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. ACKNOWLEDITORIALETC.

0 panaphrase Hannibal Smith of TV's oft-fabfed A-TEAM
Love it when e\{my/th,(ng falls into place.” ué/e,tcome to zth'e
Fall Prev-You 4issue of 1], dedicated (to get that piece of

business out of the way §inst) to Richard Burt
on and
those hardy souls undergoing voluntany de-pwgmungaﬁotﬁz

Betty Foad Center fon W Y, Obsessive Alkies and Drug-

-UPCORING BYENTS-

Thanks to Mike Gunderfoy for furnishing some of the dates
befow - 1§ you have an upcoming birthday on other event you

would Like Listed, Let me know by the next deadline! Thanks!

OCTOBER 10 - DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS TO 1J #34

OCTOBER 13 - Paul Simon (43)

OCTOBER 20 - IJ Goes LA (This time for sure!), 2 weeks

OCTOBER 22 - ANNI ACKNER (31); TOM GEDWILLO (33);
Dementia Praecox Day

OCTOBER 25 - Pablo Picasso (b. 1881}

OCTOBER 26 - DEREK TAGUE (22)

OCTOBER 27 - ROBERT WOLLARD (44)

OCTOBER 29 - Richard Dreyfuss (37)

OCTOBER 31 - Hallowe'en (IJ Sacred Day)

NOVEMBER 1 - Author's Day (est. 1928) :

NOVEMBER 2 - Daniel Boone (b. 1734)

NOVEMBER 4 - MICHAEL PINTO (19); Will Rogers (b. 1879);
Art Carney (66)

NOVEMBER 7 - JOHN R. SCHARFF (27); Joni Mitchell (41)

NOVEMBER 8 - RICK McCANN (35); Katherine Hepburn (75)

NOVEMBER 10 - MARK LAMPORT (30)

NOVEMBER 11 - CANDI STRECKER (29); Kurt Vonnegut (62)

NOVEMBER 12 - Elizabeth Cady Stanton (b. 1815)

NOVEMBER 16 - JIM TAUSCHER (40)

NOVEMBER 17 - JOHN CRAWFORD (29)

NOVEMBER 19 - Dick Cavett (47)

NOVEMBER 21 - Magritte (b. 1898); Voltaire (b. 1694)

NOVEMBER 22 - Thanksgiving - Support Your Local Turkeys

NOVEMBER 23 - Possible POST-THANKSGIVING BASH FOR HOMELESS
HIPPIES at Apt. Third Eye - invite only (?)

NOVEMBER 26 - TONY RENNER (24)

NOVEMBER 27 - Jimi Hendrix (b. 1943)

NOVEMBER 28 - William Blake (b. 1757)

NOVEMBER 29 - PETER BERGMAN (45)

NOVEMBER 30 - Mark Twain (b. 1835);

DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS TO IJ #35

And for those of you who keep track of these sorts of things,

be advised that October will mark IJ's 4th Anniversary...
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{all writes, if any, revert to wniters, if any; whocamresanyway...)
WRITERS' /ARTISTS' GUIDELINES AVATLABLE FOR SASE
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* INSIDE JOKE {s put on hexaweekfy—booga booga!—by Elayne "Stop *
*+ shoving Candidate Pamphlets in my face abready!" Wechsfexr and fel- *
* tow mutants and emenges as usual from the Burro of Brooklyn, Nueva *
+ Jonk—home of Shang Chai, the best koshern Chinese nrestaurant in *
* town!—and thank "Bob" it's autumn at fast! »
* EDITOR-IN-RESIDENCE. .. .vovuneneenenneninsensnnennns ELAYNE WECHSLER
. PRODUCTION ASSISTANT . vvveconccnsssncsssvennsvnncannes STEVEN CHAPUT
" HEAD XEROGRAPHER. +vevuvensvneecernenseensnsenennns “UNCLE WIGGLY" ,
+ FRONT COVER: JOE SCHWIND//BACK PAGE: ANTI-AUTHORITARIANS ANON. *
. STAFE_WRITERS y
. ANNI ACKNER DEBORAH BENEDICT MICHAEL DOBBS
« KEN FILAR MIKE GUNDERLOY RORY HOUCHENS
. SUSAN PACKIE GEORG PATTERSON ROLDO
» STEVEN SCHARFF CANDI STRECKER KERRY THORNLEY  ROBERT WOLLARD
* OTHER CONTRIBUTORS THIS MONTH: *
* ANDY AMSTER ALICE ERMLICRH REMINGTON MURPHY *
* ALIX BISHOFF TOM GEDWILLO G. MICHAEL O'HARA *
* GREG BLAIR KRIS GILPIN AUDREY PARENTE *
* STEVEN CHAPUT VERNON GRANT DAVID RICE *
* JOHN CRAWFORD TUL1 KUPFERBERG SCOTT STEVENS *
* JHNO EYRBEL RANDY MAXSON A.J. WRIGHT *
. RICK MCCANN *

*
: Ads furnished by J.C. Brainbeau, Factsheet Five, Jet Lag Magazine,
N Neither/Nor Press, The SubGenius Foundation, and Wall-Op magazine -
+ coppwnite 1954 Pen-Efayne Enterprises, Kip M. Ghesin, Presidente  *
* *

*

*

*

THEY'REOUTTOGET  WHILARIOUS OUTLINE OF
Your lbnorm!lcoyul{ the key to a Thﬁ:mwwl
brighter future of sex, slack, b0 Box “g;“ nive®

bucks and ""Bob

Get the edge on the Conspiracy. Dollas, TX 75214

Users—guess some people fust can't handle the stuff...

Ah well, the same has been said of INSIDE JOKE, 1 suppose.
One thing 1've seemed betten able to handle Latefy—monre grom
betten personal budgeting and fuck than from any discernable
increase 4in income on neader donations—.is monetary outlay
don postage and the Like, which spells good news gon youse in
the thwe trickle-down sense {always carry an umbreflal).
Whilst brainstorming with Beanadette Bosky necently, 1 fa-
mented the fact that 1J has not been abfe to extend a break
in the direction of those whose names appear on the "Othen
Contributons” Listings. 1've been aware §or some time that
~Imost other publications give out gnree "contributors' copies,"
¥ but due to a number of factons (1J's by-issue subscrniption
W auiangement, the fact that we often have fewer than 20 paying
¥ subscribens whose wonk does not appean in the 1J for which

they' re paying—by the way, SUGGESTIONS FOR INCREASING PAYING

BY-1SSUE SUBBERS ARE SOLICITED!), 1 didn't think 1 could
c handle the extrna dinero. Well, we hit on what 1 think is a
§ dain compromise to all concenned, 50 perk up because here
3 follows a new 1J "POLICY STATEMENT"-—yes, Something New Has
__ Been Added!: INSIDE JOKE will still be free to staff writers
— and offered in trade, one-for-one, to comparable editors. For
3 the time being, subscriptions will still be on a per-issue
3 basis, and will cost $1 until further notice {Aumors again

§y of postal nates nising). HOWEVER, IF YOU SUBMIT WRITING

} OR ART FOR AN UPCOMING ISSUE OF 1J, YOU HAVE THE OPTION OF
& SENDING IN YOUR DOLLAR OR 2 OUNCES' WORTH OF POSTAGE (37¢
stamp at present) FOR THE ISSUE(S) IN WHICH YOUR SUBMISSION
APPEARS. 1 hope, pethaps by next yean and depending on how
much non-contributing subscriber interest we can dwm up, to
eventually give out free 1J contributors' copies, but fon
now, both Bernadette and 1 thought this change would be at
Least a Little kinden to contrnibutons than we've been in the
past. So again, that's $1 "negulan” subscription, optional
$1 on 37¢ in stamps for contributons, exchange copies 1-4-1
to comparable editons, and §reebies for staffers. PLEASE Let
me know what you think of these .ideas!

As far as boosting subben suppont, 1'm considering Laying
€ out a certain amount of money perhaps quarterly to send out a
t> publicity teasen of sonts to the multitude of folks who have
T dent fon 1J8 in the past but §nom whom 1 haven't heard of
L pfate. Suggestions and ideas warmly welcome fon this as well!
A ALL staffens are present and accounted for this time, 4in-
cluding Tom Gedwillo in the "0C" columri¥ whose writing will
be back next time; 1 would say, though, that the fLetter co-
Lumn {8 probably oun highlight this issue, so0 enfoy! ALso of
note is Knis Gilpin's honnon movie scnipt, some nice poems by
new contriibutons, and Andy Amsten's "Celeb Computers"”; as 1J
#33 will go to press before the official opening of TV Season
"84, my semi-annual neview shoubd appear next Lime.

Othen upcoming hightights may include the insertion (at
Last!) of neal honest-to-gosh photographs, provided 1 can get
the camena and §im (4 §ilm processing) 1'£L need by the time
1 feave fon California. 1 do hope to rendezvous with as many
1J §olks as time permits while in La-Lla-land and SanFran, and
1 will be writing Youse Guys with itinenany detaifs, but any
photos of this hysteric voyage will have to wait to make
thein appeanance until issue ¥35, BECAUSE...

Because (said the Queen of Segue) the deadline for 1J #34
is Octoben 10 (again, because of my Z-week holiday, please
thy fo get submissions in a bit early...e'en s0, #34 may come
out a Little tate s0 1'd Like to beg indulgence in advance].
Contrany to the beliegs of some poor misguided souls, 1J no
Longen accepts every submission that comes its way, 80 if
you' ne not centain what to send, send for the Writers' and
Arntists' Guidelines. Very needed are shont pieces, spot il-
Lustnations (on easily neduceable i£fos), and BACK PAGE FILL-
ER ART!! A §ront cover has not yet been Lined up fon #34
eithen, 80 if you'ne interested, PLEASE ASK ME FIRST, {inst
come §inst serwved and all that...Thanks muchly to J.C. Brain-
beau, Steve Chaput, Georg Patterson and ALix Bishoff for
thein $$ generosity towards this issue—any and atl donations
{monetany on otherwdise), information on the availability of
centain kinds of drugs in the NYC area, and commentary can
be dinected to me at the address befow:

P.0. Box 1609, Madison Square Station, NY, NY 10159

Thanks to Steve Scharf§, Spencer Pinney and Pete Shexrman,
the only TJers to attend oun open-invite EXISTENTIAL PARTY on
August 31; to Mike and Mildred Mosfow for thein visual de-
Lights on September 1; and to Dave Ossman, a twuly charming
and wondenful gentfeman, for a Lovely time during a weekend
T've nonmally spent switching channels on Jewy's Kids...
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Onelé; those ''quel nifty' announcements | adore leads off this in-
stallment of "'FN':

The next issue of THE TUBER'S VOICE (Route 1, Box h
327, Dixon, CA 95620) won't be out until next January, says Elder Bob

AMmstrong, 'due to two very time-consuming circumstances: 1) We're
all working on a Couch Potato sequel book for Avon and there's a big
deadline to contend with; 2) Patty and | just had a kid last month (a
girl named Claire—our first) so things couldn't be busier...Needless
to say, all of this is having an effect on my viewing schedule.' Un-
known as yet which programs will be used to wean little Claire...
Michael Dowenrs sent along the latest comp copies of the self-portrait
mini OUISIDE IN, looking as always for contributors—'Make your por-
trait 7x5, high contrast art only...All contributors will receive at
least 3 copies of the book you appear in. OUTSIDE IN already has a
good start, and you can help keep it alivel' Send queries and pics to
3615 Phinney N., Seattle, WA 98103...If you caught the first few issues
of THE UTNE READER, you might not recognize it now. Endc Utne, Julie
Ristau and an amazingly talented and professional editorial staff have
turned the newsletter into a bimonthly, 125+pp comprehensive review of
just about every contemporary issue imaginable and a few beyond! Co-
vered in #5 (summer '84—$4 to P.0. Box 1974, Marnion, OH 43305) is the
Green Party, the '‘Aquarian Conspiracy', sustainable shelter, human
rights in Nicaragua, the Ku Klux Klan, Project Censored, Einstein, even
caffeine and computers (separate stories)—plus nice complete reference
listings on many and varied publications. Quite a buy, and quite a ma-
gazine!...Gleaned from FACTSHEET FIVE (plugged below) is a wonderful
bit of image-evoking writing and art from Jim Woodring called, simply,
JIM. Issue #2, put out in June, sells for 31.50 and is neatly hand-
written and illustrated—excellent, in a surrealistic sort of way. The
last page is a scream. Send to P.0. Box 10075, Glendale, CA 91209...
So you think Hamlet's been dun-2-death in every way possible by now,
eh? Well, wait till you glimpse Steve Willis' loving treatment in his
serialized comic book series THE RTY, PRINCE OF DENMARKE.
Great stuff! Write to 385% Taving, Pullman, WA 99163 for info...Some
outstanding political collages of G. Michael 0'Hana are now available
in a collection Garrett calls PORTRATT OF THE AMERICAN WILDERNESS—for
details write P.0. Box 811, Junction City, KS 66441...1s fun real when
it's an excuse to sell ad space for hyper-plugs? It is when REAL FUN
(#2) prints comic strips like Zippy, strange stories and reviews of Ja-
panese animation, and distributes itself free through CONSTANT CAUSE
{P.0. Box 15243, Philadefphia, PA 19125) and INDEPENDENT PUBLICATIONS
(7001 N. Clark, Room 323, Chicago, IL 60626); it isn't when ad space
costs $25 for a mere business card sized spot on up to $150 full-page.
I'm still waiting for a well-distributed mitant ad-outlet that takes
into consideration the limited finances of Most Of Us out here...An
active, progressive, literate punk movement in Alaska? Come on. No,
really! See for yourself—send for "bilf bored" s WARNING (P.0. Box
102993, Anchonage, AK 99510), $1 for #11, chock fulll...A lot less so,
however, is a thrown-together slop-punksheet called NEWSSHORTS, free
and worth as much, featuring the usual reviews of bands nobody's ever
heard of, available from folks who apparently don't believe in actual
names either but can be found at P.0. Box 1028, New York, NY 1002§...
More in the mainstream is the Paul Gaiffin-edited KALX PROGRAM GUIDE,
free from the station (U. of onnia, Berkeley, CA 94720)...For
short, capsulized reviews, try QUICK TAKE, an 8% x 11 sheet put out in-
termittently and free (?) by Tony Renner—who's one busy guy since as-
suming editorship of the only music fanzine | read and enjoy all the
way through, JET LAG. #47 is still $1 but has expanded to 84 x 11 from
the previously digest-slzed #45 (did you guys skip a number?)—both are
available for $1 from 8419 Hatls Ferry, Penthouse Suite, St. Louis, MO
63147...Hooray, another new mini from Matt Feazelf! The workaholic
cartoonist known for creations like CUTEGIRL and CYNICALMAN brings us
the story of ANT BOY! for a pittance of 25¢~—send off right away to
Matt at Box 5803, Raleigh, NC 27650...Getting slightly weirder is John
Ebs&&g's CARTOON BRUT 3 mini, 50¢ worth of pure surrealist art from
0. Box 7243, Wichita, KS 67218...And weirdest of all is the latest
collage comic from Joe Schwind {P.0. Box 8781, Shaumee Mission, KS
66208), all about JOHN BROWN'S STUDENT BODY, featuring the origins of
the Kansas College of Collage—highly recommended! Send a buck or so
...1've said it before, but it bears repeating—Mike Gundenfoy's FACT-
SHEET FIVE makes this column pale in comparison. It just keeps get-
ting better—don't know how Mikey does it for only $1.50. Ackner fans
take note: Anni does a splendid column for this too. Send to 47 law-
nence St., Medfond, MA 02155 for #11...1t seems the quarterly NEW
SOUTHERN LITERARY MESSENGER (V.2#6, sample copy $1 to 400 S. Laurel
St., Richmond, VA 23220, SASE for Writers' Guidelines) has appeared,
for no positive reason | can discern. Below expectations, but editor
Charlfes Lohmann has published some nice prose and poetry in the past so
maybe this was just an off-issue...Coming right along is the third is-
sue of the Canadian-based fanzine CAREFULLY SEDATED, trying, | think,
to rise beyond fandom but considering much of its readership | have my
doubts. Still, Cathy Crockett and Alan Rosenthaf do deserve support,
there's always nice stuff by Roldo, and I'm perpetuating a somewhat
amusing feud in the letter column, so send $2 or a contribution to 117
Wanless Ave., Toronto, Ont. M4N 1W1 CANADA...Time for the regulars!:
CONTACT #42—ElLiott Leighton, P.0. Box 9248, Berkeley, CA 94709 (sin-
gles, $3—Deborah Benedict's stuff appears here sometimes); GOOD DAY
SUNSHINE #23—Charles F. Ros !, 397 Edgewood Ave., New Haven, CT
06511 (Beatles, $2); & HART PHOTO FAN CLUB #5 53, 54—
Jodi Hamnich (secy.), 508 8th St., NE, #4, Watertowm, SD 57701 (sample
issues 50¢ + SASE; dues $8/year); THE MONTHLY INDEPENDENT TRIBUNE TIMES
JOURNAL POST GAZETTE NEWS CHRONICLE BULLETIN #s 20, 21—T.S. Chitd,
2510 Bancroft Way #207, Berkeley, CA 94704 (‘'the magazine to which no
superlatives apply'’ and you better believe it!, free but worth much
more so send ‘em sumpin'); OVERTHROW V.6%#3—Youth International Party,
P.0. Box 392, Canal St. Station, New York, NV TO0T3 {A Yippie Publica-
tion, $1); SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW #52—Richand Geis, P.0. Box 11408,
Portland, OR 97211 (semi-pro, definitive sT review zine, $2.50); WALL-
PAPER V.3, #5 3 through 5—Amy Sweeney, P.0. Box 3324, Trenton, NJ
08619 (best surreality in NJ, & maybe even the East Coast, 25¢ donation
but they too deserve morel). Hmm, that's it already? Guess so—bye!

.CELEBAITY HOME COMPUTERS

The Origins of

“THE KID” by "Kid" Sieve

Most of my friends, and not a few of my opponents, know me by me
current nom-de-plume which appears on the above by-line. Naturalement,
ttwas not always so. But when you grow up saddled with "Benedictina
Silverstein"”, you seek refuge any way you can.

1 always liked the 01d West. I remember having a full-size poster
of Annie Oakley in my room when I was little. I was real popular at
Cowboys 'n Indians when I was small, ‘'cause I was the first one on my
block to learn how to lasso and 'cause I'd even play the Indians. And
although much of my respect for the mode of dress was lost during this
country's last "Urban Cowboy" phase, the halcyon days of Indian fringe
were my favorite. I would fantasize about riding the range with Roy
(well, not actuslly Roy, but a few decades younger who sang
Stones songs real good) and drinking all that weird stuff they served
in movie saloons before some guy was tossed out of a fake glass window,
Needless to say, I absolutely blissed out on "Zachariah" and "Butch
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid" (even if what's-her-name rode around on
bikes with Paul Newman and in bed with Robert Redford, neither of which
actor was my type anyway). It was the idea, though, the freedom of
jes' gettin' on them horsies and bustin' off to some unknown cardboard-
cutout ghost town with only the fronts of buildings, and hungry for a
heroic sheriff...

I was told, in no uncertain terms, that this was no place for a girl
to daydream. Never mind that it actually got me kissed at age nine by
the boy playing deputy, after I singlehandedly saved him from the at-
tacking tribe of vicious Comanches (whose feeble attempts at stealth
and cunning never came close to my previous week's brainstorming as the
leader of the Indian Amazons). Never mind that I preferred wearing
hand-me-downs because old, worn-out dungarees always looked better when
it came to saddling up those logs that served as makeshift steeds. I
mean, after all, I was nearing that time every mother dreads and every
daughter used to face like doom. In those days, for you younger gals
out there, there would always be somebody in class who could "tell" if
you "had it"—this is all pre-beltless...and quite awkward when you
tried to wear a second belt to hold up your holsters. Mom started
mmbling warnings about how jumping on those posts would cause me to
"lose it", although I believe I knew at that point that wouldn't even
happen from toilet seats! That was also when I fell in love with Mr.
Hagstrom, my history teacher.

Mr. H (yes, our class had the market on that particular nickname
years before "The Greatest American Hero" was a gleam in Steven Can-
nell's mind) was, of course, married, with those Kennedy-like kids that
so many mid-20's guys had in those days, just like the ones in all the
cereal commercials. His wife even wore pillbox hats to PTA meetings,
my mother told me. One of his sons was in my youngest brother's class
and they were sorta friends, but that didn't really enter into the way
1 felt about Mr. H. To tell the truth, though, I don't know whether I
loved him or his neat books more; I used to sneak in to read his sup-
plementary O1d West texts after school sometimes. He caught me once or
twice, but he'd just say, "Well, that's real nice, kid, why don'tcha
run along now?" He was the first person to ever call me "kid", and I
decided it was the best cowpoke name I was ever gonna have.

