
that went into the writing, unless you have somehow come up with a way
to prove them. By the way, it does seem to me that anyone who's still
«on the first page of a book after four years ought not to throw the
word ''lethargic'’ around so loosely, but you don't catch me saying any-
thing.

As far as Mr. Duncan goes, | think he missed my point entirely. Of
Course writers have to work hard (not Just sometimes, but all the time,
if they're worth the paper on which they write), and of course there
may be bad comments. This is the wrong business for anyone who can't
take a bit of mud thrown at him/her. However, as you yourself said,
"Even a bad piece of writing may take a lot of labour to produce," and
! was only arguing with Mr. Backwords' failure to acknowledge that very
thing, not with his right to dislike my work.

My lord, and | meant this to be a short Statement, too. But | think
3 couple of points here are at least nominally important. As | under-
stand it, iJ was set up so that a lot of people could have some fun,
get together, and read some new things that might be interesting. As
it stands now, getting caught in the middle of this sort of nonsense,
!'m not having very much fun—and it's almost time for SATURDAY NIGHT
LIVE (the original), too—wefre certainly not getting together in any
sense of the word, and we seem to be misreading each other at every
turn. Criticism, of course, is the spice of life, if it's well
thought-out, reasonable, and in context. An intelligent criticism can
keep me awake nights wondering how | can Improve. Spurious criticism
is merely spurious, and name=calling over a disagreement puts us on the
same leve! as kindergartners and Democratic nominees for President. To
paraphrase the immortal Foghorn Leghorn—1let's bury the hatchet, but
not in each other's heads.

I have to go look at Bill Murray. .

The cutesy-pukesy, ANN! ACKNER
{Whew—please Let's all drop this now, ok? 1 think it’s all been said)

0 0

AN OBJELTIVE LESSON
It's often said among the Church elite that the wost merciful thing

that could happen to the Normals would result if we allowed them to

starve. Even non-Church pundits have asserted strikingly similar doc-
trines, to the effect that to kill these cripples would be doing them a

favor. Well, I had an experience the ocher day that drove home this
point,
"Bog':'.began while I was at work, reading the newly issued "Book", by

I felt a ragging sort of uneasiness that lasted quite a while.

I noticed, and noted, a number of specific sensations; among them, a
wmental analogue of the irritating feeling ome gets during a bout of the
flue, when, late at night and lying on ome side, one breathes through
only ome nostril since the other is all plugged up. Another was the
definite sensation that one eye was asleep, or something, as 1if every-
thing was one~dimensional, as if one of Wy two main personalities had
Jjust gone into a coma or something.

That was {t! I felt unidimensional, flat, and vague.
cne person here!™ I thought, and it hit me 1ike a slap of cold wvater., I
decided that I must be unconscious, that this is what it wust be like
to be a normal person; sort of tired and bored with everything. I no=-
ticed that there was no "internal monologue” at all, and since I usual-
ly have three 8oing on at once, I wondered what had happened.

"A wave of panic swept over me as I did @y exercises to try to "wake
up” again, to re-activate the feedback loop, to come back to conscious-
ness. Nothing helped and the night wore on while I catalogued more and
more disturbing symptoms of Normalcy in myself. ‘ -

Among them, I noticed a general tone, a mode, that swept in and ouc
subtly, like a subtext from the Twilight Zone: the feeling that I was
on automatic pilot, that 1f I didn't thiak about it I'd know what to do
next. Immediately I began thinking about what I should do next, and as
if by magic, I lost all sense of priority. I felt lost, absurd, naked.
Every possible act was equally valuable, and hence equally valueless.
It was terrifying. I decided quickly not to reflect on wmetaphysical
watters, hoping not to imprint my new program with any of the implied
steps that this state of uncongciousness would articulate for me, but
in a flash the whole cascading mess of possible boredoms flooded ay
thoughts, and I cared not one whit for any of the formerly glistening
dialectics and contradictions thatonly yesterday had fascinated me.

Truly something was wrong. I thought for a moment, trying to figure
out where the sleep had begun. I had been listening to the Talking
Heads when I jerked off earlier that evening, looking at drawings in
HEAVY METAL magazine. Perhaps, I wondered, perhaps subliminals are
mote effective in times 1fke those?