Things changed for us all in November of '62, and for our school in
specific the next year, when Mr. H was gunned down by the tenure board
for "unorthodox teaching methods", or something like that. I'm still
not sure which event made me cry more. But cowpokes don't have much
time for tears, and I had a legacy to carry on...




DIARYgr@ie ROCK FIEND
by

Annd Acknen
THE I.J. WRITER'S QUICK WEIGHT LOSS PROGRAMME

As socially and inept and campletely out of the swing of
things as I, admittedly, am, still, I have not been able to keep from
noticing (though I've tried like a little trooper) that there's a lot
being said these days - not much of it especially interesting, unfort-
unatly - on the subject of dieting. Honestly, were I the sort who in-
dulged in conspiracy theories (as I most definitly am not, having
given up that particular hobby when it was pointed out to me that my
pettheoryancemmgthemuectimbewemthemlitmrrinum-
matingcumitteemdmoldhighsdmlaiglishtead:erofmm
probably way off base), I'd begin to suspect that Samething was Ser-
iously Afoot here, what with new diet and weight loss (there is, they
tell me, a Subtle Difference between the two, one which, like the diff-
erence between Reagan and Rockefeller Republicanism, I am unable to
fully grasp) and exersize programmes popping up left and right like
ragueaiblossasinmome:viseperfectlygoodeantlot,:ﬂfor-
rerly reasonable people discussing them with the fervor and intensity
that used to be reserved for things like who had managed to get
tickets to the latest Media Event and the easiest way to reach that
place acroes town that dished out the marvelous hot and sour soup.
Really, it's all enough to put one off ane's food.

It isn't, you know, that I mind that there's never any good gossip
mthetalkalmsmmre,uallﬂ\estarletsaretoomsydntting
about how they lost seven pounds in half as many days by living exclus—
ively on papaya juice and soy bean cutlets to trouble to tell us any-
thing we actually need to know, like whether they really are sleeping
with the columist that gave them such a tender little write-up in yes-

anly on the ground that I can assume much juicier goings-on without
their confessions than I can with them, And I don't particulary care
that the top five spots on the best seller list are consigtently occ—
upied by bocks that invariably contain words "A New, Slimmer You!"
in their titles, because, in my experience, the programmes ocutlined
therein are generally more antic and amsing than the plots of the
sort of novels we used to get. I can even live with the given that, at
nine out of ten dinner parties I attend, scmecne, at same point in the
evening, is going to initiate a rousing debate on liquid protein, but
I do think that, when four Grown-Up Adults are forced to eat at the
same grimly cheerful Greek diner every night for two weeks because cne
of the four insists on dining upon three ounces of ground beef, half
ofaannedpeechuﬂalettuceleaf,mdthisisthemlyphcein
the immediate vicinity that will serve it to her (it's nearly always a
*her”, most men seeming to have enough sense of self-preservation to
avoid pitfalls of this nature, which may be the anly viable reason
with which anyone's ever came up for NOT passing the E.R.A.) without
first forcing her to sign a notarized General Release Form, then
things have gone just about far encugh.

The problem with most of these diet and/or weight loss programmes
(allowing, for the moment, that it's possible to lose any appreciable
amount of weight on any of them which, as most Experienced Dieters
will tell you, is more or less like allowing that Lyndon LaRoche is a
presidential candidate) is that they don't take into consideration the
way Real People actually live. Ignaring all existing evidence to the
contrary, the creators of these programmes {(ch, come on, girl. There
must be a better word than "creators®. ? Inventors? Damin-
atrix? Well, maybe there isn't, at that.) just go merrily along,
blithely assuming that Real People, upon rising at 7:00 in the morning
with an entire working day in front of them, are capable of prancing
into the kitchen and measuring two ounces of hard cheese and then
eating the filthy stuff, or that Real People will be able to subsist
solely upon meat, fish, eggs and cream for several months without
having to take out a small second mortgage in order to pay the grocery
bills, or, at the very least, coming down with a case of That For
vhich The Almighty Made Preparation H, or that Real Pecple will be
able to coerce their friends into eating at the same grimly cheerful
Greek diner every night for two weeks because...well, you get the
idea. I mean, you might just as well blithely assume the existence of
the Good Calorie Fairy and have done with it, and it's no wonder, vwhen
you think about it, that Lane Bryant hasn't had to give up and go into
the air-conditioning repair business. For a programme of this type to
work, it seems to me, it must be based on the narmel lives and eating
patterns of Real People. And so, in the spirit of If You Can't Beat
Them, Go Over Their Heads, as a public service, and because the People
who write for this publication are more Real than anyone you'd ever im-
agine (even allowing for Kip M. Ghessin), we now proudly present what
we are pleased to call:

i THE I.J. WRITERS QUICK WEIGHT I0SS PROGRAMME
In order for s Programme to work, it must absolutely to

the letter, with no substitutions. Remember, this is not just a Pro-
gramme of Bating Patterns, it is a Programme of Mental and Brmotional
Attitudes, so try to adjust your psyche accordingly, and pay partic-
ularly strict attention to the instructions for Feelings and State of
Mind. Do not see your doctor before embarking on this Programme, un-
less you possess the sort of back that enjoys being laughed behind, in
vhich case you might consider forgetting the whole thing and taking
out a subscription to the Village Voice.

DAY ONE

BREAKPAST — 1 cup plain yoghurt, (This does not mean whitney's cherry
yoghurt,orttutdncohtestuffmsejmtmwtwith,ormy—
thing else you might conceivably enjoy eating, it means plain, unflav-
mredyoghm-t,udaenpmdslimyabruﬂasywmfixﬂ.'ﬂemreit
resembles human mucus, the better.)

Black coffee. (Unless you prefer your coffee black, in
which case, load it up with heavy sweet cream and sugar.)
4HR:H- One order of whatever Chinese dish you most despise. If you

would sell your mother to the gypeies in exchange for a plate of sweet
and sour pork, have the egg foo young. If you crave moo goo gai pen,
stuff yourself with and brocooli. It is a well-known Fact of
Dleting that anything you eat that you don't like automatically
contains less calories than if you did like it.
One order of anything that won't embarass you in front of
your friends, as long as it does not include bread, butter, wine

in , anything that might make it look
appetizing or taste like anything other than that variety of K-Rations
that reputedly wiped out more of America's overseas armed forces than
Adol;hﬂitle.r.lawehalfofitmywrphtemdnkemﬂntall
ofyourdinnacmpmimslmowthatywaremadiet,aﬁmdersbmd
fully the extent of your self-sacrifice and will power. If necessary,
read them the calorie and ate counts of everything you put in-
hoywrmuth,sotheykmvpteciselthuma\eydmlddmkeyw.
nefuaedesse:t,mthelpymr,selftoaspomfulofwymeelse's (if
they don't immediately offer, look longingly at their parfait glasses
and sigh), remarking that you really shouldn't, but just a smidgen
ocouldn't hurt, because you've been so good all day.
MIDNIGHT SNACK - Two Certs or 1 brushful Colgate (regular or winter-
fresh gel).

You should, on this Pirst Day, attempt to maintain an attitude eq-
uallybalmeadbet:eenbouymthpemdmrtyrdm.?ictureyuuselfin
a little size 6 Kenzo samething. Imagine yourself in the arms of one
of those men who currently won't look at you because you wear a larger
sized bathrobe than he does. Tell yourself that you don't care if
ymneveratmoﬂmbagofnm’sagain.kq:eattoywrseﬁthatyw
are a fey, feyelflikeﬂ:irgﬂntuistsmtmlsuﬂﬂleming
dew. Take two Seconals and go to bed at 9:30.

DAY TWO
Repeat DAY (NE, but substitute Italian food for Chinese at lunch.

Your attitude today should lean somewhat more to the side of martyr-
&nthmitdidyeste:day,vithatar:hofmlitytﬂqeﬂwithself-
pity thrown in. Picture yourself in a little size 10 Kenzo samething.
Mgineymrselfhavinqdhmerwimmeofthosemvhowrrently
m'tlod:atywbecauseyouvearahrq&sizdbammbeﬂmm
does.mllywrselfthem'swillstillbemereﬂmywﬁnishﬂme
miserable diet. Remind yourself that you are an Adult, Sophisticated
Woman who has more important things to think about than eating. Watch
mythingﬂuthappenstobedmingmﬂﬂ)afternidnightmd&m
a box of Kleenex tissues.

DAY THREE

Repeat DAY (NE, with the exception that, if you've been doing this
right, it should be impossible to find anyone willing to dine with
p:,uﬂymdnlltnvetohavedinnuathmeala:e.
DINNER ~ 1 cup canned mandarin orange slices (drained).

4 ocunces broiled scrod. No butter.

1 can French cut string beans. No butter or salt.

Ice water. .

Panic should be setting in just about now, and self-pity should be

rampant . Picture Orson Welles in a little Kenzo samething. Imagine
yourself hacking the man from the previous evenings into bite-sized
chunks and having him on a bun with Secret Sauce. Admit to yourself
than MsM's mean more to you than life itself. Pretend you are a member
of the French Resistence Forces and the Nazis have cut off all the
food supplies. Contemplate baking the television set. Cry yourself to

sleep.
DAY FOUR
BREAKFAST - Same as DAY ONE. .

LONCH - Two Big Macs CR two Whoppers OR 27 White Castle regulars.
1 large fries.
Shake (any flavour, but chocolate is better than vanilla).
1 half pound MiM's (peanut are preferable to plain).

SNACK ~ Triple-scocp ice cream cone.

SNACK - 1 large bag Double-Stuff Orecs.

DINNER -  Soothing Pink (a8 needed).

There should be no mental attitude at all today. It must be done in
ﬁ;espiritofmm,viﬂnagrstmrgeof:eliefatﬂ:efirst
bite of hamburger, then no feeling whatsoever. Eat as quickly as
possible, and try not to even taste the food. Pass cut at 11:30 p.m.

DAY FIVE
Nothing at all until 9:30 p.m. Then: I pint vanilla ice cream.

Guilt, guilt and more guilt. Call yourself a failure and a big, fat
slob. Take off all your clothes, stand in front of a full length
mirror and weep. Tell that no one will ever love you, and
it'smmreﬂanymdeserve.ﬁeighmselfmornums.cmsider
witmgalettertothebrothetskinglingminanmgubomemer
they're in need of a jolly fat lady. Starve all day as punish-
ment for your sins, but have the ice cream at night because, after
all, it can't hurt, since you haven't eaten anything all day.

DAY SIX
mremummam.md:atitforalmg,mm.m-
template the little Kenzo samething, then contemplate the previous
five days. Ph\dapictureofcermsteinmdmeofhddemuins.
quthenmthereftiguator.hdzymrselflikeimymmldprefer
to write. Find a picture of Santa Claus and one of Adolph Hitler. Hang
THEM on the refrigerator. Ask which one you would prefer to
see coming down your chimney with all his helpers. Seriously wonder
about the native intelligence of a man who can't see what a lovable,
mlmtedpersmymaremhe'smobusyvonymgabwtthesize
of your bathrobe, Fix yourself two eggs (any style), some toast, and
nybembaomotapieceofnusage.nelax.mtd:milmhue.

!wmyormymthnvelostameueightbyfollowingthispm—
gramme but, in either event, we can almost guaranty that you will have
lost any desire you might ever have had to lose weight, and are now
ready to go out and live a happy, normal I.J. writer's life, culti~
vating amusing friends, indulging in intellectual pursuits, and en-
joying the sort of food you like, in the quantities you desire, with-



out feeling as ﬂnagi;yw ought to turn yourself into the F.B.I. after-

wards, and without causing your companions to wish to empty a plate of
blini into your lap. If, however, you have not reached this stage,
please be assured that, unlike most diet and/or weight loss pro-
grammes, you may repeat this one over and over indefinitly, until you
get the point home to yourself. We here at DIARY OF THE ROCK FIEND
wish you all a comfortable, fulfilled life and now, if you will excuse
us, there's a certain Japanese clothing designer to whom we have de-
cided to give a piece of our mind.

flag(ged) down

by G. Michaef 0'Hara
hoisting

the black flag
—1leaving be

the red
J.S. ONANS and )
by Remington Murphy forgetting
My name's Jack Onans the white—
and I've come to say raises

my praise is no man's the question
by the light of day. yet

Grave Milton loves me razes ]
and my Thomas Gray the suggestion
when 1 pound my iambs why

on the page unsparingly. hoisting

For I know my Latin, a:y i}ag

as all scholars must, at a

for a phrase should fatten 15 th

with inverted lust. zgr offort

True warriors of equity, b : ]

the Romans loathed enormity: tﬁe 3a3?§

Catullus, Horace, Martial— of g
_ora : e

not a sexist in the barrel!l ... goodbye.

For those who would aspire
to tread the Hill of Fame,
by wary of hellfire

and rein the beast of shame.
For no one loves an ass,
Rome proved, who diddles with his horse.
What's my name, you ask?

Jack Stiff, of course.

aA) (RS- ITBOMDACS

by Prudence Gaelor and Rodny K Dioxin

our story so far: After failing to kill St. Jerome, our hero decided
that he needed a vacation to mellow out. So, he lashed himself to an
iceberg and set off from the South Pole for Easter Island. However,
he drifted off course and crashed into the Galapagos where he was
held prisoner for several weeks in Iguana Castle. Having needlessly
massacred all the inhabitants (or—having run out of inhabitants to
massacre for sport—) he went out hunting for prey and was taken in
by Chloe, Mistress of Penguins. It was here that he discovered the
sinister plot afoot; someone was planning to turn all the black
clothes in the world orange! Experiments had already been done on
the penguins and on Chloe's habits; several of thil penguins had gone
blind as a result and had been unable to see their way clear to ob-
liging Chloe. After giving her a hand, so to speak, our hero saw
that not even his flightsuit had been spared. And in a flash he
knew what to do—head for the only fashion expert he knew (his ex-
buddy Officer Friendly) for advice.

His name (or his fists) struck fear and awe into all who heard it.
He was a man with a mission. He was called...

KERMIT THE MARINE.

episode 9: (Kermit nides up 4in Officen Friendfy's private efevaton,
Zfe nauseated Look on his face plainly showing his disgust, appatfed
at the magenta vicuhia fur intenion. As the elevator slows Kenmit
checks his greasepaint, unsheathes his chakram [Arabian punch dag-

if 1 find out he's involved I'11 cut out his pancreas and feed it
to the penguins.

SJ: Quid inter alia est?

OF: You forget yourself (would that we could all be so lucky). Dear
Jerome may write every language on the planet, Kermy luv, but he
still speaks only Latin, There just isn't much call for conver-
sational Latin these days; plays hell on the chat shows trying to
find translators...

KM: Lissen bitch, will ya just cut da shit and tell me whatcha know
about this orange clothes plot.

OF: Me know anything? 1 was referring to your flightsuit. All those
years and you never told me that you liked orange. Actually, your
name has been popping up quite a bit lately, Kermy dearest.
Jerome and I were in the park having a cigarette after, when this
strange little man came up to us, demanding to know how he could
get revenge on you. I told him that your dislike of orange was
so intense that you'd walk around the block to avoid a Burger
King. Well, can you blame me? It's not like I thought you cared
or anything. Still, I never thought 1'd see the day when you'd be
bested by a half-crazed Asiatic launderer...

KM: Crap! I shoulda known it would be him! This is gonna be the enda
the line for you, Dog Fu! I gotta run. (and s0 he does, out the
doon and into a waiting elevaton)

S$J: Thank you, Friendly. You've been very helpful. Alas, we won't be
requiring your services for too much longer. It was a blast, tho.
(pulls out a gun)

OF: You lied to me; you said that you could only speak Latin-—all
those translators! Oh! A .357 automatic. Not very original, is
it? Dear me! I should've listened to Kermy. He always said you
were common...

(Meanwh.ile, down in the Lobby, the elevaton opens and Kenmit auns out

and smack into the very same crazed Asiatic Launderer that he was

Looking fon.)

KM: Oof, my head.

DF: Oof, my head.

KM: 1 already said that.

DF: Ask me if I care, you diseased running-dog oaf.

KM: Wait a minute—that voice, those fuzzy bunny slippers, the tacky
Oriental robe, orange as far as the eye can see...Not So Fast,
Dog Fu!

DF: But I'm standing still, you moronic Marine.

KM: Don't play dumb with me smartass, I'm better at it than you are!

DF: While I'm trying to figure that out, would you mind getting your
hobnails the fuck off my bunnies?

KM: Not until you tell me why you're out to get me.

DF: All that time, all we meant to each other—and did you call once?

KM: I lost your number.

DF: It's in the book.

KM: 1 lost the book. A UFO came down and pointed this phaser beam at
me and said, "The book! The book! I've come for the book! Give
it to me so that I can fulfill my destiny!" So I gave it to him.
1 mean, really, he wasn't specific. Besides, he was only a
fuckin' stoopid alien anyway.

DF: You lie. You found someone else. But that's okay, Jerome's pro-
bably finishing him off as we speak.

KM: Die, you jealous bitch, [(pulls out his Uzi—shoois DF)

[Kenmit knows that time's of the essence s0 instead of waiting fon the

elevaton he nuns up the stains to OF's penthouse and bursts into the

noom screaming, "you wuss, he's mind, 1 saw him finst," and swinging a

swond madly. He Rops the heads off of several innocent geraniums.

Then he sees OF, tied to a chain facing a giant profection TV screen,

being forced 2o watch seemingly endless showings of E.T. and not only

that but to transtate it into latin.) -

KM: You sow!! That's so cruel.

SJ: Speak for yourself.

{OF moans quietly from his chain.)

KM: 1'11 save you, sweet Genevieve.

{OF moans so0§tly again.)
SJ:

Moan louder. 1 can't hear you. After all, I've got to have some
fun. I'm probably going to die for this.

KM: Yeah, and it's not gonna be any fun at all. Not for you, at
least. I'm here to see that you pay for harming this sweet,
innocent thing.

SJ: Innocent my ass.

KM: That's a good idea. We'll start with yer ass.

SJ: Stop that—don't be such a tease.

KM: Really lookin' ta get kicked around, aintcha?
SJ: Please.
KM: No!
SJ: You are too cruel.

Please.
(he stants Raughing}

{As E.T. ends, OF snaps out of his Spiefbergian trance.)

gera] and prepanes to pounce. When the doons open, however, two very OF: “Can 1 say something here?

shont women clad in ovensized nemaindered STAR WARS armor ghab him, S$J: Don't interrupt. Piss off!

pin him to the watl and bite him in the spleen. Thein hunger for KM: You can't talk to my Genevieve like that.

viokence satiated, they drag him further into the apartment.) SJ: I know I'm unworthy, but please allow me to be your humble servant.
KM: Guess I'11 have to bite the bullet and talk to the Officer. Oh KM: Serve this, asshole! | , KM kicks SJ in the teeth with

well, I've bitten worse things and lived.

OF: Tell me about it, Kermy. (The women Ling KM to the purple
canpeted {Loon.)

KM: Acch! 1 hate purple!

OF: Perhaps you'd prefer orange, Kermy darling.

such force that SJ's head {Lies back, snapping his neck. SJ is
quite dead.} 1 can't stand people who whine. Oh, ugh...he
drocled on my boot. (KM tuans Lo OF and unties him) Sweet Gene-

vieve, I have rescued you. Shall we away together? {(Kidses
OF's hand)

KM: If you don't stop calling me that I'll... . OF: But of course, my brave and noble love.

OF: You'll what? Stop speaking to me? Hold your breath until you KM: Great, Genny. (whaps OF upside the head) Now clean this drool
turn purple? ) off my boot.

(At this point, KM gives up on OF and tuwns to St. Jerome, who's =SWELL MUSIC=

seated nearby wonking on his Ratest tome "The Vulgate Jean Genet".) =ROLL CREDITS=

KM: Hey, wouldja tell this wuss that I'm here on a vital mission, one pgdrkd/ss =EXEUNT OMNES=

that he obviously already knows about? And ya can tell him that



Filmviews

[TO BEE RED ALLOWED*] by Ken Filan

There's a Jot that can be said with regard to dreams. (God and I do
Tove platitudes...or is it the platitudes love me...ch, these dizzy
heights...) However, this is a film column so Tittle that could be
said would have any bearing on the subject at hand...or could it? I'm
experiencing an intense sense(less) deja vu. Could it be that I've
used this column to express these same sentiments before? . (Maybe, but
who could prove it if nobody reads it anyway?)

No—STOP—that's not nice, taking your insecurities and anxieties
out on your readers like that. (Did you notice the voice shifts to a
Tess personal third when it accuses, but returns to first when I
muses?) And, taking one giant step backyards ("Mother": memor ie
sofmyselfmadeye)weall wonder what voice he talks in his
sleep of my dreams. If I could dream another voice, or if those other
voices/other rooms were only dreamed, then wouldn't the hitherto un-
dreamed of possibilities actually present the germ of myself's undone/
undoing/undid? (Undid you gettalode of that last transmytrapolation?
Or trampoline? But maidengrunts, them's bouncing baby's o0il.)

[oh, gee. Oh, glee! This sure is fun for me...and now 1 am expect-
ing you to read about a crock of summer movies (“"Bores" and “Sleepers")
that you've already either seen or decided against seeing. Though, if
you decided not to "see"—~based only on what somebody else told you
and/or you have those shamless pre-con/descending/ceptions—that’s okay
with me (I'm chirpy glee and glad two bee-onnit).]

Just let me fill you in (alphabetically) on what be's missing
(cause) poetically (there is not justice) and emphatically (half you be
not all your cracked up 2-C): "Half a bee, chronologically, is still
more bee than water at sea..." - M. Python

A. A Night at the Opera: Marx Brothers, classic.

B. Bostonians, The: Basically boring. But...bright, bitter, brash
(sort of 1ike the city, you know). ("Extremes?" That would be your
word, not mine.) Adapted from the Henry James novel and starrin S-man
in civvies and Vanessa R. in severies and featuring Linda Hunt, who
seems to have no shortage of quips. All being all, 1 left the theatre
unmoved, and that's no way to exit a theatre—oh...unmoving...right...
sorry—as | was saying, the film is exceedingly pretty to view and ex-
ceedingly plodding and predictable though the performances are—every
last one—sterling. I mean it. Now go out and take a $5 nap.

C. C.H.U.D. (Cannibalistic. Humanoid. Underground. Dwellers): I
can't wait to see this one...but I'm afraid to go alone...

D. Dreamscape: Daring dos drive dismally down Dreamstreet (really
Nightmare ey) and, determined, don't deviate, doubtless disillu-
sioned. The rather good (if somewhat bleak) idea behind this movie is
the notion that if a conscious person could project themself into your
unconscious dream state and become an active participant in your night-
mare, they could aid you in doing battle with the demons you're fight-
ing or, and this is the real twister, they could turn with the demon
against you and...that's right...you lose. Not a bad film at all, but
you'1l wish they'd done it just a little bit better. (I can't even
point out areas for improvement, but I have this gut feeling that more
was intended and just didn't come to be—at least not on screem.)

E. Electric Dreams: Edgar is everyman: eager, earnest and en-
chante y his desire for the beautiful new neighbor upstairs). Sad-
1y, Edgar is a computer, and their circuits will most surely never in-
tegrate. But he does, at least and with 1ittle malice (but then ma-
chines are never really malicious, aside from those “peopleing"

Stephen King's nightmares), manage to foil his owner's own designs on
her—at least for a while. To tell you who gets what, uitimately,
would be to disservice you as this movie's greatest strength is its ca-
pable sense of surprise: of making the same old love triangle fresh
(and perversely appealing), and not only emotionally, but also visually
(fresh and perversely) appealing. I saw this film with no expecta-
tions, but came away from the cinema enraptured.

F. Full Moon In Paris: Next month for this, I promise.

G. Ghostbusters: Last month for this, I promise.

g-oﬁ O? lg:thing)...

_P. Purple Rain: Prince: powerful presence, passionate, prickish
pointless...but what a great half-dozen videos igacou1d provgde. !

Q. Quit while you're ahead. Really.

R. Revenge of the Nerds: Rejects really rock 'n roll. This is the
best coTTege-Tife movie since National Lampoon's Animal House—believe
me. There are all the expected stereotypical wimps and losers going up
against the jocks and their repressive system. And--since the title
tells you they win—1let me assure you that they do it with such pizzazz
you can't help but cheer their loathesomeness on to the finish. A lot
of movies try to claim the “sleeper of the summer" tag—but this one
really deserves it.

S. So, you didn't expect a movie for every letter, did you?

T. The New York Film Festival. The end of September, beginning of
October. Fuller-Filar report on that what happens, when that what
happens. . .does.

U. Uh, uh...I'm stumbling...

V. Very depressing, isn't it?

W. Woman in Red, The: Won-Won-Wonderful, with wacky (Gene) Wilder
[in the t}tle ro1g and what a great pair of legs—can we talk?)]. No,
Just kidding. This has been a test, just to see if you were (still)
up, for the joke. Kelly LeBrock is the beautiful object of this mar-
ried man's fantasy and understandably so. This genuine sex-comedy
lets good fun reign. Compassion is more integratal to the final pro-
duct than actual {though not imagined) physical passion. And talk 1.

about your supporting fanatics...there is lunacy afoot.
X. Bolero: Bo! Bare! Oh!
Y. Yawn...

6 7. 22222222

*por greater comprehension—lesser condescension. (God and I do love
platitudes...or is it the platitudes love me...oh, these dizzy heights
.+.) I'm experiencing an intense sense(less) deja vu. Could it be
that I've used this column to express these insane sentiments before?
THIS IS NOT A PADDED FOOTNOTE! (Though the writer could be conning
from a padded cell. FPor greater comprehension—lesser condescension.)
Madison (the Avenue, not the mermaid) tells us repeatedly repetition
is the only proven way to move wares. (Maybe, but who could prove it
if nobody reads it once surely nobody reads it twice?)

rces that
Capitalist Doom & Gloom Knom e e oe iha
boys got you in 2 Spin?
Now you me longer need QUIT YOUR JOB!
fear the End of the Werld ~"SLACK OFF

As many of you know, the U.S. Postal Service is now on Strike. So,
during this period of leisure granted to me by the APWU strike fund,
1'1) digress from my usual postal commentary to fill you in on some
much-needed {(and perhaps even Campoon-related) information regarding
the recent activities and endeavors of my good friend Robert Rabbit.
| know many of you don't believe in him—indeed, | myself have denied
his existence on occasion, and you certainly can't find more convincing
evidence than that—but the documentation of contemporary records, of
which an example is attached, is certainly adequate proof of his exist-
ence in the ultimate metaphysical sense, as if any of you rat fucking
infidels give a fat flying shit, haw haw haw!

First, let's take care of some old business—namely, the rumor that
R.R. was excommunicated from the Church of the SubGenius. This is a
vicious lie: R.R. is and always has been a card-carrying member. ‘We
do not know whether the Church is a card-carrying member, but that is a
matter we may not treat. Indeed, R.R. sent money, as it was his usual
habit to do—not especially on high holidays, but just whenever he felt
he could help out on a worthy endeavor. Despite this, a year or so oc-
curred some while back when Rabbit was tortured in The Secret Extrusion
Chambers for lack of financial support. This was ignored, of course,
being easily recognized as a normal functioning error due to mistrans-
lation of Church records. Since the replacement of Accidental Surreal-
ism {in the year 1980), however, errors have been regarded as anachro-
nistic grounds for discreditation, as supporting records both in the
files of International Church Headquarters and in those of the U.S.
Bureau of Shame demonstrate. Indeed, the peaceful flow of time has en-
dowed the transition from Nat'l. Surrealism to tnt'i. Surrealism nearly
unnoticeable, due partly to the suppression of Rabbit's 1982 press
conference.

Secondly, let us now turn our attention to the matter of the demise
of the Church of Jomama. As is well known, the Church of the SubGenius
has been on the skids for some time, and it is certainly not my fault,
haw haw haw! And it was for reasons or motives or intentions similar
to this that R. Rabbit was drawn into its sphere (or disk, rather)
early in 1984. If the Church of Jomama had not contained certain loop
holes (derived from either '"Holy Lupalia' or "Holy Lupine', perhaps
referring either to Lyganthropic Rites practiced in Roman times or to
floral counterparts to the Birds of Rhiannon—e.g., 'When the bear
comes up to take a pej. you kick him in the ice hole."), it could not
have been so easily sGbverted. It is my opinion that the Church of
Jomama was not subverted by Rabbit, nor by the Father Church, but by
the Unnamable Darkness ltself. To be sure, we are not speaking here of
Real Holy Darkness, but The False Darkness of the Dollar of Death.

Now, a word about taped messages. My child, "AA", whose actual ap-
pelation may not be repeated either verbally or in print without ex-
press permission of myself, his mother, and/or himself, was and is the
recent recipient of a prtable stereo cassette recorder and various
blank tapes, on which he and the neighbor children amused themselves by
creating various renditions of that "Where's The Beast!?" Advert from
TV etc. Now it so happens that while under the care of one of these
kids, a nice Catholic girl of 13, my child (the first Xist Preprophet,
by the way) had occasion to take his new player and tapes to the house
of this girl's family and somehow *'by a mistake which no one could ex-
plain', a tape sent here by The Bleeding Head of Arnold Palmer Launch-
ers' Society got mixed in with his own tapes. Well, despite the fact
that my child explicitly forbade the baby-sitter to play the tape, you
know how kids are, she played it anyway and got the livin' piss scared
out of her.

Several days later, the girl's father, who had confiscated the tape,
summoned me for a conference in which he informed me that he did not
want this object in his house, that it was an instrument of witchcraft
and black magic, etc. The poor fellow was almost trembling (almost in
the sense that the bullets almost missed JFK—he wasn't actually tremb-
ling, but actually quite the opposite) with the Wrath of Jehovah-1
Itself,

Well, | really dida't know what to say to the guy because 1'd never
heard the damn thing—1'd never had a player before and | have quite a
file of unheard tapes sent to me over the years. The man suggested
that | now listen to it (to fully appreciate the magnitude of the im-
pace of my negligence, | think). So, with my child, | listened to it
now for the first real time. It was a friendly little piece of Buli-
dada you know, with certainly no reference | could determine to black
magic, witchcraft, or otherwise. Such, | suppose, is the power of sug-
gestion, for | believe the tape was sent to me some years back during
the interim of Accidental Surrealism.

Today | received two more tapes from the SubGenius Foundation, but
my child, and his recorder, are a thousand miles away.

- Red Woof
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MY FAVORITE RECORDINGS OF THIS SUMMER
1. THE WRONGOS—DID YOU REALLY PAY THAT MUCH FOR THIS STUPID
ALBUM?
The Wrongos are my fave band. They are at it again, follow-
ing up their debut atbum (I LOVE HIPPIES CAUSE THEY TASTE
GOOD) with this powerful diatribe against consumerism. My
favorite song is a vicious remake of the old kiddie tune,
FOUND A PEANUT. Of course, the Wrongos twist it. They find
the peanut is rotten, so they call on the Quality Control
Center of the Universe. Much to their chagrin and ultimate
anger, they discover that it is run by Sonny Liston. Also
noteworthy on this album: Lead singer Perkle Fraidy does a
great Debbie Reynolds impersonation on the scathing ''Tammy
Tampon''; keyboard/synthesizer player Barth 0. Lingland sings
his own compositions, ''l Gotta Fall in Love Soon, My Hand Is
Getting Tired', "Ralph Nader Stole My Corvair', and '"Bagworms
In My Granola'; guitarist Walter Falter adds his weird fal-
setto vocals to his weird guitar playing on his tunes, 'Let's
Tax Television'' and "I1luminati Wives''. | love this album
for the superb cover art and graphics, too. Artist Robert
Williamson has captured the spirit of the Wrongos and their
fans by depicting a group of Rhode Island Red chickens wear-
ing Rick Springfield masks. These '"'Springfield Chickens'
(ha ha) are lined up in front of the Licorice Pizza record
store on Sunset Boulevard, waiting for it to open. If you
don't like the Wrongos' music, you can at least enjoy the
cover.
2. AMEL and THE NITE RATES—LOVE IS FOR SISSY BOYS
| saw Amel and the Nite Rates in person and their performance
of ''| Don't Blame Ya, Jesus'' was enough to make me a life-
long fan. This album, their third, on Round Up Records, jus-
tifies my faith in them and makes me wish they were more fa-
mous! The title tune is a gem, a philosophical treatise in
three minutes, 23 seconds. Blending his country-western
roots with the pragmatic ideas of William James, Amel manages
to convince even the most sentimental listener that it is
better to watch reruns of THAT GIRL than it is to have a ro-
mance. Also highly enjoyable to listen to: ''You Can't Make
A Hubcap Out of a White Stetson', ''You're So Lame', '] Don't
Need Anybody, I'm Rich'' and the very danceable ''Bean Stew
Boogie''.
3. THE MURBLES—DON'T LIFE MAKE YOU SICK?
The Murbles are a 6-man quartet from Wilkes-Barre, PA. This
debut album is a step up from their first debut album, MONDO
MURBLES. This album features twelve tunes, all of them ob-
noxious enough for airplay on both AM and FM. Lead singer
Billy Corpse is a born-again Pagan, and his lyrics tend to be
earthy and basic. In "The World is My Blackboard', Billy
sings, ""Don't talk, hand me the cha* the world is my black-
board and you can take a walk.'" The best thing about the
Murbles, though, is their use of the Theremin, a really
strange and wonderful instrument no other band uses. The
instrumental Theremin tune, ''The Dazzling Spiral of the
Dancing Donut Holes', is perfect music to sharpen pencils by.
Try it - it really gets you conscientious about making the
points truly even. 1 love the Murbles and wish they would be
on SOLID GOLD, but both France Glance (Theremin) and Oodles
Flagella (bass guitar) refuse to appear on the grounds that
“"those stupid dancers make us homicidal."
4, DOUBLE FELIX AND THE MASTERS OF THE DEE EN EH? FLESHTONED
ULTIMATUM—WITH A NAME LIKE THAT, WHO NEEDS A FUCKING
TITLE?
This may be the best album to come along since WHO'S NEXT.
The brilliant "My God Can Beat Your God'' must be on the top
ten - if only in the parallel universe. The band's cover
version of the old Billy Joe Royal tune '"Down in the Boon-
docks'' has been altered to '"Down in the Doom Box' and is a

Dante-esque vision of Hell on Earth, specifically Whittier,
California. Double Felix, as most of you should know, once
played glockenspiel for Frank Zappa. The other band members
come from various penitentiary work programs throughout the
country. Do | love this band? Does Nancy Reagan use Nor-
forms? Buy this album!
S. CUJO AND THE FROTHERS—-RELICS FROM A NON-EXISTENT ATTIC
This fine album will never get airplay because it is just too
dirty. These guys make Prince look like Queen Victoria. |I'm
even reluctant to list the song titles because they are so
incredibly obscene. Even the record company wouldn't list
them on the outside of the album OR the label of the record.
Instead, they put the titles in a sealed brown paper enve-
lope. There is also an address to write to if you want to
send for the lyrics, but lead singer Drelbo McDogs' precise
pronunciation makes that unnecessary. These guys make ''Louie
Louie'" sound like a Baptist hymn. Going where no man has
gone before, they explore human sexuality with wit and shame-
less honesty. A great ''gag gift' for convents and rectories!
Those are my five fave platters to spin this summer, kids.
Next time, I'11 tell you what my five favorite books are.
Ti11 then, remember: THE PURPOSE OF LIFE IS TO DISCOVER WHAT
THE PURPOSE OF LIFE 1IS.

Hey, Hey, Hey!!!—

We've got a real problem here. Bill Dunlop, the original
DownEast porcupine who sailed across the Atlantic single-
handedly in a 9-foot sailboat, is lost in the South Pacific
ocean and the Australians have refused to look for him,
even authorizing anything that might resemble a search.
wanted to be the first guy to sail around the world in a
masted dinghy and did he complain when he was mugged in Ja-
maica? No. Did he complain about getting stuck in the Pana-
ma Canal? No, he did not. Did he whimper when he sailed
right on by Tahiti? Absolutely not—not a peep.

If you have any friends in Australia or New Zealand or
even Antarctica, write to them and give them a buzz. We
have to find Bill Dunlop. The man has become a grandfather
but he has never seen his grandchild. He is one of the Tast
few true individualists, daring adventurers. No man is an
island but every man is looking for one. Help bring Bill
Dunlop into Port: write your Congressman, write your Con-
gresswoman, write your local newspaper, write to your Senaton
and your secretary of state, write to your mother (she's
bound to have some good ideas).

Please help to bring back Bill Dunlop safe and sound.

You'll be glad you did.
LAWRENCE P. WHITNEY

Bill
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WHY DID THE CHICKEN CROSS THE ROAD?

That's easy.

When there are no surprises

a person feels cheated,
missing the adrenaline
that comes from improvis
in the crosswalk,

rush hour traffic,
signal out,

wondering how

To Get To The Other Side.
- David Rice
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they BLINDED
me with VIDED.

by CANDI STRECKER:

CHAPTER XII: VIDEO MONOPOLY PLAYED BY NEW RULES

Now that it's autumn, we can hope that MIV will stuff all
those Olympic-theme videos back into the archives for the
next four years. Please, let's have no more scenes of
sweaty athletes backed by lame lyrics about how "the race is
long/but you've got to be strong." One almost welcomes a re-
turn to the usual Hollywood Gothic of high heels and smoke
and the further pondering of that eternal question, "How does
Billy Idel manage to sneer DIAGONALLY?" One might also turn
from that frivolous topic to the contemplation of something
really serious: the recent announcement of the biggest
change at MIV since they reanimated their logo. Very soon,
MIV is going to have real competition—not just the minor,
fragmented challenge of the many short rock-vid shows, but a
big-name, serious competitor: a 24-hour-a-day rock video
channel which will be offered by Turner Broadcasting Company
(the people who bring you Cable News Network and Superstation
WIBS). MTV, in turn, has announced plans to go into competi-
tion with itself: in January, they'll start producing a se-
cond channel of rock videos, aimed at "older viewers" (those
between 25—ouch!—and 49). My speculation is that MIV, cur-
rently aimed at the 12-to-24 age group, will be slanted
toward a younger audience (12-to-25) once the second channel
comes on-line, with even more heavy-metal nonsense and acne-
medicine ads. Question is, how much softer will the new
channel's programming be if they're trying to attract viewers
all the way up to age 497 For & hint of what the future may
bring, consider how much MTV has been playing Frank Sinatra's
"L.A., You're My Lady" recently...and shudder. A split MIV
might leave those of us who are in the middle, agewise, out
in the cold—or tuning in the Turner video channel (especial-
1y if Turner does a few things right, like eliminating the
chummy VJs that make MTV so excruciating to watch sometimes.
Come to think of it, that single revolutionary change would
do more to make a video channel "adult" and "mature’ than
any programming change).

Well, I thought that by now I'd seen every kind of rock
video it was possible to create, but recently someone has
come up with one more twist: using rock videos as an educa-
tional tool. "Colorsounds," a show now playing on some PBS
stations, consists of the same videos seen elsewhere, but
captioned with their ‘lyrics. At the start of the vid the
screen will say, for instance, "SILENT E SEARCH" or "ADVERB
SEARCH". Then, as the video unreels, that particular gram-
matical part will show up in color in the lyric captions—
get it? (No, I am not making this up.) They have even gone
so far as to put asterisks beside all ungrammatical words
like "gonna" and "ain't". I can just imagine a graduate-
level version of this—maybe "IRONY SEARCH'" featuring the
videos of Elvis Costello.

Maybe I'm getting a little jaded, or maybe by now I've
just seen too many videos. Whatever the reason, there just
aren't many vids that make me jump up out of my chair and pay
serious attention to the screen anymore. One of the few that
still gets me excited is Cyndi Lauper's newest, "She Bop". I
particularly like the character of her goofy motorcyclist
boyfriend here. Casting a guy with his kind of endearing-
but-oddball looks as her heartthrob is something very few
male rockers would have the nerve to do. Even the strangest-
looking male stars—Rick Ocasek comes to mind as an out-and-
out oddity—nonetheless surround themselves in their videos
with the most high-gloss of this year's models. Cyndi, on
the other hand, pairs off with this guy who LOOKS like he'd
logically be her boyfriend, an equally-nutty partner, not a
status symbol for her to display. There's something extra-
ordinarily satisfying in the end of this video, where Cyndi
and the guy suddenly find themselves in sparkly Fred Astaire
outfits and do a terrifically spastic dance up a Stairway to
Heaven, surrounded by a chorus of Normal People. It occurs
to one that this is precisely the use to which Normal People
should be put: their remarkable ability to dress and look
alike makes them perfectly suited to being anonymous, inter-
changeable background units for those who are Unusual enough
to aspire to be Stars.
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WOX lnk by Rory Houchens

HEARTBEAT CITY—The Cars (Elektra)—The high tech gloss the Cars
achieved on their first two 1p's began to fade by the ambitious but
confounding PANORAMA, and had all but disappeared on the second-rate
SHAKE IT UP. But after three years' worth of tune-ups and lube jobs,
these Boston boys are sitting pretty as they tool on into HEARTBEAT
CITY. Main gear grinder Rick Ocasek utilizes his "1ife as cartoon
strip" philosophy on a number of tunes here, most notably on the plas-
tic-coated "You Might Think" (love that video!) and "Magic”. The guys
spar with the ghost of the Velvet Underground on real lip smackers,

" goking For Love" and “Why Can't I Have You", and go strictly Top 40
with "Stranger" and *I Refuse". Both "Drive", a hazy trip home fogged
up by Greg Hawkes' synthesized gauze, and “Heartbeat City" are prime
examples of what made the Cars so hot to begin with—formulaic pop
songs souped up with state-of-the-art instruments and ideas that are as
catchy as they are smart.