Then it struck me that if this was true, I'd have to find a dealer
sometime soon and take a large dose of LSD to wash out all the programs
and start over again. What a bother! 1'd algo have to swear off Eno
and his 11k, which would be tiresome.

But waitr! Drugs! I remembered that I had taken some downs just a
few hours ago! No wonder I couldn't remember my name! I started .
laughing at the simplicity of it, and one of my co-workers gave me an
odd look.

"Probably unconscious,” I thought. "The best thing for those types
of people would be some good ole eternal sleep.”

Anyway, it relieved me to think that after a good night's rest, I'd
be back to super-normal. The plunge into dull consciousness had been 3
sharp reminder of the abyss between myself and other people, and proved
to me that for most people, life isn't worth living. 0dd, how a drug
intended to induce calm had caused me such fear and doubt; stranger
still how calm I get when I take too much speed. Ah, well., Vote for
me; there's work to be done.

"There's only

'd O to get my %W

09\ see by Jen Martinez” '

With summertime comes the vacation, where many travelers take to the
road. There, one can enjoy the numerous sights and pleasures that
await on the open highway. Unfortunately, you will also find countless
hazards that are unavoidable. I'm not talking about potholes, oil
slicks, traffic jams and detours. I'm referring to those inhuman hu~ _
mans who give the average motorist a pain in the tailpipﬁ; which brings
me to another edition of "I'd Love to Get My Hands On..." (my collec-
tion of pet peeves) which is entitled "There Auto Be A Law".

1d ) to get my @) @ on...

.‘..the motorist directly in froamt of you, who makes a full stop at the
end of the acceleration lane that merges into the highway (where there
stop sign).
f?.::e moo‘:origx:l)vho's always driving ahead of you at 40 miles per hour
~—1in the fast lane, where the maximum speed is 55mph! \
.++.the motorist ahead of you who signals for a left turn—and doesa't - -
e one for thirty miles!
??‘.tthe motorist ahZad of you who doesn't signal for a right turn until
three feet from the corner (which has no stop sign or traffic light)
and suddenly comes to a full stop.
«..1idiot drivers who forget to shut off the windshield wipers, a half-
hour after a rainstorm ends.
«..motorists who drive at night with omnly their parking lights om.
...motorists who drive at night and forget to turn on their lights al-
ogether.
f.?drivers ahead of you with bumper stickers that read "I brake for
animals"”, who really dol .
«+.Wise~guy motorcyclists, who can easily weave in and out of tight
spaces in a traffic jam.
++..wise-guy truck drivers, who sneak up behind you and blow their air
horns, which can wake up the dead, and deafen you for life.
+.+thogse people who designed and built our nation's highways to go by
such scenic wonders as mountainous sanitation dumps, oil refineries,
and nuclear power plants.
«+.the person who invented the 'mechanical flagman', an sutomated dummy
that makes the other road construction workers look more intelligent.
«sswhoever invented the toll-booth coin catcher (found in 'exact change
lanes’), which always seems to be out of your reach, no matter what
kind of vehicle you drive, and no matter how close you get to it.
.. .whoever invented the parking-lot ticked dispenser (usually found at
airports and major sports complexes) that works on the same principle
as the toll-booth coin catcher...
+..the wise-guy motorist who takes up two spaces in a parking lot.
++-8as station attendants who accept only cash, while all you have are
edit cards. .
‘.:f.:he owners of gas stations who insist there’s 'No Smoking Allowed’
at the gas pumps and yet they still sell cigarettes to their customers.
++.gas station attendants who charge people money for air and‘ road
maps, formerly freebies.
««.whoever designed the road map that's impossible to refold once
you've opened it.
.+.the person who provides you with a jack for your new foreign car in
the event you should get a flat tire (the only thing you're not provi-
ded with {s an instruction booklet, telling you how to put the jack
! -
f??z;}e‘eiéa)szic cop who éiv)es you a ticket for speeding while the cars
" ahead of you are going much faster.
++.the announcer on your car radio who picks Just the right moment to
inform you (while you're between exits on a fast~moving highway) that
certain cars, including yours, are being recalled due to defects in the
brakes!

"LENIN . LENNON
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