VICTORY—The Jacksons (Epic)—As Michael-mania sweeps the country
(the wor1d?), we find the six musical Jackson brothers in the throes of
their farewell (?) tour to support the release of their farewell (?)
album, VICTORY. And while they can all dance, shout and shake their
bodies down to the ground, Michael is still clearly THE STAR and this
being a group effort, anyone waiting for another zonked out "monster
smash” 1ike "Billie Jean" or "Beat It" may have to wait for THRILLER's
follow-up. In the meantime, however, there's plenty of good, solid
stuff here to satisfy fans of the whole clan. Jackie contributes a
couple of respectable numbers—"Torture", an effects-laden bit of moody
funk, and the sparkling "Wait" which effortlessly mixes shades of Mo-
town's classic era with flashy rock handiwork. Randy gets credit for
the album's outstanding ballad, "One More Chance", a 1ight-as-a-feather
dreampiece that beats the heck out of Michael's lofty, string-engorged
preach-a-rama, "Be Not Always". And let's not forget Tito's "We Can
Change The Worid", a reggaefied plea for global unity, and Marion's
"Body", a piece of AM textbook funk and a real finger popper to boot.

JERMAINE JACKSON (Arista)—To be completely honest, I'd have to say
that this latest solo 1p by Jermaine is a better buy than VICTORY—
there are fewer forays into hyper-funk and the songs here deal more
with specific "feelings" as opposed to specific “"sounds". Besides the
obligatory duet with Michel Jackson, "Tell Me I'm Not Dreamin'" (which
is fine in its own way), there's "Dynamite“, a spunky paean to true
love, and "Sweetest Sweetest", a tune that fairly dances off the record
with the brightest arrangement I've heard in months. Exotica abounds
in “Do What You Do", a tropical-flavored smoothie, and the beautiful
“Come To Me", whose odd mix of strings, sitar and Oriental overtones is
irresistable. This record is perfect for the last slow days of summer.

SITUATION X—Michael Gregory (Island)—This nifty little disc could
conceivably be Tumped in with the last two, seeing as how Gregory's
name is in fact Michael Jackson ("Gregory" being his middle name), but
he's not related and to avoid confusion with the 1ike-named, one-glove
wonder, Greg's had to drop his famous surname. He is quite well-known
to jazz/pop/fusion followers as an exceptional guitarist, composer and
singer, and his handful of records on various jazz labels have nearly
reached classic status. SITUATION X, a flawless work, finds Michael
leaning more to the pop side of his talents as he makes good use of his
buoyant falsetto, shimmering guitar work and polished songwriting
skills. Tight arrangements and a minimum of instruments used to their
maximum potential make such songs as "Can't Carry You", "Situation X"
anddtg? britliant "Small Town Talk" hot audio property inteed. Recom-
mended !

CHOICE CUTS—Iggy Pop (RCA)— Rabid interest in David Bowie's ver-
sion of "China Girl" (co-written by Dave and the lg) sparked the re-
lease of this 1p which amounts to half of THE IDIOT and half of LUST
FOR LIFE cemented together onto one volatile disc. True Iggy aficiona-
dos may want to quibble about the selections, but otherwise normal folk
may be grateful for the pure, undiluted dose of musical mayhem with

For a sample copy, send $1 in cash,
check, or stamps, or & cOpy of your own
publication, to Mike Gunderloy, 41
Lawrence St., Medford, MA 02155. Your
mailbox will be glad that you did.

Picks to click:
Midnight", "Lust For Life" and “"Some Weird Sin".
HYSTERIA—The Human League (A&M)—There's no doubt about it—the

none of the gristle intact. “China Girl", "Sister

Human League make great singles. Witness, for example, “"Fascination”
or "Mirror Man" or the classic "Don't You Want Me", a synth-pop master-
piece built around a snappy chorus and an up-to-date male/female rela-
tionship. HYSTERIA contains its share of prospective hit 45's as well
as a fair amount of unnecessary baggage. On the plus side—"1'm Coming
Back” and "I Love You Too Much”, a pair of jaunty songs with just a
hint of mid-sixties enthusiasm. “Louise" with its loping, low-key syn-
thesizer could easily be the second chapter in the "Don't You Want Me"
saga, and “The Sign", a bouncy, optimistic forecast for mankind with
its trademark female back-ups. On the minus side—"Rock Me Again And
Again And Again And Again And Again And Again", a slapdash bit o' funk
that's almost as irritating as its title; “The Lebanon”, a musty mar-
riage of new dance routine and worn-out political commentary; and "Be-
trayed", a doomful hunk of cracker jack that could pass for a dreadful
hand-me-down discarded by the likes of Black Sabbath and Argent ten
years ago. HYSTERIA may not always be on the mark, but when it is it's
hard to beat.

FEARLESS—Nina Hagen (CBS)—Nina Hagen may have the biggest bag of
vocal tricks this side of Kate Bush; the trouble is, a lot of 'em can
cause mass suicide. But seriously folks, take this woman. . .please!
FEARLESS starts off with the robust "New York New York", a summation of
a club-hopping lifestyle in the 'Big Apple' where our unsinkable hero-
ine does admirable impersonations of Madame, Yoko Ono and Roberta Pe-
ters. Next up is the hearty "My Sensation” done up in that Alicia "Is
my hair short enough yet?” Bridges style that was so popular with the
younger crowd a half decade ago. You say you want some rap music?
Well, just sink your canines into "What It Is", a mile-a-minute tongue-
bruiser with funky sheet metal pizzazz. You say opera's more your bag?
Then zip right on down to the final track on the album, “"Zarah", a tri-
bute to some obscure {7) opera singer that'll quench that MADAME BUT-
TERFLY thirst. Precisely produced by that knob-spinning wizard, Gior-
gio Moroder, FEARLESS is far from the beaten path, which probably ac-
counts for its sinister charm.

ALCHEMY—Dire Straits (Warner Bros.)—If there was every any doubt
about the greatness of this band or of Mark Knopfler's rightful place
as a post-Hendrix guitar hero, then this two-record, live package
should be quite a convincing revelation to any nonbelievers. Knopfler's
keen sense of romanticism and his passionate involvement with the music
have helped the guitarist compose some of the best folk-based rock to
come along in years. "Once Upon A Time In The West" and "Sultans of
Swing" are indelibly stamped with Knopfler's raspy, Dylan-esque vocals
and his graceful, fleet-fingered guitar attacks (the ending of "Sul-
tans" is justifiably mesmerizing). "Two Young Lovers", with saxman
Mel Collins and pianist Alan Clark, is a visceral rocker that rivals
Chuck Berry and Dave Edmunds at their best, while the acoustic treat-
ment of “Romeo and Juliet" is as delicate as it can be without becoming
just a pretty shadow. On ALCHEMY, Dire Straits burn brighter than day-
light.

RELEASE—David Knopfler (Passport)—Brother of Mark Knopfler and
former Dire Straits-man himself, David exhibits the same musical quali-
ties that made his sibling so appealing. His vocals may not be quite
as smoky nor his guitar playing as dynamic, but his songs are rooted in
the same folk/rock/blues melting pot that has helped distinguish Dire
Straits from others in the pack. The mild and tightly packed "Soul
Kissing" sounds perfectly groomed for airplay, and the equally pleasing
“Madonna's Daughter" is in the same vein as his brother's classic "Sul-
tans of Swing”, fast-paced and quick to bury itself in your brain.
uSideshow" is a Steely Dan-ish piece of contemporary dance music, while
the bittersweet "The Girl and the Paperboy" evokes artists as diverse
as Leon Russell, The Band and John Cale and scores as the Ip's most
distinctive track. Rich in music, story and image, both RELEASE and
ALCHEMY are representative of some of this year's best rock—don't pass
on either one.



FINDING FREEDOM

by Kerny Thonnley
CHAFTER S1X: NO PRISONERS!

Possible cryptic meanings to the Arab's words passed through Quent's
mind. Conspiracy politics was rife with rumors of the peril of power-
ful Arabian oil sheiks.

""My passport to high adventure,' Wimpel muttered, lighting the pipe.

What seemed like a knowing chortle issued from the driver.

“"Are you an exchange student here?"

""Only before | just quit school," the Arab answered. ''Today | am a
free man. My father finds out | spend my school money on a car and
hashish—hal—tomorrow | will be a dead man!"

Quent was finding his own suspicions boring. In any case, everyone
he rode with was probably a spy—a theory Wimpe!l seriously entertained
—and certainly no agent is whatever seems most obvious. This guy, if
he was into espionage, was probably working for the Israelis.

Quent had not absorbed so much cannibis smoke of such power so ear-
ly in the day in more years than he could remember without becoming mi-
serably nostalgic. Examining the pipe, he saw that it was beautiful
beyond all reckoning. About the size of a thimbie, the bowl was of
heavy polished green translucent stone attached to a thin, gracefully
bending reed stem about a foot long. Simple—the work of some Frank
Lloyd Wright of psychedelic paraphernalia—the whole piece combined
balance both in appearance and weight to seem to Wimpel astonishing.
Then something of equal beauty, obviously the product of at least as
much creative genius, caught his eye: a silvery spider web decal af-
fixed to the window next to him, blending asymmetrical design with an
overall composition that contained a mysterious, orderly and rhythmic
pattern within the appearance of chaos. For a seeming eternity of
here-and-now moments Quent admired this great work of art as the out-
side slipped behind them at exhilerating speeds. Then he realized that
what he was looking at with such entranced fascination was a shattered
car window.

The Arab student, whose name Wimpel had for no particular reason de-
cided was Hassan, noticed Quent's attention to the damaged glass and
said, ''"Maybe somebody threw a rock at the man who bought this car
first, eh? | was going to get a new motor car, but | decide what the
hell--1 must also save money to spend on the American girls. How fast
you think 1 can make this thing go?"

Quent did not answer immediately. At last he said, *'Those are very
beautiful cracks.'" And then, after another long pause, "Either that or
| am awfully goddamned high."

Hassan flashed him a toothy grin and said, 'This is very good smok-
ing. Shall we go faster? Are you afraid?"

Quent noticed they were now on the bridge, the bay waters shimmering
below like a desert mirage. ''NO PRISONERS!'' he shouted.

Hassan floored it.

Next Wimpel was looking at the buildings in downtown Saint Pete with
a long trail of memories encompassing the last many minutes. 'Shazam!"
said the Paisley Dragon, ''am | ever ripped!"

""Shazam. Ripped. This means?"

"'Shalom to Allah," Quent replied as they pulled up to a red light.

Hassan laughed. I think | let you out here. | want to go drive
the bridge in the opposite direction now just as fast as before."
Handing him the pipe for a last puff, he said to Quent, '"May your jour-
ney give you many smokes of hashish like this——and much peace.'

“"Alhamdulillah,' Quent replied, recalling a Sufi chant he once
learned at a visit to a Southern California ashram.

Quent waved after the driver as the orange car pulied away.
be to God,'" he muttered in translation.

At his feet a tiny metal toy airplane caught his eye. Bending over
to examine it more closely, Quent perceived that this toy was an in-
genius work of art—certainly not the creation of a run-of-the-mill de-
signer. Combining balance in both color and shape, it gave the impres-
sion of a sleek, gliding motion. Gathering the airplane carefully into
his hand with great consciousness, Wimpel slid it into his pocket and
walked on with no immediate destination in mind.

In due time he came to a bank. More like a grotto than a porch, the
front enclosure contained a pond with a circulating fountain. No coins
were to be found in the pool. Some ponds are wishing wells and others
just aren't. Quent had never been able to figure out why. With a dis~
appointed sigh he sat on a marble bench and removed the little toy
plane from his pocket. Robbin wishing wells was one of the ways he
supported himself when hitching. You'd think that a pond in front of a
bank...But then, there was just no rule of thumb. Either a pond was
cluttered with pennies, nickels, dimes and quarters or it wasn't.

Glancing at his paim, Wimpel noticed the airplane seemed to be rest-
ing in the hand of God, like an illustration in The Watchtower. Then
it struck him that this toy's designer had endowaa_hT?TTEgg?zFB]ece with
religious significance. For it was an exact replica of a crucifix—ex-
cept that the wings were swept back, indicating that the cross beam was
broken. Also the feet of Christ, disguised as tail fins, were pointing
outward. Jesus was freeing Himself from the cross through the miracle
of humanity's conquest of the air. Dayglo orange windows made the
cockpit into a sacred heart, shining from the flame within.

Quent turned the artifact over and examined its turquoise belly in
search of a trademark or company name—perhaps even the signature of
the designer—so he could write them and contact the artist who made
this simple child's toy as an Aquarian Age symbol of the triumph of New
Age values over Picean suffering. Finding only the words, “Made in
Hong Kong,'' for an insane split-second he took it as a rebuke of his
communist anarchist ideas. For wasn't Hong Kong where refugees fled to
escape Communist domination in China?

10 Then Quent's whole mental structure collapsed in a flash of under-
standing: he was very stoned and was only imagining things that
weren't there. Except that it was certainly an airplane. 'My passport

"Praise

'®
A Wise Investment
by Susan Packie

I received a catalog from Wisenheimer School for Antiso-
cial Practices, located in the basement of the Salvation Army
Headquarters, the other morning.

Ten years ago I made the mistake of requesting a copy, and
1 have been receiving it ever since. Now, having both a 1lit-
tle surplus money and a few vacant hours a week, I decided it
was time to pick up a few college credits.

The array of courses I was presented with was absolutely
unbelievable! I knew if I could not make at least one selec-
tion, I was probably not college material.

1 started out by eliminating all courses offered between
the hours of ten at night and seven in the morning, due to
transportation problems. That left me with 1,902 courses
from which to choose. Several courses required the students
to be already working in those particular fields, so I also
crossed out these possibilities.

1 dove into the psychology listings first, since I have
always been considered something of a case. It was then that
my eyes alit upon the course of my dreams: GROWING UP INSANE,
1-3/4 credits.

The catalog read: "Have you ever had the feeling that you
were out of step with everyone else on this planet? This
course will enable you to trace these feelings back to the
womb and, with luck, to former existences. Perhaps you are
destined for another world, another universe. Examples of
people who have discovered their true selves and migrated to
other realms will be shown during class time. A field trip
will help students select the realm which best suits them.
Supplementary reading lists are provided, but all that is
really needed is a mind full of holes. The instructor crams
in all that the students could ever wish to know."

The instructor's name seemed to be Outa Bounds, “B.A.,
M.A., and Ph.D., Wisenheimer. Ten years experience in mental
hospitals as a patient. Thousands of satisfied, also quite
dead, former students. Writer of many unpublished tracts."

The fee for the course was $1,005, plus $10,000 for the
field trip. I put an asterisk next to the entry and kept
reading.

Science has always intrigued me, so I was drawn to a
course entitled THE BODY: REGULATING ITS NATURAL FUNCTIONS,
2 credits.

"This course teaches students how to have regular bowel
movements, how to chop off the top of the head to eliminate
migraines, and how to derive more enjoyment from sexual in-
tercourse. The instrictor gives weekly demonstrations of all
points and is available outside of regular class hours for
students who need extra help, with the third goal in parti-
cular. Both males and females are urged to register."

Cango Eitherway was teaching this one. He/she had an A.A.
from Kamasutra Community Endeavor.

That course would set me back $2,021, plub $500 for lab
fees.

Now, I am a very realistic person. I knew I could not af-
ford to take both courses. But then again, could I afford to
miss either of them?

1 checked my horoscope for the month.
‘wise ‘investment that will turn your life around.
find a new way of living. No more headaches!"”

Wisenheimer, of couSpe, must be the wise investment pre-
dicted for me. And here were the two courses, almost spelled
out! I quickly made out a check for $13,526. ]

The astrologist's name was Cango OQuta Bounds, but what did
I care? I was finally getting a college education!

"You will make a
You will

to high adventure," he mumblied, slipping thehtoy absently into his
shirt pocket.

‘'Where are you going?" asked a voice.

Quent looked up to see, staring at his backpack, the most clean-cut,
open and friendly countenance ever to appear outside the pages of a
"“Terry and the Pirates" comic book.

"Anywhere the highway takes me,' Wimpel responded pleasantly.

"How does Fort Lauderdale sound?'' inquired the blond-haired man.

"Beautiful! Is that where you're going?"
"Yep.“
YAl rightt My name is Quentin Wimpel,"

With a hearty handshake, the bold-jawed man said, "i'm Jim Dare. |'m
parked right around the corner."

"Incredible," Quent said sincerely.

Together they rounded the corner and piled into a copper station
wagon.

With a smug grin, the handsome stranger said, 'We'll be in Fort
Lauderdale in about forty-five minutes." 5T{i§>



On Being A Morning Person
by Mike Gunderloy

This is going to come as a shock to some of you. Maybe
you had better sit down. You see, I've discovered something
unknown to most students: there is a world before 6AM.

Yes, six in the morning, an hour when (believe it or not)
the sun hasn't even risen most of the year. You couldn't
prove by me that the world exists after 10PM any more—but
I've discovered that I like the morning much better than

the nightanyways. The night is full of things to do, people
to see, parties to suffer through. The morning has quiet
time for contemplation, fresh air, and birds.

When I get up in the morning, I find the time to think and
relax, instead of just reacting to the overwhelming barrage
of stimuli that occurs later in the day as the world wakes up
and heats up. A walk to the bus stop becomes an opportunity
to establish contact with earth and sun and wind and sky, in-
stead of a session of dodging small children and breathing
automobile exhaust fumes.

To most people 1 suppose a walk to the bus stop would just
be part of a commute, just something that has to be done
somewhere between cups of coffee. ?I find I appreciate the
world much more without the caffeine, thank you.) But to me
this same walk can be an opportunity for primitive mysticism.
Most days I take this time to perform a very basic pagan ri-
tual; it's composed of ideas I've stolen from a couple of
different sources, and I claim no particular tradition or
rationale for it, but it makes me feel good.

Basically, I use this walk to get in touch with the basic
four elements of Greek tradition: Fire, Airs, Water and Earth.
1 commune with them in that order, working from the most
rarefied to the most dense, because it seems the natural
order.

Fire is of course overwhelmingly present in the sun. Never
mind that many mornings it is hidden behind clouds or snow or
not even over the horizon. That does not dilute the power
and majesty of our star one bit. It is still out there in
the cosmos, a huge ball of boiling matter stressed to the
breaking point, of the subatomic dance that composes us all
raised to a pitch that mere humans cannot comprehend. Once
you're in touch with the morning, you'll know without think-
ing where the sun is, clouds or no; you'll be able to reach
out and feel the force that powers our world even after it is
attenuated in the vastness of space. Fire is a force to re-
spect, but it is also a friend to be greeted.

Air is easy to find. A deep breath and one is filled with
it. The gentle breeze of a spring day or the blustery wind
of winter are both reminders of the unseen presence of this
stuff of 1ife. Dust motes sparkle suspended upon the up-
drafts from hot pavement. The leaves rustle overhead. Even
on a dead calm day, you can feel the cooling on your face as
you walk along, parting the mysterious air with your own
body. Open your skin to the sensations of swimming through
this 1ight medium and greet the air.

Next to be greeted is water. Though you live in a desert
or the center of a city, water is always present even on a
cloudless summer day when the temperature is in the eighties
at five ayem. Water is not just lakes and oceans, but a net
of interactions woven around us by the power of fire, moving
from the sea into the air, wafted hither and yon by the
forces of air, falling gently to the earth, flowing down
hills to form mighty rivers, moving slowly and awesomely down
the mountains of Antarctica in massive frozen glaciers.
Though man may tame the rivers and hide them from sight, they
still flow beneath your feet in the city, trapped in concrete
channels but still a part of the grand cycle that has our own
bodies as minor parts. Within and without, greet the water.

The Earth presses up against your feet as you walk along.
In the city man has smoothed her contours and cast her in
concrete, but the Great Mother is still there. There is
something very reassuring to the upward press against the
soles of your shoes. Contemplation of the earth reveals our
own smallness; the earth goes to the horizon and extends be-
neath you further than you can imagine, even in these days of
moon shots and space photos. It holds you in a reciprocal
relationship; you attract the earth just as much as it at-
tracts you, united by the mysterious force of gravity. Listen
yithout your ears and the earth will greet you as you greet
it.

When 1've contacted the elements of the world I draw power
from them. After all, all the energy in our bodies comes
from the interactions of these elements already; man is a
part of nature and nature is pleased to relinquish small bits

of the universe's power to any man. Take deep breaths and
feel the power flowing into your body, into your lungs and
then out along your arms, it hits the fingertips and makes
them tingle on the next breath, proceeds down the legs to the
toes, relaxes and strengthens your whole body. The power is
there for the taking. By the time I finish the two-block
walk, I will be wide awake and full of energy.

Self-hypnosis and suggestions? Magic and paganism? Take
your pick; all I can say is that I'm a happier and healthier
person since I've started doing this. I don't think the
morning is completely essential, though I would say it helps
to practice in a specific time and place, without interrup-
tions. The morning walk just happens to be best for me.

A COLD SUIgMER NIGHT
y Steven Schanﬁé )
At around 3:30 AM on July 29th; I left the Irving Plaza in

NYC, after a night of dancing, hairdo sightseeing, and very
loud music. 1 took the PATH train from 14th Street to Jersey
City, and transferred to the shuttle bus (the bridge from
Jersey City was under repair, so a shuttle bus was supplied
by the PATH officials). A young man boarded the same bus as
me, and sat beside me.

He was dressed in a Sergio Valenti t-shirt and jeans com-
bo, complete with designer sneakers, and was obviously intox-
jcated. After grabbing his arm to keep him from falling to
the floor, 1 offered him two “keep-alert" guarana pills. He
thanked me, and started a conversation of sorts.

He told me his name was Jim, and he had just finished a
wild night in the city. He had gone without sleep for seve-
ral days for some reason or another.

Jim nodded off frequently on the bus ride. I kept grab-
bing him by the shirt to keep him from falling to the floor
(several times). When I asked if he was driving home, he
said he'd hitch a ride back to his place in Bloomfield.

His condition was so bad that I had to help him out of the
bus and up the station steps to the PATH platform. While
waiting for the train (and after he bummed a cigarette from
another passenger), he turned to me and said, "Y'know the
14th Street PATH station?"

"I was there eariler tonight,” I answered.

“Guy I knew was loaded on pills an' such. Leaned over the
tracks to see if the train was comin', an' he fell on the
tracks. Train cut him in two! They hadda dig him out from
under the train. He was so loaded that he prob'ly didn't
feel a thing!"

We traded horror stories while waiting for the train. Jim
was grateful for my help, and repeatedly thanked me. I told
him that the next time he had a chance to help someone else,
he should do so.

Finally the train came, and in about two minutes, we were
at Newark's Penn Station. After leaving the train, I asked
him again if he could make it home safely. He misunderstood
me, and thought I was asking if he could put me up for the
night. I was taken aback by the fact that he offered to do
so.

It was then I offered him a ride to his street. He could
barely walk, so I felt he wouldn't do anything dangerous,
short of passing out on the way.

We crossed the street and entered the parking lot where my
car stood, covered with morning dew. After helping him into
the car, we were on our way to Bloomfield, with Jim thanking
me all the way. I told him the main reason I was driving him
home was so he wouldn't be picked up by the cops.

“Shit, man,"” he replied, "I've been picked up twice!"

"Driving under the influence?" 1 asked.

“BEING under the influence! Jus' bein' drunk onna street!
Fuckin' cops put me away for 90 days the first time, six
months the second! SIX FUCKIN' MONTHS!"

After crossing the municipal line into Bloomfield, he
asked to be dropped off at an all-night donut shop. I pulled
into the parking lot and gave him a copy of my comic book
DREAM SEQUENCE (I use them instead of business cards). 1
thought that even if he didn't understand it, it would be a
reminder of this night.

Just as he left the car, a Bloomfield police car pulled
alongside. It slowed down as Jim, oblivious to the cop car,
passed by. )

As 1 drove from the parking lot, I looked into my rear
view mirror and saw Jim standing at the counter in the store,
ordering something, and the cop car waiting beside the store,
out of the line of vision from the side window. Waiting 1ike
a cat does before it pounces on a mouse that leaves its hole.ll



Script for a $40 HORRORSHOW

FADE IN: by Knis dp/(‘n
MAIN STREET. vmg (Rated M) '
¢ see The dinty main stneet of a small Westean town, circa 1880;

dust and depression abound. A mangy dog entens the frame, sniffding fon
good; we PAN with him as CLint's Generat Shoppe comes into view, upon
whose windows are the signs USED CHAMBER POTS INSIDE and HORSES—
SCRATCH § DENT SALE. Looking up, the mangy dog spots a WOMAN approach-
ing; he goes into a phony Limp, complete with a sight whimpen.)

WOMAN ON STREET:

Oh, you poor thing! Here, have some meat.

She puffs some naw meat out of her purse, which the dog gobbles
quickly while wagging his taif. He then watches the woman feave,
smiting and chucking behind hen back. He continues down the street,
sans the Limp.

INTERIOR:  SALOON. DAY.
¢ see a watk up to the ban and sit down.
proaches him.

BARTENDER:

what'1] it be?
MAN AT BAR:
{Thinkding) Hmmm...

Just then, an OLD BUM at the othen end of the ban takes a suig of a

drink, hacks and spits, hitting the side of the spittoon.

OLD BUM:

Ugh! Trough water!

MAN AT BAR:

(Happity, to bartender) Hey! 1'11 have some of what he's having!

We PAN acnoss the noom to show three CANCAN DANCERS, kicking up
thein heels on atage. A GROUP OF DRUNKEN MEN watch them intently grom
neanby tables; strangely, thein upper bodies are covered with white
dust and paint chips.
CANCAN DANCERS:
{Singing while dancing}

The BARTENDER ap-

Welcome to our humble town,
It's filthy but it's sweet;
So guzzle up our watered swill,
And be sure to raise your feet.
And if you find you get The Horn,
And want to chance disease;
Get up two dollars and your thing,
And go across the street!
The dwunks naise thein pistols and shoot the ceiling while hooting
Loudly; mone dust and plaster falls §rom the ceiling onto thein heads
and shouldens.

BARTENDER:
(Angnily, to the drunks) Goddammit, now!

SIGN QUTSIDE FURBALL. DAY.

We se¢ a aign Aeading WELCOME TO FURBALL—THE GARDEN SPOT OF THE
WORLD! {The town can be seen in the background.) Then, under that in
smallfen Lettens: Population: 37. We then hean a DULL CLUMPING, Like
approaching footsieps, as, after a moment, a big, green, scaly monster
§oot comes into frame and steps on the sign, squashing it glat. The
othen foot then comes into frame, as we see the creatune's Legs ad-
vancing towarnd the town.

THE SALOON AGAIN.

K gangly, sfupid-Looking EMCEE bounces out behind the dancers as

they feave the atage.

EMCEE:

Well, well, let's hear it for the Rash triplets! 1 took 'em home to

Daddy just to find the one in the middle is my illegitimate sister!
The dnunks stare at him, stone-faced,

EMCEE:

Well, before I bring out Esmerelda and her dancing birthmarks—
The crowd goes crazy with hoots and howls.

EXTERIOR:  BACK OF SALOON.

As he walks up behind ZThe saloon, the creature tund his head at the
commotion coming grom inside. He 4s Lange, Godzilla-Like.
THE SALOON AGAIN.

EMCEE:

1 told you to knock that off!

—1'd Tike to first show you some...
He brings a ten-gallon hat grom behind his back, holding it upside-
down in §ront of him.
EMCEE:
Prestidigitation!
An OLD DRUNK nises awkwardly grom his seat.
OLD DRUNK:
Look out, he's gonna vomit!

THE BACK OF THE SALOON AGAIN.

The creatune sfeps up 1o and sniffs the back of the rotting, wood
saloon, then tumns to the camera, nodding and smiling.
THE SALOON AGAIN.

EMCEE:
1 shall now make this hat...levitate!

Suddenly, the creature punches his aum through the wall behind the
emcee, ferociously pulling him back thnough it; the emcee §Lies back-
warnds out of his tall boots, feaving them standing up on the stage.
The hat hangs in mid-ain fon a moment, then falls, <its wide baim
catching on the tops of the boots. The dwnks applaud this "trick"
Loudly and wildly.

EXTERTOR: WINKY'S. DAY,

We see a two-Level butlding; below is an office, while above there
are plush curtains and s04t ned Lights in the windows. A sign on the
%@snz of the building neads FURBALL CHAMBER OF COMMERCE/WINKY'S HOUSE

OF DISEASE.
INTERIOR: HOOKER'S ROOM.
We dee a HOOKER admiiting a §ilthy COWBOY .into hen room.
HOOKER:
C'mon in, cowboy.
He enters, walking stiffly.
HOOKER:
Don't be shy, honey.
COWBOY:
I ain't, I jus' been ridin' two days without a rest stop.

She goes to a Large window above hen bed and opens it.

HOOKER: :
That's called an occupational hazard—mine.

She Lays back and sees he has gotten out of his pants, which are
caked with praindie dust; his pants stand up by themselves, as he moves
towands hen.

COWBOY :
{Indicating pants) Jesus, lady, they're haunted!
He plops down on top of her, as dust nises grom his shirt into the

ain. She winces, closing her eyes.
HOOKER:
(Muttering) Home, home on deranged!

The cowboy starts to move on her, as we TILT UP to show the view
outside the window. After a moment, the creature pops his head into
view, suweying the scene in the noom. He Laughs a Long, breathy Laugh
at the sight. We then see the hooker again, who sniffs the creature's
goul breath in the aixr.

HOOKER:
{To cowboy) Whaddaya, growing peat moss in your armpits?

Suddenty, the creature sinks his teeth into the cowboy's butt and
pulls him out of the window. The hooker screams.

EXTERIOR: BACK OF WINKY'S.

The chealune 45 chewdng on the cowboy; he pulls the dirty shint out
0f his mouth and, walking away, throws it to the ground. The mangy dog
§rom the §inst scene auns up and, opening the shirt with its xwt?l,
§inds the cowboy's meaty nib cage inside. The dog yaps, does a back-
wand §Lip and drags the nib cage out of grame.

INTERIOR:  SHERIFF'S OFFICE. DAY.

The SHERTFF aiis neading the paper, as the DEPUTY nushes 4in.

DEPUTY:
Sheriff Tate, we got a problem!
A STREET. DAY.

The sheni{§ walks up to a crowd of people on the street.

BOY IN CROWD:
(Pointing) He went that-a-way, Sheriff!

The sheniff draws his gun and, slowly walking backwand, addresses

the crowd.
SHERTFF:
Now, everyone...get back!

Just then the creature steps out from behind a building; the sherif$
has his back to the creature. The crowd gasps as the creature spreads
his anms, takes a giant breath and sucks the sheriff toward him and
into his mouth.

INTERIOR: SHERIFF'S OFFICE. DAY,

The depufy bunsts 4in, despondent, and sits at the sherniff's desk,
with his head in his hands.
DEPUTY:

What to do? MWhat to do?

He Looks down at the open paper; under the headline MAN WILL WALK ON
MARS BY 1927! is an ad gon COSMO STARZ—TRAVELING EXTERMINATOR! WILL
RID YOUR DOMAIN OF ANY AND ALL PARASITES!

DEPUTY:
That's our man!
MAIN STREET. DAY.

The populace of Furball has gathered to watch Cosme nide into town.

They hitch his honse to a post; on the side of his saddle is a sign

neading PEST CONTROL. He dismounts.

COSMO:

First things first. 1 demand five dollars from every adult in the com-
munity.

OSATASW Look at each other and, slowly, nod as one in aghreement.
C :

Now, take me to the problem.

ANOTHER STREET. DAY,

C{tizend watch grom their windows as Cosmo slowly walks doum the
strneet.

COSMO:
{Shouting) C'mon out, devil!

From a poach on the sidelines, PREACHER PLUCKER cups his hands and
smiles.

PREACHER PLUCKER:
He is but a bonus gift from Allah!

Just then the creatune appeanrs at the othen end of the street, as he
and Cosmo approach each othenr.
COSMO:

{Sogtty) God!

He shifts his gun belt around, which has several pairs of pistols on
it, until the lLongest pain is unden his hands. The creature sees this
and grabs TWO MEN who are standing too close 20 him, hofding them at
his aides Like pistols. The creature then starnts throwing them at Cos-
mo, who fust manages to duck them. The second man's body breaks up as
it hits the ground, as Cosmo quickly teans his shint off, scoops up
the disembodied head and, swinging it over his head Like a slingshot,
§Lings the head at the creature. 1t hits him squarely <in the gace,

and the creature §alls over, banging his head hard on the ground. The



tounspeople cheer as they feave thein homes and join Cosmo in the

stneet. The creatune is sTikL.
DEPUTY:

That was great!

COSMO:

Oh, it was just something I read in a book somewhere. For now, though,
I've got to keep watch over this creature. Where's the nearest barn?
INTERIOR: BARN. DUSK.

We aee Cosmo sZEng at an old table, counting his money.
PULL BACK to show the creatune, who 48 sitting next to him.
COSMO:

Well, we didn't do as well as we did the last time, but these pecker-
woods will still get us to Peoria!

The creatune tosses his head back and Lets out a DEEP CHUCKLE. We
then see, at the othen end of the bann, two small eyes peering thrwugh
the skats 4in the doon.

EXTERIOR: BARN.

A SMALL BOV has witnessed the scene.

nushes down the street.

We then

He slowly moves away, then

INTERIOR: _BARN. DUSK. .
Cosmo is now playing cands with the creatunre.
COSMO:
No, no. How many times must I tell you? A flush beats a straight!

Suddenty the doon bursts open as the townspeople, emraged, enter.
They grab Cosmo and drag him out, quickly scurrying away §rom the mon-
sten; they all scream in unison 4in thein bloodfust.

MAIN STREET. ’

They drag Cosmo into grame and tie him upnight to a post, yebling at
and cunsing him all the while. Preacher Pucken gets a wildly maniacal
Look in his eyes and, starting to salivate, fingers afong, shiny knige.
PREACHER PLUCKER:

{In a sick voice) Let's pluck him and see if he's ripe!

The deputy steps up Lo Cosmo, who <& now bound tightly.
DEPUTY:

1 shall personally remove your liver without anesthesia!
COSMO:

A, you're nuthin' but a big softy!

DEPUTY:

Start prayin', smartass!

The townspeople then start to pelt him with whiskey glasses, hain-
bushes, gramed pontraits, dinner plates—anything and everything.
Cosmo scneams in pain.

THE CREATURE.
eedlng
THE CREATURE:
{Into camena, in a deep, nich voice) God, but humans are such scum!

He then walks away, out of town. After a moment, the mangy dog

violence, he twwms to the camera.

‘olﬁo«m Iu’ny, tagging along for any future Leftovers. Together, they
walk away into the sunset. FADE OuT.
THE END.

TALK SHOW HOST
CONFIDENTIAL by Michael Dobbs

is time it's "Zen and the art of column writing"...

Unsolved mysteries of life left unexplained...

If Dear Abby offers such great advice then why didn't her
sister, Ann Landers, writer her for counsel before the
break-up of her marriage? . . .

Does anyone really use those vibrating, pulsating dildoes
that are advertised in the back of men's magazines? And why
men's magazines? Do men use them? Or are women just too
embarrassed to buy them for themselves?

Do people actually buy all those weird things in super-
markets' gourmet aisles...smoked octopus, capers, chutney?
Or are they just for show? .

Why are so many sex experts short, dumpy and po§1t3ve1y
the last people to look like they've ever seen an inside of
thigh? What does Dr. Ruth's husband or lover Took 1ike?
Does she subscribe to Frederick's of Hollywood?

If drive-in movie theatres are declining, then where are
all the shitty movies being shown?

Are the kids who carry those over-sized radios getting
stronger or weaker because of their obsession with sound?

Where do you apply for jobs with firms such as the Nation-
al Potato Board and why would you want to have such a job?

The Jerry Lewis Telethon is on as I write this...I will
never understand the appeal the man uses to donate money...I
don't begrudge the guy the bucks...the cause is solid...but
he is so obnoxious. He makes you believe there are no other
worthy charities...This is one of my major unsolved mysteries
...do people give because or in spite of Lewis?

What is the difference between Florida and California
orange juice?

Why do the overwhelming majority of comic book fans look
like 1iving Herbie Popneckers?

Some women are absolutely beautiful with their clothes on
...naked, they are very undesirable...why?

Who decides where the stop signs are at an intersection?
Are there conflicting schools of thought on this issue?

Does anyone still paint there teeth to get rid of ugly
stains?

Why buys those true-life detective magazines with the
trussed-up women on the covers?

These are unsolved mysteries...ones which trouble the very
core of my work ethic soul. If you have any answers kindly
forward them to 24 Hampden St., Indian Orchard, MA 01151.

With the presidential campaign in full swing, it might be
a good time to begin my profiles of the people who are trum-
peting their credentials across the country with the inten-
tion of seducing some votes. I shall do this in order to
answer some of the burning questions which the establishment
media simply seems incapable of settling.

This issue...Walter Mondale.

Being a Protestant myseTf, 1 can understand the twisted
soul of Walter Mondale far better than Jewish or Catholic co-
lumnists. Beneath Mondale's placid facade lies a restless
Justful intellect and an obsessive personality. Why doesn't
Joan Mondale ever appear in a strapless evening gown when the
media is ready to pounce? Ah, that would be telling...tell-
ing much too much about the man the world innocently calls

Fritz".

Fritz Mondale began his political career very early on
when he ran for the presidency of his fifth grade class. I'm
sure his classmates, chums and teachers now look back at this
episode of America's Fighting Democrat with vast amusement.
Even at this tender age, Fritz showed an affinity for vague-
ness and a concern for swept-back hair.

World War II interrupted his rise to the top of the Minne-
sota political slagheap. But battling Hitler's goons gave
Mondale needed exposure to dangers of excess in politics and
snappy uniforms.

Back home, Mondale realized that the life his father led
as an olive stuffer simply would not satisfy his desire to
serve the public. So Mondale left his parents to attend col-
Tege and attain a degree in the Law. .

Opening a small practice in Minneapolis, Mondale soon
Jearned that the needs of the public could not be served by
his fledgling law office. Mondale showed little promise in
ordinary law, often confusing probate with prostate. He be-
came so impoverished he took to stealing soap and towels out
of men's rooms, selling them to unethical druggists.

It was then he met the great love of his 1ife, Hubert
Humphrey. Ah, no...you'll get no tawdry revelations from me
...Hubie, as Fritz often called him, was the young lawyer's
friend and mentor, and the man responsible for putting Fritz
where he is today.

Along the way to greatness, Fritz met and then wedded his
lovely wife Joan and then had sex enough times to bring forth
his wonderful family, Chip, Skip, Slip and, of course, Pammy.

In the U.S. Senate, Fritz became the chairman of the im-
portant committee on the franking privelege and was in charge
of all desserts at all Senate functions. He served as vice-
president under Jimmy Carter and helped Mr. Carter lose to
Ronald Reagan (the first man to kiss Shirley Temple on
screen).

- Now, the dynamic Mondale is on his way to the White House!
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CONSPICUOUS CONSUMPTION—JUST
BETWEEN FRIENDS by Audrey Parente

Talk about conspicuous consumption, shades of Maupassant, let me
tell you about Julie and Karl Wisenberg, who have adjoining offices at
the State Mutual Insurance Building in Hartford, Connecticut (and ad-
joining five-digit salaries as well).

For almost a year after the birth of Karl, Jr., Julie had become
much too attached to playing golf on Monday, Wednesday and Friday morn-
ings, playing tennis on Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday mornings, and
having her shoulder-length blonde hair washed and blow-dried on Tuesday
and Saturday afternoons, to get back into the fast-paced business
world.

Karl had sald, while he poured orange juice one morning about six
months ago, ''You know, Julie, it's not that | don't like your staying
home and playing tennis and golf and all—but, honey, | don't think you
understand exactly where we are financially." He carried his juice
across the slate kitchen floor to the sunlit breakfast nook on the east
side of the room.

Julie, who was waiting for frozen French toast to pop up from the
four-slice toaster, mistook his momentary pause as an invitation to
speak, and they both started to say something at the same time.

"Wait a minute,” Karl exerted with his nostrils forcing themselves
wide above his black moustache, "I want you to
wait until I'm finished.”

‘Well, | thought you were finished,'" Julie
snapped, pushing her tangled tresses behind
her ears. 'God, 1'm glad it's Saturday,' she
muttered under her breath, "this hair is a
mess." She took the French toast from the
slots, arranged them on a platter and drenched
them with maple syrup.

"That's the thing, Julie. Do you have to
get your hair done twice a week? You only
wear it straight. Couldn't you just wash it
yourself some of the time?" Karl patted his
own curly black hair to check its neatness.

""They might as well do my hair while I'm
there for my facial on Tuesdays, and by Sa-
turday my nails are always a wreck, 50 1'd
have to go for a manicure anyway,' Julie
reasoned, glancing at her broken thumbnail.

The front door clicked.

“Good morning, Mrs. Hendriks,' Julie
called loudly toward the front hallway.
"Karly is upstairs, and the beds aren't made,
so please change the sheets today. 1'm going
right away,'" Julie added, leaving the French
toast untouched, as she headed toward the
door adjoining the garage.

Karl followed her beseeching. ''You don't
seem to understand what |'m trying to ex-
plain, Julie. You have got to cut down on
some of the expenses if you're not going to
work. We can afford the luxuries on two
pays, but not on one.

Julie kissed Karl's cheek and climbed into
the Mercedes.

“Don't forget to fill up the tank, and be
prepared to make a good impression on the
Jennings' tonight,' Karl snapped just before the door slammed.

An hour later, Julie entered the indoor court with her best friend
Lydia. A rasp of air and metal rip preceded Julie's voice as she
dumped three bright new yellow tennis balls from their can onto Lydia's
racket.

Well, Lydia, ! finally decided to wear the black dress tonight, to
impress Karl's new boss, but 1 need something special to set off the
neckline."

“How about your pearls?'' responded Lydia as she dropped a ball and
crammed it with her backhand across to the "B' team from another club.
“They make me look so dowdy. | was hoping, just between friends,

you'd let me borrow your...'" Julie paused.
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The return ball whizzed past Lydia as she glanced at Julie and
flushed red.

“You want to borrow the pendant | got for Christmas?" Lydia finished
the sentence.

That night, at a quiet restaurant, her hair no longer tangled, Julie
sat poised and lovely.

"'Now, wasn't | right, Karl, my boy, that La Trattoria is the best
ftalian restaurant in Connecticut?" Derryl Jennings' rotund shape
seemed somehow to give credibility to his statement. The fat man
dabbed at the red sauce dribbling down his chin and stared at the
voluptuous cleft between Julle's breasts.

"Wou're certainly right, Derryl," spouted Julie, "and it certainly
was worth an hour's drive out to the boon-docks.' Julie's effervescent
smile glittered brightly, but not nearly as brightly as the enormous
diamond dangling between her breasts at the end of the heavy, yellow-
gold rope-chain. Julie turned to the stout lady at Derryl Jennings'
elbow. "Have you ever played golf at the Avon Country Club, Marcia?"
Julie smiled wider as she watched Marcia's eyes reflect the brilliance
of the diamond pendant.

Much later that same night, at home in the darkness, Julie sat alone
in the front hallway.

el Julie's breathless question was met only with a slammed
door.

“How could you be so careless, Julie? | can't believe you could ac-
tually be so irresponsible and lose a thing like that. | rode all the
way back to Avon and searched everywhere. It's just gone." Karl's
voice was harsh. "You realize we aren't insured for this. | don't
know what in the world we can do. You'll just have to tell Lydia you
tost it."

"I*m not going to tell her. She was reluctant to lend it to me any-
way. 1'11 just tel) her | broke it and 1'm having it fixed. That'1}
give me the time to find one like it." Julie was rambling.

“And just how do you think we can afford to do that? We have bills
all over town now, and all four cars are financed. You know, Lydia
bragged that a diamond that size was worth ten thousand. And that
chain is probably a couple thousand by itself." Karl threw his hands
into the air.

1150 we'll get a loan and 1'11 go back to work," whimpered Julie.

They forgot | was there.

"You can go, Mrs. Hendricks,' Julie said when she noticed me.
"There's nothing else to do tonight.'

That was six months ago. Yesterday Julie was leaning over the bar-
gain table in the duget basement at Fox's Department Store.

"Julie, what are you doing here?"

Julie looked up, startled to see Lydia poking through the items on
the bargain table.

A blush crept up the cheeks of both women.

“4i, Lydia. 1 haven't seen you in so long.
still have half an hour left to my lunch hour."

“it's been a while since I've seen you on the courts or the links.
How's work?'' Lydia asked as they walked toward the coffee shop.

tgh, it's much more rewarding than staying home and playing tennis
all the time..." Then Julie took a deep breath, sighed and started
again. “Actually, Lydia, it's a grind and | wish | didn't have to
work. But, just between friends, how do you manage?*

"Well," Lydia sighed, "just between friends, we've been cutting cor-
ners for a long time."

“No more diamond pendants for Christmas, huh, Lydia?'"' Julie tried
to hide the cynical tone.

Lydia smiled a funny sort of smile.

“Actually, Julie, just between friends, | sold that at a garage sale
for ten dollars last month, to Marcia Jennings."

Shocked, Julie wheezed and chosked on her coffee.

V'wh~—~why?"!

"Wou mean you didn't know? It was fake, Julie; we could never
really have been able to afford anything that expensive if it was
real."

This morning on my way to the Wisenbergs, | stopped at the Jennings'
garage sale and bought a diamond pendant for five dollars. But you'l)
have to excuse me, | have to check on Karly and change the sheets.

Let's go for coffee. |
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“UTOPIA AT LAST(?)” by Randy Maxson
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The FAN CLUB PRESIDENTS'
Convention by A.J. Wright

The delegates to the First Intérnational Congress of
Martha Hyer Fan Clubs (held March 18-20, 1995, at the Rococco
Hilton in Ft. Worth, Texas) assembled and started their agen-
da: to celebrate Miss Hyer's blondness, her body, her obscu-
rity and their appreciation of all three. They know she wore
a bathing suit as if born to it, but that's not why they
fanned the barely-warm embers of Miss Hyer's memory. Their
enthusiasm had the competent urgency of a rescue squad.

The convention's keynote speaker, Egbert Twine, phrased it
for all the attendees during his after-dinner address opening
night. "More so than even Dolores Moran or Barbara Payton,
the radiance of Martha Hyer lives on in the memory of all of
us, her fans. We remember her in Some Came Running; 'A Piece
of the Action', the first episode of the Alfred Hitchcock
Hour; episodes of Kraft Suspense Theater, Burke's Law,
Branded, and so many others. We must not drop this torch of
her beauty and talent that movie history has passed to us."

The final two days of the convention were consumed by the
purchase and trading of Martha Hyer memorabilia and relics.
Much of the material was standard issue seen at most Martha
Hyer conventions: publicity stills, both signed and unsigned;
hardbound and paperback copies of Delbert Reeves' memoir/
biography I Went Searching for Martha Hyer and Came Up Empty-
Handed; various costumes worn by Miss Hyer on the screen or
in television productions; and a car she once owned.

Many of the exhibited items were considerably more exotic.
An attendee carried a canning jar which he claimed contained
a breath from Miss Hyer. One exhibitor had a display of
hairs from various stages of the star's career. Underwear
purveyors were in abundance. Other items of interest in-
cluded grocery lists, wigs, a handkerchief bearing the stig-
mata of Miss Hyer's lipstick and a fingerprint of her left
thumb 1ifted from a table in a well-known Los Angeles restau-
rant. So many of the pieces of Miss Hyer's life seemed to be
on exhibit and/or for sale.

On the whole, this convention proved to be a big success.
New friendships were begun; important alliances were forged.
New coordinates of culture began to appear at last.




GARAGE SALIE!
°

. by John Eberly

‘My wife, Ginger, got out of bed at
six a.m. | rolled over and slept
till eight-thirty, when the sound of
car doors opening and closing became
more than | could bear. "Ah. A few
early arrivals,'" | thought as | took
a peek out the second story bedroom
window. Nothing could have prepared
me for the scene | viewed from that
perch. Throngs of bermuda-shorted,
sunglassed humans of all ages, sizes
and description swarmed over the se-
cond (and third; okay, fourth)-hand
wares piled randomly on the driveway
and lawn surrounding our personal
citadel of sleazy consumerism: THE
GARAGE. All of this bartering frenzy going on in spite of
the fact that | had yet to perform what would prove to be my
main function in this sordid enterprise—putting the signs
up

GOT ANTTHING
[
LEATHER?

HAVE A GAKAGE SALE TODAY! IT'S
A FRIENDLY WAY TO MEET YOUR NEIGHBORS

Which | did. One man, walking up to me while | was at-
tempting to pound one of the aforementioned signs into the
cracked, dry, brown thing we call our ''front yard', gave me
the following cryptic advice: ''Need ya a jackhammer fer that
job; 1've got one, but it's at home, heh, heh.'" | looked up
from my handiwork at a short, round, older man, dressed in
grey J.C. Penney workshirt and pants, with the biggest som-
brero 1've seen north of the border. ''Uh, thanks anyway,' |
mumbled as he turned away from me and, muttering insanely to
himself, made his way up the cluttered driveway.

Shortly thereafter | locked myself in the bathroom for the
next few hours reading INSIDE JOKE #32, until an eleven-year-
old kid with terminal diarrhea forced me to abandom my latest
perch. Finding nowhere else to hide, | was enlisted to make
everyone sandwiches and copious amounts of iced tea. In fact,
| hustled iced tea until 3 p.m., at which time | happily went
to work to a job | otherwise hate.

DAY TWO: 1 awoke to the babbling Babylon below my window
after having a super-realistic dream that | was waking up in
some Far-Eastern mud structure to the sounds of the open mar-
ket outside. So convincing was this dream that, coupled with
actually waking up to the sounds of the garage sale in full
swing below, for longer than a few fleeting moments | had the
horrible sensation or understanding that this was just ano-
ther day at the family marketplace connected to the mud hut,
business as usual...l got so nauseated at the thought of it
| had to bolt to the bathroom and make an impromptu offering
to the porcelain god. Then | noticed 1| didn't feel well at
all—in fact, had some kind of 2li-hour bug—which forced me
back to bed until time for work, for which | gleefully showed
up, if a little green around the gills. Considering the al-
ternative, | was again happy to be there.

The third day went much Jike the first two, with the ex-
ception of it being Saturday, which meant | didn't have my
regular job to which to escape later in the day. Over ''the
bug" of day two, | had no choice but to return to my role as
sandwich maker and tea jockey, occasionally agreeing with old
ladies on their gaudy purchases, trying not to laugh outright
in their rouged and powdered faces. | must admit some feel-
ings of compassion for the men ! observed, hairiess white
chicken legs dangling beneath oversized shorts, commenting
mostly to themselves between ''Yes Dear''s over some broken
electrical appliance, or fondling an empty Billy Beer can
like it was a piece of the true cross. That beer can/cross
analogy might not be too far off the mark, for there seem to
be many such icons associated with this new church that can
be had for some small offering to the high priestess or
priest, taken home and put on the mantel and worshipped, or
worn in an infinite variety of everyday rituals, and ulti-
mately discarded or sold again in the marketplace. Passed on
from generation to generation, the more durable of these
items chould eventually tell succeeding generations much
about the material climate of our times, our habits, perhaps
the transient nature of existence itself...

At any rate, by 7 p.m. the faithful had dwindled to a few
lost-looking individuals who looked like they had nowhere
else to go, so we began to box up what treasures remained and
await the arrival of the Salvation Army truck. :
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We were tired, but it was a satisfying kind of tired that
always seems to come at the end of any great enterprise. And
this was, after all, one of the great American enterprises:
making money from worthless junk. And make money we did-—so
much, in fact, that | now wander the curio-filled rooms of my
life with an eye toward even my most prized personal posses-
sions'...resale value.
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4-Color Fiend 4, steve chapur

The problem with most comics fanzines is the tendency to
take comics way too seriously. I suppose it stems from an
over-defensive sensitivity about their hobby. Let's face it,
even science fiction fans look down on comics fans, and sf
fans are a pretty borderline group themselves.

I'd like to use this, my first column, to plug THE COMICS
BUYER'S GUIDE (700 E. State Street, Iola, WI 54990).

CBG, as it is known in fandom, is the only weekly fanzine
(of nationwide distribution) on comics, and, with a paid cir-
culation of 11,000, one of the most widely read (and quoted)
zines in the hobby.

Actually, the term "fanzine" doesn't really apply to CBG,
as it is completely staffed by professional editors and
writers and pays for all contributions (send to the above
address for writer/artist guidelines). It is published in
tabloid format by Krause Publications, who are well-known as
publishers in the stamp and coin collecting fields.

Besides articles and news on both current and "golden age"
comics, CBG publishes dozens of articles each month on such
related topics as television, film, animation and even a
monthly review of columns in the science fiction/fantasy
magazines (Analog, Asimov, etc.).

As I stated in the beginning of this piece, SBG doesn't
take itself (or the hobby) dead-seriously. Many of the re-
gular columns {especially those by comics writer Tony Isa-
bella and sf/f novelists Ron Goulart and Lawrence Watt Evans)
are written with tongue firmly in cheek. Robert Ingersol (a
public defender from Cleveland) contributes a delightful co-
lumn, "The Law is an Ass", in which he compares real-life
criminal and civil law with that which is practiced in comics
{i.e., Can a masked individual who refused to divulge his/her
real identity give reputable evidence in a court of law?).
One of CBG's most popular features is "The Bitter Half", an
Erma Bombeck-ian column by Elizabeth Slaughter on being the
wife of a comic book collector.

Besides the columns, you'll find cartoons (strips and gag-
panels, as well as straight illos) by some of fandom's best-
known artists (including familiar-to-IJ-readers names like
Valentino, George Eddy and Brian Pearce). The artists, often
more so than the columnists, make the best possible use of
the inherent humor/absurdity of comic book characters, espe-
cially the super-heroes (the genre most prevalent in the in-
dustry at present).

Hope you'll give CBG a try, since you can receive a free
sample issue simply by requesting one (no obligation).

NEXT TIME - E-Man, Bizarro and Ambush Bug: Can comics

satirize themselves?




PAPOON IN ’84/84

BRING BACK NOSTALGIA! . )

White neligion and politics are at it again
on the non{?)-surreal United Snakes gront, each
vying to see which nidiculous and ouvf-mwtu{
method of mass subversion and submission claims
mone of the Limited imaginations of the too-
party Voting Publike, George G. "Onwetl" Papoon
— favonite son, befoved husband and father to
uncounted dozens of the Natural Suwrealist Party
—spoke necently at the Power Cluuu-J} for the
Presumptuous Consumption (of the Blinding Light)
in Eenie, PA. Basked in the nuclear glow of
neanby Hawris , Papoon seemed at times to
spont an ensatz halo as he neagfinmed his per -
sonalized belief in the Mighty Hot Dog in the Flame-Broifed Skies. "1
don't know what all the fuss is about, as usual,” bemoaned the candid-
ate; "1 find great comfort in the inherent monal sunealism that comes
§rom preserving the sanctity of Life right up to the moment of l'wuth
then bringing 'em up to shoot 'em down Later on! Dear Grid, it's pos-
itively inspining!™ GGP also had some choice wonds fon Mental Minornity
"feaden” Jeny Foulmouth, all of which have since been censoned by the

earnful faithful.

§ Mga.mgila, 6MLce-RuLdenuM nunning-mite Chuck E.
Cheese has spent his time keeping his Pizza-Time
Theatre inances to himself, prompting minimal
cuniosdity as 1o why, when mere months ago au-
mouwrs abounded that the enterprise was going
unden, franchises are now popping up (Like,
indeed, much of the food served within) all over
the East Coast Dernisional Hindquanters anea {most re-
cently in Caesar’s Bay Bazaan in Brookfyn and .in Unionm,
NJ). “Says Cheese, "What's that other George up o, 4in-
come-wise, while you're at it? Ton'Z you think a mouse
on one hand is wonth two over Bush?" CEC intends on
keeping busy as unofficious sfoganeer of the '84/'84 nace
{"agten all, what else can a veep-2B do aﬁl/my, ex-

cept a Little shopping, and my PTT4 have the —1
mean, them all beat!"), as can be evidenced by his
Latest effort below: PN

“it'y ke going lwlmmﬁvg without getting wet!"

But what {s the other Geonge up to? Well, formen NSP veep (1976-
19807) Geonge LeRoy Tinebiten spent a weekend with this neporten one
day Last month, before disappearing into the wilds of Coney Island with
the vivacious "Kid" Sieve on alt ing aums, 80 in trnibute to that
infamous child stan-tuwwned-Radical Conservative charismatic spokes-
creature, we herewith presume anothen Leap Forward Into The Past and
present selected excenpts from our {llustrious NSP history—A Souvenir
of Campoon '76 by David 0ssman {neprinted by permission):

February 1976 INTERNATIONALISM

During a 4,000-mile tour of the Pacific Northwest, Candidate George
Papoon spoke out before a meeting at Is This 'icrophone forking Audi-
torium in Seattle:

"According to a recent pole stuck in the ground near Meater, Cali-
fornia, human voters are still divided on the question of international
involvement. A schism has formed and needs oiling. The animal electo-
rate, however, has responded nearly unanimously. They say, 'Let us be
concerned first with the continuing exploitation and destruction of the
natural habitats of the non-human population!' And | pledge myself to
making America pleasant for the animals. Then it will be pleasant for
the rest of usl”

GUN CONTROL

The Association of Traditional Four-Leggeds has joined with the Mi-
gratory Bird Caucus and The Bay Area Surrealist League to appeal for a
constitutional amendment allowing Federal Income Taxes to be paid off
with privately-owned hand-guns and rifles on a highly favorable ex-
change basis. Natural Surrealist Party candidate Papoon went a step
further by urging that a new lead currency be adopted for tax-paying

purposes. "Something like ten slugs to the pistol, ten pistols to the
rifle, ten rifles to the bureaucrat, ten bureaucrats to the wall," he
suggested.

May 1976 SOLAR POWER

"Here Comes The Sun" will be the motto of the proposed Solar, Pyra-
mid and Psychic Energy Development Board, which George G. Papoon pro-
mises will convert Fossil Fools and Atomic Addicts to the cause of
renewable resources.

NUCLEAR WEAPONS

Papoon congratulated Canada for ridding itself of its last atomic
bombs and rockets recently, without exploding any of them. 'While Ame-
rica and Russia continue to rub SALT in the world's wounds, our North-
ern Neighbor has committed the friendliest act imaginable," he said.

NATIONAL LOTTERY

N.S.P. Candidate Papoon has endorsed a proposal to establish a ca-
binet-level Department of Chance to operate a Free Choice Lottery to
provide relief from high taxes and generate a new class of lucky mil-
lionaires.

*"All funds for Pentagon lunches, jet fuel, foreign aid and office
supplies will thus be voluntarily donated by the compulsive instead of
the compelled," suggested Papoon.

MORE SUGAR
The International White Sugar Conspiracy may be responsible for
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turning Americans "weak and silly," according to a nameless Campoon
Conspiracy Advisor, who also found that the Average Urban Minority

Breakfast of Twinkies and Coke could be ''dangerously hostile to mental
and physical health."

STAY-AT-HOME

Accused by Electrician’s local 666 of being a "stay-at-home candid-
ate," George G. Papoon replied by being in two places (Moscow, Idaho
and Pekin, Illinois) at once.

"I am wherever my supporters are," he said in Moscow.
in the very air we breathe!" he declared in Pekin.

But wait! thene's more! Ah well, hey, we have fwo more proghess re-
ports to go before the Inmauguration Party (Sunday, December 30 at Apt.
Third-Eye fon humanoids and at Monster 1sland again fon non-humanocids),
40 muerto come next times! Stay tuned, and remember, I Voting Is A
Farce, 1t's Up To Us To Keep 1t That Way!

"And they are



F I V E UICLUCK by Rick McCann

It was still there when | got home. Nothing much had
changed...l mean it was still the same size and shape and in
the same general area, but | had hoped that just maybe it
wouldn't be there anymore.

The cat didn't like it either. Ever since it just kinda
appeared in the corner three weeks ago, the cat had avoided
the room like an overfilled litter box.

If a light had been on, and | had been standing just
right, | would have thought it to be my shadow...but shit,
this thing was living in the corner on its own. When | first
saw it standing there, | had just come in from an ali-night
gig and had plenty of free alcohol in me to explain it away;
but when it was still there the next day...even though | did

not feel one hundred percent, 1 did know that this was some- (,425

thing that needed my full immediate attention.

A shadow of myself in the corner that stayed there all of
the time produced a strange effect on me and | began to dream
up steps that could be taken to dispose of the beast. It was
not an item a sane person could call the cops about, and |
didn't really want to anyhow, so | ruled that out right off.
| could also see that having a friend come over and look at
it would accomplish next to nothing so | threw that idea out
too. | was used to dealing with problems on my own and this
was clearly something | was going to have to solve on my own
and | was beside myself.

Since | could not touch the shadow (oh, | could touch the
wall it was on, but have you ever tried to drag out even an
ordinary shadow?), disposing of it that way was a definite
nix. | tried the vacuum cleaner too, but | was not overly
optimistic about that even before | dragged it out and undid
all the kinked up cord and hose. Paint was the worst idea of
the bunch, 'cuz the room had faded just enough where | had to
repaint the whole fucking wall to get a match and with the
shadow standing there (watching me?) in the process.

By now | was pretty pissed off trying to exorcise it, and
since | was not about to stand there and recite strange in-
cantations, | gave up and figured, 'fuck it, just tet the
damn thing stand there if that's what it was gonna do'.

| would notice from time to time that it would move a bit
to the right or left or stretch its arms or something, but
never did it stray far from the corner. At least it didn't
shit on the rug.

After three weeks of living with my dubious guest in the
corner, | was a mere shadow of my former self. Worry over
what it might do next was causing a pall over my existence.
| often work up at night expecting it to be next to me in bed
...but it never left the corner.

One sunny afternoon, | came home and glanced at the corner
as | had begun to do on a regular basis every time | went
through the room lately. The beastly shadow was gone. | ne-
ver saw it leave and | never did anything out of the ordinary
to bring about the thing's exit; but it was a real relief to
have an empty room for a change.

Not fearing what the neighbors might see if they by chance
looked in, | pulled opn the drapes for the first time in al-
most a month. It was such a great feeling | coulda shit...
not a shadow of myself to be seen anywhere...not anywhere...
then it hit me...there was not even a shadow of myself where
there should be...

This time | was much too afraid to call a friend.

.CELEBRITY HOME COMPUTERS
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gftfr%ltttftg by Alice Erxmlich

Five years ago he left and the whole United States
stretched between us; | stayed on the west coast, while he
went to the east. When he left | made sure | told him |
didn't love him like a woman loves a man. | said he was a
key sliver of wood in a toothpick tower built against the
gravity of loneliness.

Now he will be at my house in five minutes and | want to
run away. Five years of letter writing means we have ex-
plored almost every locked and unlocked door of each other,
and | am afraid my lie about how | didn't love him will make
me ache again.

| look on my bookshelf, but | know | have no sympathetic
writer who knows what it feels like to be in love with a gay
man. | want to say it was fear of loving another, or that my
loneliness was so dark it was lit by the first sparkling of
honest conversation, but that's not true. His gestures, too
masculine for a gay man...his fond glances, too fond for some-
one who wouldn't want me to love him...the warm tones, then
rolling thunder of his laughter. And when he left I lost my
reason to even be awake...it was like he died, and | died
with him,

I hear a knock on the door, and it startles me.
heart beating quickly, | throw the door open.

"Hello,' he says with his smile and mouth |'ve imagined
again and again.

“'Come in,'" | say, wondering if | dare embrace him.

Like a big, clumsy dancing bear, he embraces me and | feel
th? warmth of his body. The hormones | remember too well
stir again. | didn't expect it, although | wanted to feel! my
own body respond. It would seem too strange if | didn't.
When we draw apart, | see sadness intermingling among his
features filled with fondness.

"I've missed you...too...'" he says.

"It isn't easy to find good friends," | say, trying to
calm my passions.

Like the friend |'ve always known and loved, he gives one
of those timely laughs and says, 'Please, don't say that."

Embarrassment stings me as if |'ve bumped into a hive of
bees. He knows me well enough to discover my lies, and |
know him well enough to know he has mixed feelings for me.
But | don't want either of us to spin endlessly around in a
little whirlpool.

"Let's just not worry about how we feel about each other.
We have two weeks together, and if we fight ourselves we
won't enjoy it,'" | says, suddenly, and | realize t'm advising
myself more than I'm talking to him.

"Are you sure?' he asks, as if 1'm offering him a favor.

"Look,' | say, angrily, 'l know you're gay, so that's
that. Isn't it?"

The word 'gay' stays in the air like a black balloon.

It's the first time l've said the word aloud.
. He tilts his head, and looks through me for a moment, then
gives a brisk nod. ‘'Okay."

With my

GoD)



“ZEKE the GEEK” by Randy Maxson
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Two HEADS
ARE BETTER THAN
ONE .' e
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HAW! HAW! va LosT Youn
EGGS IN MID-AIR! GUESS
S YOURE A FLOP AS A
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MINE IS BETIER..
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BRISHTEM
EXPRESS

bg Eﬂaﬁyne

My §inst summen of niding the Brighton Beach Express 4is
over, and unfortunately 1've done much Less touring of Brook-
Lyn—the impetus fon the writing of this cofumn in the ginst
place—than 1 had hoped, s0 T'EE put this series to bed now
with a Little incentive to ALL You Out There, should you
ever wish to nide the nails younselves...

This is about The Cartoon. Oh, it's not strictly a car-
toon; 1'm not even sure there's a category in existence into
which one can place the thing. 1t might be described as
Commuten Ant, but those wonds too often confure up visions of
gragfiti now selling out 4in Soho. This is nreal grassnooils
stuff, a neal participatorny experience, an anonymous 0ffering
{well, it may not be anonymous at that, but I've no idea .
whene to Look up onigins and arntists) to that class of people
better practised at Looking away (from each other, from the
unusual on controversial) duning the twice-daily shuttle.

1t is found on the "D" Line, and also on the "N" and the

UNITY IN MOTION
AND WE MADE

[AND WE DIDN'T

. = CONTRIBUTE
almost mythical "QB" that nobody except me even sees, much L SURE WE GOT
Less takes. You can only see The Cantoon if you're en noute OFES;XE'EIIH\& AM%AR‘VE‘%EES Oﬁ%U%EHN\IIEEHb AED“
towarnds Manhattan, over the bridge. 1t's on the night-hand M= \ND \JE PRINTED 20 PROMISED TO..

side o4 the train, facing gomward, and it's found night after
DeKalb Avenue, around 300 feetl on 40 out.

What it 48 4is, well, it's almost Like a vertical §&ip-
book. VYou nememben §Lip-books, night, those Little match-
book-sized booklLets you hofd and {£ip the pages and Look at
the pictune change s0 it Looked Like the bind was §Lying on
the balfoon was bursting on Reagan's face went through a do-
zen metamonphoses begfore neverting back to stone? The same
§name-by- grame technique has been employed by everything grom
earnly nickelodeons to modenrn animation, and has never seemed
to have Lost its appeal. The optical delights affornded by
the quinks of persistence of vision continue to fascinate and
mystify kids of all ages, even in thhree-piece suits.

The §Lip-book-Like technique used by The Cantoon employs
vertical sfats through which the animation is viewed. The GOOD FRIDAY
movement of the train provides the persistence of vision, as by Remington Murphy
the commuter peens directly through the subway window (not The sun poked through that April day,
diagonally, though; the illusion only susiains with head-on starlin mounted starling.
viewing) at the changing panorama of primary cofons. One 48  Yet in our campus vaunting stood
uflua&fiy 40 megaak/t the 6071-4‘«25 dugozw of this be preacher bald and dazzling.
phenomenon 2 i es a couple sitings before one can make tered Bible,
out the various images: exploding shapes of atl kinds— ::a?:izgg 2ob|a)%e§d, B
squanes, cincles, triangles—becoming flowers and rocket and thumbed the somber pages
4hips and coming together to form a fdigure of some sonrt, to prove that he could read.
weaving 4in and out and back 4in again...it's not, certainly, H ked t £ Sodom
the most spectacular animation 1've ever seen, but it is wﬁeﬁ?;eﬁ p e?iu?\tg q mgno :
oLever and wondnous, and nécest thing about it &s, of course, and screeched gow Tust was uppermost
that it's there at all., The whofe show Lasts about half a 1 as then PP
minute, then in another half-minute on 40 you're out over the NOW @S Well a :

ARENT WE
RAD MIR. F X 7?
P :

MADE SURE I'T

\WE CAN GET
"T_TOO SLICK/ [BITCHEN MAIL.

URE MY LITTL

PLAYTOYS. ... ..

BUT NOT AS RAD
AS T! HA-HA!!

anhattan B oki warrds ( To love as deep as Jesus,
Aéfwola»,eyn Nﬁﬁﬁﬁf king Lo the Uhitestone and the he softened to a frown, SEX

1 nemember T used to see The Cartoon a few times when 1 a man must love his fellowmen WORDS!
went into the City on weekends; now the Powens That Be appa-  but keep his urges down. What's Coming Up
nently close the slats on weekends and in the evenings. A We hung our heads, his thumping done, on July 5, 1998,
shame, too—1 would think weekend travellens, especially the  in deference to the hour, ,ﬂ"’s..c"'""",... ;.,"""“".u..
kiddies, would get much more out of it. Go figure. Betten or lazed away our livelong day =
yet, go Look fon it. enamored of a flower. B&“"}?-mu 19




Sayz-U! (Letters)

Dear Elayne: . .

Thanks for the "Hormones Make People Do Strange Things" issue of 1J.
I must say, the erstwhile Ace Backwords' cover is without doubt'the
best cover to date, bar none. I hope that some day you have writers of
the same calibre as your artists.

Before I go any further with comments on the Love Feast issue, let
me get some business-type contractual clauses out of the way. The
Venerable Ms. Anni Ackner and 1 have conferred in conference (sic), and
we have vowed the following:

1. We refuse to wear anything made of Qiana. .

2. We refuse to wear anything that has an "adorable little chiffon
capelet."” X

3? We refuse to spend $140.00 on dyed-to-match picture hats and little
pumps .

4, Anni will not wear anything pink.

5. We will not wear anything that could possibly cause us to be con-
fused with the mother of the bride. This means that anything turquoise
and beaded is out.

6. We refuse to hold a lingerie shower. .

7. We refuse to sing "Sunrise, Sunset," "Close To You," or "Wedding
Song" in reggae beat, nor will we suffer to listen to cousin Hortense,
the Julliard dropout, do same.

8. We will not suffer to be seated to your unmarried cousin Heshie,
who eats creamed corn with a tablespoon.

9. We will not, I repeat not, do either the Alley Cat or the Hokey-
Pokey, nor will we play Simon Says. Horas are out too, though we might
consent to a nice tarantella.

10. We will not partake of the chopped-liver heart if it is desianed to
beat while anyone takes a smear.

11. We will only partake of wedding cake if the plastic bride and groom
are Captain Lou Albano and Cyndi Lauper.

12. 1 will not eat pareve ice cream, unless it has proven to be able to
melt beforehand. Nor will I eat ersatz "Continental" food, such as
"Chicken Americaine."

In return, we promise not to disappear into the kitchen with the
waiters, not to embarrass your Aunt Florence from Forest Hills by com-
menting on her vasectomy, not to breakdance on the head tabie, and to
take care that you don't receive 27 fondue pots at your engagement
party. Fair enough?

Now on to the Tell Me Dear Why Am I So Romantic Commemorative IJ is-
sue. Definitely an improvement overall to the last issue. I do hope,
however, that Mr. Chaput has been consulted about having his love life
plastered all over 23 pages, for all 200 1J readers to see (to avoid
Jawsuits, and the 1ike§. Seriously, though, dollink, for someone who
claims to be loathe to publicize personal things in public print, you
sure take great pains to inform the whole world of the recent joyful
goings-on in your life. We are all, of course, very happy for you, and
I know 1 have already braved the crowds at Fortunoff's in Wayne to find
out if it's true that you've selected the "Frolicking Truman Capote"”
china pattern. Just do, please, close the bedroom door behind you.

It's really too bad that Kip M. Ghesin is being such a spoilsport
about the whole thing, especially since s/he is so very close to you.
But really, Elayne, it is tres gauche et tacky to trash one's ex-lovers
in public print, especially if one of them is still writing for you.
One's own stupidity, naivete, or selective blindness is nothing to
blame someone else for. Really, unless you're Britt Eckland, or even
Joan Collins, and even then, it's hard to pull this kind of venomous
trashing off with anything resembling elan and cachet.

Of course I am totally unbiased (sic), but I must dispute, as you
already know, the concept of Ms. Anni Ackner's "excessive verbiage."
Ms. Ackner, as you know, is already known in alternative press cir-
cles as a Major Talent, and this month she has outdone herself. The
notion of excess verbiage as applied to most 1J writers can be applied
after the second sentence, so this is a relative term. 1 refuse to
get into a long tirade about quality again, but let this serve as my
vote being cast for Letting Anni's Good Sense Determine How Much Space
She Needs. I don't think she abuses it.

As far as other contribs are concerned, I see you have a virtually
new stable of writers, many of whom are indistinguishable from the old
ones. Susan Packie stands out as the best of the new breed; old stand-
bys are DeeBee and L. Fizz, R. Dioxin, and the unreadable but a swell
fellow Mike Gunderloy. I don’t know who John E is, but his "Summer
Vacation" piece was the most self-indulgent piece of drivel I've seen

since the departure of Margaret Kuczinsky. Really...

As for my own departure, I bid a fond farewell to all my fan (sic),
but I find that my ultra-serious stuff just doesn't fit in IJ, nor do I
seem to have the discipline to meet deadlines these days. 1 have a few
articles gestating in my brain, but they're on such diverse topics as
being a baby-boomer, Why I Am Not A Feminist, a History of the Demo-
cratic Campaign By A Totally Unbiased Observer, and a piece on my
latest cause, eating disorders in women.

With that plug for my as yet nonexistent endeavors, I bit you, and
your other half, and the rest of the world, a fond See You Later.

The Incredibly Corporate, JILL ZIMMERMAN

96 Johnson Ave.
Hackensack, NJ 07601

With special thanks to A. Ackner for helping me with the Matrimonial

Manifesto above.

{Speaking of which—and you all knew 1'd say something, night?—1 sup-

pose 1 should explain to newcomers that Steven and 1 aren't nearly en-

gaged as yet, although 1 appreciate the sentiments. But aw, c'mon, 1

don't think 1 plastened things over 23 pages now, did 1?7 1In fact, 1

Looked the {ssue over and came to the conclfusion that 1 mentioned my

a&%atianAhip exactly as many times as Anni mentioned her marriage—2.

Once on page 2, which is where 1 mention Impontant Things To Know any-
how, and once in the fLetter column whene Steve had a contribution. 1
don't think 1 went into any great detail, but we each have degrees...1
do, however, concur that Kip went a bit too far, although the only ex-
Lover s/he neally trashed was Langdelf, who deserved it [1 know, 1
@now{ that wasn't the point]. D0 and 1 are merely griends, as was the
Amplication, and Kip has been censured for the mention of all three
names, including the Rodny K Dioxin controversy, which has been met
with much sound and fury, signifying the following Letters.)

Dear Elayne,

It has come to my attention that you are leading the “public" to be-
lieve that you and Rodny were an item. How very odd, I thought it was
you and Georg Patterson having the fling, or so he wrote to Alix. They
may resemble one another (a resemblance I fail to see), but they are
not the same person. So ya twink, keep your mitts off of my guy! I
dare ya to print this one, Elayne.

PRUDENCE GAELOR

Love always,
P.G. Box 9079
Hollins College, VA 24020
P.S. Tell Rodny that he did not make up Kermit.
Hey Elayne:
_ Well, this is some kind of an improvement, I guess. If I'm now get-
ting credited for things I didn't do maybe some day I'l1 even get the
credit for that which I actually do. Don't get me wrong...I'm sure
you're a hell of a person. You do print my stuph after all. But, as
you know, we've never even met. I guess this is your idea of cosmic
equity...make Georg a staff writer on the basis of my work and credit
me with the relationship that he was involved in. Do keep your friends
in line in the future. Gifts like this I don't need. 1 mean, I've had
stories in issues 32, 27, 26, 25, and 24; plus artwork in 28 and the
cover on 31. And what have I got to show for my work. You make my
agent and former friend Georg Patterson into a staff writer (who, 1
might add, has the stunning output of one half of a "Spinal Tap" review
and three letters to the editor and one staffer introduction, many of
wb1ch perpetuate this aka:RKD fiction, to his credit—other staffers
miss two months and they go on the permanent universal shit list) and
you run my name under a photo of him in the Murdoch ish and now one of
your friends tells the IJ universe that we (i.e., you and me) had a re-
lationship. Pardon me if I'm un-thrilled. Don't get me wrong; 1 do
not t@ink that I should be a staff writer...l admit that I didn't write
anything for four issues; I don't expect to get the credit for the out-
standing work done by Johnny and Syd and Clay-David and Jo (all of whom
I recruited for 1J, I might add) unlike some Georgs I could mention.
Ilthgugh I'11 give the jerk credit, at least when he stole my 67-foot
carniverous water lily story for the first half of his bio he got it
right. Anyway, I don't ask a lot. I just want cred for what I do and
not for what I don't—altho to be fair you really ought to boot Georg
off staff; but I don't need blood. The hills may cry “JUSTICE" but all
I sez is; donnez moi une break. ah well...
Long life “Desolate Ariel and the Schizos"---
RODNY K DIOXIN
The Wilcox Hotel
Albertson Rd. et Sandwood Crescent
(Wekl, that'tl teach t to TheKXOid Truly, th
, each me no. censor Kip... , though, apofogies on
behal§ of the a.e. forn whom 1 must gaudg?ngly acgept nzfponézzilgty,
and be assured it won't happen again. 1 apprecate both Rodny and his
gal setting the necond straight, and 1 hope that takes care of my past,
present and future Love Life As Written In The Pages of 1J once and §on
att. Maybe T should've gone with my §inst instinct and not alfowed any
personal info to seep in at abl...ah well, Heinz Seits-Golden, y'know.
I'm agraid, though, Rodny, that you and Georg will just have to have it
out, either privately on in these pages, about who—4§ anybody—de-
senves 1J stagf writer credit; 1 did want 2o set you staight, howeven,
on my policy regarding ex-stagfers: The only time domebody is "dis-
missed”, Lif you could even call it that, is when they don't carny out
the onty neal nufe 1 have fon the position—if you'ne not going to sub-
mit something fon a panticular issue, 1 DON'T MIND, there's NO OBLIGA-
TION, AS LONG AS YOUu TELL ME YOU WON'T BE DOING SOMETHING. Most formen
Ataﬁgené just disappeared, Through no prompting from me. 1'm sonny Af
Geong misted me, but Like 1 said, have it out amongst younsel§/ves...)
Dear Elayne—

Although I generally enjoyed IJ #32, I feel compelled to make a few
critical comments...such as:

The cover: While I think Ace did a fine job, I'm so sick of Sub-
Genyi schtick 1 could spit! If I never see that idiotic “Bob" guy
again, 1t'11 be too soon. I mean, really, their whole deal was like a
one-liner and who wants to hear/see it over and over and over again?

My point here is: it was funny when it first appeared—but it's now
like hearing Cheech & Chong's LP "Big Bambu" (remember??) for the jil-
lionth time, not funny anymore; in fact, annoying.

6o ahead and print that—I'm sure I'11 get a lot of hate mail from
"Bob" cultist clones—now that might prove amusing!

Now, for a much more basic bitch: Thanks (no thanks) for misspell-
It's John Eberly, not “"Eberie", fer Krist's sake—

ing my name twice!
;ozggt IJmad? 1; easy on gv:rybod{1b¥ ?bbrevitaing it to "Jdohn E"; but
N ...Jeez! You managed to spe uli-fukin'-Kupferberg right ever
15%...0ka¥, moving on—Take your basic Butch—Yeah, you Fnow,g"Butch“¥
It's my nickname, trademark (?), etc. etc. and it's also the name of
the character in my 1J #32 "How 1 Spent My Summer Vacation Sleeping"”
Column—however, once again, you misspelled it twice! "Burth"?2??7
Gaaaaaaaaaa!!!ll "Opened" is also spelled "Poened", but 1'1] give ya
that one...

Elayne, I can and will write more for you & 1J, but I'm hesitant to
send my next column on the basis of what happened this time. Guess
If]l take Kip M. Ghesin's advice and "bail out while there's still
time, and save (myself)(further) considerable embarrassment.” That
is, unless you can write and convince me otherwise before the next



deadline.

Yours, JOHN EBERLY
P.0. Box 7243
Wichita, KS 67218
(Never in alf my Life have 1 seen such picky whining, and so, John E.,
"you asked fon it"...Finst off, 1 do apofogize for misspelling your
Last name, which may have come about faom me thinking of an 1J sub-
soniben whose £ast name is indeed Ebente. 1 also make no excuses for
my poon proogreading, which has elicited a few choice remanks grom
other 1] fofks previously; 1'EE try to improve on 4it, but sometimes
it's hand to spot one's own mistakes, and 1 do type quite a bit of
copy fon 1J. 14 you'd Like to assure mistake-gree copy, 1'd suggest
you neady it yourseld, and 1'LE be happy to furnish you with cofumn
length nequirements and such...Personally, 1 think you should be much
mone concerned with the quality of your wiiting than the unfortunate
misspelling of a fow woxds, as farn as embarrassment goes, and fudging
by at Least one comment 0 far, there may be people who could care fLess
if you bail out. And one more thing—when you become a 60'a cult-hero
Like Tubi [you're probably too young to rememben The Fugs, huh?l, you
can bitch at peopfe's honest misiakes. Singling him out for something
that has nothing to do with him is just plain immature, as 44 the tone
of most of your bitching...l§, however, you'd Like more information
about the movement to 'KiLf "Bob"', write to Doug Smith c/o The Church
0§ the SubGenius, address plastered elsewhere this issue.)

Dear Elayne:

As usual, I enjoyed IJ 32. Hmmm. That's a bit confusing. of
course I haven't enjoyed IJ 32 before this. What I meant to say was
that 1 enjoyed this issue as much as past issues. Well, perhaps not
precisely as much. It's hard to measure. Maybe I should have said...
aw, forget it.

Ace's cover, featuring Ace's cover, featuring Ace's cover, featuring
Ace's cover...which I liked, which I 1iked, which I liked, which I
liked, was an excellent way to start off the issue, though it did take
quite some time to appreciate all of the fine details.

Anni's collected correspondence is as wonderfully funny as every-
thing else she's ever written, though I dare say she exaggerates a bit
when she speaks of her personal letters running along for 15 or 20
pages—I seldom get more than six or eight out of her. Well, maybe 1
just don't rate. I don't know about that cookie company, but if she
finds anyone who disposes of toxic edible wastes I've got this "plum
drink" from Chinatown that needs a new home, preferably as far from
Medford as possible.

The profiles of Mildred Neptune and Rodny Dioxin were, well, inter-
esting, and I certainly hope we see more writings from these two fine
young people. It would certainly be preferable to having them show up
at one's party in person...

1 don't know who “"doctor bob" is (and I'm not sure I want to), but
someone ought to point out to him that certain things in the History of
1J have been Done To Death, if you know what 1 mean. If you don't
know, don't bother asking, because I don't want to talk about it.

But as far as I'm concerned the highlight of the issue was the in-
side back cover illustration by Andy Amster featuring THE MUDMOUND
STORY. If I can't get him to do some art for me I'1l1 do something
reckless and antisocial, or my name's not...

MIKE GUNDERLOY

41 Lawrence St.

Medford, MA 02155
{1'm not sure, mind you, but 1 believe this next Letter may have fallen
through a warp in the paralfel universe structure...)
My Dear Elayne,

So sorry to hear of your defeat at the Demcon by that housewife, of
all people. It would do you so much good to come try on my purple
polka-dot pillbox with veil and attached terrier. Jackie was having a
yard sale, don't you know?

On the last ish—Dirk Benedict's piece on the yoga of the chocolate
marshmallow from Mars was the MONA LISA of satire. Of course, I know
that Dirk uses his pen name "Deborah," but I'm sure he won't mind me
letting you in on the secret.

Mais, Anni, your story about John F. Kennedy wearing silk stockings
during the Bay of Pigs (but I must reprimand you a bit—after all, the
title said "Garter Belt") was hardly something I would expect from an
expectorant mother. And doing the typing while delivering triplets!
Well, at least now, as you said, all you need are two more and some
crayons and you'll have your own Jackson Brothers!

Steve Scharff and Jill Zismmerman—your co-authored serial on the
Great Dane, broccoli, the stars of a major network tv show, and gallons
and gallons of ketchup, was very educational.

Also of note—Clay Geerdes' continuing insults into the Presidential
erection in Guatamala (isn't that where that guy told all those people
to eat bad stew and the media made such a stink over it? I mean, any-
one can make a mistake); Candi Strecker's recipes in "The Modern Can-
nibal's Guide to New Jersey Malls, or, Always Peel Off the Polyester";
and all the other articles by you great kids. It really makes me
steamed when I read all those Post articles about how bad teenagers are
today when you all give up your Saturdays to bring some cheer (and, in
Candi's case, salt) to the last few moments of all those old people in
The "Don't Die On Tuesdays or Thursdays Because the Cleaning Lady is
Off and You Stiffs Go Bad Fast in this Heat" Hospice.

And as for you, Jim Morrison—your son is doing quite well, though
I have to keep grabbing him away from Anni, who keeps smearing him with
Crayola and saying "One more to go!" If you think my ballroom days are
over, I challenge you to a go-round at Roseland, though I realize that
with your rigor mortis, dipping is pretty much out of the question.

Hugs and kisses, THE EVER-POPULAR CAROLYN LEE BOYD

306 E. 6th St., #13
New York, NY 10003

Hello Elayne:

Just received and devoured the latest 1J (#32). Nutritious stuff!
I was, however, sad to hear about the demise of Night Court. I had
heard they were in trouble but thought that had changed with the recent
Emmy nominations. (By the way, is Karen related to Phi1?)

So it's love, is 1t? Well, congrats and salutations to Mr. Right.
As for Kip M. Ghesin's comments, s/he would do best to listen to the
enlightening words of the Beatles (A11 you need is love, Goo, Goo Goo
Joob, Obladi, Oblada). Remind hir of F. Scott's and Zelda's relation-
ship and the wonderful impetus it was in their creative careers.

Loved Anni Ackner's "Diary of a Rock Fiend" instaliment. Having
only read two issues of 1J I don't know if this letter format is some-
thing Anni has used before or not. (Anni, you should know that sub-
scribing to 1iberal publications like Mother Earth News will get you on
horrible mailing 1ists like the Pussycat Boutique.

As with the first issue 1 received (#31), I enjoyed “Mad as Hell"
and "They Blinded Me With Video". 1 have given up MTV but enjoy keep-
ing up with the video scene for a laugh occasionally. Most of it is so
de;ivagive. (I am looking forward, however, to the Boy George/Fellini
video.

1 guess my only disappointment with 1J this time around was the in-
clusion of Stevens' "Mr. Fix". It just doesn't seem to be in keeping
with the rest of the spirit of 1J. What is Stevens angry about? Per-
haps some constructive polemics would get the point across more effec-
tively. Mr. Fix comes off like a Baptist tract ("You're gonna burn in
hell 3f you don't change your ways!"). Since this mentality seems to
be the brunt of his "jokes" why does he choose to use their tactics?...

Ti1 next time, MICHAEL J. PACKER

1464 Burke N.E.

Grand Rapids, MI 49505
{Wele, the demise of Night Court remains to be seen as its "second sea-
son" wmeinds; 1 hope oul the next "...on not TV" column next
issue, and will sunely have something to say about the revamped show.
No, Karen Austin is no nelation to Phil...Kip is barely talking to me
but wishes to comment that even were s/he to give fwo shits about the
private Lives of 1920's rnich decadents, it would be utterly preposter-
ous to compare their talents to those of a two-bit, sometimes one-bit,
amateur fump of an editor, whose onty nedeeming quality is the ability
to publish, every mow and then, the submissions of people infinitely
more qualified to grace the pages of any New York-based underground
Litenary endeavor, Llet alone 1J. Kip's wonds, not mine...Scott's "Mr.
Fix" strips are not done exclusively fon 1J, but sent Zo me six or 8
at a time, similarn to John Crawford's "Baboon Dooley”". 14's quite
possible that 1 just picked out misteading examples o publish; T'LL
wy for mone of a vaniety this issue.)
Elayne,

Did you know that Ed King of The Strawberry Alarm Clock was an ori-
ginal member of Lynyrd Skynyrd? Or that Dino, Desi and Billy became
The Police? Isn't life fun?

Don't worry about Brooklyn's new area code.
codes in Nebraska and one of them is in Kansas.

I really enjoyed the latest 1J {#32, the Slack and Trouser issue).
Worth several readings are Anni Ackner, Deborah Benedict, Michael
Dobbs, Rodny K, Susan Packie, Larry Fizz, helen katz and Kris Gilpin.
The abundance of artwork this time around was excellent. That was
one "Bob" of a cover!

Miscellaneous news items that have not appeared in USA TODAY:
There's a TV show in Italy that offers viewers the chance to speak
“1ive" with their "dead” relatives. Eat your heart out, Chuck Barris!
...Movies to avoid in the months of Sept., Oct. and Nov. are SONGWRITER
with Kris "Where's Rita?" Kristofferson and Willie "Half" Nelson; OH
GOD! YOU DEVIL with George "Third Degree" Burns; THE EVIL THAT MEN DO
starring Charles "Facelift" Bronson...A man in Kenya, Africa has five
wives and 21 children. He weighs 770 pounds. There's a TV series in
there somewhere!...Experts say animals can be possessed by demons just
1ike humans. Watch out for 0zzy Osbourne's French poodle...Richard
Burton died two years ago. Just ask James Mason.

I have no feud with Peter Roberts. As Michael Jackson sang to Paul
McCirtney, “I1'm a Jehovah, not a vegetarian.”

Looking forward to the nemb swell edition of 1J, I remain, as al-
ways, and as often as possible, inside a soundproof booth.

TOM GEDWILLO

47184 Calvert St.

Next to Kwik Shop #618
Lincoln, NE 68506

There are only two area

Dear Elayne,

Loved IJ #32 (and not just because of the dedication and kind
words), but I enjoy most issues, so nothing new about that...

Loved the front cover by Ace Backwords, and the inside back cover by
Andy Amster. The artists you publish are among the most talented and
creative around. The return of John Crawford and "Baboon Dooley" only
reinforces my opinion.

Among the better pieces this time out (being purely subjective, of
course) were those by Anni (never a disappointment), Kerry Thornley
(who has gradually grown to be a favorite, as I disliked much of his
earlier stuff), and Susan Packie. I liked several others, the short
ones by Scott Sayre, Eva Jones and Cynthia Cinque especially. Frankly,
only a couple of pieces were not to my 1iking and then only because
they paled before the better pieces.

All in all, the most recent issues of IJ have been of a nearly con-
stant high quality. Hope all concerned keep it up...

STEVEN CHAPUT
USS Butte (AE-27)
FPO New York, NY 09565
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Dear Elayne,

I'm greatly relieved to report that there are fewer American flag
lapel pins on the cross-town bus now that the Olympics and the Republi-
can National Convention are over. I mean, after all, I can get just as
worked up over James Cagney doing George M. as the next guy, but a
rousing chorus of “God Bless America" at 6:30 AM is asking a bit much,
especially a cappella. It has been a strange month. First, there was
Henny Reagan's remark about bombing the Russians. "Take my life...
PLEASE!" But Irony strikes back, bless his belated heart. While
Reverend Jerry was blessing Commander Cody in Dallas last week, Cyndi
Lauper's song about masturbation was number 9 with a bul!et on the na-
tional Billboard charts. Obviously, I'm stretching to find meaning
these days.

It goes without saying that I couldn't have made it through gh con-
vention without my copy of IJ #32 (and my trusty foam rubber_bnl&. and
my remote control unit, which I've preset to scan past anything even
approaching flaming rhetoric). For a woman in love, you put together a
fine issue. I only hope this doesn't progress to monthly updates on
your bowling dates, or the price of double malteds (with two straws) at
Delvecchio's Soda Shoppe. Besides, summer is not the time for romance,
unless your name is Annette. Here in Nawlins, where the humidity is
reported in terms of viscosity, the city council has passed laws out-
Tawing romance during the summer. The hospitals were reporting too
many accidents from sex of the type usually found only in slippery
bathtubs and shower stalls. Is there any chance you're simply subli-
mating a desire for air conditioning and a banana split?

Back to IJ #32. Let's face it: A swollen Anni Ackner is worth a
Winnebago-full of healthy Art Buchwalds. What a great issue for car-
toons (well, except for that inside back cover)! I also enjoyed
Deborah Benedict's "True Confessions" piece. I've met Baxter Frobish-
er, and Mildred can do better. Michael Dobbs' story of writers versus
those who talk about writing has been i1legally photocopied and passed
on to acquaintances who subscribe to Writer's Digest. They should be
talking to me again this time next year. The oniy thing I objected to
this issue was Audrey Parente's "Smashed Watermelon." Ooooo, aren't
we being morbid this summer!?

Sorry I can't make the party August 31. Surreally! I'l1 be there
in spirit. And if you'd ever seen me barricaded in a corner at a par-
ty, with the Ruffles and cheese dip pulled in a circle, then you would
know just how fortunate you and your corners are. Give my regards to
Nick and Broadway.

ANDY AMSTER

Swamped as usual,

829 N. Carrollton Ave.
New Orleans, LA 70119
Dear Elayne,

My boss having considerately taken himself out of town for the week
(to California, they tell me, the rumour being, in some circles, that
he had originally planned to stay at home and have a working vacation
this year, but that a large check and an airline ticket from an anony-
mous donor mysteriously appeared in the mail one day, together with a
note intimating that it might be a Good Idea for him to check out the
California offices at this point in time, and he subsequently came to
the conclusion that it might be wise for him to Yook into the matter.

1 have no way of knowing how much truth there is in this, but I will
say that I've always wondered about the $10 I was asked to contribute
to something called "The New Jersey Office Mental Health Fund", and
there is a confidential file in his secretary's cabinet—I saw it one
day when I was rootling around looking for a Tootsie Roll—labelled
“Ralphscam”, so I do have my suspicions), I have, these last couple of
days, found myself in the unusual position of actually having a certain
amount of Time On My Hands and, never being one to improve each shining
hour, particularly on someone else's time, I have taken to passing a
goog part of my day in the company of our two law clerks, Baba and
ondra.

Baba and Jondra began 1ife as two otherwise unnoteworthy fellows
called Jeff and Matt, and no one seems particularly sure how they
picked up their peculiar noms d'office, or why, but such is life
around here that the names have not only stuck, they have gone beyond
the point of being nicknames to the extent that they are called these
things by everyone, for all reasons, and at all times (the switchboard
operator once startled a perfectly nice Indian gentleman nearly into
fits by repeating, on the general office page "Baba, you have a call on
line 8. Baba, please pick up Tine 8," and inadvertently convincing him
he was back at the ashram), and, when we wish to tease them, we have to
give them OTHER nicknames in order to do it (Jondra is known as *Lilli-
an," because of a fairly devastating impression he does of one of our
least favorite clients, while Baba is called “Clarence Darrow for the
Defense,” thanks to his habit of writing long, convoluted pieces of
litigation and rushing about insisting they need to be served immedi-
ately, only to discover that the case in question has already been set-
tled out of court). They move pretty much as a unit, and complement
each other—Baba being small and dark and possessing that brand of in-
tensity found only in Jewish law clerks who have not yet come face to
face with the Bar examination, while Jondra is large and round and
given to wearing offbeat headgear (an Australian bush hat is a favour-
ite) and walking barefoot through the office, in the manner of Jewish
law clerks who have already taken the Bar, and are just waiting to see
if they have passed it and will become Real Lawyers, or failed it and
will become Disgraces to Their Families and maybe even Blue Collar.
Baba eats peanut-butter-and-bagel sandwiches, hides THE EAST VILLAGE
EYE behind his copy of THE LAW JOURNAL, and worships Bruce Springsteen
as the one Perfect Being in a world filled with strife and disappoint-
ment; Jondra munches Doubtemint gum with the concentration most people
reserve for perusal of their paychecks, does, besides Lillian, a to-
lerably good Don Kirschner and a really impressive Michael Jackson,
and supplements his meagre law clerk salary (and they are the only
g;ople in the office that earn less than do I, so you can just imagine)
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by selling pound bags of cashews and pistachios, which he acquires, he
insists, from an unlicensed nut distributor on 191st Street. Neither
of them has ever learned how to write a coherent English sentence, and,
one way or another, we get along perfectly, and I really have enjoyed
spending the last couple of days in their office, discussing this and
that (I have, in fact, been presented with the honourary Law Clark
Nickname "Lala," as a token of my status. I fervently hope it doesn't
gain the popularity of their appellations, but I was rather touched by
the gesture, and God knows I've been called worse things), reading
through Jondra's extensive collection of PEOPLE magazines, and testing
out Baba's system for betting on trotters (the horse with the longest
tail wins), but a few minutes ago they began to improvise a duet of
Lillian and Julio Inglesias (Baba does a passable Julio) singing "You
Don't Send Me Flowers," as introduced by Don Kirschner, and I began to
think it was time to take my Teave of them, and do something construc-
tive, like write about the last I.J. or hunt around on the carpet for
paper clips or something. 1 mean, there's a limit to what even a de-
dicated surrealist can bear. There really is.

And so, here I am, with what I am pleased to call the “I'm As Corny
As Kansas In August" issue of I1.J. opened up before me. Honestly,
Elayne, I'm tickled absolutely beyond pink for you in your new-found
happiness, with one or two teensy provisions (see Jill Zimmerman's
letter), but you really ought to tell Kip that spilling the beans about
one's former Tove interests (one-sided or otherwise) in such graphic
detail simply isn't done (ED: I have; see above nreplies to Jilf, Pau-
dence, Rodny.). In the first place, it has a way of making one look
spiteful and bitter, even if one has done one's damndest to be charming
and witty and civilised about the whole thing; in the second place, it
carries with it an alarming tendency to fly back in one's face when one
least expects it; and in the third place it's just too too, if you see
what I mean. 1've given that boy/girl (I've never been really sure
which Kip is, to be honest) a severe talking to, if I were you—I think
he/she is jealous. [(ED: Kip insists that, being an androgyne, s/he is
never jeafous, unfess, in extreme cases, of other androgynes.}

For the rest of it, the cleverest thing I saw in the last issue (in
fact, the cleverest thing I've seen in any issue since the Ever-Popular
stopped contributing) was Tom Gedwillo's BASEBALL'S WHITE LINES. This
was an extraordinarily good idea, and very nicely executed, though I
must take exception to his match-up of Elvis Presley and Phil Ochs on
the mound. While, on the face of things, it might seem Tike a nice bit
of strategy to pit the veteran Presley (Cy Young Award winner, twice
MVP, league record holder for strikeouts in a single, nine-inning game)
against the rookie Ochs (13-4 in his last season in the minors), on
closer examination it proves to be a mistake, as the line scores indi-
cate. Presley, it's been said with some justification, is getting past
his prime (rumour has it that this is his last season, and that he
plans to retire and take over the coaching chores from Stu “Right Place
at the Wrong Time" Sutcliffe); certainly he isn't as sharp as he once
was, and has confined himself, over the last three seasons, to throwing
a collection of junk, foregoing his 95-mile-an-hour fastball and with
it some of his celebrated control, as evidenced by the fact that he
struck out only two in six innings, while allowing as many walks and
giving up 18 hits. Ochs, on the other hand, while he needs a couple of
more seasons against major league hitting under his belt before he
reaches his full potential (17 hits in 7-2/3 innings, 17 ER), shows
every sign of being a strong man in the rotation for the Morrisons,
particularly when backed up by ace reliever Harry Chapin. The bullpen,
by the way, is a major weakness of the Lennons—they have no long re-
lief to speak of, and their short relievers have been experiencing
trouble, getting behind on hitters in clutch situations—all the more
reason why they need a staff of young starters who can go the distance.
Keep your eye on first-round draft choice Sid Vicious in upcoming sea-
sons. With that one small proviso, however, I enjoyed Gedwillo's piece
immensely.

Aside from that, I liked A.J. Wright's BOUND FOR EARTH (particuarly
the last Tine which was, if you'll excuse the expression, deadly), all
the Randy Maxson cartoons, and I thought Eva Jones' OPTIONAL ENDING was
sort of interesting, if just a 1ittle predictable. A1l the usual peo-
ple were at their usual best, and all the usual people were at their
usual worst, and there you go, except that, in my copy, Mark Lamport's
“Mr. Guy" came out looking Tike "Mr. Goy," which brought to mind sever-
al new and completely different strips, none of which I have the abili-
ty to execute. Some nice cartoonist out there might want to Took into
the possibilities, however. And you might want to mention to "Kid"
Sieve that, having lived in San Francisco in the late sixties/early
seventies, I can pretty well assure her that it wasn't all that magi-
cal. There were some good concerts, some nice people, and a quantity
of fair-to-excellent dope (they just don't make L.S.D. like the Bear
did anymore), but there were also rip-offs, eighteen people living in
one room, cockroachy apartments, burn-outs, and some general garbage.
Like any place at any time, it had its good and bad points, and I won't
say that I don't have some beautiful and very fond memories of it, but

_ to make it into some kind of magic idyll sets up a dangerous precedent

for living in the past, and never seeing how special the present can be
if you give ft a chance.

Baba has just come in and told me the concert (with three encores,
he claims) is over, and asked if I wouldn't Vike to come in and have
cashew nuts with them, and I rather think that I would. What can I
say - the stomach is mightier than the pen. Do understand.

Gerry's Running Mate for President,

ANNI "LALA" ACKNER
10 Hillside Ave., #8
Englewood, NJ 07631
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NEW! Mouse-Flavoured Cat Food
99 99 from KITTY PAL &¢ ¢

THAT NUTTY CATOF YOURS.  and other vermin. Ask any
She won't eat those fancy- vel-they'll tell you. Then
flavoured foods you bring charge abundie to fix her up.
home, but let her outside We use only the choice
for five minutes and she’ll parts of sterilized laboratory
drag in the zoo for dinner. mice.carefully cleaned
What to do? and imspected. So kitty can

Well. now there’s a food

get her ‘bag limit’” without

that will stop pussy from leaving home.

ordering out: KITTY MAL. ‘GIVE THE CAT WHAT SHE
WHEN KITTY'S WELL. LIKES'. Remember. under-
IT'S CHEAPER TO KEEP -neath all that cuteness lurks
HER Eating wild game can  a hunting beasl. Always
wim your cat into a little has and always will. So
hairy hotel for worms, fleas  why fight it?
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~SHE KNOWS WHAT SHE LIKES!
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“STILL LIVING”
Is an overstatement.

The forgotten elderly who are still
breathing should send a S.A.S.E. to:
HEREBEFORES
Box 2243, Youngstown, Ohio, 44504
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ETTY ML Mouse-
Favoured Cat Food will g}
satisfy your cat’s iaste. o T
And put an end to those mn
uncomfortable moments r T
when kitty acts like an animal. g s
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© Your benefit never decresses!

PLEASE ACT TODAY
@ Builds cesh value!
4 No health questions!
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Well, if it's good enough for
Gene & Gilda, it's good enough
for us—By the power vested in
me by me, I now pronounce Yyou

Zen Heads & Tales:

't get up the ol’ Kundalini?

(You sure got a lot of nirvana)

Lost your spiritual virginity and can



